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Twenty-four-year-old Hannah has a bright future ahead of her with the family business, but she runs away from her obligations and decides to travel the world. Things don't go to plan and she ends up destitute. Eating a meal at a Church shelter for the homeless, she is befriended by Pastor Quincy and his wife. A strict but caring couple, they treat Hannah as their own daughter, paying her for helping out, but subjecting her to discipline. Pastor Quincy is a firm believer in a harsh dose of the strap and Hannah learns some painful lessons, yet feels happy and genuinely cared for in her new surroundings. Eventually, having saved enough money to return home to her wealthy but dysfunctional family, her welcome is not at all what she expected and further punishments await...
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Chapter One

Hannah Renfield opened her faded, black-leather Coach wallet and gazed at the contents. Besides a small collection of coins, she counted sixty-four dollars in crumpled bills - not even enough for a cheap hotel room, a meal, and bus fare to the next town. To make matters even worse, the ATM had rejected her debit card so now, sixty-four dollars and a handful of change were all that remained of the nearly two hundred thousand dollars she had left home with two years ago.

She slipped the worthless debit card back into her wallet and stepped away from the ATM, allowing an older man - presumably a man with money in his checking account - to use the machine. She put the wallet back into her backpack, scanned her surroundings, and moved to an empty space under an awning. And as she stood there, helping to support a building from the Victorian era, she thought about her life. What had brought her to this lowest point imaginable?

At the age of twenty-four, armed with a MBA from a prestigious business school, she had cashed out a trust fund plus more than ten thousand dollars she had 'borrowed' from the company and run away from her obligations to her family, run away from a marriage proposal from a man most women would have said yes to in a heartbeat. Instead of marrying Jeremy and taking her rightful place in the family business, Hannah told her father that she was anxious to see the world, that she would succeed on her own terms, that she could readily handle any problems she might encounter during her adventures. Then, she simply hit the road and didn't look back, wanting to get as far away from the family and the business as possible.

She had a plan. Like so many in her generation, Hannah had visions of being a social media influencer. She planned - without thoroughly thinking it through - to produce and post regular video blogs as she traveled from one exotic location to another. She fantasized about the millions who would follow her every move and the piles of money she would make as she pursued her dreams - a single, successful woman on the go. She would return home a millionaire, pay back the money she had 'borrowed' and thumb her nose at her father, brother, and uncle.

Unfortunately, also as with many in her generation, her fantasies never became reality. Almost from the beginning, she had trouble navigating the various social media websites. She had trouble creating content and adhering to strict production values. Competition proved to be fierce. At the peak of her success, she had one hundred and eighteen followers, nowhere near enough to generate income.

And as she traveled from one location to another in the eccentric and overpriced campervan she had purchased, she slowly began to realize just how naïve and sheltered she had been. She realized - too late - that the world was much more dangerous and complex than she had envisioned when she first ventured out on her odyssey. Between the scammers, the swindlers, and the high cost of living, she had blown through more than a hundred thousand dollars in less than a year.

She should have tucked her tail between her legs, gone home, and begged her father for forgiveness. But the Renfields have a long legacy of stubbornness, of persisting in the face of imminent failure. Occasionally, this dogged persistence worked out, as in the case of the family business - which was a raging success. But most often, the persistence resulted in complete ruin. Hannah's situation was an example of this.

She leaned against the old bricks of the building and thrust her hands in her pockets, silently thanking god - or whomever - that it was early summer and not winter. She had already endured the cold. She took inventory: she was more than fifteen hundred miles away from her home base - an impossible distance even if she had been inclined to go there, which she wasn't. She sold her campervan six months ago after she was scammed by a would-be web partner. She had since sold her jewelry and most of her clothes. All she had left were her camera, her laptop, and her cell phone - which was a burner; she had lost her original cell phone eight months ago.

She remained where she was and watched people walk by. No one gave her a second glance, perhaps assuming she was merely another homeless drug addict. True, she was homeless; but at least, she hadn't fallen into the drug trap.

Hannah wasn't even sure what city she was in. Yesterday, she had hitched a ride with a ham-handed trucker. They had spent the night together at some truck stop where she sold herself for a hot meal and a cramped bed. She tried to smile when she thought about it now. The man - she didn't remember his name or if she had ever even known it - seemed nice enough in the beginning. He had even proven to be a decent-enough lover when they got down to business.

However, in the morning, when she told him her story and expounded on how unkind the world had been to her, he became indignant, telling her she was little more than a spoiled brat. When she challenged his assessment, he put her over his lap and spanked her long and hard with his hard right hand. Although her father had spanked her many times, Hannah cried profusely with this spanking, but mostly from the pain and humiliation, not from any sense of remorse.

When they got underway after breakfast, she asked him to let her off at the next city. She didn't want to spend another night with him and accepted that being homeless in some unknown town had to be better than his hard hand and his equally hard penis.

Still, just before he stopped the truck in front of the courthouse, he held up his right hand and said, "Go home, young lady, and let your father spank some sense into you."

She exited the truck with a sore bottom and a stupid resolve to prove him - and everyone else that mattered - wrong. That Renfield persistence strikes once again.

She glanced at her wrist where her watch used to be and shook her head. She pulled out her cell phone and noted the time: 2:10 pm. Her stomach growled. She looked up and down the street; not a diner or restaurant in sight.

She did note, however, that people seemed to be lining up outside a church three blocks away. Maybe they're waiting for food, she thought. In the past couple of months, as she got more and more desperate, she had availed herself of soup kitchens, places she wouldn't have even considered visiting, people she would never have imagined associating with two years ago. Now she was one of them. Considering what she had done - and endured - last night for a free meal and a place to sleep, just how much pride and dignity did she have left?

She shouldered her backpack and quickly moved down the street in the direction of the line of people. When she reached the end of the line, she found that she had been right, the people were waiting for the church to open and serve a hot lunch. She licked her lips and joined the line.

The meal, consisting of hot chicken noodle soup and grilled cheese sandwiches, proved to be satisfactory in tamping down her hunger. She shared a table with several others, mostly chronically homeless. She learned that the city had a homeless shelter a few blocks away. She also learned that this being Friday, the church would serve another meal at seven.

After she finished her meal, she excused herself and used the restroom. When she emerged with a clean face and hands, she watched the volunteer servers clean up and disappear into what she thought was the kitchen. That gave her an idea.

She approached one of the volunteers and asked if she could help with the cleanup. The volunteer, an older woman, gave Hannah the onceover and said yes. Hannah smiled; she now had access to the kitchen, and from there, perhaps access to, heretofore, forbidden areas of the large church. She might find a few objects she could sell or pawn. She reasoned that the church probably wouldn't even miss the objects. She also thought she might find the bridal room where she could shower and change clothes. She might even find a nice couch on which to spend the night.

She shook her head at her thoughts. Two years ago, she would have scoffed at the idea of violating the sanctity and generosity of a church because she was homeless and destitute. But that was the old and naïve Hannah. She had grown up some since then, grown up in ways she didn't like but had to accept. So, she reasoned that sleeping on a couch in a clean, safe church had to be better than sharing a bunk in a homeless shelter.

For about thirty or so minutes, she assisted the volunteers with cleaning up the kitchen. She scraped and washed dishes. She rinsed silverware and washed cups. She even helped put away leftover food. And after awhile, she became accepted as a volunteer, not as a homeless patron.

No-one paid much attention when she hoisted her backpack and found a side door that led into the main body of the church. In the semi-darkness, she found her way through empty corridors. She stumbled onto the small library next to a chapel. She explored both but discovered nothing of any real value.

She continued moving, encountering nobody, even when she entered the large sanctuary. She tested the pews and determined that they were not suitable to use as a bed. She exited the main floor of the sanctuary and ascended to the balcony where she found the organ and the choir loft. The organ keyboard tempted her because she had learned to play the organ while in high school and had even made a little money playing at weddings while she was in college. But she resisted, not wanting to make any noise that would expose her presence.

She left the balcony and descended to the first floor in search of the bridal room - there had to be a bridal room somewhere near the sanctuary. She moved down a corridor that contained what appeared to be children's classrooms, reminding her of her long-ago experience in Sunday School. The rooms were mostly empty with a few bookshelves containing Bibles and picture books, maybe a few age-appropriate toys. But nothing of any real value.

She discovered another short corridor that contained a women's restroom. This one even had a small shower. Eureka, she thought. Next to the restroom was the bridal room, and it contained, among other things, a long, cloth-covered couch. Paradise, she thought.

She set her backpack on a table next to the couch and glanced at her cell phone. It was now three-thirty, three-and-a-half hours until dinner. She stretched out on the couch, closed her eyes, and fell asleep.

She awoke with a start. She opened her eyes to near-darkness and needed a minute to orient herself. When she was fully awake, she gazed at herself in the full-length mirror. Her face appeared drawn and unadorned. Her long, brown hair hung in limp strands. She glanced at the wall clock and noted it was now five thirty.

She looked around the bridal room and discovered some discarded makeup and deodorant; she also found a folded towel that appeared clean. She smiled. She could take a shower for the first time in five days, maybe even put on relatively clean underwear.

At six fifteen, Hannah was showered and dressed in her only clean jeans and tee shirt. She had taken the opportunity to rinse out her underwear. She brushed down her long hair and dabbed on some blush and eye shadow. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she felt almost human again, like she belonged with the volunteers and not with the cadre of homeless that surrounded the church.

At six thirty, she cautiously exited the bridal room and moved as stealthily as possible toward the kitchen, mentally mapping the maze of corridors as she went. She found the kitchen, donned an apron, and set about helping the other volunteers get dinner ready. As before, nobody asked any questions, assuming she was another volunteer, albeit one they hadn't seen before.

At seven, as the hungry street dwellers paraded in, Hannah dished out mashed potatoes, being sure to smile at each person who held out a plate. And for the next thirty minutes, she forgot that she was more like them than she was like the volunteers she stood next to.

Once dinner was over and the diners were back on the street, Hannah helped clean up the kitchen and put away any leftovers, making sure she helped herself to a hearty dinner. A couple of the other volunteers even thanked her for her assistance. She smiled back and said it was her pleasure. Nobody asked her name or where she came from.

After she finished her kitchen duties, she simply melted back into the church as discreetly as possible. She had found a discarded newspaper and decided to take it back with her to the bridal room, maybe catch up on what was happening in the world.

As she carefully navigated the corridors, once again, she saw no-one. The church appeared to be empty. Maybe I could live her forever, like Quasimodo, she thought. A soft bed, a shower, two and maybe three hot meals a day, and blessed solitude. She thought she might find a free clothing exchange. She knew that some churches had these. She might even become a regular parishioner.

Once back in the bridal room, she found a blanket, removed her clothes, and went to the restroom, now not worrying if anyone was about. She rinsed out her underwear, used the facilities, and returned to the bridal room. She wrapped up in the blanket, lay down on the couch, and fell asleep.

While she slept, at first, she had no dreams at all. However, as the night progressed, she dreamed about her most recent experience hitchhiking. She dreamed she was in the sleeper part of the big truck. She was naked from the waist down and over the denim-covered lap of the trucker whose name she couldn't remember. He raised and lowered his hand like a machine, reddening every square centimeter of her thin and vulnerable backside.

And while he spanked her mercilessly, reducing her to hot tears, he kept repeating: "Go home, young lady. Go home, young lady. Let your father spank you, then forgive you."

She managed to look up at him, noting his earnest face. She gathered her breath, even though the pain pinballed through her. "I... I'm not ready," she sputtered. "I'm not ready." She especially wasn't ready for her father - or her would-be fiancé - to assume discipline duties.

Fortunately, after a long session over the trucker's lap, the dream faded, replaced by abstract images and colors she wouldn't remember in the morning.


Chapter Two

Hannah awoke to noises in the corridor outside the bridal room. She quickly glanced at the wall clock: eight fifteen. She assumed it was morning. She had slept nearly ten hours. She needed to use the restroom, but she knew she didn't dare leave the room in case someone was outside.

As quietly as she could, she rolled off the couch, folded the blanket, and dressed. She listened carefully and was positive she heard the restroom door open and close. Damn, she thought. Someone is out there. She considered getting her backpack, opening the door, and making a break for it.

But she rejected that strategy when she again heard the restroom door open and close. She looked around the bridal room, searching for a suitable hiding place. Maybe behind one of the large, cushioned armchairs. She scurried to the nearest chair just as she heard footsteps approaching. She crouched down behind the chair and held her breath.

The door opened and all the lights went on. Someone was in the room, probably not more than ten feet away from her position. She wanted to peek out to see who it might be, but she didn't dare. She crouched even lower, trying to make herself as invisible as possible. Maybe the person was only checking the room and would go back out.

Then, Hannah realized she had left two pairs of panties drying on the radiator. Maybe the person wouldn't see them. Or maybe they would assume they belonged to the last bride who used the room.

No such luck. "I know someone's in here," a shrill woman's voice declared. "Come out and show yourself before I call the police."

For a few seconds, Hannah considered remaining where she was. Maybe the woman doesn't really know someone is in the room, Hannah thought. Maybe I can outwait her. On the other hand, Hannah definitely didn't want to risk an encounter with the police; after all, she was trespassing and could possibly be arrested for both trespassing and vagrancy.

She also considered that the woman might go easy on her after she heard Hannah's story. Hannah raised herself up. "Please. Don't call the police."

The woman looked at Hannah and scowled. "A young woman," she said. "What are you doing in here?"

Hannah eyed the woman. She recognized her as one of the volunteers from the evening before. The woman had a kind face. "I... uh... I'm sorry," Hannah sputtered. "I just needed a place to stay for the night. I didn't harm anything."

The woman huffed. "I remember you," she said. "You were one of the volunteer servers, the one I didn't recognize. You disappeared before I could question you. Now I know why. What's your name?"

"Hannah," Hannah said. "I'm sorry about disappearing. Like I said, I just needed to clean up and find a place to sleep."

"So, you're homeless?"

"Yes, ma'am." Hannah decided it would be best to use contrition and honesty.

"We've had a lot of trouble with the homeless invading the church," the woman said. "We've had to take a hard line."

Hannah grimaced. "Please don't call the police. I'll go quietly."

"Too late for that," the woman said. "I'm Mrs. Quincy, the associate pastor and the pastor's wife. We'll see what my husband says." She pulled out her cell phone, swiped a number, and waited. "Jacob, please come to the bridal room," she said, apparently in response to a voice at the other end. "I found a young homeless woman in here." She paused. "Okay." She returned the phone to her pocket and looked at Hannah. "He'll be here in a minute. In the meantime, don't try anything."

Hannah nodded. Her fantasy of making the bridal room her new home base shattered into a thousand pieces.

"Normally, I wouldn't have checked this room today," Mrs. Quincy said. "But we have a wedding at three this afternoon and I wanted to make sure it was ready."

Hannah said nothing. There was nothing she could say.

An awkward moment later, the door opened and a tall man with short silver hair walked in. He glanced at Hannah, then shifted his eyes to his wife. "Sarah, is this the woman?"

"Yes. I caught her hiding behind the chair," Mrs. Quincy said.

The man smiled in Hannah's direction. "I'm Jacob Quincy, the pastor here," he said. "I have to say you don't look all that dangerous. What's your name?"

"Hannah."

"Hannah what?" Pastor Quincy asked.

"Hannah Renfield."

He seemed to think for a moment. "Renfield? Are you, by any chance, related to Renfield Restaurant Supply?"

Hannah gasped. She was fifteen hundred miles away from the headquarters building. She knew her family business had gone national, but she didn't realize just how well-known it was. "Uh... my father is the CEO," she replied in a near whisper.

Quincy gathered his breath and nodded. "Sarah and I worked in a couple of high-end restaurants while we were in the seminary. The restaurants were supplied by RRS. My god, Hannah, what are you doing here, appearing to be homeless? Don't tell me you're on some kind of sales mission. Our little kitchen is too poor to use your company."

Hannah shook her head. "It... it's a long story."

Quincy glanced up the clock. "Well, the wedding's not until three, so it appears we have time to listen. Let's all sit."

For a second, Hannah was tempted to gather up her backpack and try to make a break for it. But in reality, she wanted to tell her story, and Pastor Quincy appeared to want to listen. She lowered herself into the chair she had been hiding behind. Quincy and his wife sat side by side on the couch. They gazed at her expectantly.

Hannah took several deep breaths and allowed her eyes to dart around the room. Then, she spewed out her story, one sordid detail after another. She talked about how she had wanted to see the world and document her travels; how she wanted to make her own money as a social media influencer. She ended by detailing how she had been repeatedly swindled and scammed and how she had lost her entire stake, including her campervan.

When she finished, Quincy looked at her and shook his head. "Hannah, why didn't you just go back home when you lost your campervan and your money?"

"I don't know," she said. "I guess I'm no quitter and I wasn't ready to face my father and admit failure. Now, I don't have the resources to go home."

Quincy and Sarah looked at each other. "You sound a little like our daughter, Rachel," Quincy said. "She dropped out of college and got into alcohol and drugs. But I'm happy to say that she straightened out and is now serving the church as a missionary in Africa."

Hannah became intrigued. "Uh... how did she, you know, straighten out?"

"Two things when she finally staggered back home," Quincy said. "Prayer and a healthy dose of the strap."

Hannah's face fell. It seemed everyone she met recently believed in the power of corporal punishment - everyone but her. "Pastor, I'm happy for your daughter," she said. "But please let me go. I didn't really do anything wrong."

Sarah Quincy shook her head. "We wouldn't be doing God's work if we let you go, Hannah," she said. "You need help, and we can give it to you."

"Hannah, are you familiar with the Gospel of Luke?" Quincy asked.

"Not really," Hannah replied.

"Luke, chapter 15: the story of the prodigal son. Have you heard that story?"

"No, sir."

Quincy glanced at his wife. "Well, it seems a man had two sons. The younger son asked his father for his inheritance. The father gave it him and the son left home and sought a life of total dissipation. He ran out of money and took a job as a swine tender. Finally, he decided to go back to his father and beg for forgiveness. Do you know what his father did?"

"No."

Quincy smiled. "The father welcomed his son back with open arms."

Sarah also smiled. "Of course, the older son wasn't too thrilled about it. But that's a story for another day."

"How do I know my father would welcome me back?" Hannah asked.

"You don't," Quincy said. "But at least you'd know one way or the other. He might not be thrilled to see you after two years of silence, but he might at least offer you a job in the company. That would have to be better than the life you're living."

"I think at least you owe him a chance," Sarah said. "He might want to punish you for your sins, but it would be worth it. Do you like being homeless and destitute?"

"No, ma'am," Hannah said quickly. "It's a scary world out there."

"And dangerous," Quincy said. "Quite frankly, I don't think you have the upbringing to endure it for too much longer."

"You're probably right about that," Hannah said. "But how do I get home?"

"We said we'd help you," Quincy said. "But only on our terms."

Hannah's eyes widened. "Which are what?"

"We would treat you like we did Rachel," Quincy said. "First, you can stay in Rachel's old room in the parsonage. Second, you will go to work for us at minimum wage. We need help cleaning the church and the kitchen, along with the cooking and serving and assorted other tasks. Third, you will be subject to our discipline." He paused and shifted his eyes back and forth between his wife and Hannah.

Sarah Quincy nodded.

"So, Hannah. Are you on board with this, or do we call the police and have you arrested for trespassing and vagrancy?"

Hannah swallowed. Her life had just been reduced to a very simple choice: Either accept the help the Quincys were offering - which probably included a healthy dose of corporal punishment - or face arrest and possible jail time. She couldn't run and she lacked the resources to go home and face her father. This was it.

She also didn't think she could face yet another amorous or self-righteous trucker who would strip her of any pride she might have left. And she was unwilling to sell herself just for a meal or bus fare. Her odyssey was about to come to an end. She looked at the Quincys and nodded. "Thank you," she said in a low voice.

Quincy leaned forward slightly. "Does that mean you agree?"

Hannah nodded again. "Yes, I agree."

Quincy also nodded and started to rise when his wife's cell phone rang. Sarah swiped the call and listened intently. After about thirty seconds, she scowled. "All right. We'll see what we can do. Tell your mother we'll pray for her." She ended the call.

Quincy put a hand on Sarah's arm. "What was that all about?"

"Karen has the flu," Sarah said. "Bad case, according to Caitlyn."

Quincy's eyes widened. "So, now who do we get to play the organ this afternoon?"

Sarah was about to answer when Hannah, sensing an opportunity, raised her hand. "Excuse me," she said. "I can play the organ... that is, if you need someone."

Sarah and Quincy looked at each other. "What do you mean? Can you play a church organ?"

Hannah nodded. "Yes," she said. "I played for a few weddings when I was in college. While I was looking for the bridal room, I explored the balcony and found your organ. It looks like one I've used before, not too complicated." She paused and watched the two pastors gaze at her incredulously. "Of course, I'll need some music and maybe an hour or so to practice. It's been a while since I've played."

"Hannah, are you sure about this?" Sarah asked. "This is an important wedding."

"Yes, I'm sure. I wouldn't have made the offer otherwise."

"Well, I guess we don't have much choice," Quincy said. "We'll get Caitlyn to bring her mother's music to the church. In the meantime, you can clean the bridal room and the restroom."

"There are cleaning supplies in the cupboard under the sinks," Sarah added. "And... I think Rachel left a dress you can wear at the wedding. Once the music gets here, you can practice the organ."

Quincy gave Hannah a very hard look. "And you're absolutely sure you're telling the truth and not over-inflating your ability?"

Hannah could feel herself grow a little indignant. "Look, Pastor, I'm not a professional, if that what's you mean. I couldn't do an entire Bach organ recital, but I can do wedding music."

Quincy smiled. "Okay. Let's all get to work. Sarah, you coordinate with Caitlyn and supervise the cleaning. See if you can find Rachel's dress. I'll check the kitchen and make sure the sanctuary is ready. The flowers should be arriving in the next couple of hours." He rose and took a step toward the door. "Thank you, Hannah." Then, he opened the door and disappeared down the corridor.

Hannah looked at Sarah. "Mrs. Quincy, did your husband really use the strap on your daughter?"

Sarah flashed a half smile. "Many times," she said. She pushed herself up from the couch. "And he won't hesitate to use it on you. He is a big believer in dispensing discipline along with love." She inadvertently rubbed her own bottom when she said that. "Anyway, I would strongly advise you to do what you're told and keep your nose clean while you're here."

Hannah tried to smile but couldn't. "Don't worry, Mrs. Quincy. I'll be on my best behavior."

"I hope so, for both our sakes." She pivoted toward the door. "I'll be back in an hour to check on you and hopefully have some music. I assume you know how to clean."

Hannah rolled her eyes. However, in truth, cleaning was never one of her strengths - the consequences of growing up in a wealthy household. "Yes, ma'am."

Sarah took one step into the corridor then stopped. "Hannah, if you're not here when I return, I'll understand... but I'm not sure my husband will."

"Don't worry. I'll be here," Hannah said. Where else would I go, she thought.

*  *  *

By eleven o'clock, Hannah had finished cleaning the restroom and bridal room. Sarah Quincy had declared that the two rooms were satisfactory. Sarah showed Hannah a white dress that Rachel had worn but didn't take with her when she left for Africa. Sarah also had some sheet music that Hannah was to play at the wedding.

Hannah took the music, ascended to the choir loft, and figured out how to activate the organ. She studied the music and practiced for the next hour or so while attendants under Quincy's supervision set up the sanctuary.

When she was satisfied with her playing, she accepted Sarah's invitation to join her in the parsonage next door to the church. There, Hannah ate a light lunch and took a quick shower. At one thirty, Hannah, dressed in Rachel's knee-length white dress, walked to the sanctuary and met with the wedding planner and the bride's father. Sarah introduced her as the organist, and for the first time in several months, Hannah felt a little like her old self and not like a homeless failure.

At two thirty, Hannah ascended to the choir loft and played some incidental music while the ushers conducted the wedding guests to their seats. Then, at three, she began the Wedding March, and the bride, dressed in a magnificent white dress, emerged on her father's arm. She slow-walked down the long aisle while every guest stood and watched.

That could have been me two years ago, Hannah thought, as she too watched. Maybe it's not too late.

All through the ceremony, Hannah reflected on what might have been if she'd stayed home rather than gone on this impossible and ill-conceived odyssey - a life with Jeremy Fitzhugh, a three-thousand-square-foot brick suburban colonial, a high-paying marketing position with Renfield Restaurant Supply, maybe even a baby.

Just as the happy couple exchanged rings, she realized she had run away because she didn't want that life; she had never wanted that life. She wasn't sure what kind of life she did want, but she was sure that life didn't include a wealthy-but-philandering husband or an active social calendar that centered around the country club.

As she played the recessional, she finally resolved that she needed to go home for the sake of her father and the Renfield legacy - whatever that was - but nothing else. She would accept her place as though she was some kind of royal and accept her punishment for running out on her obligations. But she would never accept Jeremy Fitzhugh or any other similar man.


Chapter Three

After the wedding, several people, including the wedding planner, the bride's father, and Pastor Quincy thanked Hannah for her playing. The bride's father slipped a fifty-dollar bill into Hannah's hand as a tip. She smiled and wrapped her hand around the bill. "Thank you," she said. "It was my pleasure." And once again, she felt as though she might belong to the affluent society.

But that sense was cut short when Sarah asked Hannah to help with the cleanup of the sanctuary and the bridal room. Hannah nodded and returned to the parsonage to change back into her jeans and tee shirt - her return to servitude.

Later, after she finished with her cleanup duties, Sarah asked Hannah to help in the church kitchen because there was a small banquet in the adjoining hall. It seemed to Hannah that the church was always busy with some event or the other.

Once the banquet concluded, Hannah took the job of scraping dishes and loading them into the industrial dishwasher. However, she couldn't get the conveyor to work and dropped a couple of plates in the process. She stood in front of the machine and shook her head. "What is wrong with this fucking thing?" she asked in a loud voice to no-one in particular.

The three people near her stopped what they were doing and gazed at her. Just coming in the door was Sarah. The associate pastor shook her head and approached Hannah. "Hannah," she said in a shrill voice, "we don't use that language here or anywhere." She turned to the other three workers. "I'm sorry. I'll take care of it." She took Hannah by the arm.

Hannah flushed as she realized her mistake. "I'm sorry," she said in a low voice.

"So am I," Sarah said. "But it's too late. I'll have to tell my husband."

"What will he do?" Hannah asked.

"Punish you, I should imagine." Sarah turned toward the kitchen. "But let's finish up here first. What's wrong with the dishwasher?"

Hannah brightened slightly, sensing a possible way to avoid punishment for her poor choice of vocabulary. "I'm not sure," she said. "But this looks like an old model my uncle used to install before we got the new models. I spent two summers traveling with him helping to fix these."

"So, do you know how to fix it?" Sarah asked.

"I don't know," Hannah said. "I'll need to look at it more closely."

Sarah seemed to think for a moment. "I'll have to tell Jacob. He'll decide what he wants to do... but I don't think there's any way you can avoid a spanking. I imagine by now one of the others in here has informed him."

"Yes, ma'am," Hannah said, lowering her eyes.

Working together, they quickly finished with the cleanup. They washed their hands, turned out the lights, and went to the parsonage where they found Pastor Quincy waiting for them in the small office.

He looked at both of them. "I already heard," he said.

Sarah took a step forward. "Jacob, Hannah thinks she can fix the old dishwasher."

"Well, that's good news," he said. "However, young lady, you said the wrong word in front of the wrong people. I have to punish you. You cannot make that kind of mistake again. Understand?"

Hannah lowered her eyes again, feeling a bit like a chastised little girl standing before her father. "Yes, sir."

He rose from his chair. "Sarah, please get the strap."

Sarah's eyes widened. "Oh, Jacob. Not the strap."

"Don't argue with me, Sarah," he said. "Hannah needs to learn, just like Rachel needed to. Now, get the strap."

"I'm sorry, Hannah," Sarah said as she turned toward the door.

Jacob gazed at Hannah. "You did well today," he said. "But I did warn you about staying on your best behavior and that any lapse would be punished. Didn't I warn you?"

"Yes, sir."

A minute later, Sarah reentered the room. In her hand was a strip of leather that resembled a razor strop. The leather appeared to be well-worn. She handed it to Quincy. He took it and gripped it in his right hand.

"Alright, Hannah. Bend over the back of the chair and lower your jeans. Since you're not my daughter, you may leave your underwear up." He glanced at Sarah. "Sarah, please hold her hands."

Sarah's eyes widened as she watched Hannah approach the straight-back chair and bend her upper body over the top. She moved closer. "Of course." She gripped the edges of Hannah's trembling fingers. "I am sorry, Hannah," she said. "But we did warn you."

Hannah took a deep breath and closed her eyes. "I know."

"It'll be over quickly," Sarah said as she tightened her grip on Hannah's fingers. "Try not to move."

Hannah grimaced as she tried to relax. She grimaced again when Quincy pushed her jeans lower, fully exposing her panty-covered bottom. For an instant, she wondered just how many strokes of the strap she would have to endure for the unpardonable sin of saying 'fuck' - a word members of her generation used routinely - in public and in front of churchgoers.

The first stroke came quickly, a hard strike that impacted the center of her two cheeks. She groaned as the pain raced up her spinal cord. The second stroke came two seconds later, a solid stinger that landed just below the first, escalating the pain. Hannah tried to rise; Sarah's grip tightened around her fingers, discouraging her from moving.

Quincy struck five more times, from the coccyx to the upper thighs. Hannah discovered that the thin panties she wore provided very little protection from the wrath of the strap. He paused and seemed to catch his breath. She closed and opened her eyes. Sarah nodded in her direction. Did that mean the end was near? Hannah prayed it was so.

Quincy wound up and struck five more times, concentrating on the center of her two cheeks. The last two strokes were so hard they broke her. Tears formed in her eyes and streamed down her face. Her chest clenched.

He stopped and took a step back, signaling the end of the whipping. "Hannah, you may get up. Sarah, please help her to Rachel's room."

Sarah released her grip on Hannah's numb fingers. She nodded once again. "It's okay, honey," she said. "I'll show you to the bathroom. You can clean up and go to bed. I'm sure you're tired."

Hannah slowly pushed herself up and let the jeans drop to the floor. She resisted the temptation to rub her sore bottom. She took a deep breath and glanced at Sarah. "Yes, thank you. I would like that."

Sarah lightly grasped Hannah's hand and led her to the door while Quincy sat at his cluttered desk, looking as though he had just completed a simple task and was preparing to move on to the next. The strap lay beside him.

A few seconds later, Sarah and Hannah stood in the doorway to a small bedroom. Sarah smiled. "Are you okay?"

For an instant, Hannah marveled at the implied innocence of the question. Was she okay? No, she was not okay. She felt confused and her backside ached. Who were these people? "I'm not sure," she said.

Sarah took Hannah's hands again. "Look, Hannah, I think I know what you're feeling right now," she said. "My husband is a hard man sometimes, but he has a good heart. He grew up in a very strict household with five siblings. He spent several years in the National Guard. He understands discipline and how it makes the people around him better." She paused and blushed slightly. "I have some firsthand experience with that."

Hannah gazed at Sarah. "Are you serious?"

Sarah rubbed her backside. "Yes." She hesitated and glanced around her. "In fact, it won't surprise me if I get a little more of that experience tonight."

Hannah's eyes widened. "What? Why?"

"I argued with him. In front of you. I shouldn't have done that."

"Mrs. Quincy, that isn't right. You shouldn't get punished on my behalf." She pivoted toward the office. "I'll talk to him."

Sarah grasped Hannah's wrist. "No," she said. "That will just make it worse. Please, just let it go. Okay?"

"Okay," Hannah said. "But it's still not right. I'll make every effort to behave myself."

"That's all we ask," Sarah said with a smile creasing her lips. She released Hannah's wrist. "Hannah, wait a second," she said just as Hannah pivoted toward the bathroom.

Hannah stopped and looked at Sarah.

"There's more you should know," Sarah said. "When Jacob and I were assigned to this church twenty years ago, it was a ruin - poor clerical management, years of neglect, congregants fleeing to other churches. We weren't sure we could save it." She paused and glanced around her. "It took us five years to get a foothold and another five to get it to what you see now. And do you know how we did it?"

Hannah shook her head.

Sarah smiled. "Hard work, dedication to purpose, a little prayer, and the liberal application of discipline. Not only did Jacob provide a living example of how discipline can work, he also began counseling families to incorporate discipline into their households. And people have embraced the message." She gazed at Hannah. "Does this make sense to you?"

Hannah managed a half smile of her own as she reflected back on her own family. "It does, actually," she said. "Believe it or not, my father shares your belief in hard work and discipline. He got that from his father, who got it from his father, my great-grandfather, who started the business after World War Two."

"So, did your father spank you?" Sarah asked.

Hannah nodded. "Mostly when I was in high school. I think he also spanked my older brother. I'm not sure about my mother, but it wouldn't surprise me."

"Is that why you left home?"

"Not really," Hannah said. "At least, I don't think so. I mean, he hadn't spanked me for several years. No, I just wanted to try something different, make it on my own terms. I guess I really screwed it up."

Sarah reached out and touched Hannah's cheek. "Yes, I suppose you did. But in the end, that experience will make you stronger. Now, you need to go to bed. You'll be attending church tomorrow morning, both services. We should have an organist, but stand by in case we need you." She touched Hannah's hand. "I need to check in with Jacob. Let me know if you need anything."

Hannah smiled again. "Thank you for taking me in, Mrs. Quincy. I'm sorry to have caused so much trouble."

"No trouble," Sarah said. "We're happy to have you." She turned and disappeared toward the office.

Hannah quickly used the bathroom. She went into the small bedroom that had once been used by Rachel Quincy. She removed her clothes and examined her bare backside in the mirror over the dresser. The flesh still showed red with a couple of purplish bruises. Clearly, Pastor Quincy knew how to use a strap.

She thought for a moment about her father. He had spanked her on occasion, true, but mostly with his hand or a hairbrush, never with anything as harsh as a leather strap. She lay down on the bed and closed her eyes, deflecting a few tears that had formed in the corners. She had betrayed her father, betrayed the family. How could she now go home and face them? How could she expect them to forgive her?

And yet, she knew she must go home, just as the Prodigal Son had done in the Gospel of Luke. She owed it to them and she owed it to herself to give them a chance. She fell asleep playing different homecoming scenarios in her mind. Would her father welcome her back with open arms, restore her to her former place in the family hierarchy? And what about her brother? How would he react? They were never very close while growing up. She would have to tread lightly around him.

*  *  *

For the next few days, Hannah did everything the Quincys told her to do without comment or protest. She was even able to fix the ancient dishwasher, much to the delight of Mrs. Quincy. Hannah helped in the kitchen during lunch for the homeless, grateful that she stood behind the counter rather than in front of it with an old dish in her hand.

Pastor Quincy declared that she was earning money each day. Together, they estimated that she would need a minimum of a thousand dollars to make it home okay. Hannah figured that fifteen hundred to two thousand dollars would be better, as it would provide her with a cushion in case her family didn't welcome her with open arms and she needed to go back out on the road, establish herself in another town.

She also didn't want to go home with the few ragged clothes she possessed. She wanted a new cell phone, as well. Altogether, at her present rate of pay, she estimated she would need to work for at least three to four weeks, possibly more, to earn the money she needed.

Which was okay, she thought. She was safe and secure with the Quincys, even if she had to work hard every day and watch her language. And every evening as she ate dinner with the Quincys, she reflected on her situation and Sarah and Jacob. They appeared to be a very close-knit couple. But then, why wouldn't they be? They had been together for more than thirty years. They worked together. They had built a life together.

It did seem a little odd to Hannah that Jacob would still discipline his wife after thirty years and that she would let him. But then, since she had been with them, she had read not only the Gospel of Luke (with the story of the Prodigal Son), but also Paul's letter to the Ephesians. They were leaders in their Christian community. Jacob Quincy literally preached the blessings of discipline in the family and believed every word of it. It all made sense when taken in context.

But could she follow their lead and stay out of any trouble? In some ways, that might be more difficult, she conceded. After all, she was still a relatively young woman, and as such, she liked to have fun, mingle with members of the opposite sex, seduce and be seduced. Of course, as she was well aware, it was living this lifestyle that contributed greatly to her downfall - one of the last groups of people she spent time with took her for several thousand dollars and then disappeared. Another of life's endless tough and expensive lessons.

And then there was Rachel, who had also apparently succumbed to the temptation of life's dark side. According to Sarah, Rachel had been seduced by a minion of Satan, a deceptively handsome, well-spoken man who had led Rachel into a world of parties in which drugs, alcohol, and uninhibited sex were prominent. She wallowed in that mire for nearly a year before crawling back home and accepting the harsh discipline she had attempted to flee.

Now, she was a missionary in one of the most dangerous corners of the world, leading Hannah to wonder: Was Rachel truly better off? Was this her attempt to atone for her sins? Or was this her desperate attempt to escape her father's strap one more time?

To Hannah, it was all so confusing. She conceded that her life would have been much simpler if she had accepted her legacy, her rightful place in the Renfield world. But would her life have been fulfilling? In her two plus years on the road, she had accumulated a wealth of experience, most recently in just learning how to survive in a hostile environment.

No matter. She had resolved to take her experience - for whatever it was worth - and go back home to her father's world, put all this behind her. But in the process, could she avoid the strap for the next month or so?

She tried. She tried as hard as she possibly could. But sometimes life catches up with you. For three consecutive Friday evenings, she worked in the kitchen next to a well-put-together man about her age. His name, as she learned, was David Lofton. He worked as a financial analyst and was the son of one of the church trustees. As he admitted to Hannah, he volunteered because his parents expected it but also because he made valuable business contacts.

The attraction between the two young people was nearly instantaneous. At first, their flirtation was mild and relatively innocent. However, on the third Friday, David invited her to accompany him to the trustee room rather than help with the kitchen cleanup. She accepted, conceding that it had been more than a month since she had been with a man, and much longer since she had been with a man this good-looking. Her young body urged her on without considering there might be consequences.

Once inside the small room used for trustee meetings, David grasped her hands and pulled her into his body. He looked into her eyes and kissed her on the lips. She took a breath and kissed him back. He opened his mouth and kissed her again, this time a little more firmly. She opened her mouth in response.

A moment later, his right hand began a slow crawl down the front of her dress until it reached the hem. He stopped and looked at her as if asking for approval to take the next step. She drew in another deep breath, grasped his fingers, and guided his hand under her dress and up her thigh toward her panties.

She nearly lost consciousness when his fingers probed her crotch. Her brain screamed: Do it; do it; do it! She nodded and kissed him, never releasing her grip on his probing hand. He responded by gently pushing aside the leg hole of her panties.

He was about to insert a finger inside her when the door to the room opened. "Hannah, David! What in the world are you doing in here?" The voice belonged to Pastor Quincy.

Hannah froze in place. David's hand tensed and dropped. The two stepped away from each other. Neither could manage a word.

Quincy moved into the room. "David Lofton, I suggest you leave immediately. Believe me, your father will hear about this."

David pivoted toward the door. He gave a sideways glance at Hannah before he slipped past Quincy. "I'm sorry, Pastor." He disappeared into the corridor like a puff of smoke.

Quincy took a couple more steps toward Hannah, who was still frozen in place. "I should've known you'd succumb to your baser instincts," he said. "And I should cast you back out into the street."

Hannah turned toward him. She flushed a deep red. "No, please."

He shook his head. "But Sarah and I did promise to help you get back to your father. But-" He paused and gave her a very hard look. "You'll need to be punished rather severely for this indiscretion. We simply can't let what happened to Rachel happen to you. Put your dress down and follow me to the office."


Chapter Four

Pastor Quincy exited the room, leaving Hannah still frozen in place. Now alone and with her pubic area tingling, the reality of her situation began to penetrate. She knew very well what would happen if she followed Quincy to the office. However, she also knew what would happen if she didn't follow him.

She sighed and took a step toward the door. The 'bad girl' part of her already missed David's fingers. The 'good and sensible girl' part of her chafed at what very nearly happened. As she entered the corridor, she looked around her. She looked down at herself. For the first time in several months, she felt safe and secure. She was relatively well-dressed and well-fed. She had a soft bed with clean sheets. Don't blow it, she screamed at herself.

And with that thought driving her on, she moved toward the office and certain punishment. When she reached the doorway, she peered inside and saw Quincy standing by the infamous chair. He already had the strap clutched tightly in his right hand.

"Alright, young lady," Quincy said when he saw Hannah. "Come in here, take off your underwear, and bend over the chair. This is very serious."

Hannah nodded and stepped into the room. She was about to remove her panties when she saw Sarah standing in the doorway.

"What on earth is going on?" Sarah asked.

"Don't interfere, Sarah," Quincy said. "I just caught Hannah and that young David Lofton about to get... get involved with each other in the trustee room. She needs to be punished rather severely."

Sarah reached out and touched Hannah's hand. "Hannah, what were you thinking?"

Hannah took a deep breath. She brushed a tear from her eye. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Quincy," she said. "I guess I wasn't thinking."

Sarah looked at Quincy. "Jacob, not on the bare bottom."

Quincy's eyes flashed. "I said not to interfere, Sarah," he said. "Remember what happened last time."

Sarah blushed and took a step back. "I'm sorry, Hannah. You need to do as Pastor Quincy says. I'll talk to you afterward." She did a half turn away from Hannah.

Hannah tried to smile. "It's all right, ma'am. I deserve it."

Sarah returned her smile and disappeared down the corridor.

Quincy pointed to the chair. "Come on now. We're wasting time."

Hannah nodded. She reached under her dress and rolled down her white cotton panties. When they were at her feet, she stepped out of them and bent her upper body over the back of the chair. She flipped the hem of her dress to above her waist, exposing her bare backside. She closed her eyes and gripped the chair supports with both trembling hands. She braced herself for what she thought might very well be one of the worst experiences in her life.

She felt Quincy's presence behind her. She heard the swish as the strap cut through the air. Then, she felt the horrible thud as the hard leather bit into her right cheek, spreading a shockwave of pain. She grimaced and bit down on her tongue.

A second later, she felt the second harsh stroke bite into her left cheek. This was followed quickly by a third and fourth stroke. These impacted the crease between her upper thighs and her bottom cheeks. The pain escalated.

Quincy paused for a few seconds. She felt his hand lightly touch her burning bottom. She allowed herself a deep breath, wondering if perhaps he was finished. She immediately shook off that hope. She knew he was far from finished, probably just checking on the damage he had done so far.

Her assessment turned out to be correct. Following the short pause, he laid down a barrage of hard strokes, one right after the other after the other. She lost count at around twelve or thirteen as the pain overwhelmed her nervous system, sending frantic signals throughout her body.

Her fingers twitched on the chair supports. Her toes curled inside her shoes. Tears welled up in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. When she could manage a coherent thought, she considered begging for forgiveness, anything to end the strapping. But she couldn't get her tongue to work.

Finally, he stopped and set the strap on the chair. He touched her bottom. "Well, young lady, I hope that was sufficient to discourage any future activity of the sort I just witnessed."

Hannah opened her eyes, releasing a new flood of tears. She managed to unstick her tongue. "Uh... yes, sir," she muttered.

"Okay. You may collect your underwear and go to your room."

She released her grip on the chair supports and pushed herself up. The hem of her dress dropped, covering her lower half. She brushed away a few tears and looked at Quincy. "Yes, sir." She retrieved her panties but didn't put them on.

"There will be no repeats of what I saw earlier," he said.

"No, sir," she said. And she meant it. No man's touch was worth this level of pain. She scooted past him and into the corridor.

When she reached her room, Sarah was on the bed waiting for her. "Hannah, are you okay?" she asked.

Hannah stepped into the room and tried to smile through the pain that was still grappling with her. "Yes, ma'am."

Sarah stood and opened her arms. "I'm sorry I couldn't stop him, but-"

Hannah accepted Sarah's embrace. "It's okay," she said. "I deserved it. And I certainly don't want you to get punished on my behalf."

"Neither do I," Sarah said. "And please, for the remainder of your time here, stay away from that David Lofton. He has led more than one young woman astray. We would banish him from the church except that his parents are so involved and they dote on him."

"I understand," Hannah said. "I promise I'll stay away from him." She paused and backed away from Sarah. She shifted her eyes to the floor. "But... it's been so long since-"

Sarah smiled then huffed. "Since you've been with a man? Yes, I understand that. We women can be such fools sometimes."

Hannah nodded. She wanted to ask Sarah about a dozen questions with most related to her relationship with Pastor Quincy. Were they still intimate? Did he satisfy her in bed? Did Sarah resort to satisfying herself, or was that too a sin? But Hannah knew better than to ask the questions. "Mrs. Quincy, is it okay if I get ready for bed? I'm tired and I have a long day tomorrow."

Sarah kissed Hannah on the cheek. "Of course," she said. "Nurse your wounds. I'll see you in the morning." She disappeared into the corridor, leaving Hannah alone once again.

Hannah reached under her dress and massaged her bottom. She felt slivers of pain and knew she would hurt for awhile. But strangely, she felt no resentment toward Pastor Quincy. She had violated his trust and deeply offended his sense of propriety. Even as the sting from the strapping echoed through her body, she mostly felt grateful that he hadn't cast her out into the street.

She stripped out of her clothes, used the bathroom, and got into bed naked. Her bottom still sent slivers of pain to her brain as she slid across the coarse sheets. She turned out the bedside lamp and closed her eyes. But sleep wouldn't come. Rather, she replayed the incidents of the evening: First, the encounter with David Lofton, his fingers gently probing her, causing her to squirm with pleasure. She would have allowed him - no, begged him - to go all the way if they hadn't been rudely interrupted.

Second, she thought about Pastor Quincy and the terrible strapping he had administered. She had allowed him to see her bare backside. And in the process, she had probably given him an unobstructed view of the part of her anatomy David was fingering. Did that view excite him? If it did, he certainly hadn't shown it.

Had it excited her to expose herself so wantonly? That was a totally different question and one she now struggled to answer. The easy answer would be to say absolutely not. After all, he was punishing her severely. Why would that excite her? And yet, when she went to the bathroom and felt her labia, she discovered they were moist and still tingled a little.

She spread her legs and inched her hand down her abdomen until it reached her pubic area. She gently stroked her labia and clitoris with two fingers of her right hand. Slowly, the pain in her bottom ebbed. Her breathing and heart rate accelerated. Her body movements became more and more animated as she neared orgasm.

When she did finally climax, she bit down on her tongue to keep from screaming in pleasure. She didn't want to rouse the Quincys, as she assumed that masturbation was probably also forbidden and that if she was caught, she would again be punished.

A few minutes later, she fell asleep with her fingers still clutching her pubic hair. And as she slept, she dreamed that she went home but was not welcomed like she had hoped or like the Prodigal Son. Rather, her father grabbed her and spanked her mercilessly because she had betrayed the family and stolen from the company. It was a nightmare and one she would long remember.

*  *  *

For the next four weeks, Hannah maintained a very low profile. She did whatever work the Quincys assigned her and saved every cent of the money they paid her plus the tips she received for playing the organ. She made absolutely sure she gave Pastor Quincy no reason to punish her.

Then, on a very warm Wednesday evening during her seventh week with the Quincys, she pulled out the metal box in which she had stashed her money. Methodically, she counted the bills. When she finished counting, she slumped on her bed. In nearly seven weeks, she had earned a little over three thousand dollars, more than enough to buy a new phone, a few new articles of clothing, and a bus ticket home - with money to spare just in case her family rejected her.

As she looked at the money laid out on the bed, Hannah had mixed feelings. She felt secure with the Quincys and wouldn't have minded staying where she was. But she also knew she owed it to her father and to the family to try to make amends for betraying them. She also knew that if she stayed with the Quincys, she would have to toe a hard line. She wasn't sure she was willing to do that forever.

She put the money back in the box, closed her eyes, and fell asleep without making a decision.

The next morning, Pastor Quincy made the decision for her. At breakfast, he asked how much money she had saved. When she told him the amount, he nodded. "It's time for you to face your family," he said.

Sarah clutched Hannah's trembling hand. "Jacob's right," she said. "We'll miss you though and wish you could stay. But you need to go home."

Quincy gave her a small smile. "Hannah, we want you to know that if things don't work out between you and your father, you're welcome back here."

A tear formed in Hannah's eye and trickled down her cheek. She brushed it away. "Thank you," she said. "You saved my life. I will not forget that."

That afternoon, with Sarah by her side, Hannah bought the new phone, two pairs of jeans, some underwear, a blouse, and two dresses. She also bought a one-way bus ticket home. By evening, she was ready. Almost.

At eight o'clock, she sought out Sarah. When she found Sarah in the living room, she approached her. She lowered herself to the floor in front of where Sarah sat. "Mrs. Quincy, I guess I'm all ready to leave tomorrow," she said in a trembling voice. "But first, I would very much like for your husband to do something for me."

Sarah looked down at Hannah. "Anything. Just ask."

Hannah took a deep breath. Where to start? She took another deep breath and dared to glance up at Sarah. "I am so afraid to face my father after all this time. But I know I need to." She paused.

Sarah reached down and touched Hannah's trembling cheeks. "Honey, I understand. What do you want Jacob to do?"

Hannah took yet another deep breath. "Uh... this is going to sound very strange probably." She hesitated.

Sarah huffed. "Hannah, you're scaring me. Tell me what's troubling you."

Hannah flashed a tentative smile. "I'm terribly worried I won't react properly when I see my father," she said. "I want - no, I need - for Pastor Quincy to... to spank me long and hard."

Sarah's eyes widened. "You want him to do what? Spank you?"

Hannah nodded. "Yes, ma'am" she said. "I know it sounds strange. It does to me too. But I guess I need a reminder that no matter what happens in the next few days, someone cared enough about me to keep me humble and grateful."

"You're right. It does sound strange."

Hannah pushed herself up from the floor. "I don't know why this is so important to me all of a sudden. I mean, I certainly don't want to be spanked. But I need to feel the reminder. I need to carry that reminder with me." The words came easier now. Her feelings somehow made more sense. But did they make sense to Sarah Quincy?

Sarah studied Hannah for several seconds, then nodded. "Hannah, I can't honestly say I understand what you're saying, but I can see it's important to you. I'll talk to Jacob. We'll let him decide."

"That's all I ask," Hannah said. She began to pivot away from Sarah, then stopped. "One more thing, Mrs. Quincy."

Sarah touched Hannah's hand.

"My father usually spanked me over his lap with my mother's old wooden hairbrush. If possible, I would appreciate it if Pastor Quincy spanked me that way instead of using the strap."

Sarah pushed herself out of the chair. She blushed slightly. "He's spanked me a few times that way," she said. "You wait in your room while I talk to him. I'll let you know what he decides. Okay?"

Hannah nodded. "Yes, ma'am. Thank you."

She returned to her bedroom and sat on the bed to wait. She put her head in her hands and thought for a moment about her father. Malcom Renfield was a hard man but also a fair one. He had high expectations for his family and enforced those expectations with corporal punishment. But in the process, he never said an unkind word or raised his voice. Would he now welcome her back just as the father of the Prodigal Son had done? She knew there was only one way to find out.

Just as Hannah's head began to droop, Sarah appeared in the doorway. "Hannah," she called softly. "Honey, Jacob has agreed to do as you ask. He doesn't understand it any more than I do, but accepts that it is important to you. Take off your dress and follow me to the office."

Hannah looked up. Moment of truth. A part of her wanted to back out, tell Sarah she didn't mean it. But the other part of her knew this was something she had to do. She pushed herself off the bed and removed her dress. "Yes, ma'am."

When she reached the office, she peered through the doorway and saw Pastor Quincy sitting in the chair. He had a wooden hairbrush clutched in his right hand. She could feel her hands shake and her knees weaken. She also felt very exposed, standing there wearing only her bra and panties. She glanced around the room but didn't see Sarah. She would have to face this alone.

"Hannah, please come in and stand before me," Quincy said once he spotted her.

Hannah nodded and stepped into the room in which nothing good had ever happened to her. "Yes, sir." She stopped about three feet from Quincy and folded her hands in front of her. For an instant, she saw her father sitting in the chair.

Quincy scanned her. "Sarah has explained your request," he said. "From what you've told me about your father, I guess I can sort of understand. And, while your behavior with us has been mostly above reproach, I agree that what you did to your family and your father will require serious examination and probably some form of punishment. Each of us is a sinner, and those of us who acknowledge that seek redemption. Is that what you seek?"

Hannah looked at the floor. Did she seek redemption? She wasn't at all sure what that meant. She only knew she didn't feel good about herself. She hoped that facing her father with a bottom that had already been spanked hard would help her. "Yes, sir," she replied in a meek voice.

He extended his left hand toward her. "Then give me your hand and come across my lap."

With an escalating sense of dread, Hannah held out her left hand. Qunicy gently but firmly grasped her wrist and deftly pulled her down across his knees. He rested the hairbrush on her panty-covered bottom.

"Hannah, I don't know how much punishment you require to atone for your sin. Only you know that. I will spank you until you feel cleansed. I think we'll both know when that happens." He lifted the brush from her backside. "Are you ready?"

She sucked in a deep breath. Was she ready to endure what may very well be one of the most unpleasant experiences in her life? "Yes, sir," she said in a near whisper. She closed her eyes.

Quincy wasted no time after that. He commenced a barrage of harsh strokes with the hairbrush, one stroke after another after another, blistering and reddening her bottom through the thin cotton.

She squirmed and wriggled across his lap as the pain began to overwhelm her. In less than a minute, her entire body was reduced to a burning cinder. She tried to think. Did she feel cleansed, thoroughly punished? How would she know when that happened? Clearly, it hadn't happened yet as Quincy continued with spanking, never breaking stride.

Hannah thought for an instant about Sarah in this position, enduring a harsh session with her own hairbrush. The woman was such a saint. It was hard to believe she could do anything that would warrant this level of punishment.

Then, it happened. As the pain, the discomfort, and the humiliation of being across Quincy's lap wearing only her underwear combined to break her, Hannah started to cry. Great tears formed in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. Sobs welled up inside her chest. She raised her head. "I... I've... been such a bad girl," she declared. "Oh God, please... forgive me."

Quincy immediately stopped the spanking and gently massaged her back and bottom through the thin cloth. "Hannah Renfield, God forgives you," he said. He eased her off his lap.

She managed to stand on wobbly legs. Sharp pain echoed throughout her body. She wiped her eyes and looked at Quincy. "Thank you."

Quincy set the hairbrush on the floor, stood, and drew Hannah into a loose embrace. "As for Sarah and me, there is nothing to forgive. But we can't speak for your father. However, if he doesn't welcome you back, he is a fool." He kissed her on the cheek. "And, as we said before, you're always welcome here."

She looked at him and felt real love for the first time in a long time. Perhaps there was something very good in the world, something that transcended the quest for money, a quest that had consumed her family since 1947. "Thank you. I will not forget what I've learned here."


Chapter Five

At noon the following day, Hannah, dressed in her new jeans and a clean top, hugged Sarah and Jacob Quincy, said thank you several times, and boarded a Greyhound that would eventually take her to Comstock, her home base. She found a seat near the rear next to a window and stowed her backpack. She waved to the Quincys and urged them not to wait until the bus pulled away. She didn't want them to see her cry.

Factoring in the several stops in various towns, the total time to Comstock would be about thirty hours, meaning she would arrive at around six o'clock the following day - about the time her father usually arrived home from the office.

She had thought about flying. But the nearest airport to either city was over seventy miles. There were no direct flights to Comstock, so with layovers and plane changes, she wouldn't have gained much time. Besides, she reasoned, traveling by bus would give her time to relax and gather her thoughts.

About ten minutes after she took her seat, the engine started and the bus pulled away from the loading dock. Hannah closed her eyes. She was on her way now, back to her father and a very uncertain future.

She fell asleep and dreamed of the homecoming she would receive. Her father would welcome her - perhaps not with a fattened calf and the best robe - but at least with open arms and words of forgiveness. She might rest a few days, then go to work at RRS, accept her legacy as if the last two-and-a-half years hadn't happened. She might even agree to marry Jeremy and join the country club set. In her dream, he was still available.

She awoke at a bus stop two hundred miles from where she started. She got out of the bus, stretched her legs, went to the bathroom, and got a snack at the concession stand. She noted that her bottom still hurt a little when she thought about it. She smiled at that. As she had told Sarah, she wanted to take a reminder with her. What better reminder than a sore backside?

The bus rolled on past farms and small towns. It rolled on into the darkness of a warm summer night. Hannah alternated between sleeping, reading, and thinking. She tried to remember what her father, her brother, and her Uncle Martin even looked like. Would they look the same, or would time have changed them in some way? How much had she changed?

Then, after the long journey across the heartland, the big Greyhound pulled into the Comstock station at ten minutes before six on Thursday afternoon. Hannah collected her backpack and stepped off the bus. Instinctively, she scanned her surroundings but didn't see anyone she knew. But then, she realized, since she hadn't informed anyone she was coming, why would she expect to see a friendly face?

She went into the restroom and changed into a blue summer dress, one of the new ones she had bought. She also washed her face and changed her underwear. She wasn't sure what kind of impression she wanted to give when she confronted her father, but she wanted to at least be clean.

When she felt she was ready to face the family, she hailed a cab. From the backseat, she surveyed the city in which she had grown up. It looked exactly as she remembered it, the buildings, the people. She only hoped that her family home and the people in it would also be the same.

Hannah's hands began to tremble as the cab turned onto her street. She took a deep breath. Her eyes widened when the cab pulled up in front of the three-story colonial she had called home for most of her life. It was the same color. It had the same curtains in the windows. She paid the driver in cash, collected her belongings, and exited the backseat. She half-expected the front door to open and her father to rush out with his arms wide open. He would be accompanied by Riley, the family golden retriever, his tail wagging wildly.

But the front door didn't open. Neither her father nor anyone else in the house rushed to greet her. The cab pulled away and disappeared. Hannah stood in the driveway and scanned the quiet neighborhood. She saw no one in either direction. For an instant, she wondered if the Rapture had occurred and she had been left behind.

She shifted her eyes back to the familiar white front door. Since she didn't have a key, all she could do was ring the doorbell and see what happens. Now resolved, she stepped up to the wide front porch and pressed the doorbell. She listened as the chime sounded inside the house. She stood still, waiting for a response, remembering it was early Thursday evening. Someone should be home by now.

After about thirty seconds, she rang the doorbell again. She tried to think about what she would do if nobody was home. She had traveled more than fifteen-hundred miles to reconcile with her family. Would she now just give up and walk away?

Fortunately, she didn't have to make that decision. About thirty or so seconds after the second ring, the front door opened half way. A woman about Hannah's age stuck her head out and looked at Hannah. "Yes?" she asked in an impatient voice.

Hannah quickly scanned the woman. She wasn't sure if she recognized her or not. However, this woman had not lived in the house when Hannah left. She gathered her breath, not quite sure how to respond. "Uh... I-I'm here to see Malcom Renfield."

The woman's eyes widened. She opened the door all the way, revealing that she was about seven months pregnant. "Mr. Renfield is-" She paused and gave Hannah another long look. "Hannah? Hannah Renfield? Is it you?"

Hannah smiled wearily. Obviously, this woman knew her. Thank god. She nodded. "Yes, it's me," she said. "Where is my father? Is he home? And... who are you?"

"I'm Ashley," she said as though Hannah should know the name.

Hannah scanned her. "Ashley, Ashley Chamberlain... Oh, I remember you. You work in HR. What are you doing here?"

"I'm Ashley Renfield now," Ashley said. "And I'm your sister-in-law."

Hannah shuffled her feet. This was getting weird - not the homecoming she had expected. "My sister-in-law? When did that happen? And where is Michael and my father? Are they here?"

Ashley took a step back into the house. "You better come inside. There's a lot you don't know. My god, we thought you had moved to some other country or were dead."

"Well, you can see I'm very much alive." She stepped into the foyer following Ashley's invitation.

Ashley closed the door behind Hannah. "Hannah, you look like you could use a drink or something to eat. Go on into the kitchen and help yourself. I need to call your Uncle Martin. I can see you have a lot of questions. It's better if he answers them. I imagine he'll have a few questions of his own."

Hannah, seeing that she would get no further with Ashley, accepted the invitation to go to the kitchen. She moved into the large country-style kitchen and immediately noted that everything was different - different furniture, different appliances, different décor. The kitchen itself was now open to the family room and had a large island with a black-granite countertop and several metal-padded chairs arrayed along one side. She put her backpack on the counter and sat.

A minute later, Ashley appeared. "I called Martin. He'll be here in a few minutes. He and Jamie just live down the street."

Hannah processed that statement. When she lived here, her Uncle Martin and his wife lived in a different neighborhood. Clearly, a lot of things had changed in two-and-a-half years. "Ashley, where are my brother and my father?"

"Michael is out in California. He's finalizing the acquisition of Tri-Coastal."

This got Hannah's attention. Tri-Coastal Supply had been one of RRS's chief competitors. "Tri-Coastal? How did they pull that off?"

"I don't know all the details," Ashley said. "I only know it's been in the works for six or seven months. My job for the past couple of weeks has been to vet their employees, see how many can be retained. I've been working mostly from home because, as you can see, I'm carrying quite a load."

Hannah smiled. "Yes, I can see that. Congratulations."

Ashley returned her smile. "Thanks," she said. "You're going to be an aunt in about two months. A little girl."

Hannah was about to ask another question when the back door opened and a tall man in late middle age entered. He approached the kitchen counter but stopped about ten feet short of the island. "Hannah? Is that really you?"

Hannah stood and looked at her Uncle Martin, the man who had trained her to install and repair large kitchen appliances. "Yes, Uncle Martin. I've come home."

Martin scanned her but didn't smile or open his arms. "My god, I've got about a hundred questions for you."

"Uncle Martin, where is my father? Obviously, I need to see him."

Martin looked at Ashley, then shifted back to Hannah. "Hannah, sit down, please."

Hannah scowled but did as she was told.

Martin took a step toward her and sucked in a deep breath. "Your father is dead," he said in an even voice.

Hannah's eyes widened. "Dead?! How? When?"

"He had a stroke just after Thanksgiving and died a couple of weeks later. We would've informed you, but we had no idea how to reach you or if you were even reachable. No one had your cell phone number and you stopped your social media postings. Besides-" He paused and frowned at Hannah. "Malcom had written you off. After you stole from the company and disappeared, he said he didn't want to see you again."

Hannah slumped in her chair, absorbing the blow. Her father was dead, but had written her off before he died. So much for the happy homecoming. She wanted to say something, anything, but no words came to her.

Martin's eyes narrowed. "What happened to you anyway? And why did you come back?"

She sighed. "It... it's a long story, Uncle Martin. I'm sorry for all the trouble I caused."

He balled his fists. "Well, if you expected a happy homecoming and a welcome with open arms, you can forget it," he said. "At one time, we expected big things from you, but you had other ideas. Okay, maybe we can respect that. But we've had to move on without you. Your father's will made me CEO of the company, a role I never wanted. Michael is the field manager now and co-owner. We're all extremely busy, as you might imagine."

"Yes, Ashley told me you acquired Tri-Coastal."

Now Martin did manage a small smile. "Yes. That deal sort of fell into our laps unexpectedly and we're still trying to figure out what to do with it. As you can see, we don't really have time to deal with your issues, whatever they may be."

Hannah shifted her eyes back and forth between Uncle Martin and Ashley, not quite believing what she saw. How could things have changed so much in less than three years? But then, how much had she changed in that same time period?

While Hannah appeared to be processing this situation, Martin glanced at Ashley. "Ashley, how are you doing? Okay? Do you want Jamie to check on you?"

Ashley smiled. "No, thanks, Martin," she said. "I've been taking it easy and following my doctor's instructions. I've almost got the vetting done and will have a report for you in the next couple of days."

"Good," Martin said. "I hope to god we don't have to hire and train a whole bunch of new people."

Ashley shook her head. "From what I can tell, Tri-Coastal had more of a supply chain problem than a personnel problem. But it will take a while to get everyone that gets retained into the system."

Hannah listened carefully, her business curiosity now piqued. Perhaps she had come back at just the right time. "Sounds like you could use some help."

Martin huffed. "Hannah, if that means you're offering to come back to work for the company, you can forget it. We've got new suppliers and a new computer system since you were here. It would take weeks to get you up to speed, weeks we don't have."

Hannah's face fell. The day was turning to be worse than she could have imagined. "So, what am I supposed to do?"

"Hannah, that isn't my problem," he said. Then he softened slightly. "Do you really want to come back now that you know your father's dead?"

"Uncle Martin, I've made a mess of my life. I have nowhere else to go. I... need to atone."

Martin stared at her for a moment. "Are you serious?"

Was she serious about wanting to atone? "Yes, I'm serious."

"Okay. Then we have some things to discuss." He shifted to Ashley. "Ashley, you don't need to be a part of the discussion. Please go back to work or whatever you were doing. This won't take too long and we'll be out of your way."

Ashley nodded, turned, and disappeared up the stairs.

Martin shifted back to Hannah. "Okay. This won't be an easy discussion, but it's long overdue."

Hannah sighed. Nothing so far had been easy. She nodded.

Martin took a seat next to her. "What I'm going to say is mostly an echo of your father's wishes." He paused and gazed at the ceiling as if seeking inspiration. "Your father was more than a brother to me. He was my mentor, my role model in life. He filtered the lessons he learned from our father and grandfather and passed them on to me. Everything I know I learned from him."

Hannah could feel the fatigue of the last few days. "Uncle Martin, no offense, but could you please get to the point. I know you loved and admired my father. You told me that often enough when we were on the road."

"Patience was never one of your virtues, was it?" Martin said. He took a deep breath and resumed without waiting for an answer. "Anyway, one of the things Malcom Renfield believed in, as you probably know, was the power of discipline and the shaping of behavior through punishment and reward, a lesson he learned from your grandfather."

Hannah managed a small smile as she recalled the many times she had been across her father's lap, jeans and panties down. She also remembered being spanked more than once by Martin when they were on the road. She particularly remembered the last time he had spanked her. They had been in the midst of installing a new dishwasher in an upscale restaurant in a suburb of Omaha. That evening, against his wishes, she had gone out to a local bar and gotten so drunk she couldn't work the following day. He spanked her long and hard when she sobered up. She had never gotten drunk on the job since - lesson learned.

Still, as she listened to Martin extol the virtues of her father and grandfather, she could feel herself growing more and more impatient. "Uncle Martin, no one knows that better than I do. Again, what's your point?"

Martin eased out of the chair. "Before I tell you, I will ask you once again: Are you serious about wanting to atone and come back to the company?"

She sighed. "Yes."

"And you understand that your coming back will be entirely on my terms?"

Hannah wasn't so sure about that, but realized she had little choice. "Yes. I accept that."

"Okay," Martin said. "But if you change your mind after hearing what I have to say, you will leave this house and the company and never return. Do you understand that?"

That sounded extremely harsh, but she didn't want to go back out on the road. "I understand."

"I hope you do, because you aren't going to like what I have to say."

"Uncle Martin, please."

Martin leaned against the island. "Alright," he said. "I just wanted to set the record straight. First, the only opening at RRS that doesn't require extensive training is second shift custodian at the warehouse and assorted other locations. Fifteen dollars an hour with a portion of your salary going to reimburse the company for the money you stole."

Hannah's eyes widened as she realized she might have been better off staying with Jacob and Sarah. "Uncle Martin, how am I supposed to live on that?"

"As you probably know, the company has a small trailer behind the warehouse. You can stay there until your debt is paid." He paused. When Hannah didn't respond, he resumed. "Another thing: You will be working under Morgan's direct supervision. She will have the authority to apply discipline if your work is not to her satisfaction."

"Morgan?" she echoed. "I thought she was studying to be a concert violinist."

"She had to put that on hold, and she's not happy about it. But after you left and your father got sick, it was all hands on deck. Mitchell is the new field manager, and we recruited Jeremy Fitzhugh to be our applications engineer and IT manager. He is guiding us toward more automation and remote monitoring. By the way, he and Morgan married eight months ago."

Hannah slumped. She had never really wanted to marry Jeremy, but now even that option was off the table. Jeremy married to her younger cousin. The day just kept getting worse. "So... what happens now?"

"You can't stay here," Martin said. "You can spend the night at my house. Tomorrow we'll get you set up at the warehouse." He paused again and gave Hannah a very hard look. "There's more you're not going to like," he said in a stern voice. "Something I promised myself and your father if I ever saw you again."

Hannah was almost afraid to ask. "What is it?"

"Malcom started to get sick - heart problems - not long after you disappeared. He changed his will and the focus of the company. That's when all hell began to break loose. I think he knew he was dying several months before he actually did."

"Look, Uncle Martin, I said I was sorry. I had no idea my going off would have that kind of effect on everybody."

Martin sighed. "Well, it doesn't matter now, does it? I mean, look at you. The prodigal daughter returns home destitute. But this time, you don't get the fattened calf or your father's welcoming arms. Instead, you get me and the rest of the family. And we're all bitter, even if the company is more successful."

"What do I need to do to atone? I mean, you're giving me the worst possible job and humiliating me by working for my cousin. What else can you do?"

Now, he actually smiled and stared at her. "I promised your father that if I ever saw you again, I would punish you severely for what you did both to him and the rest of the family."

Her eyes widened again. "What do you mean by punish? Isn't giving me a lousy job and sticking me in an old trailer punishment enough?"

"No," he said quickly. "You remember I spanked you a few times when we were on the road. Remember?"

"Of course, I remember."

"Well, those were mild compared to what I'm going to do now," he said. "You will come home with me and take a hard paddling in front of Jamie and Morgan. That may not make up for all the heartache and trouble you caused, but it will make us feel a little better." He continued to stare at her. "Well, what do you say to that? Are you coming with me or are you going to collect your backpack and disappear again?"

Hannah flashed back to two days ago when Jacob had spanked her long and hard with a hairbrush because she requested it. Could she now withstand a hard paddling from her uncle? Yes, she decided, especially if helps her atone. She honestly didn't think her leaving would have such a negative effect on the family. But here it was, laid out before her. She slid off her chair. "Uncle Martin, do whatever you believe is necessary. I just want to set things as right as possible."


Chapter Six

Martin's mouth contorted into an evil grin. "No point in wasting time," he said. "Get your stuff and follow me." He turned toward the door of the kitchen. "Ashley, we're leaving."

"Okay, Martin," Ashley replied from somewhere upstairs.

Martin looked at Hannah. "Are you ready?"

Hannah considered that for an instant. Was she ready? Is anybody ever truly ready for a harsh punishment session? Is anyone truly ready to be humiliated in front of your aunt and younger cousin?

She picked up her backpack and took a step toward the door. Then, she hesitated as she realized what she was letting herself in for. A part of her declared that this 'homecoming' was totally unfair. She thought that getting spanked in the back of a truck by an overzealous trucker had been bad, that being whipped by Pastor Quincy had been even worse. While aboard the bus, she didn't think her life could get worse than it had been for the past eight or nine months. Now she knew she'd been wrong.

She shook off those feelings as she watched Martin approach the front door. What had she truly expected? Roses and hugs? No, she said to herself. The Renfields are a resilient lot. She would show them that she could endure what they were dishing out and prosper in the end.

Still, when she had left home two and a half years ago, she'd had no idea that the family - that her own father - would interpret that as a total betrayal and that they would hate her for it.

She moved quickly to catch up with Martin. So be it, she thought. Let them think what they will; let them do what they will to punish her. In the end, they couldn't make her hurt any more than she had made herself hurt.

She followed Martin out of the house and onto the sidewalk. Together they walked in silence, stopping in front of a brick colonial three doors down.

Martin turned toward Hannah. "We moved here about eighteen months ago to be closer to Malcom. Morgan and Jeremy live across the street. Our eventual goal is to buy all the houses on the street and provide living quarters for our executives as the company grows."

Very impressive and a lofty goal, Hannah thought. But clearly it wasn't meant for her. All this real estate and she was consigned to living in a small, repurposed construction trailer, as far away from the family as possible.

Martin took her arm and urged her up the driveway toward a side door. He stopped when they reached it. "Last chance to run," he said. "Once we go through that door, your ass belongs to me - literally."

Last chance to run, she thought. But run to where? She shook her head. "Please, Uncle Martin, let's just get this over with."

Martin put his hand on the doorknob. "I was hoping you would say that." He turned the knob and pushed open the door. "Let your atonement begin."

Hannah followed him into a large kitchen that resembled the kitchen in her father's house. Seated at the massive kitchen island were her Aunt Jamie and her younger cousin, Morgan. Both glared at her. She didn't see Jeremy or her cousin Mitchell.

"Unfortunately, Mitchell and Jeremy are in California with Michael," Martin said. "But believe me, they'll hear about this as soon as they wrap up their meetings." He turned toward Jamie and Morgan. "Hannah has agreed to work under your supervision, Morgan. And she has agreed to the punishment. Jamie, I told her she could spend the night here tonight. Tomorrow, we'll get her fixed up in the old trailer."

Jamie nodded. "Okay. As long as it's just for tonight."

Morgan rubbed her hands together. "You know, Hannah, you don't know how long I've looked forward to this - ever since you screwed up my life. There was a time when I looked up to you. Now, I almost feel sorry for you - almost." She paused and looked at Martin. "Dad, if you need any help with the punishment, let me know."

Martin smiled at his daughter. "You'll get your chance at work, honey." He pivoted back to Hannah and grasped her wrist. "Alright, let's get this taken care of. We all have things to do tonight."

Hannah shuddered involuntarily. Even though the evening was warm and the inside of the house even warmer, she felt very cold, almost as though someone had dropped an ice cube down her back.

"Jamie, please get the board," he said. He released Hannah's wrist. "And you. Bend over the bench at the island and raise your dress above your waist."

Jamie stood, walked over to the kitchen counter, and selected a wooden cutting board in the shape of a paddle. Hannah recognized it as one RRS sometimes provided to their customers. She had occasionally wondered if some of those pompous, self-important head chefs they served ever used the cutting board for a purpose other than cutting. Even though her father had never used it on her, she knew it would hurt, possibly worse than Pastor Quincy's strap.

Morgan stood and pulled out one of the four-legged benches. She pointed to it. "All yours, cousin," she said. "I've been over that bench myself a few times. And I know that cutting board. I wouldn't want to be you right now." She laughed and took several steps back.

Hannah avoided eye contact as she approached the bench and bent her upper body over the padded seat. She raised the hem of her dress to above her waist and gripped the wooden supports. She flashed back to being bent over the chair in Pastor Quincy's office. That was only a few weeks ago but it seemed like a lifetime. It seemed to Hannah that getting spanked was becoming a way of life.

Through eyes narrowed to slits, she watched Martin approach her left side. He clutched the handle of the cutting board tightly in his right hand. "In deference to your father, I will leave your underwear up - not that it will make that much of a difference." He paused. "You know, I'm not sure how many strokes will be sufficient to atone for your sins."

Morgan, standing only a few feet away, huffed. "Spank the hell out of her, Dad," she said. "She deserves it."

"Quiet, Morgan," Martin said. "As I said before, you'll get your chance. I have a feeling this won't be Hannah's last spanking."

Great, Hannah thought. Not much to look forward to. She glanced at Morgan, who was licking her lips in anticipation of a good show and perhaps the prospect of administering a few spankings herself as Hannah's supervisor.

Martin retracted his right arm and launched it forward, impacting Hannah's left cheek with the total surface area of the cutting board. A resounding thud echoed through the room. She grimaced with the sudden pain.

Martin wound up and struck again, this time impacting the right cheek with the same result. Hannah tightened her grip on the bench supports and bit down on her tongue. She was determined not to cry or attempt to get up. She resolved to take everything Martin would inflict, to prove her toughness.

Martin struck again and again and again, landing stroke after stroke to her upturned backside, spreading misery throughout her body. This was, by far, the worst spanking she had ever endured. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Her fingers turned white. Her feet went numb. But she said nothing.

Finally, it was Jamie who stopped her husband. "Martin, I think she's had enough."

Martin paused and felt Hannah's burning bottom. He sighed. "Perhaps you're right, Jamie." He set the cutting board on the island countertop. "But this isn't the end of it; only the beginning." He patted Hannah's bottom. "Okay. You can get up."

Slowly and painfully, Hannah released her grip on the bench supports and pushed herself up. The hem of her dress dropped, covering her scorched bottom. She turned and encountered three pairs of eyes directed at her. She wiped a few stray tears from her own eyes. She took a deep breath. "Now what?" she asked in a low voice.

"Well, I think we're all satisfied... for now," Martin said. "We all have work to do. Jamie, please show Hannah to the third-floor bedroom. There's a bathroom up there. You can clean yourself up a little, take a shower, if necessary. I believe there are cups for water. I don't think any of us wants to see you until morning." He turned to Morgan. "Morgan, what time do you go in?"

"Hannah, I'll pick up at seven. You need to be ready. I'll have one of my day shift custodians orient you to the warehouse. Your shift will start at three." Morgan pivoted toward the door. "Goodnight, Dad, Mom. I've got to get home. I'll call Jeremy and tell him." She gave Hannah one more hard look before disappearing.

Jamie took Hannah by the arm. "I'll show you to the room. Are you hungry?"

Hannah hadn't thought about food or her stomach. With her bottom still radiating pain, she wasn't sure what the rest of her body was doing. "Aunt Jamie, I think... I just need to rest for awhile."

"Well, if you do get hungry, feel free to explore the refrigerator, just don't make a mess. We'll be in our offices."

"Yes, ma'am," Hannah said. "Thank you."

Ten minutes later, Hannah was alone in the attic room of the large colonial. She set her backpack on the bed, stripped off her panties, and examined her bottom in the dresser mirror. The cutting board had done its work well, judging by the purplish bruises beginning to sprout. She touched the flesh. It was still very warm in spots. She declared to herself that of all the spankings she had endured in her lifetime, this one was by far the worst.

But did she feel sufficiently punished? Did she feel cleansed of her sin? She couldn't answer that question. All she knew was that she probably had more spanking and humiliation to look forward to. So, while she couldn't say that coming home had been a serious mistake, her homecoming certainly hadn't played out the way she had hoped - just one bad thing after another - with no prospect of improvement.

She removed her dress and bra, went into the small bathroom, and took a shower. The warm water did revive her a bit but did little to tamp down the fire raging in her backside. She put on a tee shirt and slipped into bed. She checked her phone and found a short text from Sarah Quincy asking her if she made it home okay.

Hannah smiled. So, they did care about her. She responded that she made it home okay and that she would email in the next couple of days. She felt she was too tired and confused tonight to craft a suitable response. And she definitely wasn't prepared for a lengthy text exchange.

She set her phone on the nightstand, turned out the light, and promptly fell asleep, effectively putting an end to one of the longest days of her lives at only eight forty-five.

*  *  *

For Hannah, the following day, Friday, began before six am. She arose and slid out of bed, grimacing as her sore bare bottom made contact with the coarse sheet. She quickly used the bathroom, washed her face, and brushed her long hair.

Back in the bedroom, she checked her sparse wardrobe. What does a custodian wear? She tried to remember what the custodians wore the last time she was in the warehouse. But she couldn't remember. She hadn't spent that much time in the warehouse anyway - that had been Michael's responsibility - and she didn't even know the custodians' names. For an instant, she felt guilty about that. In her past life, she had simply dismissed the custodians as people with whom she would never associate. Now she was going to join them - a sort of exercise in poetic justice. She settled for wearing jeans and a white tee shirt.

At six-thirty, she packed her clothes in her backpack, made the bed, checked the bathroom, and went downstairs to the kitchen. There she found both Jamie and Martin eating breakfast. Only Jamie looked up her. "There's juice in the fridge and cereal in the pantry. Help yourself."

Hannah nodded. "Thank you," she said. She glanced at Jamie. "And thank you for allowing me to stay the night. I made the bed and cleaned up. I'm ready to go."

"Very well," Jamie said. She turned back to her breakfast. "Morgan should be here at seven."

Hannah got a glass of orange juice and a bowl of Cheerios. She hadn't realized how hungry she was until the first bit of food hit her empty stomach. She finished the bowl in less than five minutes. "Aunt Jamie, may I have another bowl of cereal?" She really wanted something more substantial but was afraid to ask.

Jamie nodded without looking up. Martin hadn't looked at her at all, hadn't even acknowledged her.

At five minutes before seven, Morgan walked into the kitchen. "Good morning, Mom, Dad," she said. She glanced over at Hannah, who was cowering near the stove. "You ready to go?"

"Yes," Hannah said. She picked up her backpack and followed Morgan to the door. "Thank you again for your hospitality," she said without trying to sound sarcastic.

Neither Jamie nor Martin answered her.

Morgan said nothing to her either as she pointed to the passenger side of a black SUV. Hannah slid into the passenger seat and put her overstuffed backpack between her legs. "I... uh... wasn't sure what to wear. I hope this is okay. I can change if you want."

Morgan gave her a sideways glance as she backed out into the quiet street. "That'll do," she said. "No need to get dressed up to clean the bathroom and the breakroom. Anyway, Yuri will show you what to do and there aren't too many people around after six or seven."

That was the end of the conversation. They rode the rest of the ten-minute drive in silence.

When they arrived at the RRS complex, Morgan parked near the entrance to the two-story office building that adjoined the large warehouse and laundry complex. Hannah remembered that this particular building had always been very busy with trucks going in and out all the time. Not only did RRS supply practically everything restaurants needed from cutlery to kitchen equipment, they also had a massive laundry service that processed table linen and uniforms.

Once out of the car, Morgan pointed to a side door in the warehouse building. "Yuri is waiting for you inside. He'll show you all the equipment and what you will need to clean when your shift starts. He also has keys to the buildings and the trailer you'll be using. You can use the employee restroom for showers, the industrial laundry for your clothes, and the breakroom for cooking your meals. On Sunday, you can use the company van if you want to - just make sure to return it in one piece and with a full tank of gas. Also, make sure you clean up after yourself." She pivoted toward the entrance to the office building. "I'll check on you tomorrow. You better be up to speed, if you know what I mean."

Hannah knew what she meant. She could see it in Morgan's eyes that her younger cousin was practically salivating over the prospect of spanking Hannah. She would do her best to disappoint Morgan; however, she knew that getting at least one spanking was probably inevitable.

She went inside the massive warehouse complex and immediately met Yuri, a middle-aged man she vaguely recognized. He offered his right hand. She accepted it. "Ms. Renfield, it's good to see you again," he said. "But I'm sorry it has to be like this."

She gave him a small smile. At last, a friendly face. "So am I, Yuri," she said. "But I brought it on myself." She touched his hand. "And please call me Hannah. I'm no longer a Renfield, just Hannah, the second-shift custodian."

Yuri returned her smile. "Well, Hannah, let's get you oriented. I know your shift starts at three. The day crew works until five. After that, you're on your own." He reached into his side pocket and pulled out a set of keys. He handed these to Hannah. "The big key is a master. The others are for the storage locker, the supply cabinet, and the back trailer. The key to the van is in the storage locker. Are you ready?"

"Yes, sir," she said as she put the keys in her own pocket.

He huffed as he turned toward the interior of the building. "I never expected to hear that from a Renfield. It doesn't sound right."

She moved to his side. "As I said, I'm no longer a Renfield, just the low person on the totem pole."

He nodded and led her into the vast complex, just beginning to buzz with activity.


Chapter Seven

As the day wore on, Hannah became more and more amazed at how busy the warehouse and laundry were. Dozens of employees moved rapidly, either processing incoming shipments or preparing equipment and material to be shipped out to the vast network of restaurants RRS served.

Of course, she had been in the warehouse before, but she had never spent an entire day observing the activity. She was also amazed at the efficiency; everything had a place and a purpose. The employees, none of whom she recognized, appeared to be highly competent.

Yuri explained that he, Morgan, Ashley, and Karl Weimer, the warehouse supervisor, had implemented an extensive training program a year ago. He further said that Jeremy Fitzhugh had begun automating several of the inventory and processing systems. Next would be the laundry complex.

Hannah was impressed. The family hadn't needed her after all. In fact, it seemed to her, that the family was better off without her. No wonder they didn't welcome her back. But then she wondered as she scanned the vast complex that she was hired to help clean and maintain: Is this my life now, a very small spoke in a very large wheel, perhaps easily replaced by Jeremy's automation? She remembered something she read once: When you leave the circle, the circle closes up without you. She had left the circle of her family and it had definitely closed up.

After her tour and orientation, Hannah went to the trailer that would be her home. She found a single bed, a padded chair, and a small desk - no sink or toilet or cooking facilities. After seeing the large, well-equipped breakroom, she determined that she would probably spend very little of her time in the trailer. She might even sleep on the leather sofa.

She flashed back to her experience at the church. Less than three months ago, she was willing to live in the bride room, use that sofa as her bed. It seemed that she had now come full circle.

At three o'clock, she punched in, amazed that the warehouse still had a time clock. Yet one more humiliation, as she had never before in her life used a time clock. She discovered that hardly any of the employees actually used the time clock. Rather, they had ID badges equipped with homing chips that recorded their presence. Ashley was responsible for generating these ID badges, and as she was busy vetting Tri-Coastal's employees - not to mention being seven-months pregnant - Hannah would probably have to wait several months for her badge.

From three to five, she worked with one of the other crew members mostly collecting trash and sorting through what they collected in order to recycle as much as possible. She learned that the laundry shut down at six and she would be responsible for cleaning this area as well as the restroom used by the five laundry employees.

At six-thirty, the warehouse fell mostly silent. Only a handful of employees remained; the trucks stopped moving in and out. As Yuri explained, this was when her work would truly begin. With no one around to bother her, Hannah worked fast and efficiently, cleaning restrooms and the breakroom, activating the automated floor cleaner, emptying trash receptacles. It seemed as though the work would never end.

She took a short break at eight o'clock and found a few frozen dinners in the breakroom kitchen. She ate quickly and availed herself of the large coffee pot that it was her job to empty and clean. She was back to work by eight-thirty and appeared to be the only human in the entire complex.

When she finally stopped working at eleven-thirty, she nearly collapsed onto the sofa in the breakroom. How could they expect one person to keep this place clean?! But she had no answer except to say she would do the best she could.

She closed her eyes and dozed, but awoke at one-thirty. The complex was eerily silent, almost too silent. She rose up from the sofa and decided that, if she was going to take a shower and brush her teeth, she would need to do it before day shift arrived in the morning. Thus resolved, she went to the trailer, got what she needed, and returned to the restroom with the shower.

Now clean and refreshed, she cleaned the restroom and returned to the sofa. She fell asleep in less than five minutes.

She awoke to voices. She quickly checked her phone and saw that it was seven-thirty. She had slept longer than she had intended. She immediately jumped up from the sofa, put on her jeans and tee shirt, and poured herself a glass of juice. While she drank, Yuri came into the room. He smiled at her. "The place looks pretty good," he said. "How was your night?"

She tried to return his smile but couldn't. "I have a whole new respect for you and your crew."

He made coffee and poured himself a cup. "Well, unless you want to work a double shift or run into Morgan, I suggest you disappear until three. A lot of supplies are arriving today and a couple of my crew will be working on the washers in preparation for the Monday onslaught."

Hannah finished her juice and washed her glass. She didn't want to run into her cousin. "Thanks, Yuri," she said. She gazed at him and for an instant wondered if he was married. So far, he had been the only friendly person she had encountered. She shook off that question, gathered up her stuff, and left for the trailer, not entirely certain how she would spend the next several hours.

*  *  *

Hannah awoke with a start. She had spent the morning walking the neighborhood surrounding the RRS complex. She had discovered a park and two convenient stores and had purchased several food items. She got back to the trailer at one-thirty, checked her phone, and laid down on her bed. She hadn't meant to fall asleep, but she was very tired.

Once her eyes were fully open, she glanced up at the little clock over the desk. She gasped when she saw the time was three twenty. She would be late to clock in. She leaped up from the bed and was heading for the door when she heard a knock. She opened the door and saw Yuri.

He scowled when he saw her. "Thank god you're all right," he said.

"Oh, Yuri. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to fall asleep."

He flashed a tight little smile. "I'm sure you're tired," he said. "But it doesn't matter why you're late. Morgan's looking for you. You need to report to her office. She knows you didn't clock in yet."

Hannah shifted her eyes to the ceiling and grimaced. It was only her second day on the job and she was in trouble already. Well, she resolved, might as well face it. She gave Yuri a small smile. "Thanks, Yuri," she said. "I'll straighten my hair, go to the bathroom, and then see what she wants."

Yuri took a step back. "I think we both know what she wants. You better hurry. I'm sorry."

Hannah huffed as she ran her fingers through her long hair. "No need for you to be sorry. It's my own fault... again."

Yuri nodded. "I'll cover for you until you get back." He turned and walked toward the warehouse without looking back.

Hannah watched him for a few seconds, then closed the door of the trailer.

Fifteen minutes later, she stood outside Morgan's palatial office on the second floor. She knocked at the partially open door.

"Come in," Morgan called from inside.

Hannah moved through the door and stood before Morgan's gigantic desk, piled high with folders, spreadsheets, and files. "You sent for me?"

Morgan looked up. "Close the door."

Hannah swallowed hard and closed the door.

Morgan rose from her chair. "Well, cousin, I see you were late on your second day." She licked her lips. "I knew you would screw up, but I didn't think it would be this fast."

Hannah looked her in the eyes. "And you just love it, don't you?"

Morgan huffed. "Not as much as I thought I would," she said. "But that doesn't mean I'm not going to punish you." She pointed to a black leather flogger resting on the edge of her desk. "Now, I'm very busy. I'm always very busy. So, let's get this over with. Strip down your jeans and bend over the desk."

Hannah shook her head. "Morgan, why do you hate me so much? You have everything I would've had."

"What everything? You think I wanted all this?" She paused and pointed to a framed photograph on the wall that showed Morgan shaking hands with an orchestra conductor. Her violin was firmly in her other hand. "I should be touring Europe with a chamber orchestra or playing in a quintet. Instead, I'm doing the job you should've had."

"What about Jeremy? You got him."

Morgan rolled her eyes. "I never wanted him either. It was a package deal. Look, he's a very talented engineer, and the company is lucky to have him. But he's a twit. I can see why you didn't want to marry him."

"Why did you marry him?"

"It was arranged," Morgan said. "Just like royalty-noblesse oblige. The company needed him, especially after your father got sick. His only saving grace is that he works all the time and is rarely home."

Hannah lowered her eyes. "I'm sorry, Morgan."

"Yeah," Morgan said. "Anyway, we're wasting time talking."

Hannah pointed to the flogger. "Is that part of the company's new discipline policy or did you get it just for me?"

Morgan picked up the flogger and gripped the wooden handle. "Neither."

"What do you mean?"

"Rose, my executive assistant, suggested this as a form of discipline," Morgan said, running her fingers along the length of the leather. "Not long after I hired her, she made a big mistake with a spreadsheet. When I confronted her, she begged me not fire her. She said her husband had been laid off his job and they needed her income. Then, she told me that she and her husband had what she said was a domestic discipline relationship based on their religious beliefs. At the time, I didn't understand what she meant."

Hannah almost laughed as she flashed back to Jacob and Sarah Quincy.

"Anyway, Rose said her husband spanked her when she messed up and that it was generally effective. She asked me to try it on her in lieu of a suspension or termination. Well, as you know, we both come from a family that believes in the power of discipline and spanking, so I thought it might be worthwhile as an alternative punishment. She brought in the flogger. I used it on her and it was effective, as she never made that mistake again. I have since used it a couple of times on my other female assistant, with the same result. Now it's your turn. Get into position."

Hannah shifted her eyes back and forth between Morgan's eyes and the flogger. For an instant, she was tempted to turn around and walk away, gather up her stuff and quit RRS completely. But she resisted the temptation. She didn't think the flogger would be any worse than the implements others had used on her. As she thought two days ago, spanking was becoming a way of life - at least for her.

She unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down to her knees. She approached the desk. "Panties down too?" she asked.

"Heavens no," Morgan said. "I have no desire to see your private parts, cousin. I think this little beauty will be just as effective over thin cotton."

She's probably right about that, Hannah thought. She nodded, approached the desk, and bent her upper body over the surface.

Flogger in hand, Morgan moved to Hannah's left side. "You know, as often as I was spanked growing up, I had never thought about spanking someone else until Rose suggested it. I have to admit I greatly prefer being on the giving end." She retracted her right arm. "Don't move out of position until I give you permission. Understand?"

Hannah closed her eyes. "Yes."

Morgan struck Hannah's bare upper thighs three times in rapid succession. "Hannah, I know that to you I'm your younger cousin. But in this office, I'm your boss, and that demands a certain level of respect. Are we clear on that?"

Hannah resisted the temptation to roll her eyes. Her artistic younger cousin on a serious power trip - who would have thought? "Yes, ma'am."

"That's better," Morgan said. "Now, let's get this punishment over with."

Hannah gritted her teeth and hoped that her cousin wouldn't be as harsh as Martin had been the other evening. That had been a bad spanking.

A second later, Morgan landed the first strike, a solid stinger that bounced off Hannah's right cheek. She followed up immediately with another shot to Hannah's left cheek. Hannah grimaced as the pain raced through her. While not quite as bad as the cutting board had been, the flogger did its work well. After the third harsh stroke, Hannah wondered just how many strokes would constitute legitimate punishment for clocking in twenty-five minutes late. After the fifth stroke, she vowed never to clock in late again.

Morgan landed stroke after stroke after stroke, filling Hannah with shockwaves of pain. Every square centimeter of her panty-covered backside felt like a glowing ember in a fireplace. Even her upper thighs hurt. She opened her eyes and choked down the temptation to scream at Morgan, beg her to stop, that she'd had more than enough.

But she didn't have to say anything. After another minute or so, Morgan stopped and set the flogger on the desk. "Okay, Hannah, get up."

Slowly, Hannah pushed herself up from the desk and turned. She wiped a stray tear from her left eye. She resisted the urge to cup her burning backside, knowing she could nurse her wounds later. She didn't want to give Morgan the satisfaction of watching her. She dared to look at her cousin. "Are we square?"

Morgan sighed. "You've been punished for clocking in late," she said. "But we are far from being square. As your supervisor, I would strongly advise you to do your job to the best of your ability and keep your nose very clean. I will not hesitate to punish you for every issue, regardless of how trivial. Are we clear on that?"

Hannah gathered her breath. Pain from her scorched bottom roared through her. A part of her wanted to grab Morgan's throat and squeeze. She tamped down her anger. Morgan is entitled to her feelings, she thought. Then, she reminded herself that it was her own arrogance that had put her in this position, not anything the family had done. She looked at Morgan. "Yes, ma'am."

Morgan, now looking every bit the stern supervisor, flashed a half-smile. "Okay. Pull up your jeans and get back to work. Concentrate on the laundry area in preparation for Monday when all the area restaurants send us their weekend linen. I want it fully cleaned and ready for the crew. Work overtime if you have to."

Hannah pulled up her jeans, suppressing a grimace as the denim made contact with her backside. "Yes, ma'am."

Morgan broke eye contact and returned to her desk, effectively dismissing her cousin. Hannah took the hint and left the office, closing the door behind her.


Chapter Eight

When Hannah got back in the warehouse, Yuri approached her. "Are you okay?" he asked. "What happened?"

"Yes, I'm fine," Hannah said. "Morgan reprimanded me for being late and told me to concentrate on the laundry area, to work overtime if I have to."

Yuri flashed her a sympathetic smile and touched her hand. "Well, there's not much you can do right now," he said. "My crew is still working on the machines. Take a short break, get yourself something to eat and drink. Then, you can start on the floors. The crew should be finished by six. Okay?"

She managed a small smile and once again wondered if Yuri was married. "Thanks, Yuri."

Hannah turned away from Yuri. But instead of retreating to the breakroom, she went into the women's restroom. She pulled down her jeans and panties and studied her bottom in the mirror over the sink. The flesh was red with a couple of purplish splotches. But it didn't look as bad as it had after Martin spanked her with the cutting board. It seemed that her cousin still had a few things to learn about spanking. But then, Hannah resolved not to give Morgan the opportunity to hone her skills.

*  *  *

Hannah worked until two-thirty, making absolutely sure the entire warehouse complex, including the laundry area, was spotless. In the process, she forgot all about her sore bottom and the spanking that had caused it. It wasn't until she clocked out and sat in the breakroom that she remembered, as she experienced a few slivers of discomfort. She chuckled in spite of herself.

After a brief respite, she did one last walk through the warehouse, making sure everything was clean and secure for Monday morning. The entire complex was eerily silent. She knew that a lone security guard occasionally checked on the interior of the complex, but so far, she hadn't seen him.

She went back to her trailer, stripped out of her clothes, lay down on her small bed, and fell asleep. She had intended to check her phone for messages and her laptop for emails but never got to it. There was always tomorrow.

She awoke with a start and looked at the clock. It was only six-thirty but she had to go to the bathroom. She sat up and nearly laughed. I should have slept in the breakroom, she thought. She left her trailer and walked in early-morning light over to the side door of the warehouse. She hadn't bothered to re-dress.

After she used the restroom, she felt tired but awake. She decided to take a shower and microwave one of the frozen breakfast bowls she had bought the day before. As she sat down to eat, she was startled by a sound coming from the laundry area. She quickly wrapped herself in the sheet she had casually thrown over her.

A moment later, an older man in a blue uniform appeared in the doorway. "Who are you?" he asked in a stern voice.

She tried to smile but felt extremely conspicuous sitting in the breakroom early on a Sunday morning wearing nothing more than a sheet. "It's okay," she said. "I'm Hannah, the evening custodian. They let me use the breakroom and the trailer next door."

The guard gave her a long look. "Yes. They told me about you. Are you okay? You startled me."

"I couldn't sleep," she said. "I don't have a kitchen or shower in the trailer. I'm sorry I startled you." She looked at him. "Are you here every night?"

"Most nights," he said. "I'm Jim, by the way. I will say you're doing a good job. This place has never been so clean, even the floors shine. About time they hired a full time second shift custodian. And don't worry, I've got your back." He paused. "And just so you know, Ken Walpole replaces me at eight. I'll let him know you're here." He paused again and gave her a quick scan. "Might be better, though, if you put some clothes on. I'm married, but Ken isn't, if you know what I mean."

Hannah knew exactly what he meant. "Thanks for the advice," she said. "I'll go back to my trailer and try to get some more sleep. Are you back Monday night?"

He nodded. "Yep."

She flashed a broad smile. "I'll see you then." She went back to her breakfast and juice.

He gave her a mock salute and disappeared back into the warehouse.

*  *  *

After a few restless dreams, Hannah awoke around eleven. She got out of bed and dressed in her tee shirt and jeans, not sure how she wanted to spend her one day off. She remembered her phone and laptop and checked for email and text messages. She didn't have any texts, but she did have an email from Sarah Quincy.

Hannah clicked on the email and read: "Hi Hannah, just checking to see how you're doing. We haven't heard from you and were worried. Did your father welcome you back like the Prodigal Son? Please let us know when you get a chance. We miss you. Sarah Q."

Hannah smiled as she reread the email. Nice to know someone cares about me, she thought. She clicked reply and wrote: "Hi Mrs. Quincy, sorry about the delay in responding. I've been busy working and adjusting. I didn't quite get the welcome I was hoping for, but I'll get by. Thanks for caring about me. I miss you and your husband too. Hannah."

She pressed send and closed her laptop. She had completely lost interest in social media. She got up from the desk and opened the door of her trailer. She sniffed the air. The sky appeared clear; the sun hovered high overhead. The temperature was around seventy-five degrees - too nice a day to spend cooped up in the trailer.

She put on her only pair of shoes, got her small purse, and locked the trailer door. She decided to walk the neighborhood, maybe get a sandwich and sit in the park. For a moment, she wondered what her former family was doing. Probably working, she concluded. Anyway, their plans obviously didn't include her, nor were they likely to check on her.

As she moved past the warehouse complex and onto the sidewalk, she thought she just might be better off remaining outside the family, not having to worry about the business. Let them worry themselves to death like her father had apparently done. She knew she couldn't stay in that trailer forever, earning minimum wage scrubbing floors and restrooms. But it would do for now.

She walked past a church and vaguely made out the sound of an organ and singing. She flashed back to her experience with the Quincys. It was just last Sunday that she sat in the front pew of their church, listening to Pastor Quincy's resonant voice. She realized she now missed it, and for an instant, she felt tempted to go inside the church and join the congregation.

She resisted the temptation and walked on for three blocks until she encountered an adult bookstore. She stopped and peered in the window, marveling at a discreetly disguised array of adult products and clothing. The array made her remember that she hadn't been with a man for several months, and she hadn't been with a decent lover for more than year.

She thought about Yuri. He was a good-looking man. Would he be a decent lover? And what about Jim, the security guard? No, he made a point of telling her he was married. She felt a familiar tingle between her legs. But she didn't want to simply walk into a corner bar and pick up a man. She wanted to feel loved, not used.

She walked into the store, examined the merchandise under the watchful eye of the young male behind the counter, and selected a small, multi-speed vibrator. It would have to do until she found a worthy lover.

*  *  *

By six o'clock, Hannah was back in her trailer. Besides the vibrator, she had purchased a week's worth of microwavable meals. She had also found a diner about four blocks from the complex that served breakfast and lunch. The wait staff had been very attentive; the food was passable. She thought she might become a regular, as long as her funds held out.

She got the vibrator out of the package, put in the batteries, and switched it on. It hummed in her hand. Time for some relief. She stripped out of her clothes, lay down on her little bed, spread her legs, and put the vibrator to work. She experienced her first orgasm in less than five minutes. Not bad, she thought when she got her breathing under control.

She eased back on the pillow and closed her eyes. But she wasn't finished. The vibrator had done its work well, but it also made her miss the feel of a man inside her. She reached down and inched her left index finger inside her vagina while simultaneously stroking her clitoris with the vibrator clutched in her right hand. She had to bite down on her tongue to keep from shrieking as she experienced a thunderous climax.

She switched off the vibrator, set it aside, closed her eyes again, and drifted into a light sleep. And as she slept, the last three years of her life flashed before her in dream fragments. So many experiences, some memorable, some not, some pleasant, some not - most not, if truth be told.

She awoke four hours later in a cold sweat. She sat up in darkness. I've made a complete and absolute mess of my life, she concluded. But having made that determination, the question that remained going forward was: What do I do now? She had no answer to that, except that she really didn't want to be spanked anymore.

*  *  *

On Monday afternoon, Hannah was back to work in the warehouse complex. Everyone seemed extremely busy, but especially the laundry, which had received a large shipment of soiled linen and uniforms from the many area restaurants RRS served.

She worked until one, wondering if Morgan would pay her overtime. She scoffed at that idea. Even if RRS did pay her overtime, she would probably never see it because they were confiscating a portion of her wages to satisfy her debt to the company.

As she sat alone in the breakroom after clocking out, she thought about the money she had taken. At the time, she hadn't exactly considered it stealing. Wasn't she a partner in the company? Besides, she had reasoned, once she had sufficient followers on her social media accounts, she would pay the money back and then some. Or she would take her rightful place in the leadership hierarchy and pay the money back.

Once again, she considered what a mess she had made of her life: No money besides the pittance they paid her, no friends, no companionship, and no future, at least not one with RRS. The price of her Renfield arrogance had, indeed, been very high. And she now had absolutely nothing to show for it with the possible exception of a sore backside and the prospect of more spankings in the future.

*  *  *

The following morning, Tuesday, Hannah awoke to the sound of gentle knocking at her trailer door. She opened her eyes and glanced at the bedside clock: twenty minutes after nine. She rubbed her eyes and sat up. "Who is it? she called.

"Michael," a familiar voice returned.

She shook her head. She thought her brother was still in California. When did they return? "Just a minute," she said as she slipped out of bed.

She quickly put on her rumpled jeans and work tee shirt. She opened the trailer door and stepped back. Standing in the shadow of the warehouse building was Michael Renfield, resplendent in tan Dockers and a light-blue, button-down shirt. The two siblings scanned each other. Michael sighed. "May I come in?"

Hannah retreated to the bed. "It's your trailer."

Michael stepped inside and closed the door. He glanced around the small space and lowered himself into the only chair. He shifted his gaze to Hannah. "Not much, is it?"

"It is what it is." Then, after a short pause, she took a deep breath. "I thought you were in California. At least, that's what Uncle Martin said."

"We got back yesterday evening," he said. "It appears we've got the acquisition under control for the moment. Ashley has finished vetting the Tri-Coastal employees so now we can begin the transition."

"Congratulations," Hannah said in a sarcastic voice. "So, with all the work you have to do, why are you here?"

"You're my sister. I wanted to see you."

"Why? The family has shunned me, stuck me in this trailer. Morgan has me scrubbing toilets."

Michael shook his head. "That wasn't my doing," he said. "But, Hannah, you did bring it on yourself. What happened to you anyway? We thought maybe you had died or gone to South America or New Zealand or something."

"I fucked up," she said. "Nothing worked out the way I thought it would, and I lost everything, including, it appears, my family."

"So, why did you come back?"

"I don't know," she said. "I guess it was another in a long line of mistakes."

"Mistakes can be corrected with time and the right guidance."

She rolled her eyes. "I've gotten plenty of that guidance already." She slipped off the bed. "So, do you want a piece of me too? Is that really why you're here?" She turned and bent her upper body over the surface of the bed. "Go on. Give me some more guidance. Get it out of your system." She unbuttoned her jeans and lowered them to her knees, exposing her bare backside.

Michael's eyes widened. "Hannah, what are you doing?"

She laughed. "Don't tell me you don't want to spank me. Everyone else does. Go ahead. I deserve it for betraying the family."

He rose from the chair. "I didn't come here for that," he said. "But I agree you deserve it. I don't think you fully appreciate what you did to the family."

She wiggled her bottom at her brother. "I believe everyone has made me aware of what I did. But go ahead and reinforce the message."

He blinked twice. "Hannah, you're my sister. I don't want to see your bare butt."

She clamped and unclamped her tongue. "Then, either close your eyes or get the hell out of here and leave me alone."

He seemed to consider for a moment. "Maybe you're right, I do need to get it out of my system." He picked up her wooden hairbrush and moved in closer to Hannah. "Our mother used to spank us with a hairbrush. Remember?"

She remembered, although now it seemed like another lifetime. "Yes, I remember."

He gripped the handle in his right hand. "I miss Mom sometimes. But I don't miss the spankings. I think I got it worse than you did. I even took a couple of spankings for you, as I recall."

Hannah raised her head and glanced over her shoulder. "Michael, this trip down memory lane is all very interesting. But if you're going to spank me, I wish you'd get to it. Exposing my butt to my brother is very embarrassing and I need to go to the bathroom."

"As you wish," he said. He got to within a foot or so of her left side, retracted the hairbrush, and commenced a barrage of hard swats, reddening her exposed bottom in less than a minute.

She buried her face in the sheet and forgot that she was fully exposed to her older brother. All that mattered now was the pain racing up and down her spine.

Michael continued the spanking for another thirty or forty seconds, reducing her bottom to a seething cauldron of dark red misery. Finally, he stopped and set the brush on the bed. "Alright sister, I'm satisfied. You can get up. And please cover yourself."

Hannah pushed herself up from the bed and slowly pulled up her jeans, wincing when the coarse denim came into contact with her wounded flesh. She turned toward Michael and wiped a few tears from her eyes. "Did you get it out of your system?"

He managed a small smile. "I probably deserved that," he said. "I won't do it again. Besides, Morgan is your supervisor." He paused and took two steps toward the door. "There is a future for you at RRS. But you need to do your penance first." Then, he opened the door and walked out into the sunlight, leaving Hannah behind to nurse yet another sore bottom.


Chapter Nine

For the next three days, Hannah worked hard in the warehouse complex. She saw neither Michael nor any other member of the Renfield family. Before and after work, she kept to herself, occasionally using her little vibrator. She didn't miss being spanked.

Saturday morning, she awoke to a firm knock on the trailer door, followed by a familiar male voice calling her name. She opened her eyes and noted that it was almost nine thirty. The knock came again, and she sat up. She tried to place the voice but couldn't. She knew it wasn't Yuri or Michael. Who then?

She slipped out of bed, put on her jeans and tee shirt, and opened the door. Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped when she saw a tall man dressed in jeans and a green polo shirt standing just outside the door. She did a quick scan. "Jeremy?"

He smiled. "Yes," Jeremy said. "May I come in?"

She took a few steps back. Jeremy Fitzhugh was probably one of the last people in the world she expected to see. She looked at him again and thought he looked different somehow from the last time she had seen him two-and-a-half years ago.

"Jeremy, what are you doing here? Morgan said you were working all the time. Something about automating the processes."

"I wanted to see you," he said, never losing the smile.

She continued to gaze at him and realized what was different. He appeared more muscular and now had a closely-cropped beard and longer hair. "Why? Did you want to take your turn seeing me writhe in my own misery, maybe give me a spanking for walking out on you?"

He shook his head and lowered himself in the only chair. "No of course not," he said. "Look, Hannah, you did what you did. You wanted your own life. I understood at the time and I still understand. The Renfields are a dynasty that squelches personal freedom."

"Then why did you marry Morgan and join the dynasty?"

He smiled again. "Means to an end," he said. Then, he paused and studied her. "Hannah, I know you took the gamble and lost. I can respect that. But whatever bad things happened to you, you wear the experience well. You're a different person than you were, and from what I've seen and heard, a better one."

She dropped onto the bed. She wasn't quite sure how to interpret what Jeremy had just said. She certainly didn't feel like a better person. She gathered her breath. "Well, thank you for saying that, I guess. Your opinion is clearly not shared by the rest of the family. That's all water under the bridge anyway. I am now a pariah."

He stood and approached to within two feet of her. "That can change."

Her eyes narrowed; an alarm bell sounded. "Whoa. Wait a minute, Jeremy. You're married to Morgan. That makes you one of them now."

He huffed. "Marriage of convenience," he said. "We hardly ever see each other, let alone sleep together." He cupped her chin, lifted it, and gazed into her eyes. "Look, Hannah, I understand why you turned me down. I wasn't much to look at or be with in those days and didn't have much of a future, just a nerd with a PhD in engineering. But things are different now."

She shrank back away from him. A part of her didn't like what she thought might be happening, especially when she realized she was attracted to him. "How are things different?"

Apparently sensing her ambivalence, he retreated a couple of steps. He took a deep breath. "I'm going to tell you something that I trust you will keep to yourself for now. Okay?"

She sat up a little straighter. "Okay."

"With the acquisition of Tri-Coastal, we've got big plans, plans that will put RRS on the forefront of modern technology, plans that don't include Martin, Jamie, Mitchell, and, of course, my darling and devoted wife."

Now, she was intrigued. "Jeremy, what are you talking about?"

He lowered himself back into the chair. His blue eyes glowed behind wire-rim glasses. "A change in management," he said. "A change in direction. Look, Hannah, your father was a good administrator. Martin was a good field man. But neither had any real vision. Martin still doesn't. My god, he hadn't even wanted to pick up Tri-Coastal. His idea of innovation is to proceed slowly and with extreme caution."

Hannah allowed her eyes to shift around the small trailer. She knew her father had been a company man first and last, dedicated to preserving what his father and grandfather had built. She also knew that Martin appeared dedicated to preserving his brother's memory and what he considered to be the family legacy. "Obviously, this is all news to me," she said. "So, you're planning some kind of coup. Who's in it with you?"

"For right now, only Michael and a couple of engineers at Tri-Coastal, one of whom is a recognized expert in robotics and automation. Together, we believe we can automate and streamline how restaurant kitchens work. It may take a few years, but we will come to dominate the industry."

"And make tons of money in the process?"

He smiled. "Hopefully. But, at least for us, it's not entirely about the money. It's the challenge."

She thought for a moment. "Jeremy, this is all very interesting," she said at last. "But what does it have to do with me?"

Jeremy rose from the chair, approached the bed, and sat down on the edge. "Once Martin is out of the picture, Michael and I want you to be the CEO of the new entity. You've got the business expertise and the social media contacts that we don't have."

She looked at Jeremy with eyes wider than saucers. This was a possibility that had never even ventured close to her mind. "Wait. You want me to be CEO? What happens to Martin? What happens to Mitchell and Morgan?"

He huffed. "Martin can retire," he said. "Or go back out in the field and service the old equipment. Who cares? Jamie will be content. Mitchell... well, he can do accounting or whatever. And as for Morgan, my darling wife? She never wanted any of this anyway. The company will sponsor a string quartet and she can tour the world playing her precious violin."

Hannah slumped on the bed, overwhelmed. Just last night, she had expected to spend the rest of her life hovering in the shadow of the family business and wondering how long she would have to do penance before they would even invite her to the company Christmas party. Now, Jeremy was offering to make her CEO of a company with global aspirations, a company her late father couldn't possibly have imagined.

"Jeremy, what happens now?" She had many other questions, but this question seemed most appropriate to the situation.

He took her hand in his, pulled her into his body, and kissed her on the cheek. "The coup will take some time to pull off," he said. "In the meantime, there's no reason we can't get a little closer."

She pulled away from him. "Jeremy, this is happening too fast," she said. "And I don't want to be a home wrecker or anyone's mistress, especially if it's what I have to do to get out of this mess I'm in."

He smiled again, released her hand, and stood. "Same old Hannah," he said. "Your recent experience has made you cautious. I can respect that too." He took several steps toward the door, stopped, turned, and gazed at her, his lips fully turned up. "But I'm not going away this time and I'm not giving up. You may be smart, shrewd, and experienced. But you're also a beautiful woman, and I think we could be very good together - and not just in the bedroom. Think about it." He put his hand on the doorknob. "Just like the Terminator, I'll be back." Then, he was gone, swallowed up by the morning.

Hannah watched him leave, then fell back against the bed. She wasn't totally convinced she hadn't dreamed the entire encounter with Jeremy. She closed her eyes. Had her situation just gotten better or worse?

Jeremy had apparently offered her an escape from her island of isolation, but only on his terms. Could she accept those terms? Could she help him and Michael take over the company and change its direction? Could she become Jeremy's partner in every sense except marriage? She knew he would never actually divorce Morgan and she wouldn't divorce him. As he had said, the Renfields were a dynasty, and the dynasty must be preserved, even if there was a new king.

She opened her eyes and smiled at the thought of getting a little revenge on Morgan. What better revenge than to become Morgan's husband's lover? She dismissed that notion. If she was to be part of the revolution, she wanted to earn it - and not by being good in bed.

She sat up. Well, she thought, at least he's not bitter and he didn't spank me. She knew she had a lot more to think about.

*  *  *

After her shift ended, Hannah spent another restless night in her small bed. She had to fight both her fragmented dreams and her baser instincts. A part of her - the old Renfield part - reveled in the idea of being CEO, of helping Jeremy and her brother steer RRS into the future. The lonely female part of her found Jeremy attractive as a man and thought it might not be such a sacrifice to spend quality alone time with him, their naked bodies complementing each other.

She tried to shake off all these conflicting emotions by going for a walk and eating lunch at the diner. However, no matter how hard she tried, they just wouldn't go away. Thus, she was almost relieved to get a summons from Morgan when she clocked in at three.

When she reached Morgan's office, she stood in the open doorway and peered in. Morgan sat at her desk apparently studying a spreadsheet on her laptop. "Morgan, you wanted to see me?" Hannah asked.

Morgan looked up and scowled. "Come in and close the door."

Hannah closed the door and approached the desk. "Look, Morgan, I have a lot of work to do out there. What do you want?" She made no effort to disguise the disgust in her voice.

Morgan's eyes flashed. "I would advise you, cousin, to stop being impertinent and remember I'm your supervisor."

Hannah resisted the temptation to roll her eyes. She did a quick scan of the office and noted the black leather flogger on the corner of the desk. She swallowed hard. She didn't think she'd committed any rule infractions since last Saturday, but she wasn't certain. "I don't ever forget that, Ms. Renfield. But I can't imagine why you think I deserve a spanking."

Morgan's lips turned up slightly. "What makes you think I called you here to spank you?"

"Don't get cagey with me, Morgan. You have the flogger out and you have that look in your eye."

Now, Morgan did smile. "Very well. I am going to spank you, long and hard."

"Why? I haven't committed any rule infractions."

Morgan rose from behind the desk and stepped to the side. "If you think you're being treated unfairly, call your union rep. Or better yet, call the NLRB and lodge a complaint." She picked up the flogger. "Get your pants down and bend over the desk."

Hannah didn't move. "I at least have the right to know why."

Morgan leaned back against the desk. "Perhaps you're right," she said. "Jeremy came to see you yesterday."

Hannah's eyes widened. "How do you know that?"

"I make it my business to know everything that goes on in this complex," Morgan said. "What did he want?"

"Morgan, what happens in my trailer on my own time really is none of your business."

"It is when it involves my husband. Now, what went on?"

"Nothing," Hannah said. "We just talked for a few minutes and he left."

Morgan kept her eyes firmly on Hannah. "Knowing Jeremy, he wanted to do more than talk." She tightened her grip on the handle of the flogger and straightened herself up. "Did you go along with him or did you resist?"

Hannah took a step back. "Morgan, this really isn't necessary."

"Oh, I assure you, this is very necessary. You're a very attractive woman. But maybe if you have a very sore butt, you won't be tempted to flash it. Get in position."

Hannah looked at Morgan and saw the determination in her eyes - a woman threatened by a would-be rival. Hannah almost laughed at the absurdity of it. If Morgan knew the truth, she would do more than spank. She nodded, unbuttoned her jeans, and lowered them to her knees. She shuffled over to the desk and bent her upper body over the surface. She glanced over her shoulder. "Do what you have to do, Morgan."

Morgan moved to Hannah's left side. "Don't worry," she said. "I plan to make sure you don't ever want to see Jeremy again." She retracted her right arm with the flogger and launched it forward three times in rapid succession, reddening Hannah's smooth flesh. "And rest assured that I will spank you long and hard if he ever visits you again."

"But Morgan, I can't-"

Morgan struck five more times, concentrating on the crease between the bottom and the upper thighs. "Shut up."

Morgan followed up with a relentless barrage of strokes that stained Hannah's quivering backside dark red. Hannah balled her fists and strained her toes in her shoes. Tears formed in her eyes.

Finally, after two minutes of steady spanking, Hannah raised her head and gathered her breath. "For god's sake, Morgan. That's enough."

Morgan struck five more times. "I'll tell you when you've had enough," she said. She struck another five times, then lowered the flogger. "Okay. Pull up your jeans and face me. We need to talk."

Hannah slowly pushed herself up from the desk. She rubbed her wounded backside for a few seconds before pulling up her jeans. She turned and wiped a few tears from her eyes.

Morgan set the flogger on the desk. "Look, Hannah, I won't apologize for what I just did," she said. "If Jeremy just wants to... wants to fuck you, okay; I guess I can understand that. I mean, we don't have that kind of marriage. But-" She paused and looked around her. "I think there's more to it. Jeremy doesn't do anything just because it feels good. If he's approaching you, he's got an ulterior motive. I think he and your brother are plotting something and they want to drag you into it. I probably can't stop Jeremy, but I can stop you from getting involved."

Hannah took a deep breath. The last thing she wanted was to get in the middle of a family feud. "Morgan, you've got nothing to worry about."

"I wish I could believe that," she said. "But it's a lie, and we both know it."

Hannah straightened up. "Ms. Renfield, may I go back to work now?"

Morgan laughed and moved back to her desk, giving Hannah a clear path to the door. "Yes," she said. "But this isn't the end of it, not by a long shot."

Hannah nodded, opened the door, and slipped out into the outer office. Through her jeans, her bottom felt like the forest floor after a wildfire.


Chapter Ten

That night after her shift ended, Hannah went into the restroom, lowered her jeans and panties, and peered at her bottom in the mirror over the sink. She noted several dark red splotches and a few purplish bruises scattered across the flesh. Her entire backside hurt when she touched it.

She thought about the spanking and what Morgan had said, especially the part when Morgan mentioned that she thought Jeremy was plotting something, something major. Morgan was right to worry. Hannah also remembered Morgan's threat of more spankings. Hannah thought she could handle another spanking or two, but not like the one she had received earlier in the day. Or worse. She resolved to tread very carefully, let events play out without her involvement.

When she went into her trailer, she saw she had a text from Jeremy. She swiped it and read: "Hannah, heard you got spanked because of me. Are you okay?"

She scowled. It appeared she was caught in the middle whether or not she wanted to be. She clicked reply and typed: "I'll survive. But it will be better if you left me alone." She pressed send and stripped out of her clothes.

She was surprised when her phone dinged with a response. Doesn't Jeremy ever sleep? She swiped the incoming text: "I understand, but don't know if I can do that."

She scowled and set her phone on the desk without replying. She had no answer anyway.

*  *  *

The following Friday, Hannah walked to the diner and sat in one of the booths. She was about to order when she spotted Jeremy approaching. "May I join you?" he asked.

Instinctively, she scanned her surroundings as if searching for spies. "It's a free country."

He took the seat opposite her and glanced at the menu. "What's good here?"

She smiled. "Everything," she said. "But I recommend the chili or the beef stew."

The waitress took their orders and served them both iced tea.

"Look, Hannah," Jeremy started, "I know Morgan has spies everywhere, but I don't think she knows about this place. No Renfield would stoop to eating in a diner."

She looked at him. "I'm eating in a diner."

He held up his hands. "Yes, but you've fallen from grace."

"Jeremy, what do you want?"

"I wanted to see you."

"Why?"

"I wanted to know if you've thought about our conversation?"

"Yes, I've thought about it. Of course, I thought about it a lot more last Sunday when I had trouble sitting."

"I'm sorry about that. I didn't think Morgan would react like that."

Hannah shifted her eyes around the diner, filling with patrons. "She knows you're plotting something, she just doesn't know what it is."

"And she won't until it's too late," Jeremy said. "I'll see that you're protected."

She shook her head. "Look, Jeremy, just leave me out of this. I don't want to be in the middle of a family feud. It isn't worth it."

"I said I would protect you," he said with a flourish in his voice. "But I need you on my side - and I don't just mean in bed."

She gazed into his eyes and shook her head. "Glad to hear you say that because you and I together... it's never going to happen."

"Maybe, maybe not," he said. "We're just getting started. Who knows what will happen down the road."

Hannah was about to reply when the server brought their food, thus effectively ending the conversation.

*  *  *

The following morning, Saturday, as Hannah was dressing to go out for a walk, she heard a knock at the trailer door. She scowled and prayed it wasn't Jeremy. She didn't know how many more times she could say no to him.

She squared her shoulders and opened the door. But instead of Jeremy, she saw Morgan standing in the shadow of the warehouse complex. Hannah took an involuntary step back. Morgan was probably the last person in the world she expected to see outside her trailer.

"Let me in, Hannah. We have some things to discuss," Morgan said, taking a step into the trailer.

Hannah stepped back, giving Morgan room to come inside. "It's your trailer."

Morgan closed the door and shook her head. "Nothing here belongs to me," she said. "Not even, apparently, my husband."

"What do you mean by that?" Hannah asked, although she knew perfectly well what Morgan meant.

"Don't play dumb with me, cousin. I know Jeremy had lunch with you yesterday."

Hannah scowled. "I didn't invite him. He just showed up and sat down. I certainly didn't encourage him."

Morgan seemed to soften a little. "Well, that may be," she said. "Look, Hannah, what I'm seeing and feeling may not be your fault. But the truth is, you're like a magnet. And, in spite of our best efforts to deny it, you're still a Renfield and still in line for the throne, such as it is. In other words, you're a serious threat."

"So you say."

"So I know."

"How is that my fault?"

Morgan huffed. "I didn't say it was your fault. But you did return from your self-imposed exile, returned totally unwelcome and uninvited. Your presence has unbalanced the scales."

"Morgan, I'm not sure I understand the problem here. You and Jeremy are married in name only and I thought you wanted out anyway. I thought you wanted to go back to playing the violin."

Morgan shook her head. "I would like that. But I'm a Renfield just like you. My parents and the company must be protected That is my priority at the moment."

"Okay," Hannah said. "So, what do you want me to do?"

Morgan took both of Hannah's hands in hers and squeezed. "Tell me everything you know about what Jeremy is plotting."

"I don't have anything to tell."

Morgan released one of Hannah's hands. With her other hand, she picked up Hannah's wooden hairbrush. "I think you do," she said. Then, with surprising strength and quickness, Morgan sat back on the bed and pulled Hannah down across her lap. Before Hannah could react, Morgan pinned Hannah's right arm and put her right leg over Hannah's legs, effectively immobilizing her.

Hannah struggled to break free. "Morgan, what the hell are you doing? Let me up."

Morgan responded by smacking Hannah's jeans-covered bottom five times with the flat side of the hairbrush. "It should be obvious what I'm doing," she said. "And I'm going to keep doing it until you tell me." She smacked Hannah's bottom ten more times in rapid succession, creating a ripple of pain.

Hannah continued to struggle, surprised that her cousin was this strong. "Morgan, for god's sake. Stop. I don't know anything."

Morgan launched a relentless barrage of hairbrush strokes, covering every square inch of Hannah's backside from the coccyx to the upper thighs. Hannah scissored her legs and balled her fists. She raised her head and looked at her cousin. "Morgan... please... listen to me."

Morgan stopped the spanking after maybe sixty or seventy hard swats. "I'm listening."

Hannah gathered her breath and processed the pain, amazed at how much damage the hairbrush could do over two layers of clothing. "Jeremy... just wants to... to make me his mistress. I don't know anything about a plot."

Morgan applied five more hard swats to Hannah's upper thighs. "What did you tell him?"

"I told him no. I don't want to be a home wrecker or anyone's other woman."

Morgan nodded. She released her grip on Hannah's arm and pushed her onto the floor. "Well, if I know Jeremy, he won't give it up. He's going to keep coming after you as long as you're still here."

Hannah managed to get to her feet. She vigorously rubbed her wounded bottom through the denim. "What does that mean?"

"What do you think it means? You need to disappear before things get out of control."

Hannah's eyes widened. "How do I just disappear? Where would I go?"

"How the hell should I know? You did it before. You can do it again. Go back to where you came from before you returned."

Hannah lowered herself into the desk chair. "I thought I had to work to pay off my big debt. What about that?"

Morgan laughed. "It's already taken care of."

Hannah's eyes widened. "What does that mean?"

Morgan laughed again. "Just what I said," she said. "Your father arranged for your debt to be erased just before he died."

Hannah's jaw dropped. "My father-" She paused and tried to think. She glared at her cousin. "Morgan, you bitch. You've been stringing me along."

Morgan slipped off the bed and stood nose to nose with Hannah. "Be careful, cousin," she said. "And don't underestimate me. There are less pleasant ways for you to disappear."

Hannah took a step back. "Are you threatening me?"

Morgan's eyes narrowed. "Take it any way you want. Your presence has become a major threat to the family dynamic, a threat that needs to be eliminated."

Hannah studied Morgan's face, noted the steely determination in her eyes. A fight was coming, a fight she wanted no part of. She didn't want to make the mistake of underestimating her cousin. She suppressed the Renfield in her and nodded. "I'll need a few days to decide and I'll need money."

Morgan smiled and pivoted toward the door. "Next Friday is payday. I'll see to it you get full pay for hours worked plus significant overtime."

Hannah scowled as she did some calculating in her head. "I'll need more than that," she said. "And I'll need it in cash."

Morgan's smile widened. "How much would satisfy you?"

Hannah thought for an instant, sensing she now had the upper hand. "Fifteen thousand would be enough for me to travel and get set up somewhere else."

Morgan huffed. "You drive a hard bargain, cousin," she said. "You shouldn't press your luck. I could make you to disappear with one phone call to the police."

Hannah had anticipated that. "But I would still be here, wouldn't I? I may even garner some sympathy in certain corners."

Morgan nodded. "I always admired your intelligence and your ability to stay calm in a crisis. Alright, fifteen thousand dollars in cash. But I want you gone by Sunday - no forwarding address. I don't want to know where you've gone, and I certainly don't want Jeremy to know. Deal?"

Hannah smiled for the first time in weeks. "Deal," she said. "But I need at least some of the money before Friday. And in the meantime, keep your husband under control. I don't need him sniffing around."

"I'll expect you to work your regular hours until Sunday. You're still my employee, and I will not hesitate to spank you if you don't perform to my expectations."

Hannah saluted. "Yes, ma'am," she said. "Now, if you don't mind, please get out of here so I can do some planning."

Morgan saluted back, opened the door, and disappeared outside.

*  *  *

After a long walk on Sunday afternoon, Hannah returned to her trailer and sat at her desk. She had weighed several options since yesterday's encounter with Morgan, but the one she kept coming back to involved Jacob and Sarah Quincy. After all, they had invited her to return if things didn't work out. Clearly, things hadn't worked out.

She checked the time, noting it was now early evening. They should be available in the parsonage. She picked up her phone and swiped the number for the landline. She waited while the phone rang at the other end.

"This is the parsonage." The voice belonged to Sarah.

Hannah smiled. "Sarah, this is Hannah."

Sarah paused for a few seconds. "Oh, Hannah. It's so good to hear your voice. Are you okay?"

"Yes," Hannah said. "But is your invitation to come back to the church still open?"

"Of course. In fact, your call is very timely."

"Thank you, Mrs. Quincy. What's going on?"

"I'll explain it when you get here. How soon, do you think?"

"I'm wrapping things up here. I'll leave next Sunday. I should be there by Tuesday or Wednesday. I'll let you know."

"Oh, honey," Mrs. Quincy said. "I am so excited. We have a lot to discuss. I will tell Jacob and make the necessary arrangements. I'm sorry it's not working out for you there, but we're happy you're coming here."

"Thank you again, Mrs. Quincy. I look forward to seeing you and your husband in a week or so." Hannah disconnected and set the phone down. She sat back in the chair and smiled. Let the Renfields duke it out among themselves and without her. She was heading for a safe haven.


Chapter Eleven

After a two-and-a-half-day bus trip, Hannah arrived at her destination tired but content. She had finished her last shift at RRS Sunday morning, then gone back to her trailer, gathered up her few belongings and her stash of money, and called for an Uber. By noon, she was on the Greyhound headed out of town. She had told no one she was leaving. She didn't even leave a note. She had taken the precaution of getting a new phone and phone number. As Morgan had requested, she didn't want anyone tracking her. She had made a clean break.

When she got off the bus, she was excited to see both Jacob and Sarah Quincy waiting for her. She embraced them both. During the ten-minute drive from the bus station to the parsonage, they chatted mostly about the weather and the town, reserving the more difficult conversation for when they arrived.

An hour later, the three sat in the small kitchen. Sarah had prepared three cups of tea. Over her tea cup, Sarah seemed to study Hannah. "Okay, Hannah, you appear thinner and more drawn since we last saw you. What happened?"

Hannah took a sip of her tea and brushed a tear from her eye. She gathered her breath and told the Quincys about her father's death and how the family seemed to blame her for it. She told them that her cousin made her work as the second shift custodian. She mentioned that Morgan's husband was planning a coup and wanted to involve Hannah. She left out the part about being repeatedly spanked.

When she finished her story, she put her head in her hands and slumped in her chair, relieved to have gotten all the details out in the open.

"So, you're no longer a Renfield?" Jacob asked.

"Name only," Hannah replied. "And I may even change that."

Sarah leaned forward. "Well, as I told you before, your return is actually very timely." She gave a sideways glance to Jacob. He nodded. "We found out just before you called that Rachel is engaged. She's marrying a fellow missionary. They plan to remain in Africa and try to establish a church. Apparently, the opportunity just came up."

"That's very nice," Hannah said, not entirely sure how that affected her. "Congratulations. When is the wedding?"

"In just three weeks," Jacob said.

"We're invited to the wedding but are reluctant to leave the church for several weeks," Sarah said. "They want us to help them organize the new church. And, of course, we'll want to do some sightseeing while we're there."

"How can I help?" Hannah asked.

"You know the church here," Jacob said. "We can arrange for a traveling pastor to be appointed, but we need a permanent custodian, someone to oversee day-to-day operations. You could do that. The job is yours if you want it. You can stay here while we're away, then we can arrange for you to lease a small apartment close to the church. What do you say?"

Hannah sat up straighter in the chair. This was turning out better than she could have hoped for: a steady job with increased respect and responsibility, a place to stay, and people who cared about her. What more could she ask for? She smiled. "It would be a privilege to help in any way I can. Thank you for trusting me."

"Believe me, honey, you earned our trust," Sarah said. "There's no one we would trust more."

At that moment, Hannah felt more content than she had ever felt before. RRS and the Renfield drama that had played out over the past few weeks were now reduced to another lifetime, a lifetime she wanted to forget.

*  *  *

For the next two weeks, Hannah settled into her new position as principal church custodian while the Quincys made the arrangements for their excursion to Africa. Hannah learned every nook and crevice of the church and the grounds. She met with the pastoral council and the church accountant. She even played the organ for Sunday service and one wedding.

Finally, on the Sunday before the Quincys were to leave for Africa, Hannah met with the pastor who would be in residence for the month the Quincys were to be gone. His name was Adam DiFazio.

That Sunday evening, she sat across from him in the conference room. For the first time since his arrival, she got a chance to study him, noting that he was older than she had expected, although not nearly as old as the Quincys. She guessed probably around forty or forty-five. She also noted he seemed to have an air of sadness about him.

He took a deep breath and looked at her with sharp blue eyes. "I know what you're thinking," he said.

"What's that?" Hannah asked.

"And I would be thinking the same thing." He paused and continued to look at her. "You're wondering why a man my age is taking a temporary position. You're wondering why I don't have my own church. Am I right?"

Hannah smiled. That was exactly what she was thinking. "Pastor, I was thinking it's none of my business why you're here."

He returned her smile. "First, call me Adam. If we're going to work together, we need to be on a first-name basis. Okay?"

Hannah nodded, intrigued by both his appearance and his manners.

He glanced up at the ceiling, then shifted back to Hannah. "I had a church," he said in a near whisper. "I was a pastor for nearly six years, but-" He paused and sighed. "My wife died suddenly - cerebral hemorrhage. Her death caused me to... to lose my faith. I resigned from the church and took a succession of odd jobs. That was three years ago. Pastor Quincy, who had mentored me before, convinced me to come back to the church. This is actually my first appointment."

Without thinking, Hannah reached across the table and took his hand in hers. "I'm so sorry for your loss," she said. "But we all have our stories about how life has kicked us in the teeth."

He smiled and gripped her fingers. "Okay, Hannah. What's your story?"

Hannah gathered her breath and wondered if she should trust him with her recent history. After a few seconds, she decided to go for it. After all, he was a pastor and had, no doubt, heard many other similar stories.

There in the quiet of that conference room, she let it all out, including the two plus years she was on the road and her most recent history as the prodigal daughter attempting a return home and being rejected. And when she finished, she sat back in her chair and waited for the reaction.

Adam didn't react immediately. He continued to look at her with a bemused expression. Finally, he released her hand and sat back in his chair. "That is an interesting story," he said. "And are you now seeking redemption? Is that why you're here?"

Hannah's eyes widened slightly. She hadn't expected that response. "I don't know for sure," she said. "I clearly had no home with the Renfields, and the Quincys said they needed me here. Besides-" She paused and took a deep breath. Tell or not tell? "I think I got punished enough to be considered redeemed."

"How were you punished enough? I mean, besides losing your money - which is easily replaced."

She flushed in spite of herself. "My former family believes in the liberal application of corporal punishment." There, she said it.

Adam chuckled. "So do the Quincys."

She couldn't help but smile. "You're right about that."

"And I imagine you learned that little nugget the hard way."

"How do you know about that?"

"I told you. Jacob was one of my mentors. He was very candid about what he believes, especially when it comes to discipline."

Now, Hannah was intrigued. "So, what about you, Adam? Are you a believer?"

He nodded. "If the circumstances dictate."

For an instant, as she looked at him, she imagined herself over his lap, dress up, panties down. She tried to shake the image from her brain. "I guess I have to ask, since you brought it up: Did you ever spank your wife?"

"That is a very personal question, Hannah, but I guess a fair one, considering our conversation. Diane was a very good woman, and I loved her. But, like all of us, she wasn't perfect, especially as she adjusted to being a pastor's wife. Yes, I did spank her on occasion when she deserved it. She never questioned it."

Hannah leaned forward in her chair. Once again, she had the image of being across his lap. "Would you ever spank me if I deserved it?"

His jaw dropped slightly. His eyes narrowed. "Hannah, I don't know why you would ask me that question. We barely know each other."

She shook her head. "But technically, I'll be working for you."

"Technically maybe, but it's more like I'm working for you."

"You didn't answer my question." All of a sudden, this was very important to her, although she didn't know why. Or maybe she did know.

"I don't know if I can," he said. "I mean, I thought you said you'd been punished enough. Are you looking to get spanked?"

A bright, flashing light went off inside Hannah's brain. Was she looking to get spanked? She certainly hadn't enjoyed any of the spankings she had received in the past. However, she had asked Pastor Quincy to spank her just before she left for home. And, she now conceded the spankings hadn't done her any real harm. She managed a small smile. "I really don't think I'm looking for it." She paused and thought for a few seconds. "However, looking back, the last several months for me have been... chaotic with emotional highs and lows... mostly lows. The only common thread in my various experiences has been getting spanked. So, maybe there is a part of me that somehow believes spanking is the one thing that makes any kind of sense."

Adam reached across the table and took her hand again. "You are a fascinating woman, Hannah Renfield."

"Perhaps. But you still haven't answered my question."

He gazed at her. "Okay. Let's just say - for the record - I won't rule it out. But let's get to know each other first and see how events play out. I mean, I'm only scheduled to be here for a month or so."

That statement brought her back to reality. She looked at him. Even though she had only known him for a few hours, she already believed Adam Di Fazio to be the most interesting man she had ever met. And, perhaps, in his own way, the sexiest. She didn't want to think about him leaving. Rather, she wanted to think about furthering a relationship with him. Unconsciously, she shifted her eyes to the tabletop.

He squeezed her hand. "Hannah, are you all right? You look like you're a million miles away."

Hannah took a deep breath and shifted her eyes back to Adam. She released his hand and folded her hands in front of her. "Oh, sorry," she said. "Perhaps we should get back to discussing the church."

He sat up straighter in his chair. "Good idea."

*  *  *

Jacob and Sarah Quincy left for Africa, as scheduled. And for the next two weeks, Hannah and Adam worked side by side tending to the various church functions, dealing with congregants who needed help or counseling, and overseeing maintenance issues in advance of winter. Nothing more was said about spanking.

However, in that short period of time, Hannah developed a respect for Adam that she had never felt for any other man. He was competent, dedicated to purpose, and selfless. For the first time in her life, she fell in love. For the first time in her life, she wanted to fully explore the depths of that burgeoning love.

But she knew she couldn't. First, they were too busy to act on any kind of physical impulse. Second, he would be leaving in two weeks. Attempting to get together with him would only intensify the hurt when he left. So, she never even hinted to him how she felt. Nor did she do anything that would provoke a spanking. Instead, she put on a happy face and went about her duties with as much cheer as she could muster, all the while, dreading the days until his departure.

*  *  *

The phone call came on the third Tuesday after the Quincys left for Africa. Jacob explained that the wedding had been small but nice - and that they would send pictures. He also said, somewhat reluctantly, that Rachel was already pregnant. Finally, he said that Rachel and her new husband wanted Jacob and Sarah to remain in Africa to help them get the new church established.

While Jacob wasn't as enthusiastic about staying, Sarah was all for it. She had always wanted to be a grandmother and she wanted a relationship with her new grandchild and any future grandchildren. So, of course, they agreed to stay in Africa. Jacob further indicated that he would resign as pastor and make sure Adam got appointed to replace him, as long as Adam wanted the job.

With Hannah standing by, nearly breathless, Adam declared it would be a privilege to be the pastor of Jacob's church. He also expressed his heartfelt gratitude that Jacob had such confidence in him. Adam said he would further Jacob's ministry and keep the church thriving.

Then, just as Jacob and Sarah were about to disconnect, Adam asked them to wait. While Jacob and Sarah stood by somewhere in Africa, Adam took Hannah's hand, got down on one knee, and asked her to marry him.

Hannah was so stunned she almost couldn't answer. But when she did unhinge her jaw, she gathered her breath and said a very definitive yes. She gazed down at Adam with wide eyes and flashed a huge smile. She would exchange Renfield for DiFazio. She would exchange her old dysfunctional family for one she would help to create. She would no longer be the prodigal daughter.


Epilogue

Three weeks after the proposal that would completely change her life, Hannah married Adam in a well-attended ceremony at the church. Jacob and Sarah came back from Africa in order to officiate, as well as arrange for Adam's appointment as pastor.

Due to the circumstances, the new couple were unable to take any kind of wedding trip. Rather, they spent their wedding night in an apartment across the street from the church. After they had made love for the first time, Hannah sat down beside her husband and took his hand in hers. She gazed into his eyes. "Adam, I love you. Thank you for this."

He returned her smile. "I love you," he said. "I never thought I could love again. You brought me out of myself."

She suddenly got serious as she contemplated the future as Hannah Louise DiFazio, wife and assistant to the pastor. She remembered Sarah in the same role. She remembered what Adam had said about his first wife. She knew that eventually she would make some kind of mistake that he would have to correct. She squeezed his hand. "Adam, I know this sounds bizarre, but I want you to... to... spank me."

His eyes widened. "You want me to spank you? Here? Now? Why on earth?"

She released his hand. It was all making sense now. "I'm your wife now and your assistant. It's inevitable that you will need to discipline me at some point. I guess I just want to know what to expect when the time comes. You said you believed in the power of spanking."

"You're serious about this, aren't you?"

She nodded. "Yes."

"Wouldn't it be better to wait? Maybe the time will never come."

She gave him a half smile. "Oh, the time will come. I have no doubt about that. I guess I just need to know."

"And there's no talking you out of this?"

"No," she said. "I want to experience what you consider to be a true discipline spanking, one that would make me think twice about committing the same mistake."

Adam hesitated for a moment, then finally sighed and nodded. "Alright. If it's that important to you." He paused and leaned back against the wooden headboard. "Did you bring a hairbrush with you?"

What have I done? But it was too late to stop it now. "Yes."

"Give me your hairbrush, take off your gown, and lie across my lap."

"Yes, sir," she said. She got her big, wooden hairbrush and handed it to Adam. Then, she stripped off her short nightgown. Now, completely naked, she lay across his lap.

He gripped the hairbrush and looked down at the backside he had enjoyed only about an hour before. "You understand that once we start, you will get all of it, just like a real spanking."

She grimaced. "I understand."

"Okay. This will not be pleasant... for either of us."

He raised the brush over his head and brought it down with a flourish across the unmarked flesh of her left cheek. It impacted with a solid thud.

She grimaced again and let out a slight groan. That one stroke hurt as much as any stroke she had received in the past. For an instant, she flashed back to the spankings she had received from Michael and Morgan, administered with the same hairbrush.

After that first stroke, Adam launched a flurry of hairbrush strokes. He had been very serious when he said he wouldn't hold back and that she would get all of it. Very quickly, she regretted asking him to spank her. Why was it so important to her? She wished that she had just let it go.

He continued the spanking for another forty or fifty seconds - although it seemed like hours to Hannah - landing stroke after stroke after stroke until tears flooded her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. Her entire backside felt like someone had set a roaring fire on it.

Finally, he stopped and set the brush down beside him. He gave her dark red flesh a gentle massage. "I hope and pray you never ever give me a reason to do that again."

She managed a deep breath. "So... do I." But even as she said it, she knew that eventually she probably would give him a reason. Could she live with it when the time came? She processed the pain as it raced through her body. It was bad, but she had survived. Yes, she could live with it. And suddenly, she was glad she had asked him to spank her.

He urged her up from his lap and drew her into his strong arms. They looked into each other's eyes and kissed. "I think we're going to be very good together," he said.

She put her head on his shoulder. "Yes." The world she had hoped to capture via her excursions into social media had shrunk down to Adam, the church, and its congregation. The old Hannah Renfield, the one who wanted to be famous and make millions of dollars, was now a ghost.


Also from LSF Publications...

Erin's Visit by Susan Thomas

Instead of going to University, Erin decides to go to America and stay with her Aunt Nicola and Uncle Jack, and work at the family business. Erin's mother has some misgivings as her churchgoing sister and brother-in-law live in a strongly religious area. Undeterred, Erin makes the trip, and discovers that she is now in a totally different environment and culture - because here in this devout Christian community, spankings are the norm. She finds that the church endorses physical chastisement and all the neighbouring houses have a church-approved spanking paddle hanging up in their homes. Erin realises her status as an unspanked 18-year old may mean she may not be popular with the other girls - so she takes steps to sign up to receiving regular spankings from her Uncle Jack. This is a rite-of-passage tale for Erin, who begins to learn the meaning of traditional discipline. She starts a relationship with local boy Josh who comes from an extremely strict family, and as their relationship develops, Erin grows in confidence and maturity and also learns more about the community in which she lives.

Spanking the Maids of Micklebank House by Karl Quentin

As Amelia grows up, her scholarly father endows her with an education that few girls received in 1838, but following his unexpected death, Amelia's life is turned upside down as her only option is to go into service. She arrives at Micklebank House, the huge residence of the odious Sir Percival Lucre and his family, where the fearsome housekeeper demonstrates how discipline is maintained through the tireless application of corporal chastisement for the least slip up. So begins Amelia's toil and a constant requirement to bend for the strap, cane or birch. All the servants are subject to the harsh regime of regular thrashings, Amelia in particular, even though the youngest son, Edmund, begins to take a personal interest in the educated maidservant...

Bob & Wendy's Domestic Discipline by W. Arthur

Bob and Wendy enjoy an unconventional lifestyle of kink and discipline. Married for six years, their relationship is one in which Bob is the dominant partner and Wendy his submissive wife. As Head of Household, Bob takes charge and doesn't hesitate to enforce discipline when needed for poor behaviour or disobedience or disrespect. Wendy doesn't like punishment spankings but accepts that she needs them... however, she loves the fun kind, which inevitably lead to great sex. Theirs is a partnership embracing love and discipline; it works well for them and they wouldn't change a thing about their lifestyle. Although the discipline aspect of their relationship is something they carry out in private, they are pleasantly surprised to discover they are not the only ones who practice it...

A Good Country Wife by W. Arthur

Claudia meets Adam at college, and the pair subsequently fall in love despite their very different backgrounds... Claudia with her comfortable upbringing and feminist mother, and Adam from a tough and demanding family of no-nonsense farmers. Given that farming is in his blood, it quickly becomes obvious that Adam won't be happy away from the farm, so Claudia makes the decision to spend the rest of her life with him on a farm in southern Ohio. It proves to be a huge culture shock in more ways than one: firstly getting up at five-thirty to immerse herself in hard, physical work; and secondly, getting used to the spanking. Being married to Adam introduces Claudia to domestic discipline. In the Paisley family, the men do not hesitate to discipline their wives when needed - as Claudia finds to her cost on a number of occasions. Leaving the gate open causes the cows to escape and wander over the road, and earns her a bare bottom spanking - the first of many. Adam proves very proficient at spanking her bottom, but far from resenting the correction, Claudia is happy with her lot. That first punishment initiates her into a new way of life - a life that embraces the rhythmic consistency of farm life in all its seasons, and the loving, enduring guidance of her husband. And through it all, she learns how to be a good country wife.

A Good Doctor's Wife by W. Arthur

Connie is working as a nursing assistant when she falls for the handsome intern John Bentley. In between the heavy demands of hospital work, the two get on well, but their relationship changes when Connie makes a serious medication error... and lets John takes the blame. Later (and much to her initial surprise), Connie shows how remorseful she is by going over Dr Bentley's lap for a spanking. It gives her a sore bottom but it clears the air... and paves the way for their relationship to flourish. Ignoring the advice of her room mate to show interest in any wealthy young doctor with real prospects, Connie prefers to stick with John, an only son expected to become a doctor in his father's small hospital in a poor Appalachian county. Courtship and marriage quickly follow, as do a few bare bottom spankings, and the couple move to Bentleyville to begin their new life together. Connie wishes to advance her career, but what she wants more than anything is to learn how to be a good doctor's wife. As time goes by, she finds that she has to be a disciplined wife in order to become a good doctor's wife, but with John's firm but fair demeanour and his particular brand of loving discipline, she has no regrets whatsoever.

Ellen by Robin Harrington

Expertly crafted, this substantial and wonderfully engaging read tells the story of how Ellen, the daughter of a London seamstress, came to be Lady Dutton. The main storyline is augmented by two other women's histories wound into it: those of Ellen's mother-in-law, Grace Dutton, and Ellen's mother, Alice Walsh. Gradually, all the pieces slot into place in this epic historical tale of love, lust, and discipline. Corporal punishment is woven into the mix in a skilful and realistic way, as is loving domestic discipline between husband and wife. The mildly erotic scenes are enhanced by the spanking, which is a theme that runs through the book - but you don't have to be a kinkster to enjoy this happy ever after masterpiece from Robin Harrington, depicting rich slices of life in Regency England.

Domestic Discipline Stories - Books One to Three by Susan Thomas

Includes the following and 6 other stories:

The Dating App: At 49, Alice is still an attractive woman. Widowed for two years, she decides to use a dating app to find a new man. But things don't go to plan and she is disillusioned until, quite by chance, she meets Jasper. Good looking and confident, he is everything she is looking for, but he does have some unusual beliefs about the man being in charge in a relationship and being the ultimate decision maker. He also has methods to encourage her to attend to her neglected paperwork, and Alice learns what a good spanking feels like!

Spanking the Brides: Gerald is only fifty when he receives an offer for his business that is too good to turn down. He wonders what to do with the rest of his life and decides to set up a Marital Guidance Clinic, teaching husbands how to spank their wives.

The Thieving Maidservant by Solomon Bond

Moira, a maidservant in the employ of the Laird of Kirkbarton, is caught stealing money to help buy food for her ailing father. The laird, a kindly man, offers to help Moira's father, but realises Moira must be punished owing to the serious nature of her crime. To her shame, Moira is ordered to collect the objects of her chastisement: a tawse from Master Forbes, the schoolmaster, and a switch from the laird's gardener. Moira's punishment is both painful and humiliating, and she does her best to endure it. It is not the first chastisement she receives, as some time later she marries and is taken to task for her disobedience by her husband, who dispenses discipline with a Scottish tawse and the rod of correction - a fearsome implement which will be put to good use in the years to come...

Becoming an Officer's Wife by Annette Byng

After a whirlwind courtship, Juliet and Alec marry and start their new life together on a US military base located on a Pacific island. This is a whole new world for Juliet, an academic intent on finishing her Doctorate, and while Alec, a Lieutenant Colonel in the Marines, goes about his duties, Juliet must acclimatise to the subculture of officers and their wives in an environment where manners mean a lot. This is where Juliet stumbles... at times she can be patronising and disrespectful, and when angry she has a foul mouth. Alec, however, knows exactly what's required; he delivers his own brand of justice in the form of an 'attitude adjustment' on his wife's bare bottom. Initially horrified by such treatment, Juliet gradually learns to accept domestic discipline. Theirs is a good marriage, brimming with passion, strengthened by adversity and love...  and the therapeutic effects of a good spanking.

Craving the Cane by Robin Harrington

The year is 1963, and when Paul asks Sue to marry him, she hesitates, then confesses her secret fascination for the cane. Paul is shocked when she asks him to cane her, but becomes good at it, enjoying the experience as much as she does. Discipline becomes part of their married life, and Sue tries to understand her love-hate relationship with the cane, disliking the pain but enjoying the after effects in the bedroom. Both she and Paul have their own careers, but when Paul has to work long hours, Sue does something she later regrets. Actions have consequences, and Sue finds that when administered as punishment, the experience of being caned is not remotely pleasurable. But Sue is determined to make amends for the hurt she has caused her husband, so they can make a fresh start in their life together.

Whipped Wives Inc by Louis Woodley

A new societal regime has reverted to the application of traditional values. In practice this means that men are the undisputed Head of the Household, and sanctioned to dispense corporal punishment to curb the wayward behaviour of their wives. Many wives begin to yearn for the good old days when they were not subject to regular whackings by their spouses. It is Rachel, a 19-year-old college student, who comes up with a wonderful idea... to offer her own bottom as a stand in for a misbehaving wife. Her weekend job pays next to nothing, but acting as a surrogate wife to have her bare bottom soundly spanked proves to be much more lucrative, if extremely painful! Whipped Wives Inc is set up as a legitimate business, and as word quickly spreads, more willing bottoms are brought in to cope with demand. There are sore bottoms galore as business booms...
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