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		Chapter One

		

		Get out, get out, get out, get out!” Liza shouted.

		Aubrey turned on her with eyes flaring, though he was still impeccably civil.

		“You bitch,” he seethed. He pulled a nylon sock over his thin foot and slipped it into the Italian loafer. “No need to fret, I’m gone.” He straightened his tie in front of the mirror, and then adjusted his pale tan suit coat. He looked at her as if he wanted to say more, but didn’t.

		His impeccable clothes once again adorned his impeccable body, despite the fact that he’d dressed in haste. She wanted to scream, her throat burned. Lust and hate consumed her. As he left the apartment, his accusation rang in her ears with a dead thud, “slut tease.”

		The vase on the table in the hallway went flying through the air crashing against the door and shattering into a thousand small pieces.

		

		***

		

		“You’re too critical, both of you,” Cynthia charged, as she stuffed the last of Aubrey’s clothes into a duffel bag later that day.

		“You’re wrinkling everything,” Liza observed.

		Cynthia looked at her disgusted. “See, you think too much like him, he’d tell me the same thing. Well, he can’t have it both ways, if he’s going to send me to get his stuff he can take it the way I give it to him.” She pulled the last of his socks from the dresser drawer. “Why do you care anyway?”

		“I don’t.”

		“Bull.”

		“I don’t care; I really don’t, not anymore, not after … this morning.” She cocked her head sassily, an impertinent pout adorning her face.

		“It’s lust, that’s all it is,” Cynthia continued, “And what do you mean “this morning”?”

		Liza considered telling Cynthia everything about Aubrey’s flaming indictment of her scandalous sexual appetites, but that was a Pandora’s Box she didn’t want to open.

		Cynthia finished packing Aubrey’s things, then grabbing her beer from the dresser, she sank into the bed to finish it off. “You just liked his tight buns, and sparks fly, and you think it’s love.” She sighed wearily. “But it’s not.”

		“You’re one to talk.”

		Cynthia laughed. “I may not know what love is, but I know what it isn’t. You like the image of each other … this, this perfect picture you manage to produce for the world. But it has nothing to do with who you really are inside, so when you unwrap the package, what do you have? Nothing.”

		Liza looked at her, feeling pained and bored; she’d heard this before.

		“You just never had a way of drawing out the best in each other, you’re both so self absorbed. I wish I’d never introduced you.”

		“It was a lot more than what you think. And frankly, you’re being too kind to him, but I suppose that’s expected from his sister.”

		“Oh, I know he’s a selfish slut, and he wants his way on everything. God I lived with him for years, but … the truth?”

		She looked at her so sincerely that Liza could have spit! She’d tell her anyway, and was probably right, she always was—unnerving as it is to be best friends with the most reasoned, sensible, wise person on earth.

		“You need someone that’s not so pretty, not so much like yourself, someone raw around the edges, who drinks too much, who wouldn’t care if he embarrassed you; someone without all your rules, some decadent old hippie who won’t put up with your whining, but who won’t drop you because you do.” Liza looked at her friend’s thoughtful expression for a moment as she waited for her to finish her speech. “You need someone to put you in your place with a firm hand.”

		If only Cynthia knew how right she was, Liza thought to herself.

		It had not been a good season for men in Liza’s life. Three in two years, all making her explode sexually for a few brief months; but when it came to listening to her, and understanding the dark secrets of her bruised soul, and being patient with her odd needs, they couldn’t be bothered.

		

		Why did Cynthia always make sense? Liza wondered. She was always there to calm her, observe every little detail of her tempestuous relationship with men, and then dispense tidbits of wisdom with amiable brutality when the break-up was over. Cynthia may not have known everything about Liza. She didn’t know all the hidden things, the secrets fears in her mysterious convoluted mind. Although she know – practical intuition, she supposed – that Liza needed a different kind of man, not another of her ‘pretty’ attractions.

		But despite the advice, both of them knew Liza would probably do the same thing over again, letting the place between her legs overrule her reason. She’d find herself in bed with another man who couldn’t give her what she needed and secretly desired. Trying to turn some transient lust into meaningful love ended up looking painfully ridiculous.

		“Let me put a frozen pizza in the oven before you go,” Liza suggested.

		“No, I don’t need it, besides I have to go, Aubrey wants his things by eight, he’s planning some weekend away.” She rolled her eyes.

		Liza nodded, slightly wistfully. There were things about him she’d miss, it seemed strange to be alone again, another ending … .

		“Don’t do it,” Cynthia charged. Don’t spend your weekend pining in this apartment, eating everything in sight. I’ve seen you do it before.” One tear began to form in the corner of Liza’s eye, as Cynthia gave her a quick hug, and then flung the duffel bag awkwardly over her shoulder. “And don’t cry anymore, it’s just wasted. He may be my brother, but he wasn’t worth it.”

		“I just had such hopes, and now?”

		“We’ll get by, Liza, we always do.” She smiled tenderly. “Now don’t eat,” she ordered.

		“I won’t, I have lots of work at the gallery this weekend, a little auction Evan has planned. And he’ll be delighted about this break-up!”

		“To hell with Evan!”

		“Well, there’s another story just bubbling its way out of me. That should keep me happy.”

		“As long as it’s not about Aubrey.” Cynthia looked deadly serious.

		“No, not this one.”

		“Good.” She moved clumsily through the door with her brother’s three overstuffed bags, “I’ve got to quit doing this, the little tramp,” she added exasperated, and she was down the hall and in the elevator managing a quick wave toward Liza before the door closed.

		The apartment was strange without him; his ten month tenure beneath her roof had begun with his little boy excitement and her lust. Thrilled, she’d been thrilled with his handsome face, his wit, his lively eyes, and the dedication to his art. He’d been the perfect man in every way, except that he never understood what she wanted from him. He had called her kinky, perverted, some kind of weirdo. How many times had he said, “I’ll never do that, it’s ridiculous!” His words rang in her ears.

		But still, he was gone. She had that emptiness again. And what was worse, that strange obsessive voice dissecting her brain, to find the crack in her consciousness that would allow it entry, and then free reign. So many things she pushed aside for so long. Cynthia was right about her. She needed that ‘other kind of man’, whoever that was, who would take control and give her what she wanted. Yet as much as she yearned for that kind of man, she was scared to surrender.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Liza didn’t need to unlock the gallery; Evan was already there. Normally he didn’t come in until late afternoon on Monday, if at all. Should she explain her tardiness? No. She didn’t owe him an explanation.

		“God, what’s wrong with you?” he exclaimed, seeing her flustered face.

		“What do you mean?”

		“You look horrid,” he said. Horrid was his word of the month. The new paintings were horrid, the customers were horrid; the Devon studio showing across town was horrid. He used the word as if he’d just invented it, and was demonstrating its usefulness.

		Liza shoved her purse under her desk and looked up at him, employer, former lover, friend and genuine lout. His flashing eyes seemed incredibly bright for the time of day.

		“You been in long?” she asked.

		“It’s 11:00 my dear, where have you been?”

		She didn’t want to answer him. He didn’t seem too terribly upset with her, but it was hard to tell; his persona depended on his mood, the season, the climate and probably the positions of the planets.

		“You could have called,” he suggested civilly. He was posturing, waiting to pounce on something.

		“I suppose I could have, but you’re not normally here at this hour.”

		“My, are we playing bitch today, you having problems, with ah…what’s his name?

		Liza would cock her head at Evan when he annoyed her, look up through a fallen lock of blonde hair and eye him, her lips pursed to an irritated pout.

		Evan Mills could be damned charming, gallant, effusive, expansive and shameless; though anymore to Liza, he was a dictatorial ass.

		“Are you going to give me any credit for what I did until the wee hours Saturday?” she asked.

		“He’s left you, hasn’t he?” He followed Liza to the back of the gallery as she carried a load of prints in her arms.

		“You could help me,” she said.

		“Oh no! This is your concoction, not mine,” Evan reminded her.

		“And you’re going to make me regret it.” Liza had demanded he leave this one show to her genius alone. She was intent on proving that she could manage, design and coordinate the entire effort without his haughty ego leering over her every few minutes. He agreed to her demand because he was bored of shows, bored of the gallery, and more interested in looking for conquests between his legs, than conquests in the art world.

		“And are you regretting it yet?” He looked at her sternly, swaggering toward her.

		It was perverse the way he would flirt with her when they weren’t living together, and ignore her when they were. He put his hand on her ass, and smacked it hard so she nearly dropped the prints.

		“Dammit, Evan. Stop it!”

		“Ah, now you’re looking better, your eyes are snapping. You always respond so nicely when you’re being chastised. So when did he leave?”

		He knew. She didn’t hide herself well, and Evan knew her moods, the changing light in her eyes, and the shallowness of her face when she was strained and angry and tight inside.

		“We’ve been together too long,” she said. She put down the prints and began to shuffle through them for the one she needed. Black, lots of black and splashes of red orange, laced with turmoil, this could be a very strange show, if she didn’t watch herself. She noticed years ago that her choices in art were often the choices of her soul’s changing state responding to her sexual fulfillment, or lack thereof.

		“When did he leave?” Evan repeated.

		“Why do you care?”

		“Cause I want to torment you. You’re my little experiment, Liza, I like knowing my predictions are accurate.”

		At first, she wondered if it was because she walked out on him four years before. Although he told her then that he didn’t care; he only cared that she didn’t leave the gallery. She was indispensable. All Evan seemed to care about was having control of her. Whether it was in the bedroom or at work, it didn’t seem to matter.

		To him, that she stayed clear of his bed for months, even years at a time wouldn’t matter, she’d return; and in the interim, he’d have some recklessly gleeful sex, happy not to be fighting with her in middle of lust, waiting for her to be emotionally ready for the moment.

		“He left Friday morning,” she said.

		“For good?”

		“Yes.”

		He put his hands on her waist. She shook him off, even though his hands were large and warm, and so very masculine. They were controlling, just like his personality.

		“No Evan, this does not mean you have license to do anything to me.”

		She could have pummeled him on the spot, but he grinned so warmly with his winning wonderful sweet mouth, that she couldn’t be angry. This was always when he was the worst. She stared at him while he shrugged his shoulders, and gestured widely with his arms as if in a great exclamation, ‘Amen! I’ve won again.’

		“No problem precious Liza, hands off,” he said. He should have added, “until later,” for that was certainly what he was thinking. Instead, he turned around and sashayed toward the front of the shop, Liza knowing that if he had the talent to whistle, it would certainly have been the perfect moment.

		Would that he wasn’t so incredibly gorgeous. She couldn’t remember how many thousands of times she thought that when she was about to give in to him again. His beautiful dark brown hair, his charming bright smile, and dashing bright eyes, and of course, his perfectly conditioned, always well tanned body.

		

		That evening, as it was about time for their select patrons to arrive, she watched him. It usually began that way, looking at Evan as something other than her tormentor. She imagined herself with him again, what it would be like to be at his side, in his bed, fixing his breakfast, and doing all the other things that being his lover would require. Would it be so bad? Wouldn’t it be easier to have him and be done with it, to forget about other men? He knew her better than anyone else; he didn’t balk at all her obsessive needs; he didn’t even scowl or judge the crazy stops and starts when it came to sex.

		Most of all, Evan enjoyed the really deviant side of herself, the one that thrived on old-fashioned over the lap justice, corporal punishment, complete with tongue lashings—that healthy dose of scolding that made her tremble.

		Breaking in another lover would be so very difficult. So few men understood these curious needs in her, and had the creative inspiration to play her games with as much pizzazz as she required. Evan did. He had the capacity to be a breathtaking dominant, to hold her grasped in his authoritative presence, so that she’d shiver right down to her panties.

		The gallery was glowing, the incandescent light flickered just enough to make the artwork glimmer. It was a small, but perfect showing, and it was hers.

		“Mr. Hawke, may I take your coat?” Liza asked. The burly bearded fortyish man was Evan’s most precious client. He looked typically “Hawke” that night, brusque, in scruffy blue jeans, cowboy boots and a black suede shirt.

		He handed her the coat and eyed her carefully with his cold eyes, a penetrating stare that went right through her, as if he could see every detail of her soul. “You look remarkable this evening,” he said, and walked away.

		For three years Nathan Hawke had been coming to the gallery and never had he so much as spoken one personal word to her. Whatever possessed him now? Liza wondered. He always did business with Evan alone, always ignoring her. She had long considered that he was a throwback to the Neanderthal notion of women in their place, and their place was not in the business world—even an art gallery. Once, but just once, he’d eyed her while he waited in the reception area for Evan, and posing such an ominous picture, his stare so unnerving, she quickly found a reason to excuse herself to another part of the building.

		What did he mean by “remarkable?” she wondered from the safety of her assigned place at the front door. He was sitting with his back to her, waiting for the auction to begin. His rudeness fascinated her. He’d make a fine character in one of her novels.

		She stood with eyes glued to him, when he suddenly turned around and looked at her with a severe stare, then smiled lightly. He’d caught her.

		He should have politely turned back around, but he didn’t. Instead, he continued to stare, watching her squirm uncomfortably. She didn’t want to blush, but she did anyway. Evan’s appearance at the front of the room ended the peculiar encounter, as Nathan turned his attentions to the auction.

		When Liza figured the accounting the next morning, Nathan Hawke had purchased $30,000.00 in art, an impressive sum.

		“Good God, he spent a fortune!” she announced.

		“I love it!” Evan exclaimed.

		“What does this guy do?” Liza inquired.

		“Everything.”

		“Everything?”

		“I really don’t know, stocks I think, but lots of rumors surface when you’re as rich as he is. All I care about is that he loves my art, and he loves to pay for it,” Evan said flippantly.

		“Well, he must have loved my art last night,” Liza reminded him.

		“Oh, you want to take credit for this?” he said.

		“And why not? I did a damned good job on the showing.”

		“It’ll do,” Evan said absently, going back to his books.

		“Maybe if your Mr. Hawke wants more, I could show him some things personally,” Liza suggested, trying to rouse Evan’s interest.

		“I don’t think so, my dear.”

		“And why not?” she replied, baiting him.

		“Don’t set your sights on him,” Evan said in a typical warning tone.

		“Why not?”

		“He’s a nasty ass with women.” Evan didn’t even bother to look at her as he continued to pour over his accounts.

		“Not married?” Liza inquired.

		“I have no idea; I’d be surprised if he was.” He looked up at her. “I can’t imagine your sweet sensitive self in biker bars, and going to boxing matches, and the race track every Thursday.”

		“That’s what he does for fun?” she asked.

		“That’s what I hear, that and shelling out a lot of money for a print that should have only gone for about half the price.” Evan smiled deviously.

		“You’re kidding. I thought that was a fair price for that piece.”

		“I made a killing. He wanted that print. I don’t know why, but I made certain he paid exactly what I wanted him to.”

		“Maybe he doesn’t have to care about money?” Liza speculated.

		Evan shrugged. “I suppose he doesn’t, but what do I care?”

		Liza stared at her boss. To her dismay, her loins began to respond. Why when he was being such an ass did she fantasize about his prick, and all those other things?

		He looked up, catching her expression. “You look as if you’d like an interlude in the stockroom, maybe play our little games again, now that you’re free of who was it? Aubrey?”

		She couldn’t stop staring.

		“Yes, Aubrey,” he repeated. The memory of her latest love amused him. “How about some rope, care to be tied up?” he asked.

		“No,” she replied determined. That had been years ago, why did he think of it now? She was surprised he even suggested sex with her; he was supposed to be embroiled in a hot relationship with a little nineteen year old ‘friend of the family.’

		“I think you’re lying, Liza,” Evan said, rising from his desk, and moving around to put his hand gently on her chin. While she tried to keep from looking at him, he lifted her head, so that her eyes couldn’t help but look into his.

		“I don’t think this is a good idea, Evan,” she replied, though she was already beginning to lose her resolve.

		“Oh, but that doesn’t matter does it? You can’t help yourself.”

		“I can,” she countered.

		“Perhaps, but you won’t.” He dropped her chin, and took her hand, leading her into the stockroom.

		“See,” he said, pulling out a leather strap from the closet. “It’s still here, right where we left it.”

		Liza shuddered looking at it, remembering how many times she’d had the thing peppering her bottom with one mean stroke after another, while she gasped in excited, panting, throbbing need.

		“How long has it been?” he said, while his eyes gleamed.

		She didn’t want to give herself away, but she was certain that he knew her mind and loins anyway, no matter how indignant she acted, or how she might protest. She didn’t know how long it had been since the last time he’d strapped her ass, except that it had been too long. At least two years, and the feeble attempts she’d made to get her bottom royally spanked since then had failed miserably. The other participants just hadn’t had the knack required for a really good session. Unfortunately, Evan did.

		“How apropos. You wore a skirt,” he observed looking directly at her groin.

		“We can’t do this,” she whispered. Though even as she said it, it was as if she was moving down a path from which she could not veer, not even for an instant. She responded as if a compulsion had taken over and she was no longer in control of herself.

		Evan smiled, because he knew she would do exactly what he said. With his foot, he kicked an old antique metal stool into the center of the room. He’d used it before, for just such a session. They both remembered it well.

		“Kneel down and bend over,” he ordered.

		She hesitated.

		“Don’t try to control this, my love. I know you much too well. You get your ass over that stool or I’ll cane you too.”

		Caning she couldn’t stand, but this she could. And he was right, why try to avoid it?

		She knelt as she often had before. The floor was always too hard on her knees, but she would forget halfway through the episode when all she cared about was the way her ass burned and the rising heat between her legs.

		When she was bent over the stool, she could lay her stomach on the flat part; the rest of her, her breasts, arms and head, dangled over the edge. Her back side remained open and vulnerable to whatever punishment Evan devised. The strap might be one of the worst, but it was certainly one of her favorites.

		Evan briskly tugged at her skirt, so it was quickly bunched at her waist.

		“My, how lovely your rear is,” he commented, admiring the flesh he hadn’t seen in some time, but remembered well. “But panties? Really Liza, that’s hardly appropriate for a good submissive,” he taunted her.

		“I’ve had no recent training,” she reminded him meekly. Something about the position always made her turn so very humble. She’d likely call him “sir” in a moment, if she wasn’t careful.

		“Well, I’ll have to take care of that, won’t I?”

		Liza didn’t reply.

		Evan tore at her panties. The tiny bikini ripped away easily, leaving her bottom completely naked, her ass thrust out lewdly and her legs parted just as Evan liked them. Her bottom cleft was wide open, her sex available for his view.

		Drawing his arm back a good distance, Evan brought the strap down on her bottom with a good measure of zeal. It had been some time since Evan had had this kind of satisfaction, and he was going to enjoy it.

		“Oh, gawd,” Liza gasped aloud, as she remembered how wonderful and how horrible this would feel, all at the same time.

		Each successive blow landed, jerking her body, and creating a sudden and vivid pain that made her bottom feel as if it were on fire.

		The spanking continued with blow after blow raining down on her in rapid succession. Evan was not a slow methodical spanker. Liza always wished he would be. Instead, he let his fury be spent in quick blasts that sometimes lasted only a minute, and on other occasions as long as ten.

		“Oh, gawd, pleeese,” she began to cry, even as she wanted more. Her loins wiggled lewdly for him, revealing the extent of her arousal and her need.

		“Such a little spanking slut you are,” Evan observed, as he watched the lusty display. “You’ve really been deprived.” Evan was never content just to administer a paddling; the taunting was half the fun.

		

		He figured she had at least this one good punishment in her, and he would give it his best; although it was not in the least, as hard and thorough as it might have been. After all, he was still seducing her back to him. He didn’t want to cause her too much distress. It was a very precarious line he walked; his ephemeral “girl friend” had to be handled delicately. Although he was quite certain that he’d win her into captivity once more. He had not only the strap, but his charm as well, to dazzle her into his bed.

		“My gawd, Evan please, not that,” she squealed, as he landed one particularly nasty blow, right at the top of her thighs. How she hated that!

		“Oh, you’ll take that too, I’m just getting started.”

		Evan watched her bottom turn a vibrant crimson, as a wild rush of feeling surged through him. He saw the nasty slap at the top of her thighs turn pink, and with another snap of the strap, it turned red, like the rest of her ass.

		“Yeeeeaw,” she cried.

		He backed off and stared at her.

		

		Her cries dwindling away, it was so quiet, Liza could hear her own heart beating; and Evan could hear his own elevated breathing. As her bottom swayed in the cool breeze of the storeroom, the warmth spread throughout her thighs and belly and back, seeming to move everywhere throughout her.

		“Please,” she murmured as she teased him with an almost unconscious gesture. She wanted more.

		He brought the strap down on her bottom again, another round of fury unleashed, until she was protesting and fighting away her tears.

		“I told you, little bitch, didn’t I?” he taunted her.

		Why the hell did he have to be so right? Liza thought to herself.

		Though she was ready for a ruthless punishment, she worried that she wouldn’t be able to tolerate the painful strapping that he’d give her. It had been such a long time, she could imagine that he’d have lots of pent-up rage at her to expel. But thankfully, he was not without mercy.

		Dropping the strap, he pulled her to her feet, though he was hardly finished with her. He pushed her over the back of a chair, so that her punished bottom was as exposed as it had been over the stool—the perfect height for a meaningful violation.

		Unzipping his pants, he pulled out his cock and thrust it between her legs, into the warm succulent womanhood that could hardly wait to be filled by a stiff erection. He pounded her eagerly while she moved lewdly against his thighs. With each thrust he spanked her bottom with his hand, reminding her how much her bottom hurt; though by then, it was all sexual arousal, even the pain.

		When she heard him cry out as he climaxed, she pressed her red bottom against his groin. Then, his hand reached around her thighs to find her swollen throbbing sex, where just a few tender soft strokes brought her to an exuberant edge. He stayed with her until she peaked and thereafter, while she was catching her breath from the reckless fuck.

		

		When Evan withdrew from her, she remained poised over the chair, listening to the sound of him zipping his pants.

		He dealt a spirited smack to her rear.

		“Refreshing, Liza, refreshing,” he said jauntily. Winning a battle for him was something to gloat about. Winning it in Liza’s presence, winning it over her in particular, there was just nothing that quite compared with it. “Don’t bother with the panties; they don’t become a good submissive. Since you’re back in that role again my love, I’d suggest you behave yourself, or you’ll be spending more time back here bent over the stool than you will in the gallery.”

		With that, Liza stood. Back in the role? The phrase was daunting to say the least. Was she captured again, reduced to being Evan’s submissive one more time?

		Being abused by Evan was exquisite torture; why she craved it was her private torment; that she craved it was a fact that had been with her for so long, perhaps it was time to quit denying it.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		It was nearly midnight when Nathan Hawke drove into the parking lot of the Blue Goose Tavern. There were a dozen motorcycles still outside, the heavy country music blared, and he needed a beer.

		He ordered the darkest they had in a brown bottle, not their usual stock, but what they’d ordered for Nathan from Germany, because he insisted. He liked it thick and heavy, a meal all its own. He ate a crusty roll and a slab of sharp cheese, not realizing he was so hungry.

		The whole time he ate, he didn’t take his eyes off the young woman at the bar. He’d have her in bed by three a.m., the idea was satisfying. And he would enjoy the conquest of her small compact body, though it was never bodies that mattered to him as much as the energy, the life blood that flowed through women, and the wild aura that danced in and around them.

		“Two more beers,” he ordered the young woman, “and sit down.”

		“I’m sorry sir, I’m not supposed to get too familiar with the customers,” she answered.

		“I’m not a customer,” he lied, “I own the bar.”

		Her eyes lit up saucer-like. She hesitated, returned to the bar to order up his beer, and then with it hand, she sat down next to him.

		“You really own this place?” she asked innocently. She had short cropped dark hair, a hard well exercised torso; and, though her breasts were small, as were her hips, she had a fine well rounded bottom, two luscious mounds that would take a good deal of punishment were she inclined to such things. He imagined that it wouldn’t take much to have exactly what he wanted from her. There was an erotic element in her that suggested she would be very willing.

		“I never lie,” he told her.

		She’d heard about the man that owned the bar, and it was hard to believe she was sitting next him. He was everything, and more than promised.

		“You, my dear, don’t belong here,” he said, almost as a father would. She was hardly more than eighteen.

		“I don’t need you to tell me that,” she quipped back, instantly resentful. She began to rise from her seat, to which Nathan promptly pushed her back down. The gesture defined the rest of the evening. He had her won. In one single move, his authoritative manner assumed, never asked. She never needed to consent, for she too assumed that he was in charge. All in one gesture; it was all she needed. Sometimes it bothered her that she was so easily subdued, though yielding to this man was something different. She could tell it right away.

		“You’ll be off in an hour, I’ll wait,” he said, leaning back in his chair.

		“You think I’d go with you?” she asked without much indignation, she enjoyed the attention. She was even smiling.

		“Why not? You have no ties, and you’re bored,” he said.

		She looked at him respectful of his powers of discernment. “You can figure that out so easily? You do that with everyone?” she asked.

		“I just look at people and they tell me everything I need to know. What’s your name?”

		“Cassie Kline,” she answered readily.

		Nathan grinned. “See, Cassie Kline, you’ve just broken another rule of social relationships, giving your name to a total stranger.”

		She squirmed uncomfortably.

		“Well, you are my boss,” she said.

		“No, Hal’s your boss,” Nathan countered. “I just drink here, and pick up women.”

		She looked at him cautiously. “You mean that, don’t you?”

		“I don’t lie,” he repeated the refrain.

		“And you intend to pick me up?”

		“If you’re willing to give me what I want.”

		“I imagine I could satisfy you. What is it you want?”

		Nathan smirked, delighted with her naive, youthful appeal. “What you really need my young woman is a good spanking for making yourself much too accessible to me. You have no idea who I really am, and whether I would abuse you.”

		“Spanking?” she replied curiously. “Why, I haven’t had one in years.” She looked as amused as Nathan was.

		He fondled her leg at will, and she didn’t bother to protest, his hand was strong and warm and most decisive.

		Yet, Nathan confused her. He was an odd mixture of a man, one moment caring like a father, the next seducing like a scoundrel. But she was already hostage to his charms. She was used to boys, this one, a real man…the idea was tempting, and the truth? She was a bit of a loose woman; it wasn’t beneath her pick men up for quick screws and fast getaways; living that way was rebellion and rebellion felt good these days.

		

		They walked out of the Blue Goose before 2 a.m., Nathan setting his sights on a long night, likely until dawn, pleasuring himself in this young woman’s flesh. They drove to the edge of Nathan’s ten acre property, and entered down a side path that led toward the barns. It was too dark for Cassie to see much else, though Nathan knew the property like the back of his hand.

		Cassie could feel her stomach rise and fall with anticipation. On the ride he’d placed her hand between his legs to feel the swelling there. She relished the feeling of his manhood throbbing against her palm. She could hardly wait to cast her eyes on its erect form, and feel it inside her tight cunt.

		Once in the barn, Nathan found a lantern, which when lit, cast an amazing glow throughout the rustic place. The barn had been recently used for animals and she could still smell them, though there appeared to be none inside right now.

		As she grew accustomed to the change in light, Cassie watched Nathan’s eyes, how they glimmered darkly, a fact that only made her sexual excitement rise even more. She watched as Nathan moved a bale of hay into the center of one animal stall, and then sat down on it, while he motioned her to his side.

		“Come here, girl,” he said. He wore a fatherly look on his face, and she was immediately drawn back to her childhood, thinking of times when her own father “requested” her presence at his side.

		“You’re really going to spank me?” she asked, still a little in awe of the situation. This was the most unusual prelude to sex she’d ever had.

		Nathan’s smile was almost amused. “Like you’ve never been before,” he replied.

		“But … “

		“Don’t be cautious, you’re an adventurous girl, just see where it leads. I promise, I won’t hurt you. Though don’t forget you’ve earned this for being far too forward with a stranger. You need someone to put you in your place.”

		Cassie trembled trying to decide what to do. It seemed an impossible situation, hardly what she’d planned with this man; yet, she had no doubt about anything he’d said, and there was something very arousing about being beckoned to a paddling.

		Gingerly walking forward, she stood at Nathan’s side and allowed him to guide her over his lap. A sudden swell of feeling claimed her; each little gesture seemed to ignite her body all the more. When Nathan felt for the button of her jeans, she was practically in a panic. Her heart was pounding furiously, and she knew she was juicy in her pants. Nathan would be able to see that as soon as he stripped her of her clothes. She was embarrassed just thinking of it.

		Slowly pulling her jeans from her hips as he relished every little inch of flesh unveiled, her captor found her naked underneath.

		“No panties?” he asked.

		Cassie bit her lip, much more concerned with what was about to happen to her in the next few minutes, than with answering Nathan’s question.

		Over his lap, he gave her a gentle slap to start. Then another. And then a steady gentle flurry of slaps, one after another, first on one lovely round cheek and then the other. This was a firm spanking, but one she could bear. It was nothing like the angered spankings of her childhood, instead something so sweet and erotic that she thought she might actually climax in the midst of it.

		She held back her orgasm however, knowing that there was more to come. This was just a beginning. She could sense that this man had many more desires in mind for her before this night was over. She was smart enough to know that he was a master of pleasure. Cassie groaned lustily as Nathan continued with the sumptuous spanking, though her cries became more animated as the smacks of his hand became more passionate. A steady heat was building in her; her bottom was so warm and excited that she felt as if she was becoming liquid between her legs.

		“Oh, yes please,” she moaned to him. “Please, please more.” She couldn’t believe that anything this crazy could be so filled with pleasure.

		His hand gently beat her again and again, the rhythm almost reminiscent of a good screw. And then right in the midst of a flurry of smacks, Nathan would suddenly stop, so he could feel her burning bottom with his punishment hand. Kneading her flesh eagerly only made the desire burn even brighter.

		Then, starting the spanking again, he began at a new level, so that she was about to peak, on her way to orgasm. He continued on, making Cassie’s desire mount, so she thought she would burst. But by some instinct, Nathan finally stopped the spanking altogether, his hand dropping between her legs, where he could feel her wet warmth with his hand.

		A finger carefully slipped inside her hole and she was reeling, happily cumming all over the place, pressing herself against him, glad for the strangest reasons.

		Once her pleasured moans and pulsing diminished, Nathan slipped her off his lap, so that she slumped to the floor. He had her bent over on her hands and knees, opening her for himself. She was a hellion, responding back with an amazingly whorish abandon.

		

		They spent the next two hours together until they were both exhausted. He spanked her twice more before he was finished; it seemed each time was a more frenetic punishment, but each she greeted jubilantly. To her amazement Nathan’s contradiction of wild touch and tenderness inflamed her loins in a way she’d never before experienced. Most men she screwed on one-nighters didn’t bother that much with her. They’d always leave her wanting more, often without an orgasm at all, unless she brought herself off. This man was something else altogether.

		Nathan kissed her tenderly several times as they lay in the warmed hay; for Cassie it was an atypical ending to a one night spree. She hoped that it wouldn’t be their only night together, but she knew it was. They probably didn’t have another thing in common but their sexual tastes.

		

		For Nathan however, it was a very typical ending to a one night spree, physically satisfying yes, even emotionally compelling. This Cassie was surprisingly submissive for a young woman of such independence. And he knew how to take care of a woman’s needs so well, that when it was over, she’d be as pleased as he was. His only fear with women was their wanting him again, and he wouldn’t be able to comply with that need. He could give them most everything, but he couldn’t give them the satisfaction of an enduring relationship.

		Even with someone as lively as Cassie, there was something absent from the process of a conquest. Even when he could enact some session of punishment, that would lead to spirited lovemaking as they had done, there was something missing. Something had been absent for years, and he wasn’t sure what it was.

		He stroked her hair lovingly, though there was no love behind the act. Tenderness, affection, yes. But little more.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Liza kicked off her heels and picked up the mail from the floor, where it slid when the mailman pushed it through the door slot. There was nothing important there, nothing from a publisher, and nothing from her agent.

		She heard Wilson meowing. The cat was in the kitchen.

		Liza watched Wilson stretch her agile body to twice its normal length, waking from the long nap that had begun that morning. She pawed at the counter.

		Liza turned on the light, its harsh beams made everything look brighter than it was.

		Wilson recoiled momentarily.

		Pulling a can of cat food from the brown grocery bag filled with tiny little meal sized cans, she opened it with the electric can opener, noticing how the round blade was gunked with yuck. Needed cleaning. Little things about her apartment were like that, though the overall appearance was neat as a pin.

		As Liza went through all the familiar motions, she wondered if she’d read another book tonight. She’d just finished some else’s novel about a failed relationship, which was not a whole lot different than the one she’d written. Perhaps instead, she’d take another stab at the great black hole of writing where her manuscripts seemed to disappear forever in the web of publishing nightmares.

		Four manuscripts, four hundred rejections so it seemed. Four dusty novels neatly placed in three ring binders resting on the left hand side, top shelf of her five shelf bookcase. There wasn’t room for another three ring binder, just space enough for a real novel, a real book in hardcover or paper back, it didn’t really matter, as long as eventually it would sit there next to the unpublished ones, and, next to the one bright spot in her writing career. Yes, there had been one bright spot: the novel, a little piece of trash that she’d whipped off in one afternoon, and one long night when she was on her period, and Evan wouldn’t touch her. At the time she was so sexually aroused she had to do something to relieve the unrelenting ache.

		What was God trying to tell her, when the editor called with the great news, just a week after she’d sent him the book? “I’d like to publish your novel! Have you picked a penname?”

		God! She couldn’t even tell anyone about this triumph, because then they’d ask, and then she’d have to admit that her first novel was a basic piece of pornography.

		Evan had laughed, thinking it was uproariously funny that she’d made her mark on the publishing world with a neat little novel about a woman with a raunchy mind and “ample breasts and long lithe limbs and pouty little lips”. He’d said it so sarcastically she wanted to slap him!

		Some day she’d show him. She’d hand Evan a real novel written in her own hand, inscribed with some vicious little reminder that all her nights hadn’t been wasted, and she was truly a gifted novelist.

		Her latest attempt, ANGUISH, was a re-telling of her second novel. She’d been inspired late one night. It had been in the middle of an attack of guilt after she’d had sex with Evan. She was supposed to be having sex with her lover Stephen, though the relationship was clearly on the skids… .

		Evan had walked into her apartment that evening while Stephen was still at his office; her former lover was delivering price sheets for a show the following day. He found her aroused, at that very moment wishing she could have some of the spark and pizzazz that she’d often had with Evan. Incredibly astute, Evan seduced her into a spirited spanking, on the grounds that she was getting far too testy with him. He blistered her bottom raw with his bare hand. And though she was crying like a baby when he was finished, they couldn’t get to the bedroom fast enough. Her bottom and everything else was on fire. Evan screwed her hard and fast, giving her an orgasm that made every orgasm with Stephen pale miserably in comparison. Yes, and right there in Stephen’s bed, no less. Evan hardly escaped the apartment before the rightful owner of that bed was asking for a quick, though uninspired screw.

		Once she succumbed to Evan again, her relationship with Stephen was over. She couldn’t rationalize the love part anymore, when everything sexual with him was so mundane. Sex with Stephen had never been great, even at the start; and this little kick in the pants from Evan was all she needed to make the move.

		Fucking Evan again was glorious, though she’d never admit this to him. His hot flesh against hers was wonderful and it had been a long time since she’d had bliss anything like it. She knew the feelings were temporary, that her sexual arousal with him was always capricious, arriving most often when she was hardly conscious, and probably a little too drunk. When she was blessed by its sudden wild appearance in her loins, sex was the most glorious thing on the planet. If only she could repeat it daily. Sometimes she wondered if there wasn’t something in the ethers conspiring against her glimpses of ecstasy.

		Unfortunately however, her sexual fulfillment with Evan never lasted for more than a few months. He was often so emotionally bruising that she just couldn’t be in love with him. He would periodically get very surly with her; then, even when he spanked her, it didn’t have the right spark. Oh, any good spanking turned her on, but she wanted more than just the erotic rush; she was foolish enough to want real love and commitment.

		It was in the immediate aftermath of her stolen fuck with Evan, while she was feeling just the tiniest bit of remorse over her indiscretion, she got inspired and stayed up all night rewriting, ANGUISH, the painful story of her neurotic characters and their miserable lives. Within a week the novel was finished again, and she submitted it to Malcolm. He’d had it now entirely too long, sending it back to her several times for rewrites, promising each time that it would sell. “Just be patient,” he’d say in all too condescending a tone.

		

		When Wilson was finished with her meal, her breath decidedly fishy, Liza scooped her into her arms and carried her into the bedroom. She nearly stumbled over the box of Christmas decorations she’d been stumbling over for two weeks. Maybe this weekend she should turn this disaster pit into some kind of order. After the premiere. She’d have to wait for that.

		Liza undressed, and then picked up the cat. “Oooo, you sweet little baby,” she cooed to Wilson. “You’re such a soft sweet little kitty,” she snuggled the gray cat close to her bare breasts.

		The cat dropped from her arms and jumped on the bed, on the cocktail dress she’d laid out for the following night.

		“No, Wilson, get off!” she shouted.

		Her shout was much too loud, too annoyed, Liza thought. She didn’t like the way she flung Wilson from the bed. This is getting to me, the anxiety of the book, and now the opening,” she thought to herself. I have to have some kind of relief.

		With no effort at all, her mind was suddenly drawn back to Evan. Her thoughts settled on pictures of another paddling from the man she loved and hated with the same breath. The awful truth about the whole thing was how much she really wanted to be punished, how much she wanted Evan scolding her as he did so well, then making her submit to some not so gentle admonishment with his leather paddle or his hand.

		This prevalent fantasy led straight to sensuous moments with her body, her hands beginning to wander over the satin surface of her flesh. It was warm between her legs and she would likely orgasm in a few minutes. This time however, there was something more churning inside; a racy story was bursting from her. It had gnawed at her brain for several weeks; and try as she might to avoid its noxious presence, it refused to disappear.

		Getting up from her bed, Liza put on her bathrobe and returned to the living room, to the corner where the computer had sat idle for several days. It had been far too long since she’d written anything, but now there was only one story that she could write. If nothing else perhaps getting it down in some computer file, might drive the unwanted thing from her mind, so she could concentrate her attention on writing she found more important.

		

		I’m driving to the ocean to meet him. I can feel his presence surround me, though we’re still miles away. The closer I get to him, the more I see the moments after my arrival… .

		He’ll be angry with me for having taken so long. He’ll be angry for having deceived him, for having been with other men when I should have been with him. I can already see the stern look on his face, the way his eyes will glimmer. When I enter the cottage, no doubt he’ll be waiting for me, sitting in his leather chair with the soft back. I’ve been bent over that chair many times, and likely it will happen again that I’ll feel that soft cool leather against my naked pussy, as I wait for him to lay his wrath, in the form of his paddle, across my bottom.

		There will only be half a smile on his face, a curious calm will pervade him. The anger he feels isn’t squelched, but turned into lust driven passion, that will play out joyously in its own unique way.

		He’ll make me stand in front of him demurely, before he even begins. There’s this overwhelming need in me to feel humble, when I’m hardly a humble woman at all. Perhaps, this is just the pendulum swinging in the other direction. I live my life so independently, I count on him to fulfill the other side of my psyche that craves this other side of life.

		He’ll stare at me for some time, then say, “You know what you deserve, do you not?”

		“Yes, sir,” I’ll answer. I’d never think of calling him “sir” under ordinary conditions; but now this moment calls for this kind of formality.

		“I should think we could get beyond this point in our relationship, but you seem to beg for it, my dear,” he’ll say. We both know that we’ll never get beyond this point. This is as essential to our relationship as sex itself, as being honest, as kissing when we say good-bye. Strangely we both need it, each in our own way.

		“I’m sorry,” I’ll tell him meekly.

		“Speak up!” he’ll demand.

		“I’m sorry,” I repeat, in a much louder voice.

		“Sorry is never good enough, go get the paddle.”

		I’ll retrieve the wooden paddle that hangs conspicuously on the wall. Once a friend asked what it was for and he told him, “I spank her when she misbehaves.” The man raised his eyebrows in wonder and said he’d like to see that. The friend was treated to a demonstration. Over my lover’s lap in seconds, I was spanked, pants down, with that wooden paddle, until I was begging for mercy. Then, he was merciful, because he didn’t want to alarm his friend. But his time, I know he won’t show much mercy at all. I’ve been a very bad girl.

		When I hand him the paddle, he’ll look me straight in the eye and just stare for a few seconds. He always does this; he always wants me to see the fire there, how much he burns with intention. While I’ll be hot and wet between my legs, I’ll also tremble. I’ll feel as if my feet and legs can’t even hold me up. There are many ways he punishes me, but this time, he’ll likely point to a straight back chair, which I’ll pull from the dining room table into the center of the room. As is our ritual, I’ll bend over and place my palms on the cushioned seat, where I’ll stare in fixed gaze at the burgundy needlepoint seat with its pale blue flower. I think I’ve memorized every detail of that pattern, the many times I’ve been in this position.

		He’ll rise from his chair and approach my waiting posterior, and with ritual grace reach down and gather the hem of my dress in his hands. Pulling it up over my bottom, I’ll stand there with my naked rear exposed. In nothing but garter belt, stockings and high heeled shoes, I’ll await his first smack. I’m dressed this way because he demands it; he’d have a fit if I wore panties when I knew I was going to be spanked. Actually, he’d prefer that I never wore panties at all. He likes to think he owns my rear, and that I must always be ready for a paddling.

		He’s always said a good submissive woman should anticipate the inevitable every minute of her day.

		On a night like this, he’ll likely dispense with preliminaries, the times when he runs a hand along my bottom as if he’s feeling some tender affection for it. Affection has no place, at least for this part of a necessary chastisement. Though he might find it fitting later.

		One thing I’m certain of, tonight will be chastisement of the highest order.

		I won’t be able to see how he draws the paddle back, though I’ve pretended often enough, that I was “out of body”, looking down on the whole thing seeing how his face screws up nastily as he applies that first shocking whack, and then as he continues the punishment in earnest.

		He’ll lose little time applying the successive smacks of his paddle, with the deliberate intention of covering every inch of my rear end with stinging blows. My bottom will burn almost instantly, but it will only be after a second round of smacks begin that I’ll really feel the pain of it. Then it will go beyond an erotic rush, to the painful punishment it’s intended to be.

		I’ll start to squirm, then I’ll feel tears burning in my eyes. I’ll protest mightily, “Please, no, oh please, stop!” That will go on without ceasing until he finally stops. But this chastisement may take some time, the way he’s feeling about me tonight. He may pause occasionally as he proceeds, just because he’ll see my distress and dancing feet, and know I’ll need a break so that he can go on.

		He’ll likely pause just enough to see how my bottom changes hue, each cheek seared with an unrelenting fire, turning the finest shade of scarlet. He’ll admire that red splash of color, the erratic way it appears on my white cheeks. But not being finished, he’ll begin again, starting over as if he hadn’t even given me one smack. My protests will rise uselessly into the air. I’ll be forced to the limits of my endurance, knowing full well that this agony will not be over until my rear is raw and I’m sobbing.

		When he finally finishes, I’ll remain bent over the dining room chair while he inspects the damage, and completes his admonishment. He’ll tell me that my reckless behavior worries him, that compromising myself hurts him, and that he’ll repeat this process, and even more, if I stray from him again. He’ll remind me again of the commitment I’ve made to him, that my slutty behavior will not be tolerated. I’ll love every minute of the diatribe, as it makes me shiver down to my very core.

		By the time he’s finished his lecture, the horrible burning in my bottom will have diminished, replaced by an extraordinary warmth that will sexually arouse me. With the tirade concluded, he’ll massage my ass. I’ll wince just slightly, but that will simply fuel my sexual fires all the more. He’ll press his hand between my legs where my cunt is throbbing and nearly orgasmic.

		Then he’ll enter me right there, or on the couch, or in his bed, or on the table, anywhere his heart desires. I’ll melt against him, my lush body so open and willing, I’ll do anything his body craves. I can almost feel his chest pressed against me, the fullness of his cock pushed deeply inside. I can hear my heart flutter inside as a climax claims us both, and we shudder, delighted we’ve walked this rude road again.

		I know all his moves, his moods, his joy and anger. He leaves me spellbound. What I feel afterward is heaven descending to caress me. How I justify this is not important anymore. It only matters that it works.

		Now, however, as I pull my car into his driveway, I know it will be a long time before I experience any feeling of bliss. As I exit the car I look at the glowing yellow in the cottage window. Yes, he’s there. My body roars, attacked in my crotch with arrows of sexual longing, desire mounting on desire. My bottom can already feel that first sting as I walk to the door and turn the doorknob.

		I can’t wait.

		

		Liza typed the story, her fingers flying across the keyboard as she completed the last line. It was an orgasmic experience, not that her body actually climaxed as she wrote the piece, but that her mind, emotions and sexual arousal peaked with a rush of excitement. Putting these words on paper was nearly as good as having sex, and certainly a lot more satisfying than writing some mundane fiction. Still, she didn’t want to admit it to herself.

		Oh, this had happened before, this curious heated ecstasy! Her racy novel was filled with such scenes that had put her into erotic bliss a dozen times as she wrote the book. What was worse was how easy it was to write erotica; it poured from her like fine wine, the words appearing effortlessly on the page. She could have written all night, long into the wee hours of the morning; except that she had too much to do the following day, she couldn’t afford to lose any sleep.

		There was a whole novel coming to her about the woman in the short story, who didn’t even have a name right now. Perhaps she should call her Liza, she sounded so much like herself. And was the man’s name Evan? Liza wondered. She had to admit that it was his face that appeared to her when she wrote, though there was some reluctance to see him in any continuing role in her life. The woman in the book loved the man that spanked her. But Liza herself wasn’t so certain that she could ever call her relationship with Evan, love.

		

		Wilson meowed. Jumping on the desk she climbed across the keyboard.

		“You naughty cat,” Liza purred to the gray beast, as she pulled her off the keys. “You’re going to mess everything up.” She watched Wilson scamper away when she dropped the cat on the floor.

		Liza wished she had a man to nuzzle against, a man to spank her bottom raw, and dominant her ruthlessly in bed, and love her with the same ruthless fervor as he punished her.

		This story is too damned real! she thought to herself.

		It’s probably why she kept avoiding the computer on these evenings when she was alone and frustrated. She shut the computer down, and watched as the screen finally when blank. Maybe now she could sleep, though her mind was still a maze of thoughts and worry as she put her head on the pillow. Her hand rested between her legs gently playing with herself, but she’d had enough of everything for one night, so she fell off to sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Nathan Hawke didn’t look like he belonged in the middle of the glitz.

		“Keep your eye on him,” Evan had said as he dashed past her, too busy to keep an eye on the man himself.

		The carnival atmosphere annoyed Liza, her artistic sensibilities recoiled from such ostentatious displays, but this was Evan Mills in his glory on the occasion of his most important premiere of the year.

		It was comforting to know that Evan trusted her with Mr. Hawke that night, when he’d never trusted her with him before. Evan had been thoroughly astonished that Nathan Hawke agreed to attend, after he’d declined the invitation three years running. With all his other concerns, Evan had little choice but to allow Liza to “watch” the man.

		Liza kept her distance.

		The idea was silly in itself, as if somehow she was expected to prevent the man from leaving without spending the wad of cash in his pocket.

		She didn’t mind “watching” Nathan Hawke however, she liked the way he was dressed in jeans, cowboy boots still caked with mud and a sweat shirt, while the rest of the guests were black tie formal. He was hand carved handsome, and that surprised her; she hadn’t remembered being attracted to him in the usual ways, the attraction she had for him now wasn’t at all familiar. Remembering him from the auction the previous October, his smirk, her embarrassment, his defying eyes; she had been captured for just those few seconds by such a combination of attitudes she couldn’t put her finger on just exactly what he was attempting to convey to her when he caught her staring at him—if he was trying to convey anything at all.

		“Liza, didn’t I ask you to keep your eye on Mr. Hawke,” Evan whispered in her ear.

		“I am,” she responded evenly. “He’s right over there looking at the Sanchez paintings.”

		“Oh horrors, why is he so fixed on them?” Evan’s face was pained.

		“They’re magnificent paintings.”

		“They wouldn’t look at all right in his house,” Evan sternly reprimanded her, as if she’d been there herself and could see the obvious flaw of such a possibility.

		“Maybe he’s just enjoying them,” Liza suggested.

		“He’s never been at a showing like this for more than ten minutes. These things bore him, I can’t imagine why he’s stayed so long.”

		“Maybe you did such a good job, he’s found more to enjoy.”

		“Never!” Evan sighed miserably. “Oh, my God, I have to run, please take care of him. You’ll be out on the street if he walks out of this gallery without one of the Ashley’s under his arm.”

		“Sure,” Liza tried to smile politely.

		Liza ignored Evan’s anxiety and moved about the gallery with a smile on her face, being bubbly, helpful and gregarious. a skill she’d learned from Evan, though it would never be natural for her. She kept her eye out for the elusive Nathan Hawke, but hadn’t found him again.

		“Miss Morning.” She heard her name and turned around. “I thought I’d lost you at last, but here you’ve found me again.”

		“Sir?” she questioned.

		Nathan’s dark eyes went straight through her.

		“So you’re doing Evan’s bidding tonight?” He sounded irritated.

		“I’m sorry if I’m bothering you,” Liza replied firmly, trying not to sound too defeated by his annoyance.

		He looked through her again.

		“I don’t plan to steal anything,” he said.

		“Did I accuse you of that?” Liza quipped back, annoyed herself.

		He smiled a half smile. There was something rudely charming about him, totally self absorbed but gentle; his demeanor screamed control. Mysterious. Immovable. Standing so close to him, it was all the more apparent.

		“This one,” Nathan said to her, pointing to the dark green and orange painting in front of him. He’d apparently resigned himself to Liza’s attentive presence. “I like the color, but it’s too shallow.”

		“It’s not my favorite,” Liza stated.

		“That’s good.”

		“Evan did ask me to be available to help you in any way, I’m sorry I was so obvious.”

		“I know Evan’s intentions, you needn’t apologize. He’s probably wondering why I haven’t left yet.”

		“You’re astute.”

		“Yes, I am.”

		They walked together down a corridor of paintings, stopping to view each thoroughly.

		“You’re a writer I hear?” he said, quite unexpectedly.

		“How would you know that?” Liza answered.

		“Evan.”

		She nodded. “He told you that?”

		“Why not?”

		“Because he’s never acknowledged anything I’ve written.”

		“That doesn’t surprise me,” Nathan commented. “Actually I saw a book on his desk some months ago, oh it was probably last year sometime. He told me you’d written it. BOLD DESIRES, I think was the name.”

		Liza blushed without thinking.

		“I’m surprised he showed it to you, that’s not exactly what I’d like to be known for, but it did sell.”

		“Sex usually does. Is that the only thing you’ve written?”

		“God, No!” she replied emphatically trying to distance herself from her erotic novel.

		“Are you any good?” He turned from the paintings and looked at her severely, nearly backing her against the wall with his words alone.

		“I think so.”

		“You think so?”

		“I am good!” Liza affirmed.

		“So why do you play clerk in this gallery and let Evan Mills run all over you?”

		“It’s how I make a living until my next novel sells, though I don’t know why I should defend myself to you,” Liza replied indignantly.

		“You shouldn’t,” Nathan rejoined flatly. He went about his browsing. This time Liza didn’t follow him. To hell with Evan’s edict. So far, Mr. Hawke knew a piece about her that only Evan and a handful of her closest friends knew. It made her feel all too exposed to a man that she found herself fearing, though she couldn’t be certain why.

		

		The gallery was becoming more crowded.

		Everything sparkled – the beads dangling on glamorous, tinsel trappings, gold teeth, bald heads and cut crystal punch cups.

		About this time of night, as Evan shined, Liza faded into her self-imposed oblivion. Her head ached, her feet hurt, the lycra in the tight dress had begun to bind and she had several hours of smiles to produce before she could gracefully leave.

		She escaped to the balcony where it was quieter.

		Evan waved her to come down, but she pretended not to notice him, the crowd was just a blur, maybe too much champagne she wondered, peering down. To her relief, Evan forgot about her, jabbering away with all his nonsense shining. Must be some big purchase going down, she thought, the way he moved so forcefully toward a couple in front of the bronze and copper statue in the foyer. She watched Evan work his way with the balding gentleman and his handsome wife; she’d never seen them before, they were guests of some of Evan’s guests. With enough money it didn’t matter who crashed Evan’s parties.

		Pulling her attention away from them, she realized there was someone standing behind her. An eerie shiver raced up her body.

		“So, you enjoy being submissive to Evan’s whims.” It was not a question but a statement, and she was instantly nauseated at the thought. But she didn’t move, not an inch, she couldn’t even turn around. She knew it was Nathan Hawke behind her, and that made it even worse.

		A finger slowly traced its way down her back, from her neck to where the shimmering blue of her dress ended just above her bottom. She enjoyed the effect of wearing a dress that daring; she picked it out and showed it to Evan, who thought it was certainly risqué. “Do you really want to be so tawdry tonight?” he asked. Evan didn’t really care what she wore, except that it might have an effect on his patron’s often stuffy judgments. Though the effect on this particular admirer was obvious.

		She tried to draw back. “I beg your pardon?” she sounded really prim.

		“How about a little adventure, Liza Morning?” He laid his hand casually on her bottom, as if it belonged there, then gave her a tender smack. Her first instinct was to respond to the jolt, but she didn’t dare.

		She turned around, “an adventure?” she questioned.

		“Get your coat and meet me at the front door.”

		They were just inches apart, she couldn’t back up for she was on the edge of the long flight of stairs.

		“What do you mean?” she asked.

		“I have the perfect antidote to this occasion.” His eyes shown gleefully.

		He grabbed her arm to keep her from stepping backward.

		“Get your coat,” he said as he stepped back himself and released her.

		She would have thought she was drunk the way her head spun, though she’d had only a few sips of champagne. Something savage pounded in her. Why the hell not go with him? There was something too annoying about being Evan’s little bauble for the rest of the night.

		

		“How did you know I’d come with you?” Liza asked, when they were in Nathan’s Jeep.

		“Can’t say I did,” he replied. He drove with alarming speed through the tangled network of streets until they were free of the city and hastening toward some unknown destination.

		“So, what are you writing now?” he asked as if he were settling into a long conversation.

		“A romance novel.”

		“A romance?” he mocked.

		“And why not?”

		“I thought you were a serious writer.”

		“There’s nothing wrong with it,” she replied indignantly.

		“Why not more tawdry sleaze?”

		“That book was a fluke,” Liza said.

		“I see,” he replied, obviously amused.

		Liza didn’t appreciate it. And was this conversation just to be pleasant, or did he have something particular in mind?

		“So tell me about the novel you’re waiting to sell?”

		Liza hesitated for a moment. He must have talked to Evan more than she had figured; and he must have pried quite deliberately, because Evan rarely talked about her to anyone, and would never make unsolicited remarks about her writing.

		“It’s about the terror of being alone after a relationship falls apart,” she said.

		“And you know that scenario well?” he asked.

		“Well enough.”

		This sounded more like an interrogation than casual interest.

		They turned off the highway and pulled into the parking lot of a clapboard tavern with a lonely neon light blinking on and off in some erratic sequence. There were a least a half dozen motorcycles parked by the door, and a conglomeration of pick-up trucks and 1970’s cars with rust growing rampant on the doors.

		Evan mentioned biker bars. Her heart skipped at the thought of entering the place, especially the way she was dressed. She wished she was wearing an old pair of jeans.

		Inside, Nathan ordered two draft beers and motioned her toward the corner of the smoky establishment where two pool tables were surrounded by men in rough beards and biker leather.

		“We’ll have the next game,” Nathan demanded.

		“Hey, look at you!” one man called out to him. Nathan took a playful punch from the lanky young man with the scraggly brown beard and a pool cue in his hand.

		“The lady wants to play a little pool,” Nathan said.

		“Aright … and a beauty she is.” He was drunk.

		Liza figured they all were.

		Nathan removed her coat to the sound of several whistles.

		“They’re not going to hurt you,” he whispered in her ear, “I won’t let them.” He offered her the cue stick, “You start,” he said aloud.

		“I’ve never played,” Liza protested.

		“Don’t lie.” He was damned amused, and she didn’t like it.

		She eyed him sternly, then grabbed the cue from Nathan’s hand and strutted to the table. Lining up her shots with care, she pocketed three balls in a row.

		“What a pro,” the lanky young man exclaimed

		“But what a tight-ass little bitch, Nate. Can’t you find one that’s a little more friendly?”

		“She might be more friendly, Hank, if you were less of an ass. She is a lady.”

		“You taken up with the respectable sort. You wasn’t doing that last night,” Hank ribbed him.

		“That was last night,” Nathan retorted. He took his own shots and downed two beers, while Liza watched.

		She tried being annoyed and petulant, but that didn’t work. She was neither. Being indignant wouldn’t work either, she was too old to be shocked, and too tired to care. Suddenly it was humorous. Even though her stomach felt queasy, she finished her beer.

		Nathan pulled her aside.

		“Enjoying yourself?”

		“I don’t know, I’d feel better in blue jeans, and in the fresh air.”

		“You look perfect just like you are,” Nathan stated. “You really need air?”

		“I’ll be okay,” she insisted, giving up an opportunity to leave. Maybe she was enjoying this. She leaned over again to take another shot.”

		Nathan’s cue stick started to lift her dress, and she pulled up straight.

		He laughed.

		She looked at him dumbfounded and Nathan chortled. He was having a great time. She never met a man like this, clever, boorish, charming, unpredictable and dangerous. They finished their game, and their beer, and left, his long arm surrounding her as if it were meant to be there, though she couldn’t exactly say why.

		They drove for a while in silence.

		“Like my friends?” he finally asked.

		“Not really. Where are we going?” Liza asked, she was unfamiliar with the dark country road, it was not the one that had brought them to the Blue Goose Tavern.

		“Maybe the adventure isn’t over,” he said

		The tension between them was prickly. She’d been at this moment with other men many times before, and knew very well where it led. Usually it was welcome because she was in control; but that reassurance was absent with this man, and that frightened her.

		They were approaching the city from an unfamiliar direction. She recognized some of the landmark buildings, but when they reached the vicinity of the gallery and he stopped the Jeep, she was perplexed. For some reason it was the last place she expected to be.

		“Where’s your car?” he asked.

		“Umm,” she fought with herself to remember, “… in the parking garage around the corner.”

		He drove her to her car and waited while she scrambled for her purse and coat. The uneasy panic that had settled in since they left the bar quickly vanished, replaced with puzzlement that would go unresolved that night.

		“You’ll regret I didn’t do something more, Liza Morning. But don’t worry, I will in time. I’ve got a fix on what you really need,” he said solemnly. He smiled; this time gently, as if to soften the effect of their bizarre adventure. Then he leaned across her to open the door as if he were literally pushing her from the car.

		

		“Where the hell have you been?” was Evan’s thoroughly expected invective on her return to the gallery. She would have climbed in her car and driven home without a confrontation, but once Nathan was out of sight, she realized her car keys were still in the gallery.

		Evan swaggered toward Liza in the dim light of the vacant gallery, it was nearly two a.m.. In the shadows his eyes could have killed with their cold flashing glare.

		“We went out for fresh air.”

		“We?”

		“Nathan Hawke.”

		Evan’s eyes lit strangely. “For three hours?”

		“The show was nearly over.”

		“The show went on until l:00,” he replied indignantly. “And did you screw him too?”

		“No, Evan, I didn’t screw him.”

		“But you will.”

		“What the hell do you mean?”

		“I know you.”

		“Maybe not.” She was furious for his implication. She stared at him trying to find something really good to say, but all she could manage was a seething, “I despise you.”

		“That’s what makes our relationship so interesting,” he said.

		She knew what he meant. He stood just ten feet from her. He moved closer still, and though she had no intention of responding, it was unconscious. His smile was broad, his swagger elegant. It was happening again, always when she wanted it least.

		She wanted to love Evan, told herself she did, again and again. And what was love, but this abundant attraction that set aside the enormous deficiencies in Evan’s demanding personality? He’d done more for her than any man, they both knew that … and she should love him. Was there really that much not to love?

		“I’m sorry I left,” she conceded.

		“You want me to forgive you?”

		“Yes.” There was a coy childishness in her voice.

		“You find Nathan Hawke attractive?” Evan put his arms around her and looked down at her sweetly.

		“You were right when you called him a brute,” she answered with a sly grin.

		Evan acknowledged the comment with kisses, the tiny penetrating kisses that demanded she just receive, not give back. He ran his hand slowly down her back. She shivered.

		“You can spend the night,” she suggested.

		“I suspected that,” he replied. “As soon as I take care of a few things.” With his arms around her, he planted both hands on her ass and squeezed.

		“And what would that be?” Liza asked, allowing herself to be drawn to him.

		“You owe me Liza, ducking out the way you did. I ought to fire you. But instead, I’ll take it out of your pretty little ass, that’s how I’ll take my payment.”

		“As tired as we both are?” she protested.

		“I wouldn’t worry about that, my love, it’ll wake us up.” His look was positively triumphant as he relished every moment, making his naughty girl friend squirm.

		Evan guided her out of the gallery and locked the door.

		“You’re going to punish me at home?” she asked.

		“Exactly,” Evan confirmed.

		Evan didn’t normally make her wait for a spanking. He liked to do it on the spot, in the heat of his anger when the thoughts were fresh. Her only hope to avoid the inevitable payback was to hope that Evan would be too consumed with lust to bother; but since spanking her just fueled his sexual juices, she didn’t think that was likely.

		

		Once at her apartment, Evan walked around the living room with a typically circumspect view as if the place was an art gallery and he was a critic. He hadn’t been in her home in the last two years.

		“You’re still hanging these on the wall?” he said nodding at two self portraits she had done years before. Not the most profound pieces but sentimentally appealing to her.

		“I like them,” she replied. She watched his perusal carefully. When he didn’t spank her on the spot, he liked to torture her, mock her a little, drive her up the wall with anxiety. She could sense him laughing under his mocking cool.

		“I’d guess so,” he said derisively. He strolled to a small bar at the side of the room and poured himself a scotch before he continued his journey about the living room. It was modest to his taste, his own apartment outrageously huge and showy; he would always find Liza’s taste quaint.

		“So, you still keep that riding crop I bought for you?” he said turning directly to her at last.

		No, he hadn’t forgotten his promise. The trouble was when he threatened to spank her, it always produced the most wickedly wonderful expectant feeling, so she would truly be disappointed if nothing happened.

		“It’s in my closet,” she replied. She was practically trembling already.

		“Bring it here.” He maintained his causal indifferent attitude, but he was hardly indifferent at all. Were she to counter him, he’d turn nasty, and she didn’t want that.

		Retreating to her bedroom, Liza rummaged through her closet finding the shocking implement at the very back, buried there some two years earlier when she couldn’t look at it anymore. She’d almost thrown it away in one passionate episode, when she tried to deny her submissive inclinations; but the back of the closet would do, just in case.

		Liza didn’t like remembering how Evan had bought it for her. He’d been terribly angry with her, and just when she thought he was over his rage, in a moment of high inspiration, he presented it to her at a dinner party. Right in front of a half dozen guests, he handed her a long flower box, which Liza opened happily expectant. Seeing the contents of the box with the ruthless looking leather-covered riding crop, her face burned bright red with embarrassment as she gazed up at his pleasant snicker. It was simple revenge. He was getting back at her in the worst way possible, attempting to expose with this present a well hidden piece of their sex life.

		When Liza stormed out of the dinner party with as much aplomb as possible, she walked out on him for good, so she said. But Evan was always good at dangling carrots in front of her; and she returned to him, just as he knew she would, yielding to the pleasant wrath of the crop laid firmly against her bare bottom.

		Returning to the living room now, Liza dropped the implement on her couch.

		“You don’t want this?” Evan asked her.

		“Is it necessary?” Liza questioned him.

		“Oh, it’s very necessary,” he replied, setting his scotch down on the table and retrieving the crop from the couch. “You deserve it, want it, and need it; what more could I ask?”

		For an instant, Liza was terrified, but Evan was right. She wanted it badly. Even if it was always difficult to admit it. “Sometime, couldn’t you just spank me normally?” she asked.

		“What does that mean?” He looked just slightly puzzled, and very amused.

		“Over your lap, with your hand,” she explained.

		“Like a naughty school girl?” he asked.

		“Yes.”

		“Humph! What a charming idea,” he replied, smirking. He shook his head. “But not tonight, you deserve something much more dramatic the way you ran out on me.”

		The moment before a spanking was always the worst, when Liza was in an emotional quandary, wanting to run and wanting to stay.

		“Your chair will do nicely,” Evan said, motioning to her favorite over-stuffed piece of furniture. She knew it would be the one he’d choose. “And Liza,” he said as he inspected her very carefully, “why don’t you take off your dress?”

		“Off?” She looked at him as if the request shocked her.

		“It’s going to come off sooner or later. And I want it now.” His haughtiness inflamed her. The moment was humiliating, exactly as he wanted it to be, and she was all the more excited because of it.

		She wondered why she had to blush. She’d been naked with the man so many times, it should seem natural; but now, after the long break in their relationship, Evan almost seemed like a new lover, a virtual stranger.

		She stared at him. He stared back, obviously not changing his mind about the dress. Pulling at the fabric, the slip of material fell away quickly leaving her in nothing but a pair of thong panties, and thigh high stockings. She couldn’t wear a bra the way the dress was cut.

		“Humph. That’s one advantage of that slutty dress,” Evan said as he stared at her.

		Liza readily draped herself over the back of the arm chair. This moment of naked humiliation strangely seemed less acute showing just her backside. To Evan’s obvious delight, the chair was perfect for his designs. Hitting her at the top of her thighs right where her legs bent, her tummy rested comfortably on the cushion, and her bottom was positioned perfectly for punishment: high, exposed and stretched taut. Liza pressed her legs together at the ankles, which gave Evan the view he loved. Her pert round ass cheeks would make a delectable heart shaped target for the crop.

		Evan moved to her side standing right next to her almost naked bottom. It was a strange stance to take, and Liza wondered why he wasn’t just proceeding with her punishment.

		“I thought we weren’t going to be wearing these anymore,” Evan said, pulling at the edge of her lace thong and letting it go, so it snapped against her skin.

		“Ouch!”

		“You’ve really been a naughty brat, haven’t you?”

		“I was being modest,” Liza retorted, in a not too pleasant voice.

		Evan was running his hand on her bottom and Liza was trying not to churn against the chair, giving away her mounting arousal.

		“Such a bad little girl you’ve been,” Evan mocked her. Drawing his hand back he slapped her rear cheek. She jerked, the smack surprised her. Evan waited, watching the imprint of his hand on her posterior, as the well defined mark appeared in red on her white ass cheek. Smiling, pleased with the look, he laid a second smack on her other rear cheek. This slow methodical technique was designed to arouse her, and that’s exactly what it was doing. Evan knew he was driving her crazy as he laid on another, then another, then another smack against her already stinging skin.

		“Is this what you want, my dear?” Evan asked her.

		“Yes, Evan, please more,” she said almost without realizing it. She couldn’t help but encourage him, which only made him spank harder and faster.

		Evan picked up the tempo beginning a most spirited paddling until he could tell by his submissive girl friend’s churning movement, that her pleasure was turning into pain. She groaned just as he expected her to. It delighted him that she was beginning to hate this; it could only be a good spanking once his submissive quit being turned on, and began to raise holy hell.

		“Stop, please,” Liza finally roared after a long time of holding back.

		“No,” Evan answered her cry without missing a beat, his hand coming down with relentless zeal. “I’m just getting started and you know it. You’re going to regret your flippant attitude with me Liza. Wearing panties, walking out on me, batting your eyes so shamelessly at another man. I can see that I’m going to have to expend some energy keeping you and this nasty ass of yours in line.”

		Her bottom burned. And still she felt that all encompassing sensation of surrender fall over her as she was being punished. Back in Evan’s grasp and under his command, there was a feeling of satisfaction she couldn’t escape. Each smack of his hand sealed her fate all the more.

		Then suddenly, the spanking stopped.

		There was nothing for a few seconds, and then Evan began to run his hand on her hot throbbing cheeks.

		“Nice burn,” he noticed.

		Liza wondered if he was done. Her whole body ached for him to move her into the bedroom; but she didn’t think it was likely yet. And she didn’t dare move.

		Evan snapped the thong panty against her again. Then finding a letter opener lying about, he cut the fabric and pulled the remnants of her underwear aside. “Shall I inspect you every day, or just burn all your underwear?” he asked, disgusted that she’d so flagrantly disobeyed his wishes.

		The question didn’t require an answer. Hearing him behind her, Liza realized he had the riding crop in hand. He swished it through the air just to warn her of what was about to happen.

		“Please, Evan, not more!”

		“Oh, my darling, there’s a whole lot more,” he advised her. His voice was darker, less jovial and mocking; and that always meant the worst of punishments. His fierce anger was coming to the surface. What had transpired before was play, the rest of this session would be the real heart of her chastisement.

		Stepping away from Liza with the crop in his hand, he drew it back and with a well practiced swish of the implement, the thing landed squarely on her ass cheek.

		She was instantly in anguish.

		“Oh, no, please,”

		He smacked her several more times and her feet danced under her.

		Evan hated that, but she couldn’t help herself.

		“Please, stop please,” she pleaded with him as each cut of the crop lit into her with its white hot vicious fire.

		“You behave yourself with me, you get the soft stuff, but you get testy and out of sorts, this is what you can expect. You certainly ought to know me by now.” He ripped off another cut to emphasize the point.

		“Please, Evan!”

		“My darling, I’m just giving you what you need,” he assured her. His dark aspect was darker still. He had a specific purpose in mind, and wouldn’t stop until he was satisfied. He ripped off a series of snaps covering her bottom, so her ass cheeks were looking raw. Slowing a little at time, Evan landed the last of the punishment on her bottom with a steady purposeful measure, and then he dropped the crop on the seat of the chair in front of her.

		“There, you’re done.”

		She was sobbing and her bottom ached, but immediately she felt a rush of warmth flood her ass right through to her loins.

		She started to rise.

		“No,” he ordered, he seemed determined to give her no space. “You just stay there and think about us,” he said. He remained behind her. She could hear him pull out a dining room chair and sit down just to eye her punished bottom. It’s a good look for you,” he observed. “Did I manage to catch your tender crack with the crop?”

		“Once,” Liza replied.

		“Not enough,” he said.

		“Please, Evan,” She tried to appease him. She needed him to let her go, to free her of this position, to take her in his arms and love her.

		Finally she heard him move behind her. Quickly at her side, he put his hand between her legs to find her throbbing sex. She was at his mercy, if she wriggled against him too much, he might stop just to torment her. Opting for a safe in-between, she moved with his hand very slowly, and let the sensations of his gentle massage please her.

		When he finally pressed himself against her back side he was naked too. His arms coming around in front, planted themselves on her breasts and pulled her up body to body with him.

		“You belong to me, my darling,” he purred in her ear. She moved in an easy unison with him, feeling the comforting firm warmth of his body close around hers. He nibbled at her neck and ears. Little shots of pain darted through her as her sore bottom grazed against his groin.

		Oh, what a glorious feeling, that tingling pain!

		Then he pulled her to the bedroom, down against the cool of her soft cotton sheets. The heaven of hot and cold, tender and harsh, mixed in a delicious concoction of erotic bliss.

		She was his all night long. He pulled within her, throbbed within her, brought her to a fine fierce edge several times, and for a few brief moments, she thought this was all she surely needed. How could she ever want more?

		

		***

		

		“Hey sleepy one, get out of bed.” Liza heard Evan’s voice and opened her eyes. “We have work to do,” he reminded her. Looking down at her, his eyes were cold, drifting away to thoughts of paintings, shows and art patrons.

		“What time is it?” she asked.

		“Damn Liza, it’s nearly nine. I’ve got to open the gallery, you certainly aren’t going to do it this morning.”

		She smiled. “Wouldn’t you rather just stay here and have some more fun?” she asked, pulling her body up next to his. She wiggled against him, trying to get him to match her arousal. He put his arms around her and held for a second.

		“Don’t tell me you didn’t have enough last night?” he said.

		“Enough sex, never.”

		He turned her over in his arms, and gave her a dozen hard swats on her naked rear.

		“Ouch, what are you doing?”

		“What you really need is to be spanked long and often.” He continued the spanking getting harder with each smack of his hand. Her bottom was already reddening, a pleasant sight for a morning.

		“Ouch, this is not what I wanted,” she protested, wriggling away from his grasp.

		“But it’s all you’re going to get from me,” Evan taunted. “You’ll have to earn yourself another night.”

		“You’re really horrible, Evan Mills,” Liza charged, an edge beginning to rise in her voice. “I thought we were together again.”

		“We are, and that’s why we don’t have to screw around all morning, when we have other nights,” he said. He was looking in the mirror at his slightly mussed shirt. “I should go home and change,” he considered aloud, not happy with the look of his “day old” clothes.

		“Does this mean we’re going to be really serious, committed?” Liza inquired, emphasizing the “serious.”

		“Of course we’re serious. But you’d seriously better get your butt out of bed, and quit nagging me about your commitment shit, or I’ll be paddling your bottom again. You hear me?” He turned, his stern look going straight through her.

		He was always like this with her. One moment passionately warm, the next passionately cold. And never would he make any real commitment. That always stung.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“Kate,” Nathan roared. The commanding man looked for clothes he couldn’t find in the massive wardrobe in his room. “Kate,” he yelled again, his voice loud enough to wake the dead.

		“Sir?” A young willowy woman came padding down the hall.

		“Where the hell are my clothes!” he demanded to know.

		“I was going to bring them upstairs for you, after you left your room,” she answered.

		“How the hell am I supposed to leave the house when there are no clothes to wear?”

		“I’m sorry, sir, I guess I forgot.”

		“My dear,” he started, exasperated. “You go downstairs, I’ll scare something up. Then we’ll talk.” His eyes narrowed, his hot exasperation turning cold.

		Kate stared at him nervously. She was blushing, thinking his anger as fierce as she’d ever seen it.

		“Downstairs!” he ordered her.

		“Yes, sir,” she replied meekly, and she scooted downstairs as fast as she could go.

		Nathan was restless, totally out of sorts. It was that damned woman from the night before. Liza. He thought of her fondly, but it was always a testy thing, beginning a new romance. The women he wanted were never right for him; and he was beginning to think there never would be one he could have on his terms. She’d have to be taught to enjoy what he enjoyed. He wasn’t going to settle down with any woman unless she was willing to submit to his brand of discipline and his version of sex. Strangely, he thought perhaps Miss Liza Morning might just like that. He certainly hoped so, because he could readily imagine how he’d love to have that fascinating beauty.

		Finally dressed, Nathan proceeded downstairs remembering that he had some unpleasant business to take care of. At one time, it might have been pleasant business taking care of this Kate, this fine young woman who had been working for him the last month. Unfortunately, thoughts of Liza were beginning to work on him so much that it was hard to think of doing anything sexual with his sweet maid.

		He could efficiently her, which she sorely needed; and that would have to suffice for the moment.

		Nathan found Kate busily trying to fold his clothes, pulling them from a pile in the laundry room with a degree of haste, indicating her guilt over not having them where they should have been in the first place.

		“Sir, you startled me,” she said turning to see Nathan standing in the doorway.

		“I’ll see you in your room, Miss Kate,” Nathan said. He was determined to get this business out of the way quickly, he had places to go.

		“Sir, I’ll have these things in your room in just a minute.”

		“That will wait, what I have to do will not.”

		“But … “ she tried to protest again, but seeing the expression on his face, she shuddered and walked out of the laundry room to her own room down the hall. Sitting on her bed, she waited for Nathan to arrive.

		Kate didn’t have to wait for long. Nathan went directly to the kitchen and retrieved the item he wanted, appearing in the doorway of Kate’s room just minutes later. His masterful manner remained consistent. Kate had known her employer to be generous and kind, but now he was all business and a “stern” business it was. The young woman immediately noted the leather strap in his hand.

		“Mr. Hawke please, you’re not going to do that?” she asked.

		“You think you deserve less?” he asked.

		“Well … .” she blushed nervously.

		“I told you when you started here that I expected certain behavior, and certain standards. To fail in those, you’d be punished. I think I was clear, was I not?”

		“More than clear, sir?” Kate replied. “I guess I didn’t think you’d really do this.”

		“I don’t ever make false promises.” Nathan took the chair from the side of the room, and sat down. “Over the knee,” he ordered sternly. He loved this moment of surrender. He relished it every second of it. Though hers wasn’t the bottom he really longed for, the sight of Kate’s soon-to-be- red rear cheeks would at least do for a while, until he had the satisfaction of seeing dear Liza’s in the same crimson state.

		The young woman rose from the bed and approached her stern faced employer. She was scared to death, but she saw no choice but to submit to him. Yes, he’d been very clear about his demands. She was foolish enough to test him and now she was paying the price.

		In one swift movement, Nathan pulled Kate over his lap and adjusted her young vibrant body so that her bottom was upper most, clearly poised for a proper punishment. Reaching up under her loose T-shirt, Nathan pulled at the top of her shorts and pulled them down with one swift tug. Under the shorts there was just a pair of thin pink nylon panties; those too were removed with a steady certain tug.

		Though Kate wanted to protest, she couldn’t say a word, this was the most humiliating thing that had ever happened to her. Thankfully there was just she and Nathan, no one else to witness this horrible embarrassment. She’d seen one of the other kitchen girls spanked by Nathan on the spot, right in front of the cook and maids, when she’d back-talked the housekeeper while Nathan was listening. That punishment had been swift and thorough, and doubly humiliating for the poor young woman since there were a half dozen others looking on. At least the girl hadn’t had a bare bottomed paddling; though Kate decided it was very painful anyway, considering how ferociously Nathan had used his dreaded strap.

		Now with her own bottom bared and ready, all she could do was wait for that first spank, and hope she’d endure the trial.

		Smack! The leather came down on Kate’s behind, immediately followed by another. Wasting no time, Nathan peppered the fine rounded cheeks with one smack after another. Beginning softly, so the young woman could get used to it, he increased the intensity, until he was smacking hard and fast.

		“Oh, my god, sir, please stop!” she wailed loudly.

		Nathan never talked in the middle of a good discipline. He let the leather speak for him. The swats were firm and stinging, though he was experienced enough to alter the fierceness, some more harsh than others, in order to extend the punishment for a lengthy time.

		“Ouch. Oh, my god! please,” the poor woman cried over and over. Her arms and legs flailed about as the burn on her bottom became more severe.

		Nathan let her wriggle about, because she was going nowhere; he simply continued with the paddling.

		The smack, smack, smack was quite a sound. No doubt the punishment and Kate’s distress were heard beyond the room.

		Nathan saw the effect of the strap on his submissive maid’s rear end, as a vibrant beautiful red fire had been lit on her once white ass cheeks. He knew that if ever an employee needed this treatment, Kate certainly did. He’d been very specific when he hired her, because he suspected that she needed some decent training, if she was ever to amount to anything. He’d initially hired her with the thought of having her more personally for himself. But that was until he was suddenly side-swiped by Liza Morning. In any event, he’d live up to one promise to himself; he’d do his best to make sure this young woman had the discipline she so sorely needed.

		Smack! Smack! Smack! Nathan ripped off one after another, his arm coming down in a most methodical way. After the initial hard and soft smacks, he then settled into a steady even tempo, not too hard and not too soft. The more smacks he laid on, the redder her bottom became.

		“Oh no, please,” she kept up her pleas regularly, though it seemed that she was at last beginning to relinquish. She flailed less, either she’d given up, knowing she was vanquished; or, as with many such submissive women, the paddling itself was no longer so painful as it was provocative.

		With Kate at last surrendering, Nathan considered stopping. He certainly didn’t want his maid to get too turned on by the episode. He just needed to make certain that she had heard his message and would shape up. With a final several swats, particularly hard ones at that, Nathan finished. Setting the young woman on her feet again, he allowed Kate to restore her clothes.

		She was still sobbing, even when she gazed down at him. He thought he got his point across.

		“There will be more of this, Miss Kate,” Nathan said, showing her the strap.

		“Yes sir,” she replied, snuffing, wiping her tears on the sleeve of her shirt.

		“You behave yourself and get your work done, and there will be no more problems; or, I will punish you again, and soon, if your work doesn’t immediately improve. You understand?”

		“Yes, sir,” she replied meekly.

		Rising from the chair, Nathan left the room, carrying his blessed leather strap in his hand. Returning it to the kitchen, he hung it on the wall, a warning to those that he employed. He eyed the fine thing for a moment longer. The only thought in his mind was Liza. How lovely it would be to see her sensuous bottom as red as Kate’s had been. He only hoped that his instincts were right. Perhaps at last he could heal that ever present burning in his heart.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		“Hello, hello,” a voice called out. A delivery man stood in the center of the gallery’s main floor with a large bouquet of flowers in hand.

		“What do you want?” Evan called down from the balcony.

		“Liza Morning?”

		“I’m here,” Liza answered, greeting the delivery man.

		Evan’s piqued face paled when he saw the flowers. “Who in the hell would be sending you flowers?” He scooted downstairs.

		“My God, I don’t know.” Liza said. “Apparently not you!”

		“Lunch. 12:00, Friday. I’ll pick you up, no surprises. Nathan “

		It was Thursday.

		“Who is it?” Evan asked, sauntering to Liza’s side.

		“Nathan Hawke,” she answered mindlessly, still studying the card.

		“What?”

		“Nathan Hawke.”

		“Sending you flowers?” He pulled the card from her hand.

		“Oh, are you jealous?” Liza peered at his nonplused expression.

		“Should I be?” He was emotionless.

		“He’s asked me to lunch tomorrow.”

		“And will you go?”

		“I have no commitments Evan, why not?” Liza replied, all too sassily.

		“You want the strap now or later,” Evan warned.

		“Maybe not at all,” she answered, flippantly.

		“I think you need a paddling now, more than ever. You’re a fool to play on Hawke’s turf, he’ll eat you alive.” He was smug. “If you’re doing this to spite me, go ahead, but I’ve warned you. You’ll come crying home when he’s finished with you. Then I will let you have it, cane and all.” He looked terribly grim.

		“Please don’t patronize me, Evan.”

		He studied her a moment. “Go ahead and have your lunch, just remember that you have a commitment to this job, I can’t afford your taking off all afternoon. I will paddle you, romance or not, if you’re late.”

		In spite of herself, Liza immediately squirmed at the thought of another paddling. If Evan was jealous, he wouldn’t show it; but she could hope that he was at least a little afraid. It served him right to suffer a little.

		The fragrance of the flowers tickled her nose. They were wild; so wild you would have thought Nathan had picked them himself from an expansive field of a thousand flowers. They were not the kind that last long, but the kind that peak quickly and smell of the pungent earth.

		

		***

		

		When Liza returned from her lunch date, she found Evan sitting at his desk eating a pastrami sandwich. “He’s invited me to dinner,” she announced.

		“What do you think he wants?” Evan asked, suspiciously.

		“He’s interested in my writing.”

		“Oh.” Evan looked as astonished as Evan would ever look. But it didn’t matter, she’d go to the dinner party regardless of what Evan said. If he wasn’t going to give her the commitment she wanted, if he wasn’t going to pay attention to what she needed from him, then he wouldn’t have her loyalty, and perhaps not her fidelity.

		“I’d like to go, I have this feeling that his interest in my writing is more than just a passing curiosity.”

		“Meaning what?”

		“That he might have some influence in the publishing.”

		“I really doubt that.”

		“How can you be so sure?”

		“I can’t, though I can be certain that he’s interested in your body.”

		“Oh, really?”

		“For God’s sake, Liza, don’t be so naive. You ought to know what the Nathan Hawkes of this world want.”

		“You think it’s just sex.”

		“I know it’s sex.” Evan had the annoying way of writing off any opinion but his own. Throwing away her thoughts as if there were pieces of junk mail.

		“I think I can handle Nathan Hawke’s intentions whatever they are.”

		“Suit yourself, my dear. But now you can bend your lovely rear over the desk and get your due.”

		“My what?”

		“You’re late, it’s nearly two o’clock. Perhaps you forgot my warning.”

		“Evan, you’re not serious?”

		“I’m damned serious,” he replied. Liza could tell by his expression that he was. “I’m determined to keep your bottom sore, just to remind you of the submissive woman you are,” he added with a gleam in his eyes. “Nothing suits me more than to have you fail to follow orders.”

		“Evan,” she protested.

		“Don’t fight me. I’m going to do it and you know it,” he said. He eyed her triumphantly.

		All the excitement in her life between Nathan and Evan was making Liza incredibly horny. As unexpected as it was, another spanking might just take the pressure off.

		Evan rose from his desk, pulling the leather spanker from the drawer as he did. Liza was obsessed by it, and without another retort she gave in, preparing to offer her ass.

		With a delighted grin on his face, Evan pulled up his girl friend’s skirt to expose her naked rear. At least she had finally obeyed, not wearing underwear; though he couldn’t be certain if she’d done it for him, or for Nathan Hawke. With a considerable degree of enthusiasm, Evan paddled Liza’s behind until her lovely bottom was glowing bright red, and she was groaning lustily, in both pain and erotic need.

		“There, that’s all you get this time,” Evan announced. He finished off quickly. The sound of customers entering the shop may have interrupted their moment prematurely, but Evan had no intention of letting fair Liza have the sexual finale she wanted.

		“Let her stew in her juices for a while,” he thought. “She deserves to be put in her place.”

		“Now, my love, go to your precious dinner party, screw the man if you like. Just don’t forget what you really need, and where you get it.”

		Liza stood up and pulled down her skirt, blushing not so much from embarrassment as bewilderment.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Nathan looked into the raging fire. The stone fireplace he designed to accommodate his need for great passionate fires, ones that would bellow and crackle and leap like dragon’s breath into the massive masculine room.

		His leather chair accommodated his hulking body, and he drank a hearty imported brew as he waited. He was unaccustomed to anxiousness, but was inclined to believe this woman had caused exactly that in him. His loins burned with an uncommon zeal. She was a delicious tart, he thought, as his head began to swirl with a fine intoxication. He pictured her in the red dress he’d sent, looking forward to gazing at her sumptuous body. The dress was a perfect teasing dress, and he liked to be teased by a woman who moved with the kind of grace and sensuality that Liza did. Best of all, Nathan imagined pulling up the hem of that dress to unveil Liza’s two fine round rear cheeks. The thought of reddening them to match the color of her attire made him eager to get on with this night. Would she be willing as he expected? Or would his plans be a waste of time? Did she thrive on good sound paddlings or was it just something he imagined her needing? Tonight he’d find out.

		

		***

		

		Liza held the red dress in front of her, trying to imagine it on her body. It had arrived that morning, to her great surprise, and what a surprise!

		It was clear, Nathan Hawke had intentions for her. Evan was likely right that he wanted sex, and maybe that was all he wanted. But why then would he be so interested in her writing, so clearly thoughtful of her in tiny ways? Why would he have gone to such great lengths to court her, if Evan was correct, that he’d throw her away the moment after she’d been won?

		She heard a knock at the door.

		Jolted away from the mirror she dashed for her robe and the front door, peering through the peep hole at a young man with a tiny gold earring.

		“Who is it?” she called.

		“Mr. Hawke’s driver.”

		“Here so soon?”

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		“I’m not yet ready,” she called to him.

		“Then I’ll wait in the car.”

		“No, no, you can come in.” She unlatched the door and let him in. “Please sit down. I’ll be just a minute.”

		Going back to her room, Liza hastily looked at the dress Nathan had sent. No. She couldn’t wear it. Not now, not yet. She threw the red dress back in its box intending to return it to her host. Choosing a more demure, but nonetheless sexy green cocktail dress, she put it on, pleased with the decision. This one wouldn’t come off as easily as the other one, and she felt a safer. Drawing her black cape from the closet, she threw it over her shoulders and accompanied the young driver to Nathan ‘s green Jaguar.

		

		***

		

		Standing in the foyer of Nathan’s grand home forty five minutes later, Liza noted the splashy modern art, much of which she recognized from the galley. In fact there was one of her favorite paintings hanging on the largest wall; and a rush of satisfaction warmed her seeing it again. She was peering closely at one particular small print next to the large French doors, when they burst open and Nathan appeared. He was dressed in jeans, a black silk shirt and cowboy boots; his hair was neatly combed, and long, pulled back into a pony tail.

		“I like your art,” she commented, in the startled instant.

		He smiled in return, his demeanor as enigmatic as usual.

		“Somber tonight?” he asked, reading something in her expression she’d tried to hide.

		“Where are your guests?” she returned, noticing that the room he exited was empty.

		“You’re here, that’s all?”

		“I thought this was a dinner party, you’re damned cagey, Nathan Hawke.” She handed him her cape and followed him into his living room.

		He looked smug, his eyes twinkled and he declined to respond; but he did put a drink in her hand. It was clear, he planned to be in charge of this night. She was intrigued; yet the idea of Nathan being in control frightened her as much as it fascinated her sense of drama.

		“I don’t want this,” she said firmly, handing him back the glass.

		“Drink it anyway,” he insisted curtly. “You look as if you could use it.”

		“Maybe, she replied,” and he led her to a leather couch in front of a roaring fire. The brandy was thick with a pungent taste, and had an immediate effect on her clear thinking. “I’m not in a very good mood,” she informed him, “I might as well tell you, my agent called last night. The publisher who was considering the book backed off.”

		“Ah,” Nathan responded decently.

		She recalled how refreshing it was to talk of her writing, especially with Nathan, one of the few men who had been so interested in her real passion. Yet her host immediately changed the subject.

		“Where’s the dress I sent you?” he asked. “I was looking forward to seeing it on you. It didn’t fit?” He seemed annoyed.

		“It fit fine. It was just more risqué than I wanted to wear, and considering the fact that I’m the only guest I think this one is more appropriate.” She was trying to establish limits with the man, but wasn’t certain if she was wasting her time.

		“Did you bring the dress with you?” Nathan asked calmly.

		“Yes, it’s in the hallway.”

		“You can put it on now.” The suggestion was more than a suggestion, it seemed a direct order the way he used his tone of voice in a clear command. She was shivering excitedly, feeling for a minute that she’d already been conquered, and there was nothing she could do to prevent the inevitable.

		“You mean change right here?” Liza said.

		“There’s a powder room in the hallway.”

		Liza blushed, but left the room to follow Nathan’s instructions. She wasn’t sure why, but he seemed to have an inexplicable command over her, much as he’d had the night of the showing.

		

		Returning to the living room, wearing the red loose cut dress, Liza tingled, thinking how amazingly erotic it was wearing something so specifically arousing to the tastes of a man she hardly knew. Sitting down, she noticed that the dress opened seductively, the flimsy fabric dropping away so the insides of her breasts were available for his view.

		“This is very daring,” Liza said, blushing.

		“And it suits you perfectly, my dear.”

		“Frankly, I think it looks cheap,” Liza announced boldly.

		“Well then, you look good in cheap.” He eyed her from where he sat in his overstuffed chair, drinking another glass brandy.

		“Is that supposed to be a compliment?”

		“From me it is.”

		He confounded her to the point that she didn’t know how she felt about him. He was brash, decisive, and obviously demanding; yet there was something about him that was tender, even nurturing. It had been a long time since she’d felt that from a man.

		“So you think it’s a dead-end on your book?” he asked.

		“I don’t know. Malcolm wants me to rewrite a few chapters and re-submit, he thinks they’ll accept it then, but they’ve been running me around for six months.”

		“Re-writes? And when will you have time for that?” he asked gently, though the question was pointed.

		“I’ll make time somehow,” her voice rose a little unnatural, as if she didn’t believe herself.

		She had an enchanting little pout when she tried to defend herself. It mystified him that she was so adroit, and so unconscious with her charms.

		“It seems to me that Evan keeps you busy. How do you have enough time to write?” He said it very kindly.

		Liza shrugged, not knowing how to answer, though the point was well taken. He was quite right.

		“How about for tonight, you forget about the book,” Nathan continued. “Tonight you relax.” He sat forward in his chair, so that he could reach out and touch the thigh that was exposed. He stared into her eyes with a fixed expression, it appeared that he was going to kiss her.

		“I don’t know if I can relax,” she said softly in anticipation.

		“Well let’s try,” he replied. His eyes roved her body, but to her surprise he changed moods entirely, pulled himself from the chair and her from the couch. “Dinner, we’ll have something to eat, you like scallops and a little white wine?”

		“Of course,” she replied, and Nathan like a gracious host led her to a table in the corner of the same room.

		After dinner the two moved back to the couch in front of the fireplace. Sitting close to each other now, Nathan looked at her with a suddenly serious expression.

		“I imagine, Liza Morning, you’re used to being swept off your feet with physical lust for men you tire of quickly, that don’t bother giving you what you really need.” He looked right into her eyes startling her with the statement.

		“And you think you can give me what I need?” she replied, wondering what Nathan was getting at.

		“Let’s just say, you play by my rule and you’ll enjoy yourself longer than this night,” he offered. He ran his hand along her cheek very tenderly.

		“Rules?” she asked.

		“Rule, not rules. I’m in charge, or nothing at all.”

		“What does that mean?”

		“No questions.” His throaty voice was hushed. “I do what pleases me, and that will please you.”

		The tension between them was intense. Part of her wished he’d descend on her and have her as wildly as her imagination could conjure. She would expect him to be rough and demanding; and all her bodily responses craved that brilliant taking more dearly than they craved any tender sex. She didn’t want tenderness right now, she wanted release. The first touch of Nathan’s hand between her breasts, inflamed the realization of her need.

		But he wouldn’t be that rash, not yet. Minutes ticked by as he held her on the precipice of the smallest gestures, the tiniest kisses, the tender sweetness of the subtle manipulation of her body.

		His hands made no excuses. He groped her body willfully with no apologies, lifting her skirt, pulling aside the top of the dress to bare her breasts, and then the womanly place where she churned hotly for more and more and more. Every move was gentle but insistent.

		She tried to speak, to cry for him to take her, to insist he drop her to the floor.

		“Hush, not a word,” he charged, when she tried to speak. “Don’t fight me, just relax,” he whispered quietly, though the sound of his words was like a roaring beast. Everything he did appeared designed for one purpose: to heighten, but not release.

		To her surprise, Nathan suddenly backed away, and pulled her to her feet. The dress seemed to adjust itself to its rightful place, the skirt dropping to just above knees, the bodice, falling back into place, covering as much as it would ever cover her body.

		She stood facing the fire, and he stood behind her. She stared into the wild leaping flames, wondering what would happen next.

		“Why did you want to defy me?” he asked her. His hands were gently at her neck, stroking her tenderly.

		“Defy you, I didn’t defy you.”

		“You chose your own dress to wear,” he reminded her.

		“But that’s really a small thing. I suppose I was a little scared of tonight.”

		“When you really want to be controlled, small things are important. You’d better remember that with me.” He drew his hand back and smacked her ass.

		She jerked.

		“Why did you do that?” she asked, whirling around.

		“To see how you’d respond.”

		She could see the mirth in his eyes, as if he’d discovered something very special.

		“You want me to spank you, don’t you?” he said.

		Liza’s body heat instantly fired rockets through her. If there was ever anything he could have said at that moment that would send her body and mind soaring through the stratosphere that was it. How did he know?

		The look in her eyes was consent enough to his question and nothing pleased Nathan more. “You thrive on being spanked don’t you? On having this fair bottom of yours warmed? You like it hot and steamy. You like surrendering to a man’s commanding authority. I dare say you even like to be punished, don’t you?”

		Liza couldn’t stop the hot blush rising on her face. “How would you know any of that?” she asked. Either he was incredibly psychic, or he had an inside line on her sexuality.

		“I read your book.”

		“You read my book!”

		“Evan let me borrow his copy,” Nathan said.

		“That bastard!” her eyes flashed. She’d kill him.

		“Careful what you say. I thought the book was magnificent. If you keep writing that way, you’ll publish a lot.”

		She was angry. “He had no right to give it to you.”

		“But it told me so much about you, Liza. What’s buried in that hot little head of yours, not that I likely couldn’t have figured it out for myself.”

		“The book was fantasy, what’s to say that the heroine is me?”

		Nathan ignored the statement. “Evan spanks you, doesn’t he?” His eyes seemed to descend on her, she couldn’t escape them for anything.

		How could she admit to her desires? And yet there was no way out of this question, the answer was written all over her face, and she knew it.

		“It’s sexual,” she replied.

		“Of course it is,” he said. “But you also like to be punished. It’s part of the game.”

		“But that’s between Evan and me.”

		“That’s what you do with Evan, because you can’t find anyone else to treat you that way. There are few men who would have the guts to punish a woman. I can see that Even would. But the very idea of such just retribution literally makes your skin crawl.”

		“You seem to think you know me very well,” Liza answered back, floored by the speech and its accuracy. She was, at that moment, practically crawling from her skin with need.

		Nathan was elated by his discoveries. All the pieces fell together, the puzzle of Liza Morning was an easy one to work. And he loved every second of the drama, because he was loving every minute with this fiery brat. He loved her. It was simple as that. She was the one he’d been looking for. “Yes, I know you very well,” he answered her question. “I also know exactly how to spank you.”

		“You can’t,” she said breathlessly, because she could think of nothing else to say. It made no sense to protest, they both knew exactly where this evening was headed.

		“Do you like it formal or casual, Miss Morning?”

		She shook her head dumbfounded, even as she watched him drag a chair to the fireside and sit down.

		“You’re going to spank me now? For what reason?” she asked.

		“There doesn’t have to be a reason?” He stared up at her with a jaunty grin. “Maybe, since you want one, let’s say not wearing the dress is reason enough.” His eyes narrowed as his face became stern.

		“Do you do this to all the women you capture?” she asked.

		“Just the ones I know will love the effect.”

		He reached out and pulled her to him, then drew her over his lap.

		“This, my love, is where you belong,” he said, looking at her poised rear end, still cloaked in the red tinsel dress. He ran his hand along her bottom, realizing that underneath the garment she was naked. He liked that idea, amused that she would even attempt to be modest with him.

		With his hand at her thighs, he very slowly pushed the dress up, exposing inch by inch that fine white flesh he yearned so much to see. She wriggled ever so slightly, and he liked that, knowing it meant she was excited. “You like it hard, don’t you?” he said, caressing the fine punishable cheeks.

		She murmured something that sounded like her consent.

		“You like straps and crops and whips and paddles and all those fine nasty implements don’t you?” He gave her bottom little love taps, just to tease her.

		She squirmed anxiously as if her body language were her answer.

		“You may like all that ritual, my dear, but you’ll like this even better,” Nathan said.

		And then he began.

		This wasn’t any spanking Liza had ever had. He started slowly smacking her bottom with steady even spanks of his hand. But the pace, the intensity and the warmth that followed were mellow, exquisitely mellow. It was hard enough to hurt and sting; and spank upon spank, one atop the other made her backside burn hotly, but she wasn’t protesting, or in the kind of agony that Evan readily put her through. This was almost heaven in her heart and loins, a careful, measured, deliberate, punishing, erotic paddling.

		There was something very tender about it. She could really feel the warmth of his hand, coming down on her bottom; and then there was the tiniest pause where his hand remained connected with her stinging skin. Each time, an affectionate warmth made the sensations much more than mere pain.

		One smack after another, Liza was in tears from joy almost as much as distress. Fatherly, masterfully, commandingly, he was making her yield to him on a level that she’d never consented to. Nothing like Evan, he was right. For a man she hardly knew, Nathan seemed to care for her far more than Evan ever had. This inexplicable punishment was a sign of that care.

		A vibrant heat mounted inside her as he continued the spanking. Smack after smack, it was a long thorough punishment by a real master of the art. Some smacks were very hard, some ripped off in rapid succession, and then, when Nathan decided that she was too distressed, he backed off and laid just gentle taps on her bottom.

		He was loving her as much as he was punishing her, and that meant more to Liza that anything. The way he took charge of her body, the sexual arousal, the attitude, the emotions, and even the heat and how hot it burned, she’d become his captive, utterly captivated and swept up in something she’d never had before.

		

		Her ass was fiery red. Almost a color to match the dress. As Nathan viewed the beautiful posterior, he thought of the hundred ways he’d punish her, the variations, the instruments, every possibility came to mind. And yet, this paddling was the simplest, the one he preferred above all others. This bonded him to her, made her not just appreciate the heat of this pleasure, but appreciate the complete way he’d have her. What was best of all, he knew she was loving it as much as he was.

		Time to move on to other things, Nathan stopped and laid his hand on her hot skin. She was sobbing softly, her body undulating against his thighs aroused him.

		He stood her on her feet and she looked down at him meekly.

		“I’m not done,” he announced.

		“Not done?” she questioned him in a trance-like state of wonder.

		“No. Not at all. I can see your bottom was made for such things. It will take a lot of punishment. He pulled her closer to him, and reached up the skirt of her dress to fondle her well warmed rear, as he rose from the chair.

		Standing so close to her, he kissed her neck, and whispered in her ear. All he wanted was her compliance, doing every little thing that he said, from stripping her dress away so that he could have her naked, to remaining stock still while he played with her body in every way he wanted. His rule was unconditional access to her body, and complete submission to his will.

		And Liza had no intention of objecting. He could have her anyway he wanted her, she was so mellow and at ease. He took her in ways she was unaccustomed to, but struggling past all inhibitions at his command, she opened to both his savage and mild insistence. And the sweet prize for her compliance … never had her own fires moved so quickly through her, never had she had such spontaneous response, so vivid and so perfect the preparation for her orgasm.

		Never had Liza known the extremes of her sexual abyss, discovered, rescued from their dormancy, provoked and quenched of their unanswered hunger. She did nothing but submit, settling back silently into the demands that screamed loudly to supernatural ears the satisfaction, and the joy of forgetting everything else.

		He held her captive, responding to his whims before that symbolic fireplace, and then when the time was perfect for another kind of making love, he scooped her up in his powerful grasp and carried her to his massive bed in a room upstairs, not one measure of the music lost, not one note forgotten or misplayed.

		They slept when they were too exhausted to continue, but by that time, utter peace pervaded them both. Sleep was generous, welcome and contented.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Sunlight came streaming through the window, and a slight breeze made the soft curtains flutter. There was both warm and cool in the room. The sun suddenly disappearing behind a cloud made it slightly gray for a moment before it passed.

		Liza peered out from under downy covers, the bed a black wrought iron with wisps of gently moving sheer curtains at its four corners. There was no canopy overhead, just the opening between the four tall posts.

		Remembrance of the night past swept through her like a wind’s gust. She remembered with her whole body, as it was her whole body that had been touched, deeply moved and satisfied. A gentle peace prevailed, and it seemed it would prevail forever. Her mind refused to think, as if she’d been disconnected from everything troublesome or fearful, while her body played the night for her again and again. She was tempted to let her hands rove her butter soft skin, but she waited.

		Nathan stood at the window unclothed, his body stocky, slightly rounded, but firm and manly as she had her first gaze at it in a full light. He’d already showered, his wet hair was pulled back in a ponytail. He turned to look at Liza peering out from beneath the covers. He was aroused.

		Before she could speak, he was abruptly surrounding her with his arms, entering her, and using the softness between her legs to satisfy himself. She melted to him, her body rising to his, the powerful circle of mutual need coming to the surface again. He kissed her neck, her throat, her chest down to her silken breasts, then surrounded her mouth with his, as his hands firmly squeezed her behind with such force that she gasped and cried out.

		“Shhh!” he said.

		She quieted and let the sensations of his demands fill her body. Then he clung to her fast, though his loins pulsed against hers; and they stayed that tight on each other until the strongest sensations passed, and so too the smaller ones that followed.

		His own cry was deep and guttural. Afterwards, he collapsed into her arms, remaining there in a moment’s tenderness before he pulled himself from her and dressed.

		“I have some work to do,” he said. Liza from between the sheets curiously eyed his every movement. He handed her a silk paisley bathrobe. “This should do.”

		She said nothing; though her eyes were filled with questions, which he instantly read.

		“Relax, enjoy a bath, I’ll have someone bring you breakfast,” he said. He turned to leave, but then turned back. There was something in his mind that kept him there. “Remove the sheet,” he said.

		She hesitated, not understanding.

		“Remove the sheet,” he repeated, and Liza pushed the sheet from her still sweaty body as she gazed back at him standing there fully clothed in jeans and a sweatshirt. He nodded as he looked at her naked body, and walking toward her he pulled her graceful form to him as he sat down on the bed. Like a child going over his lap, she was suddenly poised with her bottom high, her head low and her legs not sure where to go. His hand came down on her bottom slow and methodically. Her body still burning from sex, burned brighter still as the sensations of the spanking flooded her. Not painful to start, she simply churned recklessly against him, trying to make some sense of this spanking while she made sense of the feelings it provoked.

		She wondered at this strange turn. Why now? Why not before they made love?

		Repeated. Rhythmical. The feel of the warm hand was pleasing and annoying. She wasn’t sure whether to cry out in protest or welcome more of his furious answer to their parting moment. He seemed to relish the activity, finding the brisk paddling not something briefly dispensed with like a simple punishment might be. He had some end result in mind.

		With the same abruptness that he’d begun, Nathan stopped and for several moments caressed her warm rear end. She could have moved on his body again, could have orgasmed once more with little effort. But that was not Nathan’s intention. After his gentle massage, he pushed her back on the bed and stood over her, looking down at her, his coal dark eyes glimmering with some unknown message she couldn’t read.

		“What was that for?” she asked looking at him perplexed.

		“I wanted to see your ass with a good crimson blush,” he told her. There was a trace of a smile forming on his lips.

		“You like the color?” She taunted him by turning over so he could see it better. She wondered herself what it looked like.

		“Of course, it becomes you,” he said with a smirk. “I didn’t want you to forget who is in charge. You belong this way, my Liza, often. I’ll make your bottom burn so dearly, you’ll be screaming with bliss, sublimely pained.” The strange juxtaposition of adjectives was intriguing, but not something that she didn’t already know was true about the kind of erotically punishing experiences they seemed to both enjoy.

		Nathan turned and walked out the door. As she watched his figure disappear, she was aware that he’d left a distinct presence in the room, as if his watchful eye could see her even now. She blushed to no one but herself, she was totally shameless, allowing the man to take these liberties with her. She loved every harsh, tender, rude, sweet, domineering attention to her. She was falling in love, even when she demanded of herself caution.

		

		Liza looked at the paisley bathrobe lying on the bed, and then at the red dress neatly folded in the chair beside it. Yes, the paisley robe was more fitting for the morning. She wondered how many other women had worn it after a night with Nathan, but she couldn’t allow herself the petty jealously. What purpose would it serve? After all, she’d had a dozen lovers of her own. Still, it was curious that she was thinking of these things. Did she have some designs for this man beyond this one night? She was sure she did.

		Liza bathed in a dark green tub that stood on a pedestal in Nathan’s bathroom, a room as large as her own bedroom at home. Like a decadent princess, she lolled in the scented water, which was fragrant with the smell of summer flowers. Several canisters of varying fragrance lined one of the bathroom shelves. Had other woman had been in her place, spanked, taken, spanked again, then bathed like this in the silky waters? There, she was doing it again, wishing she was the only woman in his life.

		

		There was knock on the door.

		Liza had just finished drying herself, so she hastily donned the paisley robe and opened the bedroom door.

		“Your breakfast.”

		The same young man that had driven her to the estate the night before had a covered tray in his hands, with something steaming underneath the cloth.

		“Please,” she turned to the room, and then pointed to the table by the window. “Thank-you.”

		His look was at once innocent and wise, no doubt knowing nearly every bit of what had transpired the previous evening. He left the room without saying more.

		Lifting the cloth from the tray, Liza discovered a bowl of fresh strawberries, a whole grain muffin filled with raisins and nuts, and a small pot of steaming rich French coffee. Beside a small white chocolate candy there was a note.

		She opened the note before she ate.

		

		I’ve been called to London for a few days, and had to leave immediately. I will contact you when I return. Allow my staff to furnish you with clothes and transportation home. I’ll call as soon as I return. I shall not forget last night, nor will you, Nathan.”

		

		Her heart sank, even as she wondered at the sudden turn of events. Why had he not told her in person that he had to go? Was this trip really sudden, or had he known about it all along? Certainly, this wasn’t just a ruse so he could easily dispense with her. She shook her head. No! The note was sincere, just as the way he had loved and taken her the night before had been sincere. Damn! She wasn’t happy with the arrangement, but she wasn’t able to change it.

		Breakfast was much less satisfying, knowing she wouldn’t be seeing Nathan afterwards.

		

		The ride home on what should have been a glorious sunny day was lonely, though her moments with Nathan were well remembered. To his credit, that constant and abiding peace had not left her, the physical contentment was still a sweet feast. How Nathan Hawke had wooed her to his home and taken her was a miracle and a mystery. Though one she was not about to deny. She couldn’t wait to be with him again.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		The well remembered night played like a melody in her soul. Nathan had moved her into sexual places she’d never traversed with any man—including Evan, at his very dominant, demanding best. Nathan Hawke had renamed submission with his own peculiar title. A little bit of anger rose in her, thinking of the way he would not relent to any one of her protests; and then the way he took her protests to their limits and turned them into body heat and more desire. She was all the more enthralled with him as if he was some wizard, or sorcerer perhaps. He was never far from her thoughts in the week that followed.

		And the calming peace that resulted was serenity from some primal source, as if he had tied her to the earth and its moving, rumbling energies. She breathed the air in a new way and walked with her feet planted firmly in her physical senses. Richer, wider and fresher was her vision; the fragrance of her everyday was more pungent than her nostrils had known before.

		The aura of that evening and the opening she’d accepted made her smile secret smiles to herself in the company of others, as if she had a treasured knowledge no one else would understand.

		“You are exceptionally bright today,” Evan observed on Monday morning after. He was obviously looking for something about her to suggest what had happened with Nathan.

		“Am I?” she answered obliquely.

		“Do you expect I won’t ask about your tete `a tete with Nathan Hawke?”

		“It was more than I expected,” Liza responded, for the first time in her memory Evan was not annoying her with his queries. This was one tease she’d thoroughly enjoy.

		“How so?” he asked.

		“I was well screwed,” she answered bluntly.

		“And all the more in love with him, I suppose.”

		She turned and looked him in the eye. “No, I’m not “in love” with him Evan, nor am I with you. I suppose you could consider that a major revelation of last Friday.”

		He looked at her totally baffled. A lock of recalcitrant hair dangled over his forehead, he looked quite innocent for Evan.

		“I have no idea where I stand with him Evan, he left the next morning on business,” she informed him.

		Liza avoided the rest of the conversation, thankful that Evan was not the type to pursue her with any hint of jealously, that would be beyond him.

		Choosing not to be evasive with Evan gave her a sense of power over him; where he might have been argumentative, he wasn’t. She was glad that he wouldn’t pursue it further. She’d given him enough information so he’d know that the night with Nathan surely threatened their own relationship.

		

		The few days Nathan mentioned in his note to her turned into seven. And it took all that week for Liza to realize that she was deeply hurt when he didn’t contact her as promised. She gave him a thousand excuses, and a hundred chances to redeem himself, but when thoughts of him began to return to her with chilling vigor, she ended the excuses in her mind, and started to adopt Evan’s cynical assessment of Mr. Nathan Hawke. It hurt more than she ever thought it would.

		

		I think I’ve been taken by a master,” Liza announced to Cynthia over dinner.

		“You’ve said that before,” Cynthia observed dryly.

		“No, this is very different.”

		“He got inside you,” her friend answered with a touch of admiration for this mythical man.

		“He was something to me, I’ve never felt. I can’t imagine it was so worthless to him. Why hasn’t he called or written, or something?” She wanted to cry, but she refused to.

		“Maybe there was some misunderstanding, or maybe he’s tried to call and you’re just not connecting. Why don’t you call his house?”

		“I won’t do that,” she answered adamantly.

		“You feel for him as much as you do, and you’re willing to let it go so easily? Maybe he doesn’t understand how you feel.” She emphasized the “you.”

		“No, I think it was just a raw infatuation, and he was very good, and I got duped, and it’s over.” She said it as if she was putting the finishing touches on her decision, and she wouldn’t consider it any other way, ever! “He did give me one thing.”

		“Oh, What’s that?” Cynthia asked.

		“I’ve realized that much of what I call love, is not.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah, it’s not love with him or Evan, or any of the others, it’s terrific passion, great lust, but not love. It can’t be, and be gone so quickly.”

		“Are you sure it’s gone?”

		“The attraction may never be gone, but what we had was physical, nothing more. What I have with Evan, that’s physical and it’s … not emotional, but secure, I guess. That sounds stupid, I can’t really feel secure with Evan, but he’s familiar, known, and I think as long as I work for him, there will be the benefits of a relationship there. It may not be perfect, but it’s a whole lot more than some women have.”

		“So, in one short week, you fall madly in love, adamantly out of love, and now decide to bed down with Evan for good?” Cynthia looked astonished. “You’re amazing, moving so fast, Liza, I can’t keep up with you.”

		“Oh,” Liza said exasperated, seeing how silly it all looked. “I really have no idea what I’m doing, just throwing up the cards and seeing where they land.” She tried to smile but it was hard.

		

		The passing days without Nathan’s promised call became desperate. It wasn’t simply being hoodwinked by a master, taking her licks and letting it go; the effect of her night with Nathan went far deeper than she suspected. He kept returning to her, no matter how she attempted to quell his power over her. He wouldn’t go away, always tapping at her like a broken Victrola, the record going round and round and round, the same message annoying her again and again. She wanted what he’d given her, she felt obsessed by it, that pain and mingling pleasure she found so perfectly tuned to her needs.

		

		“Is your night with Hawke still holding your cunt by the hand?” Evan derided her one day, as he flew by her doffing his coat. It had been nearly two weeks. Evan was astute enough to notice Liza’s changing moods, especially when she’d suddenly become so sullen. It all had an impact on their relationship, and he wasn’t happy about it.

		“It’s not that at all,” Liza said, realizing that he required some explanation for her inaccessibility to his sexual urges, that before her night with Nathan had driven Evan to her apartment at all hours. The sensuous trysts had been welcome then, but not since the fateful, and now unexplained rendezvous with Nathan. After a week, when Evan assumed that Nathan was out of the picture, he’d tried with Liza again on a few long horny nights, though she’d not answered her phone, or the door; and when he’d asked her directly, she’d beg off with some excuse.

		“You’re the one that wanted the commitment, Liza, and here you’ve declined me for nearly two weeks.”

		“It’s not Nathan Hawke,” she was quick to reply.

		“Then what, or who, should I ask? You’ve been moody, out of sorts, more secretive than ever, what am I to think?” He was in full attack.

		He knew Nathan Hawke, and he knew Liza; and he knew the little sweet victory she’d enjoyed the morning after was only temporary. “He hasn’t called has he?”

		Liza wouldn’t admit the truth, though it was too obvious to hide. “He was going out of town,” she said calmly.

		“But he should be back by now, right?” Evan said smugly, as he pulled up behind her.

		“I really don’t want to talk about him,” Liza said.

		Evan gloated, as usual. With his hands on her shoulders, he leaned down and nibbled at her neck. “We need to spend some time together, get back on track. Maybe talk about the future, put this behind us both.” He gave her rear a firm smack, and Liza trembled. She missed having sex, even sex with Evan.

		“You don’t really mean that, I mean the future,” Liza said, a shiver traversing her spine, reacting to his touch and the playful slap. Her body had felt so empty for so many days. She had no desire to relent to Evan’s sudden tenderness; it appeared far too contrived to be believed as honest affection, though she was responding anyway.

		The more he toyed with her, the more the thought of being in bed with Evan wasn’t all that bad. She really loved the way he kissed, and there were other things. “I need more than your occasional attentions, Evan, and it needs to be sincere, you’re rarely sincere you know.”

		“You’re rarely fair to me, Liza, sometimes we talk at different levels, but it doesn’t mean I don’t care about you. Maybe we should talk, over dinner,” he turned her around and charmed her with his witty eyes. “We’ll do something nice together. We’re both overworked and a nice long evening wouldn’t hurt either one of us.”

		“I suppose not,” she agreed, “just don’t make any assumptions.”

		“You were so agreeable to me a few weeks back, why are you so hesitant now? What’s changed? Did Nathan really have that much of an impact on you?”

		“I suppose he taught me to be cautious.”

		“You don’t have to cautious with me. You already know exactly what you’re getting.”

		About that, he was very right, she thought.

		“So a little dinner? What do you say?”

		He watched her face carefully as she hesitantly agreed.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		They dined in a corner of her favorite restaurant, Evan making certain that she had everything she loved the best, specially ordering scampi and crab, while he ate wild duck and fed her one delicious bite. His charming smile cut through her negative opinion of him with a refreshing lightness. It didn’t matter when it was, it seemed she could always fall for him again, when he was this charming. She could appreciate his handsome features, slightly sloppy at the moment with his hair unkempt, as if he’d planned that too.

		“I just wish I knew how you really feel,” Liza said.

		“I tell you how I feel all the time. Our trouble is we work so closely, I mean right here, side by side all day, certainly things come up, we get short, but that doesn’t mean we don’t care. You need to accept that our differences will happen.”

		“Maybe we shouldn’t work so much together, maybe I should cut my hours, have more time to write. If we have more time away from each other, our times together would be less edgy?”

		“That would be perfect, Liza, but there’s so much pending right now, you know that. Three showings coming up this month. The museum opening is just three months away.” He looked sincerely exhausted by the thought of all he’d scheduled. “I can’t do without you sweetheart.” His eyes were soft like a child’s.

		“I wish you could, I’m exhausted before I even begin.”

		“Oh, but look at what you do for me, for us. The gallery isn’t just mine.”

		“It’s not?”

		“No. Of course it isn’t, as long as we’re together, you’re as much a part of it as I am. I have some plans, I think you’ll like.”

		“Don’t tell me. Not unless you mean it.”

		“C’mon, be serious, how could I plan for you before, when I had no assurances that you wouldn’t be running off with some guy and getting married. Since we’ve gotten back together, I’ve had a lot of thoughts about giving you a little more recognition for your work. You’re indispensable, I think you deserve that. And frankly, I’ve just been waiting a bit. I have to admit the last few years and your lovers, you’ve been unpredictable.”

		“Not with my work!”

		“No, no, I didn’t mean that. I’m just protective of the gallery and its reputation. As long as I can trust that we are together again, I mean this little dalliance with Nathan Hawke being done … as long as I can trust that … well there are a lot of things we can do to further your place in the gallery. You haven’t made it easy for me. There’s been more than once I nearly fired you.”

		“Evan,” she looked at him in disbelief, “what are you trying to say?” He often had a way of making their differences her fault. Here he was doing it again, though he seemed to be trying to make some point.

		“I’m trying to say we should solidify things between us.”

		“Oh? What does that mean?” This sounded interesting.

		“I give you more input, more recognition, more of what you want. But …”

		He hedged a bit and she was suspicious.

		“But what?” she asked.

		“Marriage, does that have a good ring to you?”

		Liza was shocked.

		“You mean it?”

		“Don’t you think it’s time. I don’t know how we could know each other any better. Besides it will keep you from running off to God knows where, doing foolish things with men who might desert you.”

		“I’m shocked,” was the only thing she could think to say.

		“So what’s my answer?” he insisted on knowing.

		“Well, yes, I guess,” she blurted out very awkwardly. “You really are proposing marriage?”

		“You shouldn’t be so shocked.”

		“Maybe not, it’s just so sudden.”

		Evan smiled. “It looks as if it might make you happy,” he observed her flushed face. Her response obviously pleased him.

		They ate their meal in an uncomfortable silence, a proposal of marriage not something either was used to. Liza looked at Evan wondering what it would be like to be married to him. Would she use his name? Would he insist? Probably. Would they honeymoon like lovebirds in some romantic spot? Or would marriage be just a business proposition, once done, easily shoved under a rug? The more she thought about it, the scarier it got. But for the moment she would let the feeling just sit with her a while. He’d never asked her to be his wife. Maybe that would make a difference in everything.

		“There’s just one matter,” Evan said, abruptly breaking the quiet contemplative mood.

		“What’s that?” Liza said, suspiciously.

		“A little proof of your sincerity,” he said. He was smirking, his jovial twisted mind apparently concocting something.

		“And what would that be?” Liza asked.

		“A little submission tonight,” he suggested readily. He seemed to have this well planned.

		Liza breathed a sigh of relief. “Isn’t that a “given” between us?” she said.

		“Only when it suits you,” Evan replied. “I’d like it now when it suits me. Besides, this time, you owe me for your adventure with Nathan. It cost me a good deal of peace, your fucking him so easily.”

		“You’re planning to spank me?” she guessed his motive.

		“Severely,” he replied.

		“I suppose, if I’m really back with you, I’m back with you and all that means.” She gave him a flirtatious smile.

		His response was a whimsical grin. “You want it over my knee, we’ll start there, then see where it leads. I bought something I thought you might appreciate. He pulled out from his pocket a length of very soft rope.

		“You’re going to tie me?” she asked.

		“Just enough to keep you in one place,” he said.

		The rope was like nothing she’d ever seen, or felt before.

		“It’s silk,” he said. There was a tender twinkle in his eye.

		“You’re apartment or mine?” she asked, thoroughly charmed. The warmth that began between her legs was moving rapidly everywhere in her body. She couldn’t wait for him to have his hands all over her, no matter what the purpose.

		“My apartment,” he answered, and taking her hand, he escorted her out of the restaurant.

		

		***

		

		Liza stood before the mirrored wall in Evan’s bedroom, dressing to please the man she was going to marry. Evan had bought the outfit she was to wear weeks ago, before she got herself unnecessarily entangled with Hawke.

		It was leather, and he knew she’d love it.

		Liza adjusted the leather garter belt, then fixed the stockings in their place. The leather bra was so soft to the touch, it made her shiver letting her breasts rest inside the butter soft cups. She rouged her cheeks and teased her hair a little more than usual. He was going to punish her, but they’d have sex too; she wanted to be sure of that. Anything less would be disappointing, but she didn’t plan on being disappointed. That was one thing she could count on with Evan.

		Putting on the black stiletto high heels, she walked out to his living room to where he sat before the expansive window that showed a night filled with lights and stars.

		“You said you’d start me over your knee,” she said awakening Evan from some private musing, as he stared out into the depths of the city.

		Jerking around to the sound of her voice, Liza quaked at the dark look in his eyes. Perhaps he’d been thinking what he was going to do to her. Rarely was he quite so somber. He was a taunting, not a morose dominant.

		“You’re really angry with me?” she asked, seeing that dark aspect for the first time in a while, and certainly not since she and Evan had “made up.”

		“And shouldn’t I be? You flaunt your indiscretions in front of me as if it wouldn’t mean a damn thing. Sometimes I think you could grab my heart and rip it to pieces in front of me, and think I wouldn’t feel a thing.”

		She had never thought about her treatment of Evan that way. She always considered that he was the colder more heartless part of their equation. It never really dawned on her that anything she did could breach his well modulated air of self assurance. Thinking about her recent woes, she still considered herself the injured party. But she could see that Evan might have cause to be hurt. She could hardly ask forgiveness, she had been shameless in her misguided lust for Nathan.

		“Perhaps I don’t realize the true quality of your feeling for me,” she offered.

		“I doubt that you do,” he said.

		Liza didn’t like this heavy mood, she wanted something lighter to begin their life together, but it wasn’t really her choice. Maybe she really needed to pay for her folly. Maybe she’d feel better.

		“Apologies probably wouldn’t mean anything?” she guessed.

		“Nothing,” he agreed. He appraised her very carefully, his circumspect look making her nervous. “I’ve changed my mind,” he finally said. “Over the lap is too tender. Maybe we’ll end with that, but we’ll start somewhere else that more suits the way I feel.”

		He rose from the chair so they were standing face to face, and looked her straight in the eye, as his eyes flashed darkly. Reaching around, he grabbed her ass and squeezed, “You ready?”

		She nodded, the suspense was killing her; she wished he’d just begin. It was her just desserts, a punishment to fit the crime of wanting too much from someone that didn’t want her. Evan wanted her now, and she liked that. She’d get through a little unpleasantness with him, and then they’d have a rollicking good time. She counted on that.

		“Been a while since you’ve been over my leather stool,” he said, as he pushed her to the floor, and offered her the stool.

		It was not unfamiliar, that stool. Liza had bared her bottom over its smooth surface at least a half dozen times in the past. It was a casual pose and easy for him. He could sit back in his chair and observe her, or lean forward and pack a mean punch against her exposed rear end. Her body easily draping over the soft leather had a perfect place to rest, so she could take whatever he dished out in punishment.

		This time, there was an added twist. He tied her hands together with the silk rope, and then fixed them to the balcony rail that was right in front of her. This way she knew she wouldn’t be going anywhere, at least the little bondage took that decision from her, and she wouldn’t bother fighting.

		Evan sat at her side on the edge of his a chair, grasping a wood fraternity paddle in his hand.

		“Ten,” he announced, with the same dark nasty tone of voice he’d used since she’d presented herself to him. “You’ll hate it Liza, and you’ll scream, and I’m not going to care,” he told her. He meant it. This would be hard, very hard.

		She hated wood on her ass, especially this frat paddle. Evan knew it, and that’s obviously why he chose it, as the worst punishment he could mete out. He was smirking to himself, though Liza couldn’t see his face to feel the scorn written in his expression. It wasn’t necessary, she knew it was there.

		Smack! The paddle cracked across both rear cheeks.

		Liza breathed in, but didn’t cry, even though a fierce sting reverberated through her.

		Smack! The next, and she was struggling, though the bonds, and her own determination to stick it out kept her from any real resistance.

		Smack! The third crack was the worst. She cried out, thinking at the same time that she’d never be able to stand another seven.

		Evan continued as if he was keeping time, each efficient stroke of the paddle landed with the same force the same even measured fury one after another.

		“Yeoooow!” Liza cried out when the fourth landed. He delivered this atop the other three, and the center of her ass was burning with a white hot fire. Would he never alter the place of impact, would she have to tolerate the whole abuse in just one unfortunate spot?

		As if he read her mind, knowing how miserable he was making her, he landed the next two exactly where he laid the first four.

		“Oh! Please!” she wailed through the tears that were beginning to flow.

		“This is punishment,” Evan reminded her, and the next two smacks were delivered lower, against the sensitive flesh at the top of her thighs.

		“Yeoooowwww!” she wailed, not certain which was worse.

		The final two smacks of the frat paddle were again aimed at the center of her blazing red bottom, delivered with a ruthlessness that was customary for an enraged Evan.

		“Oh, my god,” she moaned. She was squirming, the horrid burn not quickly subsiding, it took some seconds before she felt the sting begin to subside, and the heat turned into the expected warmth that followed.

		Evan dropped the paddle, his hand going instantly to her bottom. A finger slipped low into her pussy, and he played with her there.

		“I’m not done,” he informed her.

		She shook her head in acknowledgment, knowing he’d just started. Evan would never end any punishment so quickly, though she could hope the worst was over.

		Pulling away, he reached for the leather spanker at his side, and this time decided to cover her bottom not just the two aching places where he’d already punished her. The leather was welcome in comparison to the frat paddle; but it didn’t take long before her whole ass was burning again, so severely she couldn’t help her tears or her cries for mercy.

		“Is it hot?” Evan taunted her.

		“Yes, god, yes!” she managed to say, between sobs.

		He was massaging her roughly.

		“You want more, don’t you?”

		“No, please no.”

		“You want more, don’t you?” he repeated, certain her answer would be affirmative. “Did you think I’d let you get away with something light?”

		“Oh, no, never.” She tried her best to please him, like putty in his hands again, she would do almost anything to get this horror over with, even when deep inside she had the conflicting desire to continue.

		He brought the leather back again, the respite over, and smacked her ass eagerly, letting the implement fall fast and furiously all about her crimson rear cheeks. With deliberate intent he moved lower, to the tops of her thighs, and smacked her there with a good half dozen swats.

		“Noooooooooo,” she roared. Her gyrating hips couldn’t keep from struggling to get away, the futility of her effort not registering in her mind, this was not a time for clear thinking.

		Evan returned then to her softest part of her bottom, the well punished center, and prevailed upon her with several fierce strokes.

		“You had enough yet?” he asked.

		“Yes! Oh yes, please stop,” she pleaded.

		He smacked her several more times, there at very center again.

		“Nooooooo!”

		“Enough?” he asked again.

		“Don’t, please! Don’t tease,” she wailed. She wore her woe like a blanket, hoping that somewhere, somehow she could enlist some small degree of sympathy from him.

		“Ah, you can tease, and not me?” he reminded her, and his anger ignited again, he ripped off another dozen smacks.

		Liza was sobbing, wiggling little now; the fire that rose in her was the same bizarre pleasure/pain that always consumed her. Love and hate mingled freely, just as her love and hate for Evan mingled freely.

		Seeing the beautiful sight of submission before his eyes, Evan finally dropped the spanker the punishment done. He descended on her back side, quickly slipping his cock between her legs, and pounding her raw bottom with his invasive groin.

		This was heaven, the one small place of peace. Liza squirmed back against him and let the sensations rage through her, even as her sobs were turning into exclamations of joy.

		“Gawd! Evan,” she cried over and over. “Yes, more!” It still hurt like hell, but she was happy. How could anything be more wonderful than this?

		The orgasm crashed down on her, taking everything but the physical sensation of release, all the pain worth this one brief instant.

		Evan continued pounding her until he cried out too, the sound of his satisfaction lingering long in the steamy air.

		

		***

		

		“Is my debt paid?” Liza asked. Her hair was one beautiful cascade of messy curls about her face. She wore one of Evan’s old T-shirts, the wide stretched neck falling seductively off one shoulder. Her bottom was just barely covered, peeking out as she padded about.

		It was morning, and she was making coffee in Evan’s pure white sterile kitchen. He entered with a typical morning scowl on his face, though his eyes did not fail to notice how alluring Liza could be, even after a tumultuous night and the sleep that followed.

		He looked up at her in response to her question; his bleary eyes sharpening for an instant. “Shall we say, last night was a good beginning.” He didn’t even try to pleasant be, Liza certainly would have been surprised if he had.

		“You’re not finished punishing me?” she asked.

		He shook his head. “No. I never will be,” he quipped. He poured a cup of coffee from the carafe she offered him.

		“How about a little kiss,” Liza suggested. They’d fallen asleep so quickly after sex, she hadn’t had all the affection she wanted. To his credit the sex hadn’t stopped with the first orgasm. He’d untied her and almost carried her weary body to the comfort of his bed, and then taken her again; Liza having the treat of more orgasms at one time than she’d had since… . at first she thought it had been a long time, then she remembered the night with Nathan. Putting that out of her mind in an instant, she settled on remembering the night before, and no other. Still, she wanted a little more morning after consideration.

		Evan leaned over and gave her peck on the cheek, and a then a quick swat on the bottom. “Keep you in line,” he said, still sleepily, and he took his coffee into the living room. It was likely all the conversation she’d have with him until later in the day. But that was okay, if this was the rest of her life, she could wait.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		A week later, Liza and Evan were still sleeping together regularly, and getting along well enough to consider the proposal of marriage a fixed thing. The punishments kept coming, but then so did the erotic flights of bliss.

		Into that tenuous bliss on a sunny afternoon, Nathan Hawke strode into the gallery like a thunderbolt. Since Liza’s escapade with him, Evan had not seen the man, and to his knowledge, neither had Liza.

		Nathan shocked Evan with his brusque presence, more than he ever had. A chill ran down his spine, he wasn’t certain whether he was glad or not for the visit. Of course, if it meant money, he could tolerate the beast. If not, he wished he’d leave him, the gallery and Liza alone.

		“Is Liza here?” Nathan asked, as he watched Evan putting up the last of a new display of paintings.

		“I’m sorry no, Nathan, you wanted to see her especially? Perhaps you’d like to look at some art? I have some great pieces you haven’t seen yet.”

		“That’s fine, but not now. I’d like to see Liza,” he repeated the query.

		“She’s at home. Packing,” Evan informed him, trying not to sound too haughty or triumphant.

		“Packing?”

		“I’m sure she’s told you we’ve resumed our … relationship.” Evan turned to gaze at the expression on Nathan’s face, but there was none that he could observe.

		“I see.” Nathan responded without emotion.

		Evan would have liked to see him squirm, though he wasn’t given that pleasure.

		“Well then I’ll find her there, at her apartment.”

		“I guess so,” Evan replied. He watched the man walk from the gallery, not so sure he was pleased with what he heard, though he had little doubt that Liza was his. He’d made sure of that, and it had only taken a week.

		

		***

		

		Cynthia was helping Liza with the boxes. She was careful only to pack, not to comment. Liza had put her on notice to do nothing more, she didn’t want editorial comments from her best friend, not at the moment.

		“I really like this room,” Cynthia said, looking about the disarray to the windows that looked down on a small city park, and gave the place a bit more pastoral look than most city apartments.

		“Don’t start,” Liza said, knowing exactly where this was leading.

		“No, I’m not, you have me convinced,” Cynthia assured her.

		“No, I don’t,” Liza acknowledged. She could read the woman’s mind easily after the years they’d been talking relationships.

		“Well, maybe you don’t, but you might be right about Evan, god knows he’s been faithful.” Liza looked at Cynthia with a touch of hesitation, “I mean faithful to your working relationship,” she added.

		“Yeah, to hear him talk, I’m the unpredictable irresponsible one, and he’s a perfect saint.”

		“That’s just his male ego talking. He knows he’s an ass too, he’s admitted that. At least he’s honest about it.”

		“Yeah.” Liza packed another box of books. She had more books than anything. What she’d do with them at Evan’s she wasn’t certain.

		She hoped he’d allow her to use his third bedroom as a writing studio. It had surprised her when he insisted that she move in. He gave her two days off to pack, and hired a moving van and three husky fellows to move her, as if he were grabbing her away from something quickly, so she wouldn’t change her mind.

		“Evan doesn’t do well with sentiment, but perhaps actions speak loudly. I don’t think I would have done this on my own. But he took charge, arranged everything, how could I not? We were practically living together anyway. It’s cheaper.”

		“I just want you to be happy,” Cynthia said kindly.

		Liza was glad for the affection of her friend, something to treasure when she didn’t quite get what she needed from a man.

		

		There was a rap on the door, loud and resonating.

		“My god, I wonder who that is?” she said, looking at Cynthia quizzically. The van had just left with the first load of her things. She jumped up and went to the door.

		“Liza,” Nathan exclaimed, as she opened it to meet his flushed face.

		“My god!” She was shocked.

		“You’re packing, that’s good,” he said, noticing the piled boxes, and nodding.

		“What do you mean?” she said, too awed by his unexplained appearance to say more.

		Nathan nodded at Cynthia, standing nearby with a half dozen books in her hand. She looked as surprised as Liza was to see him, though she could only guess who he was. The man was large, but very handsome in a crude earthy way. He was dressed impeccably, in a black suit, startling white shirt and a tie of some muted purples. He looked as if he’d been carved from granite, such perfection. Cynthia instantly imagined him some power wielding Wall Street trader or corporate president.

		Liza was overwhelmed by the man before her. The immaculate clothes were another aspect of his changeable appearance, which on other occasions had always defied convention. Now, he took “power dressing” to an art form, looking as if he was ready to consult with presidents and kings.

		She felt decidedly dirty, with her hair tied up in a loose disheveled pony tail, clothed in her oldest jeans and sweatshirt. Looking down at herself, all she could see was the grease spots from the grilled cheese sandwiches that she’d just fried—cheese and bread was all she had left to eat in the apartment—and the smudges of dirt from her dusty books.

		“Come with me,” Nathan said. Apparently his appraisal of the situation was complete. The suggestion sounded more like a command than a choice.

		“What? Now?” Liza said. It was only beginning to dawn on her that this man had deserted her for three weeks, and she was at that very moment, in the process of moving in with Evan.

		“Come on,” he insisted, trying to take her hand.

		“You want me to come with you now, why?” Her face screwed up into a dark scowl of displeasure. “You screw me, then you leave me without a word for weeks!”

		“You didn’t get my letters from London?” Nathan asked, startled by her message.

		“Letters from London?”

		His face calmed; his eyes yielded their impatience and their excitement as they changed to hurt. Yes, it was hurt Liza recognized.

		“I don’t believe that,” he said.

		“Nathan, I received no letters from you,” she stated. “I would have been delighted if there were. Maybe you sent them to the wrong address?”

		“I sent them to the gallery.” His hurt was changing to a temper, a flaring anger that he quickly took control of, and squelched beneath his surface calm. “Well, that doesn’t matter now. You still need to come with me,” he asserted, “I had no intention of abandoning you. I should think you’d know that.” His insinuation sounded accusing.

		“You’ve caught me off guard, Mr. Hawke. As you can see, I’m moving out of this place, moving in with Evan. It was something inevitable, in spite of … you know, the night we spent. Evan and I … we’re engaged.” She had trouble saying it, but he might as well know.

		Nathan was startled by the information, but quickly recouped.

		“I understand, but you still must come with me, I have something very important to show you.”

		His insistence was winning out over her confusion.

		She looked at Cynthia, who shrugged.

		“Go, I’ll keep packing here, till 5:00, then I have to go,” Cynthia said. There was a startled but strangely wise look on Cynthia’s face, Liza afraid that her friend was trying to give her consent, not just to the abrupt excursion, but to the relationship as well. In any event, she was leaving, with her apartment still in moving shambles.

		“Lock the door when you leave, hon,” Liza said, as Nathan pulled her out the door.

		

		The two drove to Nathan’s house in silence. She sat on the brown leather seat of his Jaguar feeling out of place next to his elegance, though it didn’t seem to matter to him. When he glanced at her, there was tenderness in his eyes. Something she wished wasn’t there. It was confusing her.

		Reaching his home, they drove past the house, down the long pathway toward a garage that looked like an old carriage house. He parked outside the building, and helping her from the car, he led her to a doorway separate from the garage entrance. There was a long flight of stairs, reaching toward the building’s attic. At the top of the stairs, he opened the door to an enormous room, filled with light, and the smell of fresh paint.

		Liza gazed about puzzled.

		“This is for you,” Nathan said.

		She stared at him uncertain of what she was hearing.

		“For you …” he repeated.

		“This is for me?”

		“Yes, you can move here, and write. It’s all the space you need, and you don’t have to worry about a thing.”

		It was exquisite, the clean white walls and the bank of windows across one side looking out on the lake. There was an empty desk some twelve feet long, and space, space for everything … and a screen porch on one end already furnished with two wicker chairs upholstered in old faded cotton, lending a quaint old feeling to the place.

		Liza walked around the room, from end to end and back again, with a step of dance in her gait and a smothered smile. This was gorgeous.

		“You quit your job at the gallery, write full time,” Nathan explained.

		“What?”

		“Trade your job for this,” he clarified. “You can concentrate full time on what you love, and what you’re so good at.” His expression was content.

		Liza wished she could share his enthusiasm. “I’m afraid Nathan, your timing is terrible,” she responded.

		“My timing is perfect, you couldn’t imagine how delighted I was when I walked into your apartment, and saw that you were already packing.”

		“But I’m moving in with Evan. We’re engaged. We’re going to be married.”

		“That can be changed,” Nathan said, without batting an eye.

		She looked at him flabbergasted. He was thoroughly calm. “You treat my relationship with Evan too lightly,” she argued.

		“And why shouldn’t I?”

		“Nathan, I slept with you, and I loved it.” She remembered as she spoke how much that was true. “But you left, and for whatever reason, I haven’t had one word from you since. That interlude with you three weeks ago has become just that, an interlude, a fling, a sweet memory. But it’s no relationship. I have solidified things with Evan. He is quite interested in meeting needs that he’s not addressed in some time, including my writing. I can’t imagine walking away from him for this right now.”

		Nathan eyed her carefully, with a cool repose and a confident, almost impudent air. “And when does he allow you time to write?”

		“That we’re working out, but I think this time, he understands.” She would stand her ground, Liza couldn’t be knocked off her rock that easily.

		“I see.”

		“You may not believe that Nathan, but I do.”

		“You have the right to trust whoever you wish, the truth will surface.”

		He hit the surface of her fears, and her anger rose, but not that she would show him.

		“So tell me, what is it that you want from this arrangement?” she asked, as she looked about the room.

		“The pleasure of seeing your novel develop as it should, and the pleasure of your company.” There was genuine caring in his expression. “I used to live here myself, before I owned the place, when I was just the gardener. This was my first apartment. I’ll enjoy spending some nights here again.”

		“Nights? The pleasure of my company, you mean here, in bed?” She was deliberating sounding offended.

		“That too,” he admitted.

		Suddenly, it was all very clear. This was not a magnanimous benefactor bestowing her greatest dream upon her; he was giving her a gift with a decided string attached. Sex. That was his pay-off. “You see this arrangement,” she used the word with a vile twist of inflection, “as easy access to my bed?”

		“Of course.”

		“What an amusing thought,” she said pondering his honest response.

		“We did well in bed together some nights ago, as I recall. I would think you’d have no problem repeating it.”

		“This has nothing to do with that night, the arrangement it simply … . it’s,” she could not help but stammer. “It’s …”

		“It’s what Liza?”

		The surfacing anger alarmed her, a wild rush of passion returning with unbridled fury, on the eve of her move to Evan’s apartment. She could not control what was happening to her. Her head felt light, dangerously giddy. Her relation-ship with Evan, coming so quickly at the heels of her night with Nathan had suppressed the rage over a seeming betrayal. A woeful agitation in the pit of her stomach blurted out her response, “I could never accept it.”

		“And why not? Do you really think that Evan is going to give you time to write? Do you really think he has your best interests at heart, or is he just hedging his bet, making sure that you’ll come around? Taking advantage of the blurry vision you have of yourself?”

		“That is between me and Evan. One thing for certain, he’s making a commitment to me, more than you’re offering, certainly. You can bed me as if I’m a whore, your mistress safely tucked away in this sweet little place!” She was spitting her words nastily in his face.

		“You bitch!” his voice flared like a roaring lion. Nathan’s charm vanished in an instant as a steely attitude, a dark stare and a cold voice too over. “You are very dishonest with yourself, Liza Morning. You have a gift and you squander it by playing your boyfriend’s silly games. But what’s worse, you refuse to acknowledge what really possesses you. No, I wouldn’t offer such an arrangement without my own compensation. But it’s compensation I would think you’d have no difficulty complying with, given your sexual desires. Given the degree of lust that burns in you. I don’t think you’re offended by this gesture, you’re afraid!”

		“Oh, Mr. Hawke, you have me pegged wrong, this, this whole thing,” her arms swung wildly enunciating her words, “this borders on …” She didn’t want to say the word.

		“Borders on what?” Nathan calmed and leaned agilely against the desk, his arms crossed in front of him, his cold attitude expectant of some reply that would amuse him.

		“Prostitution,” Liza said defiantly. She’d found her own vein of coldness, but the exclamation sounded silly from the moment she sputtered it.

		Nathan smiled, amused indeed. His glance did not alter. “You do have an extraordinary way of jumping into a theatre of the absurd. This is hardly different than what Evan is offering, I dare say it’s a far sight better, considering that I won’t demand you slave away on my terms. You’ll have your freedom to write, all the time in the world. And what is sexual will meet both our needs. Is that not part of your arrangement with Evan?”

		Liza looked at Nathan cautiously, there was something that thrilled to his words, the way he wove them around her; and more than that, the attitude itself worked on her again with its uncommon force, its ability to mesmerize her into desiring his control over her.

		“It’s not the same!” Liza snapped.

		He said nothing waiting for her explanation, but there was none.

		“This is exactly what you need,” Nathan continued. “Maybe not what you “think” you need, but believe me, this will satisfy you. You’ll only have to fight with Evan to get what you want.”

		“How dare you presume to know me,” Liza said.

		He laughed, “I can feel your fire right now; it has you spinning.”

		She burned from head to toe with anger; her face blushed red, even her ears burned. She wanted to fly at him, but held back.

		“You need someone to take care of you, to take all the decisions out of your hands and let you write and create to your heart’s content. But the little lovers you find so attractive are just like you, they want as much babying as you do, that’s why you despise Evan so much. You end up taking care of them and hating it. What you need Liza is for me to take care of your every need, so you can let your creative self shine, so you can bask in all the glory you’ll never get from Evan.”

		“And while you take care of me, you take of your rude sexual lust in the bargain,” she spoke sarcastically.

		“I see nothing wrong with that, but as long you mention sex, you need me sexually because I allow you to be the sexual whore are.”

		She slapped his face, swinging at him for all it was worth.

		His eyes instantly went dark to match Liza’s flaring anger.

		“I wouldn’t do that,” he charged.

		She slapped him again, the threat too much to go unanswered, she loved the feel of her hand connecting with his haughty face.

		Without a word, with Liza still spitting darts his way, Nathan calmly unbuttoned his suit coat, and threw it on the desk. Then unbuckling his thin dress belt, he withdrew it from his pants.

		“You’re not going to fuck me now?” Liza asked in wide eyed wonder.

		“No, I’m going to spank your butt.” Before the statement could register in her mind, Nathan pulled her to a chair where he sat down, and briskly drew the flustered woman over his lap.

		“Stop it now!” Liza demanded, kicking wildly.

		Nathan didn’t reply, he was more intent on pulling Liza’s pants down. And it didn’t take him but seconds before her bottom was bared, though she was still wiggling madly in a struggle to get away.

		“Nathan, let me up!” Liza burst out angrily.

		The words fell flat, unanswered.

		Doubling the belt in his hand, Nathan quickly snapped the inch wide leather against Liza’s shivering ass cheeks. Her bottom was squirming as wildly as it could in an effort to get away. But it was still firmly secured in its place, and ready for the next smack that immediately followed. With a flurry of repeated blows, the very determined Nathan made every effort to cover her entire backside. The red lines where the belt cracked against her ass quickly ran one into another, until her bottom was just one continuous crimson.

		“Stop it!” she roared again, twisting to get away. Nathan only used the moment to secure her flailing legs with his right leg, keeping them from succeeding in their efforts to pull her off his lap.

		The belt continued to land, and her bottom began to burn. Though while the belt was vicious against her flesh, she knew very well that she’d taken much worse from Evan a dozen times. This time it was the humiliation, the audacity of this man to take her this way.

		“You have no right!” she roared.

		“Oh! I have every right!” Nathan counted. The belt was beginning to hit places there were already very sore, and he showed no signs of letting up. “You think I’d ever use you, Liza Morning, you are a foolish, unreasonable woman!”

		Liza wasn’t listening. “Stop it now!” she demanded.

		“You’re getting what you deserve. Perhaps it will knock some sense into you.”

		The burn on her bottom was becoming so fierce, she didn’t know how she’d stand anymore. But thinking that a change in mood, might change the man’s fury, she attempted to relinquish to the treatment. She quit fighting in hopes that he’d be persuaded to end, even if she didn’t. like the idea of surrendering to the man.

		“Nathan. I’m sorry,” she pleaded.

		“I’m sure you are,” he said. The belt slowed its furious cracks, but it didn’t stop altogether.

		“I’m sorry, please,” she moaned again. Just an instant’s relief, she could hope for that.

		But she was given more than just relief, the belt finally stopped and she collapsed exhausted.

		“I really think you need another ten minutes of this for good measure,” Nathan said. He was totally serious.

		“Please no,” she moaned softly. He had his hand on her bottom, the warmth from his fingers, and the warmth from her bottom soothed her. And as they always did, the after effects of the punishment were starting to arouse her. It had been years since she’d been spanked so abruptly, Evan’s punishments were always more calculated. It had been years since she’d behaved so childishly with a man who would punish her like a child. And she was surprised by the quality of desire that this incident was bringing out in her. The feeling was a heaven all its own. Though she tried not to, she must have communicated her desire, because Nathan immediately removed his hand and pushed her away. She was on her feet in an instant, standing before him like the well chastised brat she was.

		“If you think I’m going to offend your moral sensibilities by taking advantage of your obvious lust,” Nathan said, “you can be assured that I’m too much of a gentleman to ever do that!”

		Staring at Nathan’s serious expression, Liza tried to recoup from the bewildering painful episode. She was beginning to see the foolishness of her charges, knowing that his offer was not as horrid as she made it out to be. “I’m sorry Nathan … that I jumped to conclusions, but you took me off guard. I had no idea you’d ever do anything like this, and coming at the time it does, it’s so impossible.

		“Impossible?” he queried.

		“I think you mean well. But it concerns me that you take my position so lightly, as if I haven’t already spent the last three weeks working this out in mind. In any event, I can’t imagine embarking on the relationship that you suggest, with so little … so little foundation.”

		Nathan looked her in the eye with a stare so penetrating her well conceived affectations momentarily shriveled.

		“I believe, it’s not so much the time spent in a relationship as the quality,” he answered her. “I had believed that the quality of ours was remarkable, and that you’d have felt that too. I offer this place to you, and everything else you want, including caring, real feeling, love and commitment. I don’t make this gesture lightly.”

		She resumed her perfect posture once again, the only way to survive the difficult moment was to forcibly squelch every thought that barreled through her brain—succumb, submit, relinquish to his proposal, how could she?

		“I appreciate your offer, if you are sincere, but I don’t know that, because I don’t know you. You must understand, that this is impossible. I’ve made a commitment to Evan, and I won’t run out on him.” The cold quality of her words surprised even her. Her head ached horribly, as did her bottom. She couldn’t wait to leave.

		“Then I guess you’ll be going?” Nathan said curtly. He stood up and restored his belt around his waist. Then taking his black suit coat from the table, he opened the door to the stairway and ushered her out. Once in the driveway again, he hailed his young driver and instructed him to take her home.

		As Liza waited for the chauffeur to pull Nathan’s car from the garage, she watched as her would be benefactor/lover made his way across the lawn toward the big house. He didn’t bother to turn and wave. He hadn’t said a thing since she rejected his offer. It looked as if he’d already pushed any relationship with her out of his mind, his thoughts turned to other things.

		Watching him disappear into the house, she had to shove the idea from her mind, that she was making an enormous mistake.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		In Nathan’s mind there was no other way a relationship with Liza Morning could work but the one he’d outlined for her. Yes, it was just the beginning, and he might have to go slowly, but still, the end result would have to be the same. It was about dominance and submission. It was about a sexual liaison that tapped into basic needs in them both, needs that he refused to compromise.

		Nathan was a man of cold hard facts, black and white reality; and no woman would remain in his life an obscurity, some nebulous possibility. He’d ruled out dozens of long term relationships because he refused to compromise one tiny degree. Liza had lasted in his mind far longer as an unfixed entity than most women. She challenged his need for fixed things, for clearly defined and well controlled liaisons. He didn’t like the fact that she insisted on hanging on to Evan like some stray puppy. He didn’t like the fact that she was so weak kneed, that she couldn’t see that what was right for her was being with him. Unfortunately however, this was apparently the way things would be, at least for the present.

		This sudden need to be flexible annoyed him, but it couldn’t be prevented. He instinctively knew that Liza would decline his initial offer of the garret. She was not ready to accept his proposal, she needed to be nursed along in her desires, especially considering the irritating presence of Evan Mills always clouding the picture, for some curious reason being able to demand Liza’s faithfulness, and have it.

		Proposing the garret to her in such a brusque fashion was a gamble, and Nathan hated gambling because he refused to lose at anything. But with Evan standing like a vulture over Liza’s affections, he couldn’t risk not offering her the opportunity to live without that nuisance of a man.

		For a black and white kind of man, this predicament was a foul thing. He often thought he should toss her into the graveyard of cast off lovers; but some substance in Liza Morning pursued him relentlessly. Perhaps it was the realization that she embodied more of what he desired in a woman, than he’d seen in any woman, at anytime.

		She was beautiful, soft, delicate and sensuous, yet unlike her common counterparts she was not inclined to too much prissiness and silly flirtation. The remarkable thing about Liza was the dark edge that allowed her to enjoy the rich tantalizing fire of his own darker needs. So few women allowed themselves the freedom to explore their nastier sexual inclinations. She was a precarious creature, like one balancing on a precipice, and once he’d tipped her scales toward her more lascivious inclinations, he knew he had her won.

		Liza had become shrill and prudish that afternoon, and he despised her that way. The spanking had been the only way to resolve that particular moment. And he loved every minute that he pummeled her bottom with his belt. The wild fire he laced across her derriere with the leather was as sumptuous as anything he’d ever seen. Oh yes! She screamed and kicked like crazy, but she loved it too. Getting spanked was elemental for her. Getting punished was some fine feast of pleasure. She really had been quite undone when it was over. He’d seen the fire in her eyes at the end. He knew what she was thinking, but was too proud to beg for.

		Nathan took some solace in knowing that after the fact, she would remember the incident with a good deal of desire rampaging through her. He almost laughed, thinking of her meditating on the moment, while she played with herself between her legs, and massaged her sore bottom.

		The finale was an inspiration, even though it was nearly impossible for him to walk away from her the way he did. He’d let her stew for a while, let it haunt her; it would eventually consume her. He had to believe that. Thinking of her fretting and fussing over the results of that afternoon provided Nathan a good deal of amusement: amusement that was almost compensation for having to wait for her to come around.

		And he didn’t like waiting.

		

		Unfortunately, Nathan was forced to wait for her, forced to be patient, but this time he valued the prize far beyond any that he’d known before.

		He pushed back a lock of hair with his hand as he looked out the garret windows on the grounds of his estate. He could imagine Liza in the garden. The flowers would make her heart bloom, and she’d smile. He loved the way she smiled. He loved looking at her, he loved being aroused by her, and he loved delighting in thoughts of her return, and how he’d punish her then.

		The look in her eyes when she’d seen the garret for the first time … Nathan looked about the simple room. He knew she loved it. The poet in her appreciated the simplicity, and the beauty of the windows, and the fresh painted walls, and the screen porch… .

		There was no way he wouldn’t have her.

		And there would be no compromising, for compromising killed him, and he wouldn’t die for her, not even the smallest piece would be diminished. She meant life to him, resplendent life. There was no way either of them would be happy with a compromise. She’d simply have to come around to his demands, and he knew she would.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Four Months Later

		

		“Dammit, Liza!”

		“What?” She looked up from the catalogue on her desk, hearing Evan’s exasperating voice coming from his office behind her.

		“You were supposed to take care of this for me.”

		“What’s that?” Liza appeared in the doorway of his office, confused by his charge.

		“The advertising for the Caldicott showing.”

		Liza’s face drained white. “Oh, my God, I forgot,” she gasped. “I’ll do it now,” she said.

		Evan looked up at her with his patented smirk of a smile, though it quickly changed into a startling scowl. “I wish I had time to blister your lazy ass. You know what this could cost me if we don’t meet the deadline?”

		“Lazy my ass! Damn it Evan I’m exhausted every night, you overwork me and you know it. Where do you get off calling me lazy!”

		“Well, maybe if you spent less time in front of your blasted computer, you’d find time to do the work I pay you for.”

		“How dare you! This is the first thing, the only thing, I’ve forgotten, Evan.” Her blood was boiling.

		“Don’t get sharp with me,” he snapped.

		“You promised me the time to write,” Liza reminded him.

		“And you’re certainly taking it!” He nodded his head nastily. “This one’s coming out of your ass when I have the chance. But get the work done, and do it now!”

		Liza stared at the thick file in Evan’s hands. She was afraid it would come to this. Evan kept telling her that she was trying to do too much, but she insisted on making time for writing, even if it was midnight. She refused to live without it; and she was paying for being so obstinate. She knew that this obsession to write was partly brought on because she had something to prove to Nathan, even if she hadn’t seen the man in months, and would likely never see him again. She couldn’t stop, that would be admitting that he was right, that this relationship with Evan was all wrong. She was often afraid that Nathan was right.

		Reaching out, Liza grabbed for the file with a petulant tug.

		“You know you’re getting too damn bitchy and I’m getting pissed,” Evan charged, when half the file landed on the floor.

		“Of course you’re pissed, you’re always pissed!” she snapped, as she bent down and retrieved the papers. Her face was flushed with anger, her eyes cast darts at his haughty face.

		Evan stood up and swaggered toward her, standing in front of her almost nose to nose.

		“You fucked it up on purpose didn’t you?”

		“What do you mean?”

		“I know exactly what you’re up to, my little bitch.”

		“Evan, this is not getting the work done.”

		“I want your ass now. It’s not going to do any good waiting, thinking about it. I’ll just take care of you now.”

		“We don’t have time.”

		He smirked nastily, and took her arm.

		“Evan there are customers out there,” she whispered, nodding to the gallery beyond their offices.

		“Genevieve with handle it,” Evan said. “I’ll take you upstairs.”

		“You will not,” she tried to wrench away, but his grip was firm.

		He led her down the back hall to the elevator lift that they used to transport artwork to the second floor. He was breathing like a dragon, shooting fire. Liza felt the passion rising in her savagely, all her anger channeled into erotic heat. They hadn’t had sex in days, maybe this was due them both, but she still didn’t want it. Not now!

		Her attempts to pull away from him were thwarted by his grip.

		“Don’t do this Evan,” she begged.

		“Oh, I’m doing it. Should have paddled this ass of yours days ago. You bark at me like some witch, I figure you’re just asking for it.”

		The lift stopped, and Evan pulled Liza into a storeroom at the back of the building well away from the gallery at the front. The door closed behind them with a heavy bang.

		“Why don’t you just lift your skirt like a good girl, and go over to that saw horse for me.”

		“Please, Evan, I’ve got to get that advertising done.”

		“I know, and you will. You created the time crunch, you’ll get out of it, as soon as we get this out of the way.”

		He pulled her by the arm, and thrust her over the crotch high wooden saw horse at the far end of the room.

		“Don’t make me tie you down,” he said angrily.

		“What are you going to use?” she questioned him.

		There had been no implement in his hand. But from out of nowhere he pulled a bamboo cane.

		“No!” she roared seeing the long lean vile thing, the last thing she wanted brandished against her bare flesh.

		“The room’s not sound proof, darling, keep your pleas to yourself.”

		“You can’t,” she wailed in a loud whisper.

		“Oh, but I can. It’ll be ten, and if you say any another word, so much as make a peep, I’ll double it.”

		Evan watched her bend over the sawhorse, a gleeful grin on his face as her lustrous milky white bottom appeared when she flipped up her skirt.

		From Liza’s point of view, the only thing good about caning was the brevity. Ten cuts, she could stand, or at least hope to. She remembered breaking the last cane he’d used on her when he was finished. She wondered where this one had come from.

		Swish, thwack! The horrid thing sliced through the air. Liza groaned, but squelched the cry, as a searing pain ripped through her bottom an instant after the impact.

		No time to recoup, the cane came down with a furious zeal, three more times.

		“NO,” she wailed in her breathless half whisper, half roar.

		He stopped a moment, and admired the four red stripes that were making a distinct impression on her skin.

		“You’re not behaving very well,” Evan commented, wryly. He was in his element, his eyes gleaming, his arrogance in complete control.

		Another two cuts landed, ones that crisscrossed the other four making the cuts in her skin deeper still. By then, her bottom was ablaze, as if he’d been spanking her for hours. She was even thinking, the way her body suffered from the sharp bite of the cane, she’d certainly be a bloody mess by the time he was finished.

		He landed on another two in rapid succession, and she could hardly suppress her howl.

		“You do bear these well. I should make you show them off to someone. They look so right on you. How about if we show them off to Mr. Hawke? I imagine he’d enjoy seeing them,” Evan suggested. When he was really playing dirty, he would throw Nathan Hawke in her face, as if it was some terrible hurt that hurt all the more at the mention of his name. What he was really trying to accomplish, she was never quite certain.

		“Please Evan, haven’t you punished me enough?”

		“Oh, so you do want another ten?”

		“No,” she roared back.

		“You have time on your side, or I would live up to my promise,” he announced, as he laid on the last two cuts of the cane with zeal as eager as the first.

		“Now, you can see how that feels on your bottom all afternoon. Perhaps you’ll remember where your first priorities lie. Your future is with me and this gallery, and you’d better not be forgetting that in favor of your romantic visions.”

		Liza collapsed exhausted against the rough surface of the sawhorse, though there was very little comfort in its rude support. Sometimes, Evan could be so cruel that her heart ached.

		“I’m not even going to screw you,” Evan told her as he returned the bamboo to its hiding place. “You have too much to do. You damn well better get it done, and downtown by five. And, don’t forget love, we have the gala Friday night. Pull another stunt like this, and I will fire you whether you’re living with me or not.” Liza heard him walk hastily from the room as she struggled to stand.

		The cuts on her bottom were welts. However, a glance in a sliver of mirror did not confirm her worst fears; there was not one break in her skin, just the distinct red lines of the cane across her white flesh.

		Evan, walking away from her was the cruelest blow. She could have used an orgasm at that moment, but she didn’t have time to bring herself off despite the scorching heat that was all about her loins.

		

		***

		

		It was nearly eight o’clock when Liza returned to the apartment. After the caning, Evan had left the gallery before she had even returned to her office. He was god knows where, and that concerned her, since he usually explained his travels to her. Recently, she’d wondered if he was off screwing someone else.

		Entering the front hallway, seeing no lights on, she certain was that he wasn’t home. But moving on inside, she saw his leather chair move slightly. He was sitting in the dark by the windows, with a glass of wine in his hand. She couldn’t see his face.

		“The welts still show?” he asked, barely looking up at her.

		“I don’t know,” she answered coolly. She approached him cautiously. She sensed the tightness in his voice, and felt her own practically making it impossible for her to speak.

		“Come here, let me look.” He motioned her to his side. She stared down at him thinking the light was too dark. How would he see her bottom? Yet, she complied with his request without much thinking. Her heart was trying not to break seeing the ways things were turning out between them. It was worse because she’d seen it happen before.

		Once she was standing next him, he raised her skirt.

		She winced when he touched her punished bottom, running his hands over the raised raw skin. He was right, it had annoyed her all afternoon, annoyed her more because she was denied the sexual release afterwards.

		“Hurt?” he asked, his voice lightening just a little.

		“Listen, we said some pretty nasty things,” she began.

		“That we didn’t mean,” he said softly. At least the sarcasm was gone. He rubbed her bottom gently, then pulled her down to his lap. His lips descended on her mouth, as if he’d devour it. A hand pushed its way between her thighs.

		“It must have made you hot,” he said.

		“It always does, cause and effect. I’m predictable about that; but that doesn’t mean it’s satisfying.” There were fingers between her legs, probing her deeply, first two in her cunt, then moving back toward her anus, she jolted at his touch.

		“Want a little here?” he asked.

		“Maybe,” she conceded softly. She was throbbing everywhere. In the dark, she wished he’d just not speak, just play with her, and she could imagine someone else, maybe even Nathan.

		“You like this don’t you?”

		“Shush, just do what you like,” she whispered.

		Evan required no more encouragement, both hands reached inside her skirt, one playing with her tender bottom cheeks, the other probing. When he wanted better access, he pushed her to the floor on her hands and knees, tearing away her stockings as he did. Her dress was bunched about her waist as his hands probed deeper still.

		“Stay there, while I get the lube,” he said, and he left her with her ass end swaying naked in the dark.

		She reached in and fingered herself as she waited for his return. There was a raw feeling between her legs, undeniable heat that was extending everywhere throughout her body. When Evan returned to her, he plunged himself inside the steamy opening below, while a cold lubricant made his fingers slip easily across the door of her sphincter.

		“Ah! Ah! more,” she thought to herself, but she didn’t say it out loud. She liked the silence, the anonymity of the sex. She let her body movement speak for her.

		With his cock in her cunt, his finger in her ass, he rode her hard. He even managed to play with her hard swollen clit, as she gasped and purred but nothing more. Evan slipped a slim dildo in her ass and moved it gently in and out, while his cock took all the liberties it desired with her pussy. It was a sure steady predictable pounding, until it was over, until she felt his body jerk, and hers begin to ride the wave to a climax that swept through her everywhere. She fell to the floor, and he joined her on the carpet at her side. They were barely touching.

		“You liked it?” he asked, as if he really did care.

		“Yes, I liked it. Sometimes it means more anonymously. I like to feel taken.”

		Her body felt terrific, though her mind was a mess. She didn’t like the thoughts in her head, so she couldn’t stay long by his side. She didn’t want him asking her anymore questions. She was afraid of what she really wanted to say to him.

		“I’m tired, I think I’ll go to bed,” she said. She had no idea what he was thinking, but he didn’t reply and didn’t offer her anything more than he’d given her. Lying on his back against the carpet, he watched her lithe sumptuous form skip off to the bedroom, as she left him stretched out on the floor alone.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Evan passed Liza in the hallway of the apartment.

		“You leaving without me?” she said, dripping wet from her shower.

		“Just got a call, the media is arriving early. I need to coordinate our people. You’re going to have to meet me there. Be a love and drop by the gallery before you come, and pick up that list of sponsors. It’s in the bottom drawer of my desk.”

		“Sure.” She was disappointed in the abrupt change of plans, but she knew better than to argue with Evan when he was in a mood of high-strung nervous energy. Of course, the museum gala was the most important art event of the year, and he did have a lot at stake. At least he thought so. Since he’d caned her earlier in the week, she’d sacrifice her bottom to him twice more. However, the gloomy aspect of the night she was caned disappeared over the two days, and the sex was great afterwards. It almost made up for the horrible blistering treatment she’d received, and the surly way he’d been with her recently. It almost changed the feelings of dread and regret that had been plaguing her for several weeks.

		“I’ll call a taxi.” she said smiling. “We can go home together.”

		“Good idea,” he said smiling briefly, and he hurriedly pecked her on the cheek. “Don’t forget that list!”

		“Yes sir,” she said with a little salute.

		Get him through this night and maybe they could take that vacation he promised. Maybe they could even talk about the wedding.

		

		A half hour later, the taxi took Liza by the Mills gallery, and she dashed through the door going directly to Evan’s office. She was running late, though Evan wouldn’t likely notice; he’d be all tied up with patrons and god knows what else. If I can only get him through this night, she kept thinking.

		Rummaging through Evan’s desk she couldn’t find the list of names. It wasn’t in the bottom drawer. She checked the top drawer, but it was locked. With an opened paper clip, she worked the tiny lock to hear it finally snap, and the drawer pop open. Why the hell did he lock things on her, she didn’t know.

		Just as she suspected, the list was there. She pulled the sheaf of papers from the drawer, and was about to close it, when she noticed a thin blue overseas envelope. A quick tug on the corner, and she pulled it out. It was addressed to her, and there was a similar envelope underneath the first.

		She heard the taxi driver honking, and looking up for an instant, she remembered that she was in a hurry. Though for the moment, she was going nowhere. She furiously tore open the letter, and pulled out the note inside.

		

		“Liza, I wish I hadn’t left you so soon, though these other duties called. Next time I’ll take you with me. I’m hopping from place to place, and won’t have time to call. I don’t like telephone conversations anyway. I want to see your face when we speak. Don’t forget last night … . you can write me c/o my hotel. Nathan.”

		

		He did write,” she whispered aloud, as she slumped into Evan’s chair.

		“Hey lady, you coming, the meter’s running.” The cab driver poked his head in the door and called to her.

		“Yes, I’m right there,” Liza called out. “I’ll be out in a sec.”

		She took a long deep breath, then slammed Evan’s desk closed, stuffed both letters into her purse and after locking the gallery, she returned to the taxi.

		

		***

		

		The museum was dazzling, as if glitter had been strewn by the gods on a winged flight across the three story high main gallery. The people inside looked as thrilling as the decor, all glistening in sequins, jewels, and an abundance of black that set off the glitter with an artful air. It was a night of art, and garish display that didn’t fit the essence of the artists, as much as it did the patrons that loved all the great show and sport of it.

		Liza would have been enchanted any other night. Five years in a row, the magic had lifted her from a sometimes gloomy prognosis of her future, and reminded her of the titillating side of her job. But even gods couldn’t work such magic this night.

		She grabbed the first champagne offered her, and downed the bubbly brew in a gulp, then took another, relishing the way the bubbles got up inside her nose almost making her want to sneeze.

		Civil. I’ll be incredibly civil, she thought to herself.

		She wouldn’t make a fool of herself in front of Evan. There was always time to slap his face, spit in his eye, and walkout. Done dramatically, it could really be quite an emotional coup. How dare he take Nathan’s letters from her! The hurt and anger welled up inside her like some putrid bitter wine fermenting.

		“Good evening,” Liza purred softly as she slipped inside Evan’s arm, not meaning to disturb his animated conversation.

		“You’re late!” Evan whispered, clearly annoyed, though the comment didn’t require him to miss an instant of the important conference he was engaged in.

		“Is this your fiancée?” a balding man in front of them asked her.

		“On some occasions,” Liza said, her eyes twinkling haughtily. She hadn’t expected to say that, it just spilled out. Evan looked perplexed, but the man thought the comment charming.

		“I hear you work in the gallery, side by side. I admire a couple that can do that,” he went on.

		“Oh yes, we work side by side,” Liza beamed for the man’s benefit, but the sarcasm in her voice was only thinly disguised. “He’s quite a slave driver. I feel a little like Cinderella at the ball tonight, have to go by midnight of course.” She tittered with a silly laugh.

		Evan gave her an elbow to her side as the balding man tried to smile. He obviously wasn’t too sure what to make of her strange replies.

		“Mr. Mills, I’ll see you later about those prints,” he said, and with an unctuous smile he wandered away.

		“What the fuck’s going on?” Evan asked, when the man was well out of hearing distance. He’d dragged her to a lonely corner in the ballroom.

		“Matter? Nothing’s the matter. I’ve just rushed so to get here, and to have you snap at me.”

		“C’mon, Liza, I don’t have time for your silliness. Button up and look pretty.”

		The instant he said that, she knew she couldn’t wait for revenge. It would be much too much fun to humiliate him right here in the museum. As her thoughts were careening through her head, Evan pulled her off to a group of people that by the look on Evan’s face were VIP’s of the highest order. Evan began a conversation with a loquacious brunette, his charm reeking from him, Liza’s comments immediately forgotten.

		For an hour, Evan led her around, firmly attached to his arm. She felt like a Barbie doll showpiece. Her own sarcastic barbs were becoming more pointed as the hour wore on, and several more glasses of champagne hit her bloodstream. Her sharp tongued retorts were becoming more easy to speak, her whole being enjoying the spirited revenge. Something small of course; but it would do until she could raise a full-scale war.

		“Yes, Evan’s done a wonderful job with the Mills gallery, but he’s been disappointed that he only got half of George Tappers serigraphs. Have you been to the Olmstead Gallery? They have some recent ones, and the blues and yellows, you really should see them.” She pretended she was whispering as she spoke, but her comment was clearly heard. “I wish we had them. But I suppose any one gallery can’t have it all, now can it?”

		That was the last straw. Seconds later, a well inebriated Liza was pushed briskly from the room, Evan hauling her through the great double doors to the lobby, and then up the vast red carpeted staircase to the mezzanine. Evan pushed her firmly, nodding occasionally at the people he passed, then finally having her in an empty out of the way corner, he propelled her though a door into a storeroom.

		“What the fuck are you trying to do!” His well modulated disposition mutated instantly to savage. She wondered if he was going to slap her face.

		A little sick to her stomach, she held on to a table behind her; but her honest first response was laughter.

		“Bitch!”

		He flew at her, forgetting to slap her face. Raising her skirt instead, he smacked her bottom hard. He slapped her until she was red, and his hand was aching.

		“Stay there,” he ordered, stopping briefly.” He looked around and spotted a two inch piece of molding that would suffice as a paddle. Liza was too intoxicated to function more quickly. She was still draped over the table when Evan returned, rod in hand, as he began in earnest to paddle her soundly.

		The fire didn’t rise as quickly as it usually did, a function of the champagne, and the gleeful mood of triumph that was still running through her. However, her bottom was quickly a vibrant red, and red lines where the edge of the makeshift paddle hit were showing almost like the cane. Evan found it a most satisfying look.

		But when Liza finally became aware of the sharp stinging pain; she jerked free, and whipped around.

		“Don’t you dare strike me again!” she shouted.

		“You’re behaving abominably; and it’s going to stop now!” Even his nostrils were flaring. “And you will turn around, bend over and take the rest.”

		“I won’t.” Liza rummaged through her purse, and pulled out the letters. “I found these, Evan, in your desk.” For just that moment she was thinking clearly. She demanded it of herself, even though her head was pounding, and she had to struggle to see straight.

		At first, he looked surprised, seeing the envelopes. “I was saving you from the grief,” he finally answered her calmly.

		“Really? I’ve never known you to do anything so despicable! So deceitful!”

		“It’s for your own good. That man would ruin you.”

		“I wonder if you’re not ruining me,” she charged.

		Evan was cold.

		“You don’t see anything wrong with what you did, do you?”

		“No. I don’t. And right now, I won’t justify your childishness with anymore time. You’re already costing me for this ridiculousness. We’ll finish the punishment later, I don’t have the energy to fight with you.”

		“You won’t get the chance to finish,” Liza said.

		“That’s your drunkenness talking,” Evan told her.

		“My state of mind isn’t the issue here.”

		Evan pulled a twenty dollar bill from his pocket, and shoved in Liza’s hand. “Go home, sober up and in the morning, after I’ve finished taking it out of your ass, we’ll talk.”

		“If I’m there,” she said.

		“Don’t do anything stupid,” Evan warned as he walked out.

		

		Going back down the staircase was the worst thing imaginable. Liza had to hang on tightly to the railing; her stomach was so nauseous, she hoped she could contain herself. Her head was still splitting from the horrid ache. It took too much out of her arguing with Evan. Though just getting her bearings turned into the least of her worries. Looking out at the Gala, the lights glared, the music was noisy, and it was all grinding on her insides. She wanted out, some fresh air, something. She wasn’t sure yet if she was going home or not, making a decision wasn’t easy.

		Stopping for a moment at the staircase landing, she looked into the crowded museum lobby, seeing a number of chattering art patrons, artists and gallery owners. She didn’t spot Evan, he was likely in the other room. That was just as well. She didn’t want to see him again, afraid she really would spit in his face.

		Just when she thought she might have enough composure to get on her way and descend to the ground level, her attention was drawn to one corner of the lobby where Nathan Hawke stood out heads above anyone else.

		He was more casually attired than the last time she’d seen him four months before. Black tie didn’t matter to him, he was sufficiently dressed in his trademark jeans, cowboy boots, and a remarkable leather coat, with inlaid detail as fine as any leather work she’d ever seen. She recognized the designer, and knew it cost a fortune.

		Her body instantly did another amazing flip flop, but her heart strings jerked tight; and she had to bite her lip when she saw the woman on his arm. Casey Klee was a prominent socialite, tall, exotic, with black eyes and black hair artfully piled atop her head. Liza had to admit that she looked like the perfect match for Nathan Hawke.

		For an instant, she thought Nathan saw her, and she chose that moment to scamper down the remaining stairs. Without thinking, she took another glass of champagne from an offered tray. She was in a mad oblivion, spinning and dizzy. That last champagne was stupid.

		Liza wandered toward the museum foyer where it was cooler and nearly vacant, well away from the noise and lights. She was instantly soothed by the calm there. She thought of taxis. There were probably a half dozen outside, but she’d think of them later. What she needed now was just a moment to rest. And sitting down in one of the four empty chairs, she closed her eyes, swimming in a little dream somewhere else.

		She wasn’t aware of time passing, whether it was minutes or hours; but when something jiggled at her arm, her eyes popped open, as if she’d been dead to the world for a long time. She had trouble focusing. Nathan Hawke? She wasn’t sure. She struggled to see his face, and yes, it was him, not a dream. He was at her side, gently lifting her arm.

		“You all right, Liza?” he asked her with clear concern.

		“Fine, fine, I’m all right.”

		He couldn’t pull her easily from the chair. “I need a taxi, maybe you could find one.”

		“That’s okay, I’ll take you home.” He pulled her by both hands and held her close to him, as he led her out of the museum.

		“I can take a taxi,” she insisted.

		“Not on your life.”

		Everything about him surrounded her with a tender comfort, and she easily relinquished to his care.

		He rode with her in a limo to the apartment she shared with Evan. He practically carried her to the elevator; and then held her close all the way into the bedroom she shared with her fiancé.

		She was dying to tell him about the letters, but she couldn’t get it out. She was too afraid she was going to be sick from the champagne.

		“I don’t want to be here,” she blurted out.

		“This is your bed,” Nathan reassured her.

		“Please not here.”

		“Let me tuck you in.”

		She tried to pull away. “I don’t want to have to spank you, but I will,” he warned. “You belong in bed.” He was still kind, but he was adamant.

		“Please,” she wished she wasn’t so out of her head.

		“Don’t try to talk.”

		My stomach,” she grabbed it with one hand, while Nathan as trying to pull off her dress.

		“Are you going to be sick? I will spank you, you throw up on me,” he warned.

		Liza quit resisting and slumped in the bed. She would sleep it off and make sense of it in the morning.

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Evan didn’t get a chance to finish the punishment. Liza left the apartment for Cynthia’s, computer and all, before Evan woke the next day. She didn’t return to the gallery until the following Wednesday, her absence making it clear that something was amiss.

		

		“You want to get the rest of your things, I’m getting tired of bumping into them,” Evan said, when she finally walked into his office Wednesday morning.

		“I’ll have them out by Friday,” she said.

		“Good enough.” Any affection Evan might have once felt for her had shriveled up, tossed out as easily as a wad of trash. That hurt the most.

		She’d made amends to him often enough. Offered her ass plenty of times, to bring them back together. But not this time. Without even the hint of an apology, she wasn’t going to accept the relationship on such one sided terms.

		“I figure if you need me to work a couple of weeks, I will. But I don’t have to,” she told him.

		Evan looked up at her smugly.

		“Oh no, my dear, you may be my ex-fiancée but not my ex-employee.” As if he had been planning this moment since she walked out, he pulled out her contract from his desk drawer, and dangled it in her face.

		“Oh, for crissakes, you won’t hold me to that!” she exclaimed.

		“To every hour, every day, every week, three months, two shows. It’s all in black and white.”

		“Why on earth would you be so vindictive?” she said.

		“To see you squirm. I might just keep paddling your bottom, employer to employee, you mess up. You pissed me off, Liza, not to mention that fact that you’ve destroyed my business relationship with one of my best customers. I don’t forgive that easily. You should know that.”

		“Then why would you keep me here, I would only do more damage.”

		“You won’t, not deliberately. I suppose we can’t help what your cunt drives you to, but you’ll stay here. You have you need to honor or …”

		“Or what?”

		He didn’t answer, but looked up at her with a devilish scowl. “Three months, Liza, three months.”

		If her mind hadn’t been made up already, it was now.

		Just how to implement the rest of her life, she wasn’t sure. What she was sure of was a life without Evan Mills and his gallery.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		“You’re really sweating this aren’t you?” Cynthia said, seeing Liza stare out the apartment window, on the cold grim afternoon rain

		“I feel like an indentured servant. Evan is shrill, and there are holes in my tongue from biting it.”

		Cynthia smiled.

		“Why don’t you swallow your pride and pay Mr. Hawke a visit? It’s what you really want to do.”

		“Of course it’s what I want to do, but I can’t think of one thing to say to him.”

		Cynthia stared at her with her soulful honest eyes. “How about thank you?”

		“Thank you?”

		“For rescuing you at the Gala.”

		“Yes, I need to do that too, but I just shrivel thinking how we parted the time before. And then, he was so damned kind to me. It’s embarrassing.”

		“Sometimes embarrassment can be charming.”

		Liza nodded, the wheels in her head turning.

		“Maybe you should take him up on his offer,” Cynthia suggested. “The garret?”

		“It wasn’t a pretty sight that day I turned him down, I’m not sure the offer is still open.”

		“You won’t know until you ask. You’d better think about it seriously before the door closes forever. The way I see it, Nathan Hawke is the man you need; and right now you’re just afraid to admit it.”

		

		Liza made two calls to Nathan’s estate to find him out of the country. He had been for ten days. That was good, at least she had a better excuse for waiting so long to call with an appropriate “thank-you”. The third time she called, he answered himself.

		“This is Liza, Liza Morning.”

		“I know who you are. I recognize your voice.”

		“Nathan, you’re back,” she remarked, surprised.

		“In the flesh.”

		She gulped so he likely could tell, even on the phone. This wouldn’t be easy. “Could I see you?” she asked, at last. “At the house?” I wanted to … . “

		“You can come this afternoon,” Nathan answered before she could finish.

		

		Liza was in her car and on the way not ten minutes later; the burning in her heart and loins wouldn’t stop until she put the matter to rest.

		She thanked the maid that answered the door, as she led her to the sunroom at the back of the house. The day was brisk, but the room was warm, a pleasant place she’d not yet been in Nathan’s lovely home. Then again, she’d only been there once that really counted.

		“Liza,” Nathan spoke first, pulling Liza from her nervous reverie. He walked in the room, handsome and compelling as ever.

		“To what do I owe this visit?” He was cool and detached as he spoke, without the affectionate gaze, or the fire in his deep set brown eyes. He sat down on the couch opposite her.

		“I wanted to thank you for saving me from myself, the other night at the Gala.”

		“Yes, I remember.” He nodded. “You could have done that on the phone. Why bother us both coming here?”

		She had hoped for a little more enthusiasm, but she was content without it. Of course he would be guarded. She was naive to expect anything else. “I prefer things face to face, you said you prefer that yourself.”

		“Yes, I did. Didn’t I say that in a letter to you, a letter that you didn’t get.”

		“That’s what I need to explain,” Liza went on.

		“Oh?”

		“Evan kept the letters from me, had both of them, I guess there were just two?”

		“There were two,” he confirmed.

		“I found them the night of the Gala, before I came. I was so pissed at Evan for doing it, I got a little stupid. I don’t regret it for Evan’s part, but I do for yours. I wish this hadn’t happen. It was a pretty regrettable situation.”

		“It is unfortunate.”

		He sat there impassively, offering no relief from the tension between them.

		“I’ve broken off the engagement,” she continued.

		“Good. It was a miserable mistake. And are you still working for him?”

		“I have a contract, which right now is like serving eight to ten in the penitentiary.”

		“Evan must be having a field day,” Nathan suggested.

		“Yes, I guess he is, or at least he’s trying to,” she agreed.

		He let the conversation continue in its stilted awkward way, doing nothing to encourage it. It was like speaking to someone she’d just met. How could she possibly broach the subject of their relationship? But sighing deeply, she marshaled her courage. She refused to leave with things left unsaid. “This is the difficult part,” she began.

		“You have more to say?”

		“You’re not helping me one bit, Nathan Hawke, but I have to say this.” She took another deep breath. For the first time she detected a trace of a snicker in his expression. He was likely just toying with her. “I was wrong to have jumped to conclusions, I see that now. You were wonderful to me, and I got scared. I know Evan, for all his faults, I know him, and I suppose he seemed safe. It doesn’t even surprise me that he pulled this stunt with the letters. Anyway, I don’t imagine that you and I could start where we left off, but could we begin again. Could we try this relationship again?”

		“So, you need my garret now?”

		“No!” she immediately replied. “That’s not what I’m suggesting.”

		“Then what are you suggesting?”

		She felt as if she was speaking into an endless vacuum, the way his eyes just stared at her blankly with not an ounce of feeling in them. She had no idea what he was thinking. But if she was going to have this man at all, if she was ever going to put the recent past to rest, she had to know how he felt about her. She had to know if there was any way they could start again.

		“Nathan, I’ve never met a man that understood me. I thought Evan did; but he’s woefully lacking. I think, though, you might understand me very well. And, I know you’ll probably be saying “I told you so,” that I should have listened to you months ago. I know I should have. And I didn’t, so I made a mistake, so please help me out here,” she implored him.

		The woeful look in her eyes did not go unnoticed.

		He chuckled. “I do understand you.” He shifted in his place on the couch, looked out the window to the grounds of the estate, and then turned back, leveling one wicked stare that went right through her to the bone. “I understand that you’re a headstrong bitch that likes to be submissive. You like to be spanked, you like your lovemaking full bodied and rude. You like passion and power and abundance in your life.” He punctuated each word with passion of his own. There was a fire suddenly flaming in his eyes. “I understand that you’re so full of yourself sometimes, that you don’t know where to put your energies. And that Evan Mills, while tapping into narrow places in you, doesn’t really know how to love you. And you are a woman that needs to be loved.” He eyed her carefully. “Am I correct, does this explain you?”

		“Yes, I think far better than I could have explained myself.”

		“I thought I made it clear that day, that what I offered you would give you all you need, not just half of it. I was appalled that you could walk away from that offer without so much as a day’s consideration.”

		“I didn’t trust you. I was confused.”

		“You’re clear thinking now, you trust me now?”

		“The brief times we’ve had together add up very well in my head. I wish I’d seen it before.”

		“Me too, you might have saved your ass a lot of grief.”

		“Oh?”

		“You think you’ll get out of this with your penitent confession, and nothing more?”

		“I guess I don’t know what I would be getting from you, if anything at all.”

		“You know my dear, I almost gave up on you. I had it in my head that you’d be back, but time was slipping by, and I was almost ready to cut you out of my mind.”

		“And why didn’t you?” she asked.

		“I said I almost did. And then there was the Gala.” He snickered. “Hope springs eternal. You were such a sorry sight at that infernal madness. I probably should have brought you back here and just kept you chained in the garret until you woke up, and came to your senses.”

		“It probably would have worked,” she conceded with the trace of a smile beginning to break out on her face.

		“Yes, but I’m not that primitive, even if I’d like to be. Nonetheless, your state of mind and body did give me hope. Maybe we will someday consider that night a miracle.”

		“You think it will turn out that well?” she asked. He was stringing her along, and she was going along with it, curious and hopeful.

		“It can. But first things first.”

		“What does that mean?”

		“It means, we need to put this nasty past behind us. It means a little penance, darling.”

		She nodded, pretty much knowing what he was about to say.

		“You deserve a thorough strapping for your lack of faith in me, your impertinent attitude, your childish jumping to conclusions, and especially, just on general principles, for hitching your fortunes to a man that doesn’t love you. And all that doesn’t even begin to cover the embarrassing public drunkenness that required someone with some compassion to extricate you from, before you made a complete fool of yourself. If ever there’s a woman that needs a good thorough going over, it is you!”

		“Okay, I see your point,” she replied looking at him sheepishly.

		“Do you really? Do you really know how foolish you’ve been, trading your life, your time, your tenderness for the paltry affections of Evan Mills?” There was a little anger in his accusations.

		“Maybe I was blinded,” Liza said, with tears unexpectedly welling in her eyes. “You just want to humiliate me?”

		Nathan looked at her with some tenderness returning, though it was liberally laced with a fatherly sternness. “I don’t want you humiliating yourself, Liza,” he returned kindly. “I’ve found myself exasperated by you because you couldn’t see what was so easy for me to understand about you. It pisses me off, makes me want to shake you, slap you, do something to wake you up.”

		“You have,” she said.

		He was looking at her with a single eye, a circumspect glance that was intriguing as it was mesmerizing. “Maybe I have.”

		“It’s easier to see things in other people, easier than seeing things in yourself. You can be objective.”

		“Objective, no,” he disagreed. “Not with you, not from the start.”

		“I don’t understand that,” she said, perplexed.

		“It’s hard to be objective with the people you love.”

		“You’re telling me you love me?”

		“I told you before. I’ve told you in ways that few have likely ever told you, and yet I was rebuffed.”

		“And that’s why I’m here. Perhaps, I’m a little hard headed.”

		“You’re certainly that,” he agreed. “We’ll just see how hard headed you are after my just retribution is played out on your ass,” he announced.

		Liza stirred at the announcement, a charge of energy darting through her that was sexual and potent. It was more than she ever had with Evan.

		“You need retribution?” she asked. She had to have some protest, it wouldn’t be a confrontation without it.

		“No, but I like punishing you, and so do you.”

		Liza took a deep breath, considering what it meant to have a relationship with this man, this foul, handsome, affectionate brute of a man. He was difficult to understand, difficult to know, but he was so much more rich with possibilities, with his extremes, his dark brooding quality and his genius for knowing her. More than any other man she’d ever known, he seemed as intent in pleasing her, and giving to her, as he was at pleasing, and giving to himself.

		“So, we’ll settle this in the barn?” he said.

		“The barn?”

		He was dark, his eyes raging again. “It adds an aura to the punishment, which might make a more lasting impression.”

		

		Nathan and Liza walked together toward the barn that stood at the back of the property, oddly remaining slightly shabby, while the rest of the estate was immaculate.

		Liza felt drawn into the distant past. She could almost imagine the swish of a long skirt at her ankles, and the sound of creaking leather boots.

		“You go on in, there’s something I need to get,” Nathan told her when they reached the opened door.

		Liza stopped and watched as Nathan went to the edge of the woods and cut a birch switch from a gently swaying tree.

		Evan had never used a switch on her bottom. It made her think of caning, though the choice of a fresh switch was much more old-fashioned American, like this moment.

		She was inside the barn when he arrived with the fresh cut implement. He’d stripped it of its leaves, so that the surface was smooth, except for the remaining bumps. Liza thought of them cutting her skin.

		To her surprise however, he did not begin with the switch. Instead, he went immediately for the belt in his pants. She was reminded of the moment in the garret when he’d given her a good punishing taste of his thin dress belt. This would be noticeably different, the wide leather at his waist was a much more formidable sight to her curious and frightened eyes. But it was a delicious pleasure nonetheless, knowing that there would be a lot more to enjoy than she’d been able to that other frenzied day.

		“Don’t expect this to be sexual joyride, Liza,” Nathan said, reading the lusty look in her eyes.

		“I can try, can’t I?”

		“We’ll just see how much you can take, before you’re begging for mercy.”

		She pursed her lips, feeling very vulnerable in the presence of his commanding personality. There was always a mutual agreement between she and Evan, some acknowledgment, that as absurd as punishment seemed in this modern society, she would consent to the treatment because she always loved it in the end. There was a similar mutual agreement being forged here, but she didn’t feel the same about Nathan as she felt about Evan. At the same time, she couldn’t quite figure what it was that bonded them so dearly, and allowed her to yield to him.

		Nathan doubled the belt, grasping it with a large strong hand so that it looked quite fierce. Then unexpectedly, he laid the thing down on a work table.

		“Give me your hands,” he ordered her.

		He was going to bind her wrists. She almost wanted that, the way it took away her choices of movement. And she realized that she was a lot better off just accepting this. It wasn’t time to fight, but to relinquish.

		Nathan bound her hands together with a soft length of leather, then led her to the far side of the room, as he swept up the belt with his other hand. He stopped just inside a horse stall in which there were two bales of hay stacked one on top of the other. They hit Liza at her upper thighs when he pushed her against them, bottom side out.

		Reaching about her, Nathan unfastened her pants and pulled them down her legs, to her feet, and then jerked them off. He readily grabbed for her bottom and fondled it as he pushed her further forward over the prickly hay. He squeezed her ass cheeks hard, bringing up a blotchy red on the skin’s surface.

		“Spread your legs,” he ordered. He was pushing her legs apart, so that it was hard not to comply with the demand. He continued with his eager attentions to her, making her groan with the pain that he raised. Reaching deep into her cleft, he probed a warm wet cunt, assuring himself that he had not read her wrong. It would be better for her to be aroused than afraid, though he was sure that both states of mind and body were true at that moment.

		Liza felt his invading hands, as she’d felt them the night they’d been together at the estate. He probed her with the same rudeness, slapped her, then fondled her, then slapped her again. If he continued, she was sure that an orgasm would quickly build. But she knew that he wouldn’t let her climax before he used both the belt and the switch.

		He pushed her hard against the hay. It would be a struggle to rise with her hands bound the way they were. She would be going nowhere.

		Backing off, Liza could hear the buckle of Nathan’s belt, when he picked it up again. She closed her eyes, not wanting to see any of it.

		When the first strike landed, she jerked forward. The belt only mildly stung, and the sexual heat raging inside her was only ignited all the more.

		Nathan followed the first exhilarating smack with a quick dozen more. By the time he paused, the heat was mounting on the skin’s surface. It was still erotic, still charging her with its luscious vibrancy. She groaned with lusty approval, though she was sure he was hardly done.

		Beginning again, Nathan let the belt fly faster and harder against her up turned bottom. He relished seeing the wicked red that was beginning to make the fleshiest parts of her ass end stand out from the whiteness around them. There were another twelve blows, and a brief pause, and then more still, though Liza lost count.

		By then, there was a decided change from warmth to pain. A sharp cutting sensation followed with each new strike.

		“Ah! Ah! Ah no! Yes! No!” Such conflict in her. She tried simply to accept. With an especially sharp snap of the belt, she jerked and cried woefully. “Please stop!” She knew the plea was useless.

		Nathan continued to level his punishment across her bottom, with one rude jolt after another, she was moving raucously against the straw even when she knew the prickly stuff was likely scratching her as badly as the belt was making her bottom raw. Her feet danced beneath her, her cries became more impassioned, and her hands only wished that they had something to hang on to.

		It seemed as if he would go on forever, with one round of smacks after another. Each time, there was a welcome respite, but he only began again. Each time her cries became more and more frantic.

		“Please, Nathan, NO!” she finally roared.

		This time he stopped.

		“So, you’re ready for the switch?” he asked. She heard the belt clatter to the floor.

		“If you have to,” she said, through the tears that had formed generously in her eyes, and were splashing down her face.

		If anything, the other instrument wouldn’t raise the same kind of burn that the belt did. For that change she had to be grateful. But it was only a moment’s gratitude. When the switch first struck she was beside herself in agony.

		It sounded so cruel, and the landing of the implement was just as cruel. The smooth thin birch slashed right across the center of her aching red bottom, sending a fierce pain through everywhere.

		“You behave like a brat with me, you can expect more of this.”

		His comment took her by surprise. It was more fatherly than mean, the way Evan’s vows to her had often been.

		The second cut of the switch landed. It seemed that it was right on top of the first one, but she could hardly tell. Pain was pain, and she couldn’t find a specific source right then. She treasured the tiny slip of time between the cuts. She knew there would be a comforting warmth when it was over. But he only gave her brief glimpses of what was to follow, just enough to insure that she remembered the complete purpose of this treatment. Despite the fact that he was punishing her, it was made to be erotic.

		“You’ll get more of this, and soon,” he charged, as he let the third land. He was relishing his work, and it was clear that he had some definite purpose in it. A number of cuts, a specific effect on her bottom, whatever it was, he was being far more precise and methodical than he’d been with her before.

		The next several cuts of the switch were equally fierce, the sting that followed equally stunning, and the erotic charge that ensued was making it difficult to bear.

		“Please, Nathan, I’ve had all I can take!” she moaned loudly at one point, as he leveled off three more very quickly, just to ensure that she wouldn’t be expecting him to comply with her demands.

		When Liza’s bottom was well striped, when her moans were more than he could bear to hear, he stopped, and a peaceful quiet followed.

		“You’ve had enough,” he said.

		She groaned with some inaudible reply. And then he descended on her. With firm sure hands, he captured her bottom, and started in on her ass again, roughly massaging what was now sore, and still stinging from the switch.

		“You’re first switching won’t be your last. This looks much too good on you.” He had his hands all over her bottom, deep in the cleft, probing at her back door, several fingers spreading her juice about her cunt.

		He stepped back only to undo his own pants, and pull his throbbing prick loose. A quick thrust and he was reveling inside her. She ground her red ass end against his groin and he thrust inside her even harder.

		“Gawd! More!” she roared, feeling the rush of wild sensation burst everywhere. This was so different from the first time, more savage, more primitive, but just as satisfying. “Do it!” she screamed.

		She heard his groan: a rude, lusty, barbarous groan of pleasure. She could feel each throbbing jolt, and she squeezed down on him for good measure.

		It was quick and fast, and it seem they exploded all too quickly, both raging needs too strong to hold off for some long drawn out screw.

		“Damn! I love you, Liza,” Nathan charged, as he fell against her body the instant after. Both were exhausted.

		“Oh, hold me please,” she asked. He withdrew, pulled her from the straw; and turning her around, he untied the leather around her wrists and brought her close to him. He could hold her like that forever.

		They remained locked body to body, even as they moved down onto the fresh straw at the floor of the stall where they could enjoy the comfort. It was supremely peaceful, and they were both content.

		

		When the sun came out from behind a cloud and sent a streak of sunshine through the barn window, Liza opened her eyes, to recall where she was. She wasn’t sure how long they had been lying there together, but she wasn’t anxious to leave. “Can I assume I’ve paid the price to be in your good graces again?” Liza asked as she saw that Nathan was not sleeping, but staring up to the barn ceiling.

		“Likely,” he replied.

		“You’re not going to make this easy for me, are you?” Liza said, hearing the distant tone of his voice.

		“It’s a good game, toying with you,” he replied.

		“But you do love me,” she reminded him, reminding herself of what he’d told her earlier.

		“That I do,” he answered sincerely.

		“And is the garret still mine, if I want it?” she asked.

		“I don’t know. I should make you crawl on your knees and beg for it,” he said.

		“You’re just kidding, aren’t you?”

		“Hummm, I don’t know, may be. You’d look good on your knees in front of me, waving that ass end of yours for my pleasure.” He put his arm around her body to find a pert round ass cheek. He gave it a firm squeeze.

		“Oooo, ouch!” She pulled up on her side so she could look down on him. She ran her hand over his chest, feeling the warmth that was emanating from him.

		“So what’s the verdict?” she asked.

		“About the garret?” he asked.

		“Of course, about the garret. Do you want me here or not?”

		“As long as there are no more games with Evan Mills. Go tear up that contract, and you move in the same day.”

		Liza thought about what that would feel like, the look in Evan’s eyes, the last shred that bound her to that man destroyed at last. Nothing pleased her more than that, except perhaps the thought of surrendering to the man at her side.

		“You know, if I’d believed you before, I could have avoided all this mess with Evan,” Liza mused aloud.

		“Yes, if you hadn’t been so pig headed, that book of yours would likely be done,” he suggested.

		“Well, I think part of it’s your fault. You know Nathan Hawke, you’re a bit of a boar. The way you introduced me to your garret and all, your delivery system was rather over-powering, and very assumptive.”

		“I was just being myself. “

		“The truth is, that day, I wasn’t sure if I was being wooed or imprisoned.”

		“How would both be?” he asked.

		“See, there you go. Sometimes, I wonder if I’ll have anything left of me if I surrender to you.”

		“Ah, my love, but that’s the point. Surrendering to me is really surrendering to yourself. Trust me.”

		“You really think you’re right, don’t you?” she said.

		“I know I’m right.”

		“This is going to be one rollicking ride,” she observed.

		“Of course it is, that’s what makes it so powerful, the tension, the energy involved, while the glorious passion of it traverses your body like an electric storm. You are made for these things, savage, ruthless, wild things. Why ask for less, Liza? Why want half a life, half a relationship, and only half the sexuality you love when you can demand it all and have it. You can wallow in your sexuality if you want, not just tiptoe around it.

		Liza fell back down against his chest, and rested her head on the tender pillow it made for her. She reached inside his shirt and played with his chest hair. She kissed him there, and snuggled in even tighter, feeling as if the spinning inside her had finally stopped, feeling her bottom warm and glowing and comfortable, feeling that she could at last be calm. The surrender moved in her as a pleasant wave, pushing everything else aside for these dear moments of peace.
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		When Hallie, and friends Sara and Deanna, burn Graham Reynolds’s shed to the ground, Hallie takes the rap, enduring three ruthless spankings. Vowing to avenge this ordeal, years later the “reformed” Hallie and her friends strike a business deal with Graham, turning his estate into a B&B. The stories of these three are woven together with lots of spanking exploits. Submissive Deanna finds fulfillment surrendering to punishment from the older Graham. Feisty Sara loves spanking for the sexual thrills. And Hallie continues her spanking trials with her nemesis, Alex Lonnigan. For those who love spanking capers, rose red bottoms and delicious sexual thrills.
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		A Modern Tale. Orlando Shakespeare’s theatre troupe is plagued by the ultimate brat, the manipulating, Tempest. It seems that only over-the-knee spankings can make this sassy actress behave. While the dominant Orlando is more than up to disciplining his headstrong star, he also falls in love with her. The drama between Orlando and Tempest becomes a real life battle, as Tempest struggles to submit to the discipline of her handsome “old world” lothario. (graphic anal sexuality)
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		A mystery filled with suspense and lots of red-hot over-the-knee spanking and punishment! A loving couple, detectives Kyle and Brett, attempt to unravel the mysterious disappearance of a valuable pendant while they attend a weekend spanking party at posh Heath Manor. A host of fascinating suspects include the ruthless dominant, Victor, and his timid wife, Patricia; the saucy vamp Cassandra—who’s always looking for a new spanking lover; and Jenny who’s spanking past haunts her every move!
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