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Chapter One

 


 


Gina Stewart moved quickly and quietly,
keeping to the shadows. When she reached the den window of the
large mini-mansion she rose up on her tiptoes and pushed the window
open.

These stupid rich people, she thought.
They think they’re safe inside their little gated communities so
they don’t even secure their homes when they go out of
town.

She had been working this area for the last
few months. There were several gated communities in this section of
Fountain Hills and Gina had been making the rounds of them. She
broke into one or two homes every month; stealing the jewelry and
other small valuables that she could easily sell to the few fences
she worked with.

Gina was very careful which homes she picked
to break into. She preferred the occupants to be out of the home
for obvious reasons and she took great pains to make sure there
would be no one in the home when she broke in.

The owners of this particular house were out
of town. Gina had come across this information quite innocently.
Her best friend, Bonnie, did the bookkeeping for her boyfriend’s
landscaping business. Gina had been at Bonnie’s place visiting her
friend when the business phone rang.

From listening to the conversation Gina had
determined it was a client who wanted to make sure the landscaping
would continue to be done while they were off traipsing around
Europe for the next month. Bonnie had verified the address, the
dates the owners would be gone, the gate code to the community, and
other pertinent information.

Gina had pulled out her Smartphone, clicked
on her notes app and typed in the information she overheard Bonnie
repeating. To Bonnie it looked like Gina was sending a text
message.

Later, Gina had looked up the address and
then drove to the gated community and punched in the gate code. She
drove around getting a feel for the neighborhood noting how few
people were around. She went back later that same evening to check
out how well lit the neighborhood was at night.

Now it was two days later and she was
stealthily creeping around the mini-mansion. Gina took another
quick look around and then shoved the window further up. She
hoisted herself up onto the window sill and slowly slid into the
den making virtually no noise.

She stood still for a few minutes, listening
for any noise and letting her eyes adjust to the dim light in the
room. She did not know if the owners of this house had any pets.
Most likely they didn't have a dog or it would've been barking by
now. But a cat was always a definite possibility; they didn't need
anybody at home to take them for a walk or care for them. The last
thing Gina needed was to trip over a cat. Another concern was the
possibility of a house sitter.

Gina looked around the room and saw that it
was a typical den. She doubted that there were any valuables in
this room. It was almost more like a small library with one full
wall of built-in bookcases, a couple of easy chairs for reading, a
small sofa, and a medium-size TV. She needed to find the master
bedroom.

 


Brent Logan was in the living room heading
for the stairs when he heard the whisper of what sounded like a
window being opened. He stopped and strained to listen. Then he
heard another slight sound of something sliding over a surface.

Was someone else breaking into the
house?

He slipped next to the china cabinet and
waited patiently, listening for any further sounds that would tell
him if there was another person in the house.

Brent had scaled the 6 foot wall and picked
the lock on the sliding glass patio doors to gain access to the
house. He'd only been in the house for a few moments before he
heard the sounds of someone possibly coming in through a
window.

He considered this subdivision his territory;
after all he lived in that same subdivision. He was friends with
many of his neighbors and was privy to their vacation plans. This
made it easy for him to plan his burglaries.

Brent was very cautious about burglarizing in
his own neighborhood; he only did it about once every three months
or so. So who was cutting in on his area?

The other person was moving slowly down the
hall. He could hear the soft squish of the crepe soles on the shoes
as the intruder walked across the wood flooring.

Brent saw a slim figure dressed in black move
past the living room and head for the stairs. Skinny guy, he
thought to himself.

He waited a moment and then silently
followed. This floor plan happened to be the same as Brent’s house
so he knew exactly where the master bedroom was located. When he
reached the top of the stairs, he saw a thin beam of light coming
from the master suite.

 


Gina had found the master bedroom, entered it
and then stepped to the side of the door. She pulled her little
flashlight from her pocket and clicked it on, shining it around the
room while avoiding the windows. The light skimmed over the king
size bed, and moved to the night stand on the left. There was a
lamp sitting on it and a telephone.

As she moved the light past the corner and
over the adjacent wall, she saw the highboy dresser and thought
she’d take a look through that after she searched through the
jewelry box sitting on the long dresser against the opposite
wall.

The large walk-in closet was just to her
right and she definitely wanted to take a look in there. More
expensive items were often hidden in the master closet while
costume jewelry filled the jewelry box on the dresser. She decided
to check the closet first and then she’d look in the jewelry box,
the highboy dresser, and take a quick look behind the two pictures
hanging on the wall in case there was a safe.

Gina wasn’t a master safecracker, but she had
been practicing. If she couldn’t get a safe open in a few minutes,
she would abandon it and leave. Every extra minute spent inside the
house increased the chances of her being discovered.

She stepped into the closet and with her mini
flashlight she quickly found the drawers belonging to the lady of
the house. Inside the top drawer was a sliding divider that
revealed a hidden compartment when she moved it towards the back of
the drawer. This compartment had a cheap lock on it that Gina
opened in less than ten seconds with a bobby pin.

Inside were several pieces of jewelry with
diamonds, some rubies, and lesser gems. Gina grabbed them up and
stuffed them into one of the many pockets of her black jacket.

Next she turned to the other side of the
closet and opened a drawer that was filled with rolled up socks
placed in individual compartments. She tried to move the block of
compartments and was pleased when it slid back to reveal another
hideaway with a cheap lock.

Gina quickly opened it and pulled out gold
cufflinks with diamonds and a Rolex watch. These she stuffed into
another pocket and then turned to go back into the bedroom and take
a quick look around.

On second thought, she decided she’d scored
enough for one night and she would just leave. She’d already spent
more time in this house than she wanted to. It was best to get out
quickly.

As she stepped into the bedroom, silhouetted
against the window was the shape of a man.

Gina gasped in surprise. Her heart almost
stopped beating in her chest. This had never happened before. Her
targets were always empty and she’d never run into another person.
She wasn’t sure what to do.

Should I make a run for it? Would he follow
me? Can I outrun him? Shit! What to do??

 


Brent had silently entered the bedroom and
waited patiently for this other burglar to finish in the closet.
This guy was so slight, that Brent felt comfortable in his ability
to overpower him if necessary. As the skinny burglar exited the
closet, Brent spoke.

“Stop right there, young man. Empty your
pockets and then turn around and face the wall.”

He thinks I’m a guy!

Gina looked towards the door to the hallway
and tried to calculate her chances of making a dash for it. She
figured she could make it down the stairs and head for the den, but
now she wasn’t sure whether the den was the first or second door
past the living room. If she picked the wrong room, she’d be
screwed. Shit! Shit! Shit!

“Do it now, buddy. You’re trespassing and I
have every right to shoot your ass.” Brent declared as he pointed
with his finger in his pocket, making it look like a gun in the
dimly lit room. “I’m not waiting any longer.”

“All right! Don’t shoot!” Gina exclaimed as
she started to reach into a pocket to take out the jewelry she had
lifted from the drawers in the closet.

Brent was surprised by the feminine voice,
but he kept his finger gun pointed at her and said, “Easy, now.
Empty your pockets slow and easy. Don’t try anything or I will
shoot.”

Gina pulled out a few pieces from one pocket
and set them down on the long low dresser that was next to her. She
was going to still try and get away with the rest of the pieces. No
sense in the entire night’s work being a complete flop.

“Look,” she said. “Here’s your stuff back,
now please just let me go.”

She’d never been busted before. She had no
family and had grown up in a series of foster homes. Her friends
thought she freelanced for some private detective agencies doing
light surveillance assignments. How would she explain getting
popped while burglarizing a high end home?

“Let you go?” Brent asked incredulously. “You
break into my home with the intention of robbing me blind, and you
think I should let you go?”

She apparently thought he was the homeowner
so he decided he’d just continue to let her think it was his
house.

“I haven’t hurt anything; I’ve returned what
I took. There’s no need for you to do anything else. Please, let me
go.”

Brent shook his head and said, “Turn around
and face the wall.”

Gina didn’t want to turn her back on this
guy. He was pretty big and she didn’t know what he might do. What
if he whacked her on the head with his gun?

“I’m not turning around. I put your stuff on
the dresser there, and I’m leaving now.”

She started to walk towards the door trying
to act full of confidence even though she was scared he’d fire his
gun at her.

“Stop!” He ordered. “Back up to the wall and
raise your hands. Do it now or I’m going to shoot.”

Gina decided to do what he asked. As long as
she could keep an eye on him she’d wait for a chance to run.

Brent stepped over towards her and stopped
when he was still about five or six feet from her. Having no idea
if she was skilled in any form of self-defense, he thought it was
best if he didn’t get too close.

He could see her features now and was
surprised how beautiful she was. There were a few wisps of silver
blonde hair that had escaped her black knit hat. Her clothes were
all black, very close fitting and outlined her slim hips. The dark
jacket she wore concealed her waist, but not the shape of her full
bust. He couldn’t see the color of her eyes but he thought they
were dark.

Gina looked her captor over and was impressed
that such a young man owned this expensive home. He was just over
six feet tall with wide shoulders. His hair was dark and from what
she could see of his features, he was damn good looking. Somewhere
in the back of her mind she found it odd that he was dressed much
the same as she was. All in dark, close fitting clothing.

“Turn all your pockets inside out.” He
commanded.

Shit, if she did that he’d know she hadn’t
removed all the items she’d lifted.

“I already gave everything back, just let me
go. Please.” Gina replied.

Brent shook his head. He was sure she had
more in her pockets. Her left jacket pocket had a slight bulge to
it; he knew she was trying to get away with something.

“Do it now or I’m calling the police.”

“Okay, okay! Can I lower my hands?”

“Yeah, just do it nice and slow and don’t try
anything.”

Gina lowered her arms slowly and then took
off running towards the stairs as fast as she could.

Brent had been expecting such a move and he
took off after her, tackling her to the floor just after she
cleared the bedroom door.

Gina kicked and swung her fists, trying to
get away. But he was too strong and she only knew the very basics
of self-defense. She could not overpower him.

She was on her back with Brent straddled
across her hips making it almost impossible for her to move her
legs in any effective way. He had grabbed both her hands and held
her wrists with just his left hand. With his right hand, he was
patting the pockets of her jacket and then pulled out the remaining
jewelry she was trying to get away with.

He smirked at her and said, “So you’ve given
everything back, huh? What the hell is this stuff? Something you
just brought along for the fun of it?”

“Um...uh...I guess you just made me so
nervous I forgot about the stuff in that pocket.”

“Yeah, right,” Brent responded. “I think it’s
time I called the police.”

“No! Please don’t!” Gina begged. “Please,
I’ll do anything you want. Just don’t call the cops. You’ve got
everything now; can’t you just let me go?”

“I don’t think so; you’ll just keep on living
this life of crime. I think it will serve the public more if we get
you locked up.”

Gina was becoming more scared. Her heart was
pounding now and she had to find a way to change this guy’s mind.
She had always had the ability to cry almost on demand. In this
particular situation it was no problem at all to let the tears
start flowing.

“Please let me go,” she sobbed. “I promise I
won’t ever do this again. I just needed some money so badly to help
with my sick mother. It was stupid. I know that now. But please,
please let me go.”

Oh, she was good, Brent thought. But he knew
she was lying and he knew the tears were fake. There just wasn’t a
lot of sincerity in her voice. He’d enjoyed patting her shapely
body while looking for more loot in her pockets and now he had an
idea.

“You’ll do anything? Anything at all?” He
asked her.

“Yes! Just name it! Anything!”

What if he wants sex? I can’t do that. Oh
God, what did I just promise? What if he wants me to do something
even more illegal than burglary?

Gina waited while Brent pretended to think it
over. He knew exactly what he was going to ask of her. She wasn’t
going to like it; but he was sure she would agree if her other
choice was going to jail.

“Here are your choices,” Brent began. “Either
I call the police and press charges or you submit to a
spanking.”

“What!?” Gina exclaimed. “You want to spank
me?”

“Or I can call the police. Which will it
be?”

A spanking, she thought. How bad
can a spanking be? Hell, it’s a child’s punishment. Then I can get
the hell out of here and go home.

“And if I agree; you’ll let me leave without
calling the cops?”

“Yep, that’s what I said. Cops or a spanking,
which one would you rather have?”

Gina let out a big sigh and said, “Ok, I’ll
take the spanking.”

“Very good,” Brent said. “I’m going to get
off you now, but I’m still going to hold on to your wrists. Don’t
try anything or there won’t be any further negotiations. I’ll call
the police.”

She nodded her head in agreement.

Brent stood up and then pulled her to her
feet by her wrists. He led her back into the bedroom and closed the
door. Then he glanced at the windows to make sure the shades were
drawn.

Still holding her wrists, he pulled her to
the bed and he sat down with her standing between his legs.

“Drop your pants and your underwear.”

“What?! I didn’t agree to get undressed! Gina
protested. What kind of pervert are you?”

“I’m not a pervert at all,” Brent replied.
“But this will be a bare-bottomed spanking. Now drop your pants or
I call the police.”

Gina wasn’t sure what was worse, going to
jail or getting a bare assed spanking. She chose the spanking.

“Can I take my jacket off?” She asked.

“Sure, just do it slowly and don’t try
anything.”

She took off the jacket and tossed it on the
nearby chair. Then she reached to her side and pulled down the
zipper. She tugged her pants down and let them fall around her
ankles.

“Please, can I leave my panties on?” Gina
begged.

“No, take them off or I call the police.”

Gina hesitated, but then she pulled the
panties down and they fell to just above her knees. She stood there
and looked at Brent.

He took a quick look at her trimmed pussy and
felt his cock getting stiff. There’d be no sex tonight so he raised
his eyes to look at her face. Brent shifted to a slight angle and
patted his left knee to indicate she should position herself over
it.

Gina took a deep breath and laid herself over
his knee. Her upper body was angled across the bed and was
supported by the bed. She pulled one of the pillows close to her so
she’d have something to hang onto. Her legs were dangling and just
barely touched the floor. She felt him place his right leg over her
legs, effectively locking her in place.

Brent placed his hand on her ass and she
flinched. He chuckled.

“I haven’t done anything yet.”

“Just do it and get it over with it,” she
said through her clenched teeth.

She felt his hand lift from her backside and
then it came down in a sharp slap on her left cheek. She clenched
her jaw but didn’t make a sound.

Another slap to her right cheek and Gina
sucked her breath in.

He continued in this manner, smacking first
the left cheek and then the right. The spanks were steady and
sharp, but they didn’t hurt too much.

At least not at first. But as he kept it up,
hitting the same spots over and over again, it began to get more
and more uncomfortable.

He was relentless; smacking her cheeks at a
steady, even pace. He never gave her a break.

Gina wished she’d started counting when he
first began to spank her. She was sure at least ten minutes had
passed and her ass was getting sore. So far she had not made any
sound other than an occasional gasp or slight whimper. How long was
he going to keep spanking her? She squirmed a little bit but she
was not going to give him the satisfaction of her begging him to
stop.

Brent had not made a sound either. He was
concentrating on this perfect ass propped up on his knee and
watching it turn from a smooth creamy white to a nice blushing
pink. The blushing pink had slowly turned into a deep, warm rose
color. Soon it would be a hot strawberry red.

When Gina felt like at least another five
minutes had passed and her ass was burning and stinging, she felt
she had to say something. This jerk was going to spank her forever
if she just lay there taking it.

“Stop,” she said. “That’s enough! I’m sorry I
broke into your house and tried to steal from you. Please
stop!”

Brent ignored her and continued spanking
her.

She tried to kick her feet but they were
trapped by Brent’s right leg. She put her right arm behind her in
an attempt to cover her ass or block his hand, but he grabbed it
with his left hand and held it tightly to the small of her
back.

“Please stop! Enough already! Please!” She
squirmed, trying to get out of this humiliating position. But Brent
held her tightly and didn’t allow her much wiggling room.

Suddenly he landed five extra hard smacks on
her left cheek, causing her to cry out and yell, “STOP!” Then he
landed five more extra hard smacks to her right cheek.

Gina was crying now. She was trying to keep
it as quiet as she could, but her ass felt like it was on fire. She
sniffled into the pillow and after a minute or so she realized the
spanking had stopped and he was now gently caressing her burning
cheeks.

She wiggled, testing to see if he would let
her up.

Brent moved his right leg off her legs and
then slipped his hand between her legs to feel her wet pussy. He
plunged two fingers into her slit and she gasped in shock at the
suddenness of it. But before she could voice a protest, her body
betrayed her and she felt her pussy clench around his invading
fingers as she came.

When the spasms stopped, Brent removed his
fingers from the warmth of her wet sheath and slipped his left arm
under her to help her get up. He steadied her as she stood before
him. Then he reached down and pulled her panties up from around her
knees, and then her pants that were bunched up at her ankles.

Gina didn’t look at him. She was humiliated
and embarrassed at how easily he had made her come. Especially
after the lengthy spanking. She adjusted her undies, then she
zipped up the side zipper of her pants. She turned to the chair and
put her jacket on.

Without saying a word, Gina walked out of the
bedroom, down the stairs, to the den, and then climbed out the same
window she had entered the house through.

She walked the two blocks to her car and got
in. When she sat down in the driver’s seat, her ass let her know
that she’d just been thoroughly spanked. She promised herself she
would never come back to this subdivision.

 


Brent had left the house the same way he had
entered it, through the back door. He was able to follow Gina to
her car and wanted to follow her home but his car was a few blocks
away in the opposite direction. He made note of the license plate
number and the make, model, and color of the vehicle. He’d try to
find out where she lived.

Had he been too hard on her? They hadn’t even
exchanged names. He had no idea who she was, where she lived, or
anything at all about her. All he knew was that she was a burglar,
just like he was.

He had let her believe he was the owner of
the home she’d broken into. Then he had used that deception to
convince her that unless she submitted to a spanking she’d be going
to jail.

Brent wanted to see her again. She had the
most perfect ass he’d ever had the pleasure of spanking. He’d been
pleased to find that her pussy was wet with her arousal after the
spanking. But afterwards she’d been so cold and distant that he
hadn’t known what to say.

He slowly walked back to his car wondering if
he should go back in the house and straighten up the bedroom. He
could take the jewelry she’d put on the dresser and the night would
end up with him getting some monetary good out of it.

They both had worn thin gloves to prevent
leaving any fingerprints. He’d taken his off for the spanking, but
the young lady had left her gloves on.

In the end he decided it was best to just go
home. Too much time had already been spent in the house. It could
be risky going back in.

He smiled when he thought of the homeowners
returning to find some jewelry laying on the dresser and their bed
not quite as neat as they’d left it.

 





 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


Gina pulled into her single car garage and
walked into her small townhouse. She walked over to the alarm pad
and entered the code. Then she reset it to the ‘stay’ mode and
flipped the lights on.

In her bedroom she undressed and walked naked
into the master bath where she turned on the hot water and poured
in some lavender scented bubble bath. While the tub filled with hot
water she took off her make-up and clipped her light blond hair on
top of her head.

Gina stepped into the half-filled tub and
gingerly sank down until her sore, hot cheeks touched the bottom of
the tub. She leaned back, closed her eyes and relived the
evening.

She couldn’t believe how this night had
ended. It had been so exciting to find that Rolex watch and know
that she’d get a nice chunk of change for it. Plus the diamond
jewelry she’d lifted from the first concealed compartment. It could
have turned into a very lucrative night for her.

Instead, all she’d gained was a very sore,
very red, very hot ass. The hot tub was soothing and she rolled
over on her left hip to rub her right cheek and then reversed the
roll so she could give the left cheek a rub. It didn’t really help,
but it made her feel she was at least trying to make it better.

The tub was full now, the water starting to
run into the overflow. Gina leaned over and turned the hot water
not quite off. She left it on just enough so about the same amount
of water that was running into the overflow was being replaced by
fresh hot water. It was a trick she’d learned from one of her
foster mothers to keep the bath water hot for a very long relaxing
soak.

Leaning back again, Gina fantasized about
getting revenge on the homeowner who had spanked her so hard for so
long. But she knew any retaliation against him would only end up
with her getting in trouble with the law. She still couldn’t
believe how quickly he’d brought her to orgasm by just thrusting
two fingers into her.

She sighed and made up her mind to hit a
couple of extra homes this month to make up for the losses she had
suffered tonight. A glance at her pruned fingertips told her it was
time to get out of the tub.

Gina released the stopper with her foot to
let the water drain and when the tub was about half empty she stood
up and turned on the shower so she could wash her hair and rinse
off.

While she was drying off, she turned around
so she could get a look in the mirror at her poor, abused butt. It
was very red and she was instantly sorry she had looked. Hopefully
it was the hot bath that had contributed to much of the redness.
She’d check again in the morning. For now, she climbed into her bed
and cuddled up with her big body pillow for a good night’s
sleep.

 


 Gina woke up
feeling rested and refreshed. She peeked again at her ass and was
happy to see it was just pink.

I’m just going to put last night out of my
mind like it never happened. I’m going to start planning my next
two jobs and get on with life.

Still naked, she walked into her kitchen and
turned the coffeemaker on. While the coffee brewed she scrambled a
couple of eggs and popped a piece of whole wheat bread into the
toaster.

When she sat down to eat her breakfast her
sore butt had her jumping up again. Apparently it wasn’t going to
be as easy as she thought to put the spanking out of her mind. She
went to the sofa and grabbed a throw pillow to use as a cushion as
she sat at the table.

With her iPad open she ate while perusing her
list of various subdivisions that had yielded good results for her
in the past. There were a few in neighboring Green Valley that she
hadn’t worked for several months and she made up her mind that
she’d hit a few homes there in the next few weeks.

There were many ways Gina chose which
properties to burglarize. One of them was to check public records
and find out who lived in the homes. If she came across someone
prominent, she’d check the society pages of the newspaper websites
and would often be able to find when they were going on vacation or
when they’d be out just for a night.

Once she picked a few possibilities Gina
spent time checking out the neighborhoods. If they were gated she
waited until another car entered and simply followed them in. Some
communities were guarded and that made it more difficult. The guard
would want to call whoever she said she was visiting and that
wouldn’t work out for her.

In these instances Gina parked her car a
block or two away and scaled the fence or wall surrounding the
subdivision and then roamed around on foot as though she were just
another resident taking a walk.

 


For the next two months Gina did very well
with her burglaries. She burglarized two or three homes per month
and had all but forgotten the unfortunate incident at the house in
Fountain Hills.

Her next planned job was going to be the
largest home she’d ever burglarized. It was a mansion of over ten
thousand square feet. She had gone to public records to find out
who the builder was and the exact number of square feet. Then she
looked up the builder’s website and looked at all the floor
plans.

This was a custom builder but they generally
used a basic floor plan of a certain size and the homeowner had the
option to move walls and redesign the layout to a certain extent.
It would give Gina a good idea of how the mansion was laid out. At
the very least she’d know in which section of the mansion the
master bedroom was located.

She knew the house was closed up for the
summer so there would be no problems with running into anyone and
the household staff was not live-in. The owner of the mansion was a
television producer in New York and used this home only as a winter
home to escape the cold eastern winters.

There was an alarm system but she was
familiar with the brand and had experience with neutralizing this
particular type. She was confident that she’d have no trouble
disabling it.

Gina dressed in her work clothes. Everything
was black with nothing loose to catch on windows or doors. Tight
Lycra pants, a thin turtleneck pullover, black socks and running
shoes in case she had to run quickly, a thin black hat to cover her
light blond hair, and black latex gloves so she didn’t leave her
fingerprints anywhere. The final item was a slim jacket with
several pockets to hold the loot she found.

She parked her car down the street. The
mansion was on a three acre lot and was enclosed by a tall wrought
iron fence. She had walked around the perimeter of the property
several times and had located an area where she was sure she could
scale the fence without being seen.

As she walked down the sidewalk she looked
around but saw no one else on the street. It was late, nearly
eleven o’clock. Once she came to where she wanted to go over the
fence, she took one last look around and then hoisted herself up
with the help of a low branch on the tree growing next to the
fence.

She jumped down on the other side of the
fence and stood still for a few minutes making sure there were no
dogs on the property. She didn’t expect there to be any dogs, but
she wanted to make sure while she was still close enough to go back
over the fence.

Gina moved towards the main house going from
tree to tree to keep cover as much as possible. Once she was within
a hundred feet of the mansion there was no more cover, just a low
wall along the front gardens.

Taking a deep breath, she ran to the garage
doors. The house had three two-car garages with a regular door for
easy access. It was locked of course, but Gina had no trouble
picking the lock.

She was taking a gamble that this door wasn’t
connected to the alarm system, but they rarely were. Usually only
the door that led into the house was wired with a sensor.

Once she was in the garage she paused and
listened for the tell tale beep of the alarm but she heard nothing.
Of course, there was always the possibility that it was a silent
alarm.

Gina went to the door that would take her
into the house and hopefully the alarm pad would be just inside.
She tried the doorknob and to her surprise it was not locked. She
let herself in and saw that she was in a large mudroom. Immediately
the alarm started beeping which meant it wasn’t silent and she had
thirty to forty-five seconds to disable it.

This particular alarm would sound off if she
opened the access door that exposed the wiring. With an ingenious
tool she had devised from a few large paperclips she managed to
hold the tiny sensor in place while she opened the access door.
With about ten seconds to spare, Gina managed to disconnect the
wires that would disable the alarm.

She was in! She moved out of the mudroom into
the largest kitchen she’d ever seen. The granite covered island was
at least twelve feet long. Gina couldn’t tell what type of wood the
cabinets were made of in the dim light, but she could tell they
were high quality.

Not wanting to spend too much time in the
house, Gina moved out of the kitchen and found herself in a large
formal dining room with a table big enough to seat twenty-four
people.

She had the floor plan memorized and headed
for the stairs to the second floor and the master bedroom. Once
there she quickly looked behind all the artwork to check for a
safe. There wasn’t one and she made a mental note to check the den
and/or office if she could locate it without taking up too much
time.

Gina quickly rifled through the dressers and
found nothing. She went to the first of two huge walk-in closets
which were outfitted with the most elaborate closet organizers
she’d ever seen.

There she found a treasure trove of jewelry.
Everything from necklaces, earrings, bracelets, rings, and pins.
Most had diamonds, sapphires, rubies, and other gems in them. She
didn’t bother looking them over too closely; just snatched them up
and stuffed them into her jacket pockets.

Next she went into the other closet which
held all men’s clothing and accessories. Again she found a large
amount of jewelry. She grabbed up cufflinks, rings, gold chains,
and more.

Her pockets were quite full and she thought
it might be wise to skip hunting for a wall safe and just get
out.

 


Brent had just entered the mansion from the
garage door. He thought it was odd that the alarm had not gone off.
Could it be that the owners had simply forgotten to set the alarm?
Or was it possible that some other burglar had already cleaned out
the place?

He shrugged and moved out of the mudroom,
through the kitchen, formal dining room, and up the stairs. While
he didn’t have a floor plan in his head like Gina did, he knew it
was a pretty safe bet that the master bedroom was on the second
floor.

These mansions usually had the family bedroom
suites on the second floor and guest suites on the third floor. The
ground floor generally consisted of kitchen, formal dining, a large
living room, parlor, and sometimes a ballroom for entertaining.

Halfway up the stairs a step creaked and he
moved to the edge of the stairway hoping he could remain silent. He
was sure the mansion was empty but it was always best to stick to
the habit of moving as quietly as possible.

The first room he looked in was not the
master suite. Brent moved across the hall to check that room. This
was clearly a young teenage boy’s room. He continued down the
hall.

 


Gina thought she heard a noise as she stepped
out of the closet and the hair on the back of her neck stood up. A
clear sign of danger to her mind.

Could someone else be in the house? No, it
was probably just one of those settling noises houses make.

Just as she started to walk towards the door
of the room she heard the definite sound of a footfall. She stepped
behind the door thinking if whoever it was entered the room she
could slip out and run down the stairs and get out.

Damn! How could this be happening? Was there
a silent alarm? Was a cop in the house? Or a security guard from
the alarm monitoring service? Shit!

Gina worked at breathing slowly and remaining
calm while she waited. In just another moment a man stepped into
the room and stopped just beyond the door to look around.

This was no cop or security guard. This guy
was dressed much the same as she was. All in black and wearing
gloves. She was sure he was another burglar!

What were the chances of two burglars hitting
the same home on the same night at the same time? She’d guess they
were pretty damn slim.

Gina remained still, hoping this guy would go
into one of the closets and give her the opportunity to slip out
the door. But no, he did exactly what she had first done. He
checked behind every piece of art on the walls to see if there was
a safe.

The last piece of art was on the same wall
where Gina was hiding and he was sure to see her.

Suddenly she remembered when she’d been
caught by an owner a few months ago and decided she’d play the
owner of this house and scare this guy off.

Stepping out from behind the door, Gina said,
“Who are you and what the hell are you doing in my bedroom?”

She spoke in a firm, demanding tone and she
could tell the burglar was startled. He turned around quickly and
they both stared at each other.

“You!” She exclaimed as she recognized the
man who had blistered her ass. She didn’t remember him being quite
so hunky and handsome.

“You!” Brent exclaimed as he realized he was
looking at the same young woman he’d fooled into believing he was
the owner of the house she was robbing several weeks ago.

They stood there, both of them completely
dumbfounded with the situation.

Slowly it dawned on Gina that this man who
had threatened to call the police if she didn’t submit to a
spanking was not the owner of that house as he had claimed. He was
simply another burglar and she had fallen for his ruse.

“You son of a bitch!” Gina cried as she
launched herself at him. She was ready to do him bodily harm now
that she understood he’d tricked her into that spanking.

Brent caught her arms and stopped her before
she could scratch his eyes out.

“Whoa!” He said. “Calm down; there’s no need
for violence here.”

“No need for violence?!” She exclaimed as she
tried to kick him in the shin. “What do you call that spanking you
gave me if not violence?”

Brent picked her up and tossed her on the
bed. Then he covered her body with his to hold her down so she
couldn’t hurt him.

“Get off me, you asshole!”

“Not until you calm down, honey.”

Gina took a deep breath and heaved her body
upwards trying to buck him off. But it didn’t work; he was still on
top of her. She tried again with the same results.

After several panting breaths, she said,
“Okay, okay. I’m calm now, get the hell off me.”

Brent eased up a little, but wasn’t sure he
could trust her so he kept the majority of his weight on her.

“I’m gonna let you up but I want your promise
that you won’t start attacking me again.”

Gina nodded her head.

Brent shook his head and said, “I want you to
say it. Say you’ll behave yourself when I let you up.”

She gave him a dark look, “After what you did
to me in that other house, I should call the cops and have them put
your ass in jail.”

He smiled a charming crooked smile at her and
replied, “But you’d have to tell them how you came to find me here
and I think you’d end up in jail right along with me.”

“Let me up.” She growled as she gave her hips
a wiggle to emphasize what she wanted.

He felt his cock respond to her wiggling.

“Just as soon as you promise to behave.”

“Fine! I promise I won’t attack you.”

Brent moved to the side and let her sit up.
She scooted to the other side of the bed.

“So what do you want to do about this?” She
asked.

He shrugged and said, “I suppose you’ve
already cleaned out all the best stuff?”

“Not really,” she said. “I just filled my
pockets. There’s plenty more in the closets. I don’t like to carry
a bag so I just take what fits in my pockets.”

“Did you find a wall safe?” He asked, glad
that she wasn’t looking at his crotch or she’d see the raging
hard-on he had developed while she was wiggling underneath him.

“Not in here. I was going to see if I could
find a den or office and check there.”

“Okay. I think you should share with me what
you’ve already taken and then we’ll go together to see if we can
find a safe.”

“Share! You’re nuts! Why the hell should I
share my loot with you?”

“Because I don’t trust you that there’s
anything else in these closets.”

“Well, that’s just too damn bad. Whatever I
got, I got without your help and I’m not sharing.”

She got up from the bed and he asked, “Where
do you think you’re going?”

“I’m done here. If there’s a safe you can
find it and crack it.”

“No, if you’re not going to share then you’re
coming in the closets with me and then we’ll go together to find
the safe.”

“Fine, let’s just do it quick. I’ve been in
here too long already.”

In the closets he found she had told the
truth. There was still plenty of jewelry and he snatched it up and
stuffed it in his pockets.

“Can we go now?” Gina asked.

“Yeah, we’re going to check this floor for an
office or den and then we’ll check downstairs if we don’t find it
up here.”

“Why don’t you check up here and I’ll run and
look downstairs?” Gina had every intention of just leaving and
getting the hell away from this guy.

Brent shook his head and said, “No way. I
don’t trust you not to take off and call the police.”

She gave a big sigh and said, “I’m not going
to call the cops, but I do want to get out of here. I don’t care
about the safe.”

“Too bad.” He grabbed her arm and half
dragged her through the rest of the second floor as they looked for
a den or office.

They went downstairs and took a right since
they knew the formal dining and kitchen were to the left. They were
in a large living room that spilled over into a billiards room with
two pool tables. That room led into a short hall that took them to
the office.

“I’ll check behind the wall art, you check
the cabinets.” Brent ordered.

Gina bristled at being told what to do but
she did it. She opened the doors of a small table next to an easy
chair but it was just storage. Then she went to the credenza behind
the desk and found the safe.

She immediately started to work on the dial
trying to crack it open. Brent saw what she was doing and came to
stand behind her.

“Are you any good at cracking safes?” He
asked her.

“I’m not great at it, but I’ve managed a few.
If I can’t get it open in a few minutes I usually stop and get out.
What about you?”

“I’m no good with just my fingers, but I have
a stethoscope that usually works for me.”

She moved over and said, “Have at it.”

Brent sat on the floor in front of the safe
and pulled out a stethoscope that was tucked inside his shirt. He
fitted the earpieces in place and then put the end of it on the
combination dial of the safe.

“Keep quiet.” He told her as he began turning
the dial.

He turned the dial three complete revolutions
to the right before he switched direction and began turning to the
left. Gina thought she counted two revolutions and then he went
right again for just about a quarter of a turn.

Brent pushed the handle down and the door
swung open. He pulled out several files that were stacked about
three inches high. Then he reached his arm in and did a sweep of
the entire interior of the safe. Out tumbled eight stacks of one
hundred dollar bills.

Gina’s eyes grew wide and round, “Holy shit!
How much is that?”

“If they’re regular bank stacks that haven’t
had any bills removed, then there are a hundred bills per stack.
That makes ten grand per stack for a tidy total of eighty
grand.”

“Wow! Let’s grab ‘em and get outta here.”
Gina said, her heart wildly pounding now.

He tossed her four of the stacks and crammed
the remaining four under his shirt. He stuffed the stethoscope down
the neck of the shirt and stood up. Then he put the files back into
the safe, closed the door, and spun the dial.

Brent stood up, looked at her and asked,
“Ready?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

They walked swiftly through the lower floor
and in the mudroom Gina set the alarm to the on position and they
exited through the garage.

Once outside they paused and scanned the
grounds for any activity. Then Gina took off running towards her
corner where she could get an easy boost from the tree to get back
over the fence.

Brent followed her, wanting to call out but
knowing he needed to remain quiet. When they reached the tree Gina
found she couldn’t reach the branch from this side of the fence.
Brent gave her a boost up, and once he saw she was safely over, he
jumped to grab the branch and pulled himself up.

Gina walked briskly towards her car and Brent
kept up with her. She really wanted to lose him but she wanted to
get to her car even more.

As she unlocked her car Brent asked, “Will
you give me a lift to my car?”

She hesitated but couldn’t really think of a
reason to say no. To be safe it was better that they both clear out
of the area as soon as possible. If she refused and someone had
seen them, then the police could be called and if he was caught, he
might give her up as well.

“Get in.” She said as she put the vehicle in
drive and took off as soon as he’d shut the door.

“My car is half a mile down and over two
streets.” He told her.

She didn’t answer him and just kept
driving.

“Hey, what do you say we go out get a drink
to celebrate our lucky night?”

“No way,” she replied. “We’d be too
conspicuous dressed the way we are. I’m going home.”

He shifted in his seat so he was facing her
and said, “My name is Brent. Pleased to meet you.”

She glanced at him and grinned. She was
feeling an incredible rush over the jewelry she’d scored and the
forty thousand dollars that was her half of the cash.

“I’m Gina, nice to meet you Brent.”

“We work well together, Gina. What do you say
we exchange phone numbers and get together sometime? We could work
a couple of bigger jobs together.”

She was still embarrassed about the spanking
from a few months ago but she didn’t want to bring it up. She
certainly didn’t want to bring up what had happened following the
spanking. She decided to push that unfortunate incident to the back
of her mind and not talk about or think about it. Working with a
partner could be beneficial. She would let bygones be bygones.

“Sure,” she answered. “There’s a notepad in
the glove box with a pen. Write your number down and I’ll give you
mine.”

They reached his car while Brent was still
writing down the phone numbers. He ripped off the sheet with her
number and then wrote his down on the next sheet.

“How ‘bout lunch tomorrow?” He asked her.

“Sounds good. Let’s meet at Julio’s on Bell
and Pima Road.”

“Great. One o’clock? The lunch rush should be
thinning out by then.”

“Yeah, see you then.”




Chapter Three

 


 


After their lunch things began to move fairly
quickly as far as their partnership went. They agreed to split the
take on all jobs evenly.

Gina invited Brent to her apartment so she
could fill him in on all the research she did to make sure the jobs
she went on would not end up with her in jail.

Brent was impressed with how she did things.
He had never bothered doing much in the way of research. Mostly he
just made sure the house he was breaking into was empty. He had to
admit that Gina’s methods made for a safer break-in.

As they sat at her kitchen table with her
laptop opened to the county’s public records website, she realized
they had not yet spoken about their first meeting and how he had
deceived her and conned her into letting him spank her.

“You know I’m still mad at you about how you
let me think you were the owner of that house we first met in.”

Brent had wondered when she’d bring that up.
Now he looked at her and asked, “Are you mad because I let you
think I was the owner or mad that I gave you a spanking?”

“Both,” she answered. “I was afraid you’d
still call the cops. And you have to admit the spanking was much
more than I deserved.”

“If I’d been the owner of that house I’d say
you deserved every smack you got on your very spankable ass.”

“Besides,” he continued, “your pussy was
soaking wet afterwards and it didn’t take much to make you
come.”

Gina blushed at the reminder of how he’d
plunged his fingers deep inside her and her body had almost
instantly convulsed around his fingers.

Brent leaned over towards her and asked
softly, “Wanna do it again?”

“No! I want to forget it ever happened!”

He chuckled and said, “I don’t how you’re
going to do that; I know it’s something that I will be remembering
for a long time. And I do want to do it again.”

Gina wanted to change the subject and she
started talking about their first robbery as a team. She was far
too attracted to Brent in her opinion.

 


On their first planned job together they
broke into another mansion. This one was a little smaller and Gina
was not able to find a floor plan so they had to go in without
knowing anything about the layout.

Brent picked the lock on the French doors of
the master bedroom that led out into the pool area. They entered a
very opulent bedroom. The bed was draped with sheer hangings from
the canopy. The furniture was all a deep walnut. Gina stood and
admired the beautiful art on the walls, the small collection of
tiny vases on a table near the chaise lounge, and the elaborate
hand painted wall coverings.

“Quit gawking,” Brent ordered. “Let’s hit the
closets.”

Gina followed him to the closets and the
ransacked all the drawers but found very little. Next they looked
for a safe behind the artwork on the walls but there wasn’t
one.

She went into the huge restroom which boasted
a double width jet tub. Two people could sit side by side, facing
each other in this huge tub. There was an opaque glass door next to
the tub and Gina opened it and stepped into a shower that was the
size of a small bedroom.

Two walls were lined with built-in seating
wide enough to lie down on. The ceiling and all walls had several
shower heads. There was enough room in this shower for at least
eight people. She wondered if the owners were into kinky group
showers. Maybe they had orgies and then all came in to shower
together.

Brent came up behind her saying, “You’re
gawking again.” But then he ended up gawking as well.

“I want to take a shower in here,” Gina
announced.

“We can’t, Gina. We’ve got to limit our time
in these houses and we haven’t found any substantial loot yet.”

“I don’t care,” she replied. “When will I
ever get a chance to be in a shower like this again?”

Brent shook his head and said, “Do what you
want, I’m gonna go look for the safe.”

Gina looked over her shoulder to make sure he
had left the room. Then she stripped and stepped into the massive
shower.

Figuring out how to turn on the water took
her several minutes. The control panel was all electronic and she
was blasted with icy water before she figured out the temperature
control.

Oh! This is heaven! As hot water
cascaded from the ceiling and gently sprayed her from the walls she
thought this was pure luxury. She laid down on one of the long
seating benches and switched the controls to a massage level. After
a few minutes she rolled over and let the massage continue on her
other side. Next she tried a soft, gentle rainfall setting

Laying there on her back, completely relaxed
with her eyes closed, she basked in the most wonderful shower
experience she’d ever had.

She didn’t hear the door open but suddenly a
naked Brent was leaning over her and kissing her as he cupped her
breast in his hand.

Her eyes flew open and for a second she
thought she should push him away. But she was too relaxed and it
did feel so good.

She kissed him back bringing one arm up
behind his neck to pull him in closer and make it a deeper
kiss.

He slipped his tongue into her mouth and she
touched it with her tongue. A low moan sounded from deep in Brent’s
throat and he moved to lie over Gina’s body.

Brent’s hand caressed her side, dipping in at
her small waist and then rounding over the gentle swell of her hip
and back up to her breast.

“Let me fuck you,” he whispered as he nibbled
on her tender earlobe.

Gina’s breath caught at the vulgarity, but at
the same time she felt her pussy tighten in anticipation. She knew
she should say no. She should get up, dry off, get dressed, and
then they should get the hell out of this house.

But she didn’t say no. She wrapped her arms
around him and kissed him again. She could feel his hard cock
pressing against her hip and it felt good. It felt big, and long,
and very hard. She imagined it entering her and having him pound
away at her.

She answered him with a movement that put his
hips between her legs and his cock was pressing against her wet
slit.

Brent took her breast in his mouth and sucked
on it, making her nipple hard and taut. He nipped at it with his
teeth and caused a jolt to shoot down to her pussy.

He slipped his arms under her thighs and
draped her legs over his shoulder. Then he slowly entered her. Inch
by inch he slipped into her pussy waiting for her body to
accommodate his size. When he was in all the way he began to move
in and out.

Gina met every one of his moves with one of
her own. She hooked her ankles together behind his shoulders and
pulled him in as deep as she could.

He pulled out and she pouted with
disappointment and moaned her protest.

“Turn over and get on your knees,” he
commanded.

Hmmm...doggy style, my favorite. She
quickly did what he asked.

Brent caressed her ass and dipped his fingers
into her juicy pussy. Then he gave her a few quick sharp slaps on
her ass.

“Ow! What was that for?” She squealed.

“For having the most spankable ass I’ve ever
seen.”

He smacked her a few more times and then
plunged his cock into her. Gina shoved her ass backwards to meet
his thrusts. She was somewhat surprised to find the slaps on her
ass gave an extra thrill to the fucking.

The tingling caused by the spanks seemed to
radiate right to her pussy and in very short order she was on the
verge of coming.

Brent wasn’t quite as ready as she was and he
slowed the pace he had set. He reached around Gina’s hip and began
to tease her clit so she could come and then he’d get her ready to
do it again when he came. It wasn’t long before she came, hard and
fast.

Brent withdrew from her wet pussy and flipped
her over onto her back. He spread her legs and bent down to kiss
her inner thigh. He kissed her labia, lapped at her slit and then
sucked her clitoris, bringing her close to the edge of coming
again.

He moved up her torso, kissing her belly and
then sucked on her breast as he drove his rigid cock into her now
soaking wet pussy. He felt her pussy clench around his cock as she
came again and he emptied himself into her.

“Holy shit!” Gina said after several minutes
passed and she could speak again. “That was fantastic.”

“For me too,” Brent said. “But I think we
better get a move on and get out of here.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” She replied as she got
up from the bench. “Did you find the safe?”

“Yep, it’s in the home theater behind the
screen. It’s going to take both of us to get to it and get it
open.”

Gina hadn’t even thought about towels and now
she had to step out of the shower and grab two thick towels from
the linen closet in the big bathroom. She handed one to Brent and
then dried herself off. Once she was dressed she put a pair of
latex gloves on and went back into the shower and used the squeegee
hanging on the wall to wipe down all surfaces and get rid of their
fingerprints. She used her towel to wipe any prints from the
control panel.

When there was no evidence of anyone being in
the bath, she picked up the used towels and they carried them
downstairs. They were too bulky to carry with them when they left
the mansion, but she would put them in the washing machine on their
way out and turn it on for a hot wash. They’d probably get stinky
and maybe a bit moldy by the time the owners returned, but they
would just think the housekeeper had forgotten to put them in the
dryer.

In the home theater Gina figured out how to
raise the screen up to the ceiling. Then Brent pulled out his
stethoscope and began working on the combination to the safe.

It didn’t go as easily as the last one. He
worked on it for several minutes and was about to give up when he
heard the final tick. He turned the lever and the safe opened.

The safe was almost empty. There was a thin
folder with a few letters in it. Then Brent pulled out a long
envelope and opened it.

Inside were ten hundred dollar bills. That
was it.

“Shit,” he said. “All this planning and we’re
leaving with nothing but a lousy thousand bucks.”

Gina nodded her head, “I guess a mansion
doesn’t necessarily mean we’ll get a good haul. At least we had
some fantastic shower sex.”

Brent smiled and said, “Yeah, there’s that.
C’mon, let’s get out of here.”

“Ok, just let me get these towels in the
washer so there’s no evidence of us using the shower.”

They slipped out the same door they’d entered
through and walked briskly to Brent’s car which was parked about
three blocks away.

He started the car and drove around for about
fifteen minutes, making sure they weren’t being followed. Then he
headed over to Gina’s townhouse where they split the meager
proceeds of their evening’s work.




 


 


 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


Three months later Gina and Brent were
practically living together in her townhouse. Not because they were
madly in love with each other but because it was easier to plan
their upcoming jobs if one of them didn’t have to leave to go home
and sleep.

They found their partnership was beneficial
to both of them; and not just financially. It was easier to
burglarize a home with a partner.

Two extra eyes and ears to watch and listen
for any unexpected interruptions brought the stress level way down
for Gina. It helped Brent to not rush through the process of
finding as much loot as possible. The end result was they had more
time inside their target homes to locate valuables and therefore
had more profitable outcomes.

Their personal relationship had not been
discussed in any depth. They both were fine with the casual sex and
neither wanted anything more serious. Brent had not spanked her
again other than a few playful smacks during foreplay.

Gina would always protest and tell him to
stop it.

Brent would reply that she had the most
spankable ass he’d ever seen and couldn’t help himself.

The sex was great and neither of them wanted
to risk messing with that by letting love interfere.

 


For the past several weeks Gina had been
scouring the tax records of exclusive homes in the area. She was
looking for homes owned by famous people. Armed with that knowledge
she could easily find out online who was out of town. The rich and
famous always let the whole world know what their plans were.

She found a property that was owned by a top
local football player. Perfect! It’d be easy to find out when
the team was playing out of town.

Once she had the team schedule all she had to
find out was which games his wife and kids would be going to. Gina
began reading all the information she could find in newspapers and
online about activities the wives of players were involved
with.

She was actually surprised at how much
personal information was revealed to the public. This would be a
piece of cake once she had all the info she needed.

Gina discovered that in a few weeks the team
would be out of town for two weekends in a row. For one of those
games, there was no information on what his wife’s plans were. But
the other weekend she would be working at a charity event with
other football wives in California.

That was the weekend she and Brent would hit
the football player’s house. They were sure they would come away
with lots of jewelry and possibly a fair amount of cash.

Brent rented a panel truck and put some fake
signs on the sides proclaiming he was a subcontractor for the cable
company. He parked the truck down the street from their intended
target and risked going to the house posing as a serviceman from
the alarm company checking on some anomalies the security system
was sending to the monitoring system. He had put on a fake mustache
and brown contact lenses to change the color of his blue green
eyes.

The housekeeper was a Hispanic woman who
spoke little English and was happy to let him in to examine the
system. He went through all the lower window sensors in a pretense
of verifying that were all in proper working order.

The housekeeper followed him from window to
window and Brent was becoming concerned he wouldn’t be able to
accomplish his goal. Then the phone rang and the housekeeper rushed
out of the room to answer it.

Brent quickly disabled the sensor of the
nearest window and then deleted it from the system’s memory so it
would not alert the homeowner that a sensor was not working. He
continued going through the ground floor appearing to check every
sensor and then thanked the housekeeper for her assistance and
left.

As he had gone through the ground floor of
the house he had not noticed any rooms that looked like they could
be the housekeeper’s quarters. Unless she had a room on one of the
upper levels, it was a safe bet she was not a live-in worker.

The following week Gina sat in her car just
down the street watching to see what time the housekeeper left for
the day. At 5:40 the short Hispanic woman left the house and walked
three blocks to the bus stop. Gina followed the bus and spotted the
housekeeper when she got off and crossed the street to transfer to
another bus.

Gina followed that bus and then she followed
the woman to a small house in a Hispanic neighborhood. The woman
unlocked the door with a key and disappeared inside. Gina watched
the house for about thirty minutes and then went home. She would be
at the football player’s house in the morning waiting to see what
time the housekeeper arrived in the morning.

The following day Gina watched the
housekeeper arrive at the target house at 7:00 AM. Then she went
back at 4:30 that afternoon and sat until the woman left for the
day at 5:30. Satisfied that the housekeeper was not a live-in
employee, Gina and Brent waited for the big weekend.

 


The waiting was hard on both of them. Each
day they went over their plan. How they would break in, how Gina
would disable the alarm system while Brent kept watch in case any
neighbors had seen them. They pulled up satellite photos of the
property and planned various escape routes in case they had to run
for it.

Rehashing the plan had its pros and cons. The
pros were obvious - they ended up with the details memorized which
should make for a more smooth robbery. The biggest con was that
tensions kept building. As they refined their plan, making small
adjustments each time, Gina became more tense and agitated.

Brent tried various things to keep her mind
on an even keel, but she was still worried that something would go
wrong.

Gina had always been calm when she worked
alone, she could only attribute this unusual state she was in to
the fact that she was not accustomed to planning a job quite this
big. Or maybe it had to do with the relationship that was
developing between her and Brent.

After the wild shower sex they’d had in the
giant shower room of the mansion, Gina and Brent had fallen into
the habit of friendly sex. The dreaded ‘love’ word was never
spoken. It was just simple sex, giving each of them a nice little
side benefit of their partnership.

Now that Gina was in such a nervous state
over this big upcoming job, Brent decided he knew of the perfect
way to get her to release those tensions and reset her mind. She
might not agree with his method, but he wasn’t going to give her a
choice.

The job was scheduled for Saturday night,
just three days away, and he was going to give her until the
following night to get a grip on her nerves and tension. If she
couldn’t do it, he’d do it for her.

 


Gina had gone shopping at the mall on
Thursday in an effort to get her mind off their Saturday night
plans. She didn’t understand why she was so nervous and uptight
over it. She’d never been affected this way before. It had to be
because it was a famous person’s house and the chances of them
running into some trouble were greater than usual.

Unfortunately she did not accomplish what she
had set out to and she went home without purchasing anything and
just as wound up as she’d been when she left the townhouse.

“How’d it go?” Brent asked her as she walked
in empty handed. Brent couldn’t remember a female every coming home
from a shopping trip without something to show for it. “Didn’t you
buy anything?”

She shook her head and said, “No, I wandered
around that damn mall all afternoon and couldn’t find a single
thing I wanted to buy.”

Brent got up from the sofa and went to her.
He took her hand and led her to the bedroom.

“I’ve got the perfect solution for you,
Gina.”

She smiled at him thinking great sex was
always a nice diversion. She’d be back to her messed up state
shortly afterwards, but it would be a welcome break.

In the bedroom he undressed her down to her
bra and panties while she took his clothes off down to his
boxers.

Then Brent put his hands on her shoulders and
said, “I know of a way that will get you back to feeling one
hundred percent your normal calm self. But you have to trust me. Do
you think you can do that?”

Gina gazed at him with a perplexed look on
her face. “What are you talking about?”

“Do you want to get rid of all that pent up
tension?”

“Of course I do. But how can you get rid of
my tensions?”

“I’m going to put you over my knee and spank
you. It’ll be hard and long, but in the end you’ll feel much
better, and all those nerves will be calmed down.”

Gina tried to step back, but he kept a firm
grip on her shoulders.

“No way,” she said. “There’s no way I’m going
to let you spank me the way you did the first time we met.”

“Gina, you have to trust me. I know what I’m
talking about; I’ve seen it happen many times. Let me spank you and
then we’ll have the best mind blowing sex and I’ll guarantee you’ll
be back to your normal self.”

Gina didn’t answer him for a long time. Yeah,
a few slaps on the ass during sex added to the excitement. Sure,
they were fun. But there was nothing fun about that first spanking
in the mansion when they had met. For the life of her she couldn’t
imagine how a spanking would erase all this pent up tension,
nerves, and emotion she had going on.

She didn’t think she could just passively
place herself over his lap and let him start swinging away on her
ass. But what if he’s right? What if it works?

Brent gently moved her toward the bed and sat
down. Gina had not resisted as he guided her with him. It was time
for him to make the first move. He knew Gina would over think it so
he wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her across his left
knee and then locked his right leg over her legs.

Gina started to try and pull away, but he
held her tightly by her waist and immediately began spanking her
through the silky white panties she had on.

He started gently, warming her up. After
every five or six smacks he stopped and rubbed her ass. Then he
pulled her panties down and left them bunched around her knees.

Brent began spanking her bare ass,
alternating cheeks and moving about so as not to make one spot too
sore. He admired the way her bottom undulated with every smack.

A few spanks landed on her upper thighs where
they met her ass. These made her suck in her breath sharply. It was
a far more sensitive area and hurt more.

He spoke to her as he spanked. “You’re going
to feel so much better after this. You may not believe me now, but
you will thank me for this later.”

Gina didn’t respond. She was concentrating on
her spanking. It didn’t really hurt much and she was sure this was
not going to have the promised effect.

Little by little the smacks became harder.
They seemed to be stinging more too. She thought all the talking
Brent was doing was helping. He spoke calmly, telling her how she’d
see he was right about this.

As the spanking became more intense, Gina
clutched her fists in the sheets and tried to kick her legs. But
Brent’s leg over hers prevented that.

She thought the spanking was continuing on
for a very long time, though the intensity had evened out and now
he was spanking with a steady strength and rhythm.

He was still speaking, but now it was about
an entirely different aspect of the spanking.

“I’ll bet your pussy is getting wet. When I’m
done spanking your pretty ass it’s going to be a lovely shade of
very deep rose. Then I’ll spread your legs and my fingers will
stroke your pussy. I’ll put three fingers right up inside you and
make you come.”

Gina’s legs quivered at the thought of the
upcoming sex. She imagined him doing what he had done that first
time. Yes, her pussy was definitely getting soaked and ready for
that mind blowing sex he’d mentioned earlier.

Brent continued to spank her steadily and
told her of all the wonderful things he was going to do to her. She
was squirming now, her ass beginning to feel like it was on fire.
She was ready to move on to all those things he was promising.

“Brent,” she begged, “please stop. It hurts.
It hurts a lot. Please stop.”

“Soon, sweetheart. You’re not quite there
yet.”

“I am there. Really, I am. Please, stop.”

She was on the verge of crying now; sure that
he’d been spanking her for nearly an hour.

In reality, the spanking had been going on
for less than fifteen minutes and Brent had lightened the intensity
and the strength of the spanks a few minutes ago.

As he looked down at the warm rosy color of
Gina’s ass, he stopped spanking and began rubbing her gently. His
fingers followed the cleft of her behind to between her legs which
he gently parted. She spread her legs, eager to have his fingers
touch her.

Gina almost sobbed with relief when his
fingers began stroking the folds of her labia and then thrust into
her sopping wet pussy. She didn’t want to remain over his knee; she
could feel his cock pressing against her side and she wanted to
touch it, stroke it, and suck it.

She wiggled to let him know she wanted to get
up and he flipped her over onto the bed and arranged himself so
they were in the classic sixty-nine position.

Gina immediately took his cock in her hands
and began licking his balls. She loved the smooth velvety feel of
the skin on his turgid rod. How something that seemed as hard as
steel could be so smooth and silky was a delight to her senses. She
licked his cock from the base to the tip and then took the swollen
head into her mouth before licking the length again back to the
base and his balls.

Brent groaned as she did it again. And again.
She was driving him nuts making him think she was going to take his
full length into her mouth only to release him and lick his shaft
again.

He kept busy making her squirm under his
attentions. He currently had three fingers deep inside her core and
his mouth was sucking on her clit. She was so wet that he took some
of that moisture down to her asshole, lubricating it before slowly
inserting a finger of his other hand into that tight hole.

Gina bucked her hips up in an unexpected
orgasm. She took Brent’s cock deep into her mouth and sucked hard
as her orgasm ripped through her, sending waves of pleasure through
her body.

Brent’s own orgasm suddenly sent his cum
spurting down her throat as she gently fondled his balls. She did
not stop sucking after he came. His dick softened but she continued
to suck and lick him until slowly he began to grow hard again.

Brent had never had a chick do that to him.
Hell, most of the time they didn’t even want him to come in their
mouths, much less swallow it. He continued his ministrations on
Gina’s pussy. Her pussy lips were engorged from her orgasm, her
clit swollen and super sensitive. But he continued licking and
fingering her, feeling the gentle aftershocks of her orgasm.

When his cock was rock hard again, he said,
“I’ve got to fuck you, baby.”

Gina released his cock and smiled at him,
“Yes, fuck me now. I want your cock inside me.”

He turned his body around and settled between
her legs. She opened her legs wider and brought her knees up,
giving him full access as he plundered her depths. He sucked on one
breast, then the other. Then he kissed her deeply and they could
both taste themselves on each other.

Brent started with slow and easy strokes, and
then worked his way up to faster and harder thrusts, until they
both exploded again.

Minutes later Brent asked Gina, “You okay?
Feel better?”

Gina nodded and said, “Yeah, it’s weird, but
I do feel better. Sort of lighter; like things aren’t worrying me
right now. But how long will it last?”

“We’ll see, hopefully until our job is done
on Saturday night. If you get all wired up again before then, I can
always spank you again.” Brent had a lascivious twinkle in his eye
as he looked at her.

“How do you know it was the spanking and not
the great sex?”

“Experience. Usually I’ve found spanking
releases whatever crap is fucking with your head and settles you
down. Kind of like a reboot does when your computer starts doing
weird shit.”

Gina wondered how much spanking experience
he’d had. “How many women have you spanked?”

“A lot. I’ve always liked spanking and I was
about twenty-three the first time a girl asked me to spank her.
Since then I’ve spanked nearly every girl I’ve gone out with. I’m
thirty-four now, so yeah, I’d say a lot.”

“Are most girls...uh, agreeable to you
spanking them?”

“Not always. Some have dumped me because of
it. But I’d say the majority got something out of it.”

Gina had to admit, if only to herself, that
the warmth she was feeling in her rear end did seem to add
something to the sex. Even now that the sex was over, her ass was
still feeling the effects of the long spanking and giving her a
nice, warm feeling.

 


Gina remained calm and focused on the big
job. She had no more jitters, no more doubts.

Saturday afternoon was spent going over their
plan once more. They ordered pizza for dinner and at nine o’clock
they changed into their black clothes and got ready to go do the
job.

Gina put on a red jacket that she’d leave in
the car and Brent had on a blue one. It made them less conspicuous
if they weren’t dressed so much alike, all in black if they had to
stop somewhere along the way.

They parked half a mile from their target and
walked briskly to the home. It was not a gated community and the
mansion sat on a few acres with lots of trees providing shadow and
cover as they made their way to the window that Brent had disabled
the sensor on.

He opened the window and they waited in case
the alarm went off. After a minute of silence, Brent pulled himself
up and into the formal living room. He reached down to grab Gina’s
hand and helped her up.

First they went to the library/office that
Brent had seen on his previous visit to the home. They searched
quickly but found nothing of real value. The art on the walls might
have been valuable, but neither Gina nor Brent had enough
experience with art to bother with it. Besides they didn’t have a
fence that dealt with artwork.

They quickly went up the stairs and found the
master suite. Gina went to the huge closet while Brent checked the
suite for a safe. She found lots of high-end jewelry and stuffed
her pockets with it.

She checked behind the clothes in case a safe
was hidden there and found another door. She turned the doorknob
and it was unlocked but very heavy and hard to pull open.

“Brent,” she called out. “Come here, there’s
a door to a small room in here.”

Brent came and took a look. “I think it’s a
safe room. This door is probably fireproof and bulletproof. The
owners can come hide in here if there is a fire and they can’t get
out or if they’re in danger from a break-in.”

They both went inside and looked around.
There was a small sofa and chair. A camping john in case they
needed to use a restroom was sitting in the corner. One wall had a
wide bench along it with a couple of sleeping bags rolled up at one
end with some pillows. The little fridge was filled with bottled
water and there were protein bars on a shelf above the fridge.

Brent was checking out the bench and realized
that the lid lifted. When he opened it he saw blankets and some
books and magazines. He shifted the blankets and there was a
built-in safe with its door facing upwards.

The football player must have felt the safe
was well hidden for the combination lock was all but worthless. It
was the easiest one Brent had ever cracked open. He turned the
lever and lifted open the door.

Gina watched as Brent’s mouth fell open in
what she could only describe as shock. She glanced over to the safe
and now it was her mouth that fell open.

“Holy shit!” She whispered.

“Yeah,” Brent said. “Holy shit.”

The safe was about three feet long and two
feet high and it appeared to be packed solid with cash. Bundles of
hundred dollar bills, fifty dollar bills, and some twenties.

“How much do you think is there?” Gina
asked.

“No clue,” he answered brusquely. “Let’s grab
it and get the hell out of here.”

Gina’s shirt was tucked into her pants and
she began pushing bundles of cash down her shirt from the neckline.
She arranged them neatly by working them down with her hands on the
outside of her shirt and lining them up all around her torso.
Though she usually didn’t carry a bag with her on robberies,
tonight she had brought along a small knapsack with string straps.
She pulled it out now and filled it with more bundles of cash.

Brent tucked his shirt in and Gina unbuttoned
it and stuffed bundles around his upper body and then refastened
the shirt. The safe was empty, it was time to go.

They stepped back into the closet and Brent
shut the heavy door to the safe room. He rearranged the clothing to
make it look undisturbed.

As they walked into the bedroom Brent noticed
a glow coming from outdoors. He slipped to the side of the window
that faced the front of the mansion. There were at least five squad
cars pulling up to the main door.

“Shit,” he said. “Cops! There must have been
a silent alarm or motion detector I didn’t spot. Come on, we’ve got
to run.”

Gina’s eyes were huge and it was like she was
frozen in place.

Brent grabbed her hand and pulled her into
the hallway. He stopped at the head of the stairs and listened.
Nothing; the cops weren’t in the house yet.

“We’re gonna run down the stairs, to the rear
of the house and out the back door. It looks like they’re all in
front so we should be good. Once we’re out, run like you’ve never
run before. I’ll be right behind you.”

“No!” She cried out. “You can run faster than
me, you go first.”

“You’re first, baby. If they get close I’ll
take off in another direction and divert them away from you. If
they catch me, keep going. I’ll need you to bail me out.”

Gina was scared. She’d never had cops show up
at one of her break-ins. Of all the times she’d robbed houses, this
was the biggest haul and the damn cops had to show up.

She took a deep breath and said, “Ok, let’s
go.”

They ran down the stairs, through a hallway,
then the kitchen, a large laundry/mudroom, and out the
backdoor.

“Keep going, babe,” Brent encouraged her from
behind. “You’re doing great. Once you hit the grass, run as fast as
you can.”

She didn’t answer him. The money was heavy
under her shirt and shifted. It made running awkward and she felt
ungainly. But she pushed herself and kept going, afraid to look
back. Afraid she’d see the cops chasing them; afraid she’d see
Brent getting caught.

Gina heard voices what she hoped was far
behind her and Brent. She thought they were yelling for them to
stop.

They came closer, the voices were louder.

“Stop! Police! Stop now or I’ll shoot!”

Brent panted behind her and said, “Keep
running, don’t stop. They probably won’t shoot.”

They were on another property now and there
was a small man-made stream. She tried to leap over it and stumbled
when her foot landed on the opposite side half in the water. But
she caught herself with her arms outstretched, pushed up and kept
going.

She heard a splash. Brent must have fallen!
She turned around and saw he was getting up again.

“Run! Keep running!” He yelled at her.

The next sound she heard was a gunshot. She
thought she heard Brent grunt. She wanted to stop and see if he was
all right. But she knew she should keep going. She had the bulk of
the money under her shirt and in the knapsack.

 


Gina blocked everything from her mind and
ran. She’d run through four of five different properties now and
she didn’t hear any voices anymore. She was so tired, so out of
breath.

She slowed her pace and worked her way
towards what she was sure was a street light. If she could just
rest for a moment and catch her breath she’d be able to step out on
the sidewalk and get her bearings so she could head for her
car.

But she was afraid. She was dressed like a
burglar; all in black tight fitting clothing and a lumpy torso
thanks to all the cash stuffed under her shirt. She’d stick out
like a sore thumb.

Where was Brent? She didn’t even notice when
he was no longer right behind her. Had he been shot? She hoped
not.

Gina slid down to the ground and rested
against a big tree. She could see the headlights of cars on the
street not too far from where she sat. She was pretty sure she was
safe for now.

In a few minutes she saw three squad cars
with their lights flashing drive down the street. Were they the
same cops from the house? Had they given up? Or were they just
cruising the neighborhood hoping to find the burglars?

She waited for half an hour and then slowly
moved to another tree, closer to the street. She sat and watched
the cars. No more police cars drove by.

Another half hour passed. All seemed clear.
It was now two o’clock in the morning and she was exhausted. But
she couldn’t stay where she was. She had to get home before
daylight.

Gina got up and started walking in the
direction of her car. She stayed off the sidewalk, close to the
trees and bushes that lined this stretch of the road, ready to duck
and hide if she saw a squad car.

When she came close to a brightly lit
intersection, Gina slipped further into the bushes and tried to
determine the best way to go. There was no way to avoid being
visible while she crossed the street.

She decided not to cross at the intersection.
She turned right and walked further up the cross street until she
could cross in relative darkness. Then, staying in the shadows of
trees and bushes, she walked back on the other side of the road to
get back to the direction that would take her to her car.

Finally she made it to her car. She unlocked
it and slipped inside locking the doors. She shoved the knapsack
behind the passenger seat and then started her engine. On the back
seat lay her red jacket and she put it on.

Gina spent the next hour driving around the
area slowly, hoping to find Brent. But there was no sign of him.
She pulled out her cell phone from the glove box but it did it her
no good. Brent’s cell phone was in the glove box too.

She drove into the garage of her townhouse
just after four o’clock. Taking the knapsack from the vehicle, she
entered her kitchen and found Brent sitting in the dark at the
kitchen table. He was holding a bloody kitchen towel tightly to his
upper left arm.

“Oh my god! Are you all right?” She rushed to
his side after she flipped on the light.

“Yeah, I think so.” He answered. “I think
I’ve got the bleeding almost stopped now.”

“You were shot?!”

Brent nodded his head and said, “It went
straight through the fleshy part. I don’t think it’s serious, just
hurts like hell.”

“I’ll take you to the emergency room right
now! Just let me get this money out from under my shirt.”

“No! If we go to the emergency room we’re
busted.”

“But what if you get an infection? What if
you have muscle damage or something else is messed up in your
arm?”

“We can’t risk it. You’ll have to take a look
at the wound and clean it up as best you can. There’s no other
choice.”

Gina knew he was right, but this was not
something she was comfortable with. She wasn’t a doctor! Or even a
nurse for that matter! She came close to passing out at the sight
of blood!

 


The first thing she did was fish all the
money out from under Brent’s shirt. Then she took the money out of
the knapsack and from under her shirt. She put it all into two gym
bags and then stuck them under her kitchen sink behind all her
cleaning supplies.

She brought her iPad to the kitchen table and
Googled the phrase ‘How to Clean a Gunshot Wound.’ She found
several answers and after reading a few of the answers she knew
she’d have to make a run to the drugstore.

There was a small first-aid kit in the master
bath and she went to get it. She put a pot of water on the stove to
boil. Then she washed her hands at the sink and put on some latex
gloves.

Brent was very pale and looked like he might
pass out. Gina carefully pulled the kitchen towel away from his arm
and was relieved to see only a small amount of blood seeping from
the wounds. The hole at the back of his arm was small, but the exit
wound at the front was considerably larger.

Once the water boiled, she filled her kitchen
sink with cold water and set the pot of boiling water in it so it
would cool enough for her to use on his wound.

She cleaned the two wounds as well as she
could with what she had available. Then she taped sterile gauze to
both holes and helped Brent to the bedroom.

“I have to go the drugstore for some
supplies.” She told him as she got him settled down on the bed and
put a few pillows under his arm to elevate it above his heart.
“Just lay here and rest, I’ll be back as soon as I can and then
we’ll clean it again with saline and some betadine.”

Brent nodded that he understood and smiled
slightly. “Can I have some aspirin?”

“No, the internet says it can thin your blood
and cause more bleeding. So not yet. We have to make sure all the
bleeding is stopped before you can take anything like that.”

She bent down and kissed his forehead. “I’ll
be back soon.”

 


Gina went to three different drug stores so
as not to draw attention to how much she was buying. She bought
saline solution and some gauze bandages at one, betadine and tape
at another and more gauze bandages, tape, and antibiotic ointment
at the final store.

Back at home again she found Brent sleeping.
At least she hoped he was sleeping and not passed out. He did seem
to be breathing normally and she hated to wake him up, but it was
important to get the wounds as clean as possible quickly.

Brent groaned as she gently took off the
bandages on his arm. Now that he was awake, she helped him back to
the kitchen where she could pour the saline solution and the
betadine on the wounds while he stood at the sink.

So far, so good. The wounds looked clean. She
was concerned that the exit wound was large enough to need
stitches, but there was no way she could do that. Gina bandaged him
up again and poured him two shots of Jack Daniels to help him
sleep.

Brent didn’t want to lie down again. He
wanted to know how much money they had gotten away with. Gina
settled him as comfortably as possible on the sofa and then she
went and got the gym bags from under the kitchen sink.

She dumped them out on the living room floor
and began sorting them into three piles; 20’s, 50’s, and 100’s.
Then she began to count. In less than an hour she had to start
over. She had reached over two hundred thousand dollars in her
calculations and just didn’t believe that could be right.

She began to make piles of one thousand
dollars and every time she had ten piles, Gina combined them into
one pile of ten thousand dollars and then taped a piece of paper
around the bills and labeled it with a big black 10K. When she had
ten packs of ten thousand dollars each she put them in a plastic
grocery bag with a note taped to the bag that read 100K.

Brent had eagerly been watching her but after
she passed the five hundred thousand dollar mark he couldn’t stay
awake any longer. The blood loss and the trek back home had worn
him out.

Gina continued to count until noon and then
had to stop. She had not slept at all the previous night and it was
all catching up with her. She had reached one and a half million
dollars and wondered what the hell they were going to do with the
money.

Four hours later she woke up to Brent
moaning. He had a fever now and she checked his bandages. The small
wound seemed fine and showed no sign of infection. The larger exit
wound at the front of his arm did not look so good. It was inflamed
and looked like it had some pus forming.

She went to the bathroom and got a bottle of
peroxide. She put a few folded up old towels under Brent’s arm and
then poured the peroxide on the wound. It bubbled all around the
wound and then she cleaned it again with saline and betadine. Since
he wasn’t bleeding, she gave him some aspirin hoping it would help
bring his fever down.

Gina opened up a couple of cans of chicken
noodle soup and heated them. She spoon fed Brent who claimed he
wasn’t hungry. Then she put a cool cloth on his forehead and
another one on his chest. She had read on the internet that it was
a good way to keep a fever down.

It was time to start counting the money
again. She counted till midnight and was done. They had a total of
3.2 million dollars. More money than she or Brent had ever seen in
their lives. Now if she could only get Brent well again.

 


Brent’s fever continued for the next four
days. Gina was very tempted to take him to a hospital and say the
hell with the money.

The only thing that kept her from doing that
was that in one of his lucid moments, Brent had made her promise
she wouldn’t do it unless his fever reached a hundred and five. So
far it had gone just over a hundred and three.

Gina nursed him day and night. She fed him
canned chicken soup, gave him aspirin, bathed him with cool cloths,
cleaned his wounds, and changed the bandages.

The news reported the burglary of the
football player’s home and claimed the robbers got away with nearly
five million dollars in cash. This information caused Gina to get
all the money out and recount it.

Her first count had been accurate and she
could only surmise that the football player was trying to get more
out of his insurance company. But she didn’t think insurance
companies paid out on stolen cash. After all, how could you prove
it was ever there in the first place?

Late in the afternoon of the fourth day of
Brent’s recovery he woke up in a cold sweat and Gina took his
temperature. The fever had broken; he was almost back to normal. He
was hungry for more than canned chicken soup so Gina left him alone
in the townhouse for the first time since she’d gone out to buy
supplies for his wounds. She bought steaks, potatoes, and ice cream
for dessert.

When she returned Brent was asleep again. She
felt his forehead and it seemed close to normal. It was time to
make some real food.

Gina started the grill out on her small patio
and then chopped the potatoes into small pieces so she could cook
them faster in a skillet. Supper was ready in about a half hour and
Brent woke up to the smell of onions and potatoes frying in the
skillet. He was famished and managed to get up and sit at the table
to eat.

Gina waited on him, bringing him his food, a
glass of water, and anything else he needed. She didn’t know what
to say to him to tell him how very glad she was that he was going
to be all right.

The last four days had been hell on her.
Every time his fever spiked she was tempted to call an ambulance.
Every possible bad scenario raced through her head several times a
day.

What if he had an infection inside his arm
that she couldn’t see? What if he wasn’t getting enough nourishment
and liquids? Could he die? Would he die? What would she do if he
died there in her townhouse? She’d be guilty of manslaughter for
not seeking medical help for him.

Gina had sat by his side for four days and
watched him as he slept and his body tried to heal. She brushed the
soft brown curls from his sweaty forehead and admired the perfect
cupid’s bow of his upper lip and the velvety softness of his full
lower lip. She touched her finger to the slight cleft in his
chin.

Gina had given him sponge baths daily to keep
him clean. He had slept in the bed naked and covered with three or
four blankets. She would expose only a small portion of his body to
the air while she washed him. She had no idea what she was doing
and constantly went on the internet to learn how to care for a
fevered person who was mostly unconscious.

At night Gina would lie next to him in the
bed and rest her hand over his chest so she could feel him if he
moved. On the third night, she had been exhausted from a general
lack of enough sleep. When she lay down beside him, she touched his
face and ran her finger over his cheek, down his jaw line, and
thought about how very much she loved him.

Whoa! Where the hell had that come
from? Sure she cared about him. He was fun and a great partner
in crime. They had some great sex together. But love?

She settled down to go to sleep and vowed to
put all those thoughts of love out of her mind. Her hand was back
on Brent’s chest, just in case he had a bad night or his fever went
up.

In the wee hours of the morning, Brent had
thrashed about and began speaking in a somewhat slurred way. He
mumbled about how the cops were chasing them, how they had to keep
running. Then he mumbled, “Run, baby, run. I’ll find you later. I
love you, Gina.”

Holy crap! The same night her head starts
telling her how much she loves Brent, he starts mumbling his love
for her in his sleep!

It had to be the fever talking. She was sure
Brent wanted to keep their relationship just as it was; a great
working partnership and lots of fun with casual sex. Neither one of
them needed or wanted any of this love nonsense.

 


Gina refused to think about loving Brent or
Brent loving her. She needed to concentrate on getting Brent well
and making sure his wounds didn’t become infected. She spent that
fourth day continuing to care for him and tried to think about what
they would do about all that money.

They couldn’t take put it in the bank, or
open an off-shore account. That would be a sure way to get caught.
She knew a little about laws concerning money and knew any deposits
to a bank of ten thousand dollars or more would be reported to the
Feds. That meant they’d have to spend the cash little by little,
pay for everything in cash.

She was wishing for Brent’s fever to break
and for him to be lucid and able to talk for more than just a few
minutes before falling asleep again. But even though the fever had
broken, Brent was still weak and by the he’d eaten his dinner he
was ready for bed again.

It wasn’t until the next morning that Brent
was ready to have a serious conversation.

Gina made eggs and bacon for breakfast. She
told Brent he should get up and come to the table; he needed to
start exercising to get some strength back.

Fortunately, Brent brought the subject up
without Gina every saying a word. Apparently he’d been having
dreams about all that money even though he didn’t even know yet how
much they had.

“Did you ever finish counting the money?”
Brent asked.

“Yeah, I did. It’s a lot, Brent.”

“Really? More than the eighty grand we got
from the mansion where we met?

“A lot more.” Gina took a deep breath and
said, “Three point two.”

Brent looked confused. “Three point two? As
in three hundred thousand, two hundred?”

“Uh...no, as in three million, two hundred
thousand.”

Brent sprayed out the sip of water he’d just
taken.

“What?! Are you kidding me?”

Gina shook her head and handed him a napkin,
“No, I’m not kidding you. And I’m scared. I have no idea what to do
with that kind of money. How to hide it, how to not make people
suspicious.”

“Holy shit!” Brent jumped up, grabbed Gina
and swung her around. He quickly got dizzy and had to set her down
again. “Man, we’ve got it made! Gina baby, I love you!”

And with that he gave her a hug and a big
kiss. Gina was sure it was just an expression; he didn’t mean the
‘love’ kind of love.

“So what are we going to do with it? How can
we use it and not get caught?”

Brent sat down again and said, “We’re going
to have to be very smart. We’re gonna have to think about it
carefully.”

Tired again, Brent went to lie down and fell
asleep thinking of all sorts of possibilities.

When he woke up again it was time for lunch.
Gina had been doing more research on the internet. This time she
had looked up information on physical therapy exercises for Brent
to begin rehabilitating his arm. She had printed out several sheets
of exercises and made him begin doing a few of them before she
would let him eat his lunch.

“I’ve got a great idea for us since we’re
filthy rich now.” He told her.

“Oh, yeah? What’s the great idea?”

“Since neither one of us has any family, we
can just disappear. I’ll sell my house, we’ll get married, buy a
boat and sail down to the Caribbean. We can live on our boat or buy
a nice home down there and live happily ever.”

“Married?” Gina exclaimed. “We can’t get
married!”

“Why not? We love each other; it’s the
logical thing to do.”

Gina didn’t know what to say. This love stuff
scared her. She wasn’t prepared for it. Having grown up in a series
of foster homes, she didn’t really know what it was like to have
someone love you on a long term basis.

“I don’t know,” she said. “We haven’t really
talked about any of that.”

“Gina...baby, come on. I know we haven’t
talked about it, but you have to know how I feel about you.”

“But I’m not sure if we should get married.
That’s a forever kind of thing, I don’t know if I’m ready for that.
And why do we have to move to the Caribbean? Why can’t we stay here
in the States?”

“We could stay in the States, but we’d have
to always be super careful of the money. We can’t put it in a bank
account, though we could use a safe deposit box. We’d have to be
very careful and not flash too much money around. I think it would
be just easier down in the islands.”

Gina didn’t want to live in the Caribbean or
anywhere else outside of the States. She was happy to travel all
over the world, but her home was here in her country.




 


 


 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


Brent continued to heal. He did the exercises
Gina had found on the internet and soon was ready to venture out of
the townhouse.

They went for long drives and took long
hikes. They talked about what the future held for them. There would
be no more burglaries for them. They had enough money to last them
a lifetime if they didn’t do anything stupid. There was no reason
to continue burglarizing homes and risk getting caught.

Brent still wanted to buy a boat and move to
the Caribbean. St. Lucia was beautiful. So were a dozen other
islands he could name.

“We can buy a great house and open a touristy
shop of some kind. Or just enjoy life in the islands. You’d love
it, babe.” He tried hard to convince her.

“What about hurricanes? Can’t you find a
safer place for us to retire to and enjoy life?”

She had a better idea. “Let’s open some sort
of company that we can operate out of our home. Something on the
internet maybe; it doesn’t have to make any money. It’d be what we
can use to run our millions through.”

She went on to explain how they could put all
their ill-gotten money into a safe deposit box and open a business
account for their new endeavor.

“We can take a small amount from the safe
deposit box and deposit it into the business account. We’ll do just
enough to squeak by without having to pay income tax. Most new
businesses don’t make a profit anyway for the first five
years.”

“Okay,” Brent said as he smiled at her.
“We’ll do whatever you want. But right now, I want to go in the
bedroom and do things to you.”

Gina’s eyes lit up. They hadn’t had sex since
before Brent had been shot. He was recovered now and she had
wondered when they could have a little fun.

They were snuggled together on the sofa and
Brent kissed her on the top of her head while he rubbed her
ass.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Gina suggested as
she rubbed the bulge at the front of Brent’s pants.

Without saying anything, Brent flipped her on
her stomach and pulled her over his lap. He began spanking her butt
through her clothes.

She knew she should protest, but it felt so
good. When Brent slipped his hand inside her waistband and pulled
her pants down to her knees, she felt her pussy tremble with
desire.

He gave her a few smacks over her panties and
then decided they needed to join her pants at her knees. Now her
bare ass was right there on his lap just waiting for him to spank
it. It was slightly pink already and he had every intention of
turning it into a very deep rosy red.

He began slowly working his way around every
inch of her delectable rear. Alternating cheeks, giving her light
smacks and sharp slaps; Gina never knew where to expect the next
spank to land or how hard it would be.

It made things even more exciting for her.
Her pussy was getting wet and she was enjoying this spanking more
than she had enjoyed any of the others. She wanted more and yet
wasn’t sure exactly what more it was she wanted.

Gina opened her legs a little bit, hoping
Brent’s fingers would find their way to the wetness between her
legs when he stopped to rub her ass.

He did stop and rub her ass, and his hand
skimmed down to caress her soft inner thighs, but he did not touch
her pussy.

Gina moaned, wanting to ask for more and not
knowing really what to ask for. She wiggled and squirmed on his
lap, her bottom clenching with every sharp smack.

“Your ass is a lovely shade of pink,” Brent
said. “I want it be even pinker, I want to make it bright red.”

Gina shivered in delight, “Yes,” she
whispered, “ make it red, spank me very much, until my ass is very
red.”

Brent stopped and helped her up. “Come, love.
Let’s go to the bedroom. I’m going to spank you with a leather
strap now.”

Gina’s eyes grew wide and while again she
knew she should protest, there was a certain excitement at the idea
of Brent spanking her with a leather strap. She felt the muscles in
her abdomen tighten as she let him guide her to the bedroom.

“Um...should I...um...lie down on my
stomach?” She asked him.

“Yeah, that’d be good.” He opened a drawer
and pulled out the leather strap he’d purchased shortly before
their last robbery.

“Why don’t you put a couple of pillows under
your hips?” He added.

Gina did and now her ass was up in the air,
making a perfect target for the strap. She wondered if it was going
to hurt much more than Brent’s hand.

Brent touched her propped up cheeks with the
strap and she felt the cool leather on her already warmed bottom.
Her cheeks quivered involuntarily in anticipation.

She felt him lift the strap and knew she
would feel the strike of it any second.

He struck her lightly a few times, more of a
test run to get the feel of it since he hadn’t used a strap before.
She did not cry out in pain and the next few strokes were a bit
harder.

Gina moaned and her ass lifted up slightly as
if to ask for more.

The strap came down harder, and she moaned
again. Oh, it was so much better than a spanking with his hand.
It left such a delicious sting on her ass. She wanted more.

“Oh god, yes!” She cried out as she began to
move back and forth on the pillows, giving her clit a little
friction to go along with the sting on her bottom.

“Your ass is gorgeous, Gina. The strap is
making it a beautiful color. Do you need more?” Brent asked as he
softly caressed her thighs with his free hand.

“Yes, please, I do want more. But I want you
too. Please.”

Brent gave her five more strikes with the
strap, slightly harder than the previous ones had been. His cock
was standing at full attention now and he thought he’d be lucky to
get it inside her soaking pussy before he came.

He let the strap drop to the floor and
climbed on the bed behind her nicely uplifted ass. He drew his
finger down her cleft to her glistening pussy lips. Placing his
cock at her entrance, he put his hands on her hips and plunged into
her hot sheath.

As he drove into her repeatedly, he felt the
warmth of her red bottom every time his hips slammed into her. He
slipped one hand around her hip, found her clit, and played with
it. He teased it, pinched it, and rubbed it, bringing her to an
explosive orgasm just as he found his own release.

Gina was cried out loudly as she came and
buried her face in a pillow to muffle her screams. She had never
felt anything like this. The ripples running through her body
seemed never ending. She could still feel Brent’s cock pulsating
inside her and he had collapsed on top of her with his head on her
back. They rolled to the side and promptly fell asleep.

 


In the morning, Gina got up first and padded
to the bathroom. Like always after a spanking, she took a peek at
her still tingling butt in the mirror. It was very pink but not
bruised. She smiled at the memory of how yummy the strap had felt
and how her pussy had become even wetter when Brent had said he was
going to use the leather strap.

She looked up and there was Brent, leaning
against the door jamb, watching her admire the results of the
previous night’s play.

“Looking at that nice pink ass makes me want
to do it all again,” he said with a grin.

Gina blushed at being caught checking her ass
out in the mirror.

“I think my tush needs a break after last
night before you start thinking about more spanking.”

He walked over to her and hugged her. Then he
let his hands slide down over her ass and he could feel it was
still warm.

“Your ass is so damn spankable; all I want to
do is warm it up.”

“You did a little more than just ‘warm it up’
last night.” She giggled as she felt his cock harden against her
belly.

Gina put her hand between their bodies and
took hold of his growing shaft. She moved her hand up and down in
smooth strokes as she knelt on the rug before him.

Brent sucked in a deep breath. He knew what
she was going to do and he caressed her hair as she looked up at
him with a smile just before she cupped his balls and wrapped her
mouth around his cock.

She sucked and licked and swirled her tongue
around him. He closed his eyes and savored every sensation she was
giving him.

When he knew he was close, he pulled her up
and lifted her onto the bathroom countertop. Then he took her legs
and wrapped them around his waist and plunged into her while she
clung to his shoulders with her arms.

Gina came first, and just when her spasms
were subsiding, she felt Brent go stiff and he kissed her
passionately as his hot cum spurted within her.

 


They showered together and had breakfast.
Then they counted out a million dollars from their stash that was
still hidden under the kitchen sink. They took it to Gina’s bank
and opened a safe deposit box.

They repeated this every week until three
million was tucked safely away in the safe deposit box. Their
reasoning for making three trips to the bank was that the all the
money did not fit in one briefcase or even in Gina’s biggest tote
bag. They did not want to attract any attention by walking into the
bank with a suitcase.

During the few weeks it took to get the money
safely tucked away they made plans to travel. They would travel to
Brent’s favorite Caribbean islands and he could show her how
wonderful it was. They would go to Costa Rica and other South
American countries including Mexico.

Gina was fine with the travel, would even
consent to a second home outside of the US, but she still wanted
her main home to be in the States.

Brent was happy with that as well. He still
wanted to buy a boat and planned to do that when they went to the
Caribbean. They could island hop and live on the boat and then dry
dock it when they were back in the States.

 


Three weeks later their passports arrived in
the mail and it was time to start packing for their island
adventure. Gina went shopping for new luggage and resort clothing
for both of them.

While she was packing Brent’s things she came
across the leather strap in his drawer. Her belly did a little flip
flop at the memories it brought to mind.

Brent had used the strap on her ass several
times in the last few weeks and she wondered if she should pack it.
They would be gone for a few months and she would miss it if they
didn’t bring it. She really liked the way it felt when he spanked
her with it. Her pussy was getting wet just thinking about it.

“Are you thinking you need a spanking?” Brent
interrupted her thoughts from the doorway with a crooked little
smile. “I’d be happy to give you what you need.”

He walked over to her and took the strap from
her hand. Wrapping his arms around her so the hand with the strap
was directly behind her butt, he gave her a couple of swats with it
through her jeans.

Though she could barely feel anything through
the heavy denim, it ignited the desire she’d already developed with
her thoughts.

“I...uh...need to finish packing and was
wondering if I should pack the strap.”

“Mmmm...yeah, definitely pack the strap. But
not just yet. I think I should use it on your naked ass first.” He
captured her mouth and kissed her as he began to bare her spankable
ass.

 





 


 


 


The End
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