

  

    
      
    

  




  Scarlet Moons


  by


  Lizbeth Dusseau


  ISBN 13: 978-1-936173-41-9


  ISBN 10: 1-936173-41-7


  A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication


  Copyright © 2005, All rights reserved


  Smashwords Edition




  Chapter One


  


  With wild hair that would reach to her waist when it was calm, now flowing on the breeze, Felicity Moon blew up the apartment stairs. Coming to rest on the top step she was panting, out of breath. About to put her key in the lock, she stopped short hearing the sounds from the other side of the unlocked door. KC. Not KC singing, or KC dancing nymph-like over hardwood floor and landing in a clumsy plop, or KC making love to Jake … No, this was KC hollering loudly, between the sound of something dreadful smacking against her flesh.


  Felicity listened outside the door, opening it just a crack. Distinctive and plaintive wails of woe issued from the poor woman, continuing nonstop as fierce smacks with the palm of a hand were laid on what must have been naked skin. Her delectable ass must be the color of a pink blooming flower, or a summer sunset, or worse yet, the same scarlet hue she blushed on her pale cheeks.


  Good lord! Felicity thought to herself, KC was being spanked!


  Slowly inching her way inside so the door wouldn’t squeak, Felicity hoped she could sneak in without her roommate or the spanker realizing she was there. Giving the door a gentle shove, the dark-haired amber-skinned Felicity peeked beyond the hallway, and saw nothing. Tiptoeing further, she just barely glimpsed Jake, but then moved quickly into the kitchen out of sight. With all the bellowing and slapping that was going on, her movement was likely not detected, but she didn’t want to risk discovery. She had to have her portfolio from the study or she’d be dead meat a half hour later when her meeting with Mr. Macho Texas-guy was suppose to start. Negotiating her path to the study was a little tricky, however. It meant slipping into a room highlighted by a wall of windows that looked out on the living room—right where KC was getting her ass blistered.


  Peeking out the kitchen door, Felicity breathed a little easier when she spied Jake sitting on a dining room chair with his back to the study windows. And KC—well, she was completely occupied, squirming and kicking like a banshee to get out from under her boyfriend’s firm hold.


  With the portfolio lying on the top of the desk just a few feet from the kitchen door, snatching the leather satchel should be a piece of cake … but then there was the scene beyond the windows. At just the right angle Felicity could see KC’s bobbing behind getting one smart lick after another. Stopping in her tracks, she paused to watch mesmerized as each stroke of Jake’s powerful arm came down on that lusciously red derriere. When he suddenly stopped, she flinched and darted back into the safety of the kitchen. Hearing the commotion stop for a moment, she was stunned to hear it begin again, with the tone even more alarming. Another glance around the corner and she saw Jake with a wooden hairbrush in his hand smacking the round raw cheeks with as fierce a stroke as he used with his hand. The result: a KC in even more distress.


  “Stop it, you ass!” the blonde woman wailed when she was conscious enough to speak. When she wasn’t, she let out a wild riot of nonsensical cries, sprinkled liberally with four-letter words that KC would never use in normal language. To listen to her ranting, one would think that the man she wrote ten-page, perfume-soaked, red-heart filled, messages of love to daily—even when he was in town—was a “sonafabitch gutless, ball-less m’fucking bastard she’d never lay eyes on ever again”.


  None of KC’s vows did anything to change her darling lover from his task. The hairbrush continued searing those twin globes with a zeal that held Felicity spellbound. She stared at the scene in speechless wonder, her body responding so strongly she was almost tempted to put her hand at her crotch and begin to rub—something that wouldn’t have surprised Felicity in the slightest. Spanking was not exactly foreign to her. Every lover she ever had, that would accommodate her desire, spanked her bottom for the sexual thrill of it.


  But there was nothing sexual happening here, no matter how Felicity was responding. No, her roommate was being punished. There was little doubt of that. Though she really couldn’t see Jake’s face, he was obviously pissed. For a seemingly mild-mannered man to become so physical with the woman he showered with poetry and love-songs, there was only one explanation for the moment.


  “Oh, gawd!” Felicity shrieked to herself. “He found out about ….”


  Looking further than the scene at the dining room chair, she spotted KC’s purse on the coffee table, its spilled contents, and yes, that must be the fake ID lying there. Gathering her wits, Felicity knew when it was time to move on. Quickly plucking the portfolio from the desk, she darted from the study, through the kitchen, into the hall. About to exit the apartment, she slipped against the door post and the portfolio turned upside-down spilling its contents on the slick floor.


  The spanking stopped abruptly. With a half-dozen papers sliding beyond the hallway into the living room, no retrieval of her necessary notes was possible without the pair in the living room seeing her.


  “Felicity!” She heard Jake’s sharp voice.


  “I’ll be out of here in a jif,” she called to him. Scurrying past the hallway, she was on the floor scooping up papers, paying no attention to their disarray.


  “You’re going no where,” Jake barked at her. She looked up seeing the man standing over her looking down angrily. How huge he looked from this angle. She only remembered a few times being on her knees before her former boyfriend—when she’d been sucking on his erection. But never had she felt quite so small in his presence. Jake was a rather formidable man at times, at other times a regular pussy-cat. One thing for certain, the best thing that ever happened was when they drifted apart and he set his sights on her pretty roommate. KC was head-over-heels in love so quickly, Felicity was a little annoyed that the pairing happened so fast.


  As fierce as Jake could look, however, he was simply not strong enough for a headstrong, self-willed woman like Felicity. Physically, Jake was as dark as she was. They were both from eclectic mixed-parentage. Felicity was told she was half white, obviously her mother’s side, and on her father’s, Hispanic, Black and Polynesian. Actually, it seemed that every relative she talked to had a different story about her ancestors—she never really knew and she really didn’t care. Jake was dark-skinned because he was a man with his roots in African soil as much as in European. Whatever combination of heritages he sprung from however, the result was six-feet tall, dark eyes, a weighty chest and, at the moment, a cleanly shaved head. She met him when he was a bouncer in a local dive—for Jake a part-time job that his appearance made him perfectly suited for. And yet, the other side of the imposing looking Jake Troy was a stunning intellectual and poet, currently an assistant professor of English at the University. Most of the time he was as mellow as a teddy bear, though, at the moment, he was as formidable as a girl’s worst nightmare.


  “Tell me you didn’t arrange that fake ID,” Jake said, holding up the forged document for Felicity to see.


  She didn’t want to incriminate herself, but there wasn’t much she was going to do to get out of this blunder. “Fake, huh?”


  Jake grabbed for her arm and pulled her swiftly to her feet, leveling a death-gaze which she tried to match with one of her own. Unfortunately, she had no grounds to counter the man since they both knew she was guilty.


  “You can’t take even a little subterfuge?” she queried him with a sugar-coated tongue and a coy expression in her eyes.


  “Using big words now?” he retorted.


  “You taught me well, my sweet poet.”


  “I ain’t being sweet now, babe. You’re going to get the same treatment on your ass that KC just got on hers.”


  “Oh, no,” she winced.


  He was a man of few words when he was in a mood, and boy, he was in one now!


  Truth was, if he’d been more like this when they were going together she might have stayed with him, or at least treated him better so he would have stuck around, or at the very least, hadn’t turned his eyes toward KC. Too bad he always had those marshmallow heartstrings she could tug. He might be in a foul mood but eventually he’d relent, and deep down inside she’d be pissed, because that wasn’t what she wanted him to do. But if she was lucky, maybe this time she could take advantage of that soft trait.


  “Jake please,” she smiled innocently. “KC asked for the ID. I told her it wasn’t a good idea and she’d have to be really careful. I’m really ….”


  “You little bitch,” he said shaking his head.


  She got her answer quickly. Excuses and sweet-talk wouldn’t work. There’d be no marshmallow-hearted Jake today. Sitting on the same dining room chair that he just used, he quickly drew Felicity over his substantial lap. His thighs felt like granite rocks and she could feel his fierce intention hold her as firmly as his hands.


  “Jake stop!” she roared. “I’m late for a meeting! Please!”


  “Then be late!” he retorted without hesitation.


  Paying no mind to the furiously wriggling body, Jake raised Felicity’s short skirt to find her naked underneath, a fact he assumed would be true for the vampy tart. She never, unless she absolutely had to, wore panties. Coming down with the palm of his hand on her clenched derriere, he began to spank it as hard as he spanked his girlfriend. Felicity’s ass was small but plump, two very fleshy mounds of nakedness. And while a humbled KC sat in fetal position on the couch looking on, her older, supposedly wiser, mentor took a rigorous punishment.


  The pace was furious. Jake wasn’t just pissed, he was furious. Doing his girlfriend’s behind had hardly taken an ounce of his fury away because he seemed to still have a ton stored within his powerful form.


  “Jake, this is stupid!” Felicity roared. Not only was it stupid, it stung as sharply as her mother’s hand had stung on her child’s behind, stung worse than bees planting their hind-ends in her flesh, and stung ten times worse than any playful erotic spanking a boyfriend had delivered to her behind. Funny—Jake had never indulged her spanking fantasies. But he sure wasn’t holding back now. She could feel the heat of it soar through her. Straying to her thighs, that stung the worst. And when he paused only to pick up the damned hairbrush, she was shocked to feel the punishment become more harrowing still.


  “Oh, I hate you!” she cried.


  “I don’t care!” he shot back.


  “You’re going to leave bruises!” she tried once more.


  “I don’t care,” he retorted easily.


  “You ass!”


  “You bitch!”


  The harder she struggled to get away, the more he proved his ability to overpower her. He had mighty arms for a “pussycat” and a mighty temper. Their waged battle continued until Felicity was too exhausted to go on. Relenting, at least somewhat, she let the painful strikes of the paddle continue to redden her ass. And with just that small bit of resignation from her, Jake began to slow the smacks so they became more manageable. The sting was still biting and her ass was still hot, but the pain was becoming more than just pain.


  Stunned, chagrined and hurting, she was oddly aroused.


  With a few finishing smacks that were especially harsh, Jake ended it, pushing her unceremoniously off his lap. Caught off balance, she hit the floor and stared up at the man with tears in her eyes.


  “If I thought it would do any good, Felicity Moon, I’d take you … and you too,” he said, looking straight into KC’s scared eyes, “over my lap every day. You know she got arrested for using that false ID last night!”


  “She what?”


  “Yeah, I had to bail her out, and she was lucky to have a kind judge, but then maybe he was too weary to worry about a college student playing a stupid stunt. But I swear ….”


  “It’s gone, destroyed,” Felicity said, snatching the ID from the table and trying to rip it with her hands.


  “Yeah, it will be destroyed,” Jake said calmly taking it away. “I can’t believe you had two copies made.” He shook his head. “I don’t know who’s the more irresponsible one here,” he looked directly at Felicity, then at KC.


  “Is she being charged?” Felicity asked, carefully tiptoeing into what might be a messy minefield.


  “Thankfully, no,” he replied. “You know I can be really sweet when I want to be. It worked wonders on the judge. But I should have them haul you in for this.”


  “You can’t do that,” she snapped back.


  Felicity had more to say, but glancing at the clock, she was quickly on her feet. “Good gawd! I’m late for that meeting. You, you, you ….” She wanted to hiss in his face, but she didn’t have time. Racing back to her scattered papers, she gathered the mess in her arms and exited the apartment.


  


  ***


  


  “Miss Moon, you’re late.” The first words spoken to her when she entered the conference room were those of Grant Nichols, the ultimate ruler of her fate, Mr. Macho Texas as she preferred to call him. He was dressed in cowboy boots and jeans, and for the occasion, added the formality of a camel’s hair sportcoat. Underneath he wore a plain, white T-shirt, the look decidedly sexy, even if he was an ass.


  “I’m terribly sorry, Mr. Nichols, my roommate was having a personal crisis, and then I was caught in traffic. She slipped into her seat with a confident yet not arrogant smile, and a manner so easy that no one but Grant Nichols really seemed to care that this breath of fresh air had been ten minutes tardy. The meeting was just getting started.


  “So are you ready with your presentation, Miss Moon?” Grant asked.


  “Certainly, sir,” she answered.


  Poised and contained, if not always a little kooky for her eccentric style, Felicity spent the next half hour wowing a mesmerized audience of computer and Internet illiterates. She gave them everything they didn’t need to know about her last three months preparing their website. And though they understood little, they knew they had first-class results. Everyone, including Grant Nichols walked out of the conference room with a smile on their face.




  Chapter Two


  


  Grant Nichols stared grimly at the e-mail message Keith Myers pilfered from a female employee’s desk.


  “Who did you say sent this?”


  “I believe it was Felicity.”


  “Felicity?”


  “Miss Moon, the web designer.”


  “The one with the wild black hair and the ….” He paused.


  “Yes, that’s the one. Wore that really short skirt to the design meeting couple of weeks ago. You told me to have her wear something more appropriate next time.”


  “Ah, yes, I remember.”


  “Now I think she’s mocking you,” Keith said, nodding at the e-mail.


  “How so?”


  “References to prehistoric times, redneck sensitivity, macho posturing, gun-slinging … the women in the secretarial pool loved it, but the sarcasm and innuendo were rather pointed.”


  “Yeah, I get the Texas backwoods references,” Grant droned. “I’m not that stupid.”


  “And now she’s wearing long skirts instead of those micro-minis.”


  “Is she?” He almost looked disappointed. No male employee hadn’t noticed the legs of a dancer beneath Felicity’s short skirts. Even if they were inappropriate in a business setting, she still looked hot. “And that’s a problem?”


  “When you can see right through them it is.”


  Grant’s eyes widened.


  “And she wears no panties,” Keith said.


  “See-through skirts? No panties? That obvious, huh?”


  “In the right light, yes.” he nodded. “Her skirts almost hit her ankles so she looks like a gypsy with that hair and the bracelets and earrings, and the tube tops under her see-through blouses. Her nipples, are well … damn their huge, and she’s got quite an ass … terrific jiggle….” He stopped talking as if he was getting hot and bothered with just the thought of her.


  “So, I suppose she doesn’t wear a bra either?”


  “Not that I’ve ever noticed.”


  Grant nodded slowly. “I see.”


  “I think she’s mocking you, Grant. Every little bit of flesh is covered, but everything still shows.”


  “Mocking me, huh? Right in front of my entire female staff.”


  “She’s a first class brat if you ask me, cocky, arrogant, damned charming though. You saw what she did in that meeting. She could have been naked and everyone would have walked out in love with her.”


  “She turn you on?” Grant asked.


  “Hell, who wouldn’t be turned-on? And she knows she’s got us over a barrel. Not only does she dress like a slut, that woman turns my mind in knots the moment she opens her mouth about the Internet. She knows her way around our computer system so I think she’s living inside it. And she’s only been here two months.”


  “So, she’s for real, not just talking a good line?”


  “Well, so far, Miss Moon has solved every computer glitch we’ve had without a sweat. Totally reconfigured our accounting system so it actually makes sense. And the web page she built is right up there with the very best.”


  “Perhaps we put up with a little eccentricity,” Grant suggested.


  “And memos?” Keith looked back at the e-mail.


  Grant nodded. “Maybe I should talk with her personally.”


  “Maybe you should,” Keith agreed.


  


  ***


  


  Grant sat back in his leather armchair one ankle resting against his knee, dust still clinging to his cowboy boots. His jeans were sharp with a clean press, and his long-sleeved dress shirt looked freshly starched. He must have had some important meeting to dress so formally. And still, his sand-colored hair was in its customary disarray taking the palm of his hand to put it back in place. His nearly forty-year old face had some deep lines, but none that diminished his inherent wholesome handsomeness. With a broad engaging smile, soft blue eyes and clean-cut image he belonged being a corporate mogul, able to charm and woo and make the tough decisions no one else wanted to make. He was a conservative maverick, the kind that Texas breeds happily decade after decade. He had a mind of his own, chiseled from the open air and great expanses of horizons, and work that’s physically taxing, but what builds character in men. He was set in his ways, his own ways, with old-fashioned values about women and relationships—though he had little problem with women in the workplace. He admired what they added to the flavor of the corporation in humanity, even if they were occasionally hard to deal with.


  Grant Nichols was just plain smart in a business where being smart was a great virtue. He had enough space in him to accept other people’s idiosyncrasies. He knew if he didn’t, he might shoot himself in the foot with a short-sighted view of the world. Felicity Moon wasn’t that different from himself, just a female kind of maverick that needed to be steered in the right direction.


  “Miss Moon, sit down, please,” Grant said motioning to the young woman who entered his office. He watched her approach, direct and forceful. With a handful of papers in her hand, she obviously thought she was here on a business matter. He was amused by her appearance, clear mockery just as Keith suggested. Though her skirt wasn’t see-through as others she’d recently worn, this knit one fit her body like second skin, revealing every smooth line—so tight that from behind he could make out the crack of her slightly jiggling ass. Her white blouse above had deep cut armholes, was tied at her waist, and was unbuttoned to mid-breast. Though he could see nothing shocking, it was damned sexy. And because she didn’t wear a bra, those infamous nipples shot through the fabric drawing any voyeur’s eye to their alarming sight, including Grant’s.


  “Mr. Nichols,” Felicity nodded.


  “You’re not here about the design work. I’m satisfied with your progress,” he began.


  “Thank you,” she replied.


  “You are here about a personal matter,” he said getting directly to the point.


  She looked at him warily. “And what would that be?”


  “Keith spoke to you about your clothes.”


  “And that’s still an issue?”


  “As are memos to female employees that are direct shots at me.” His voice naturally lowered, turning what appeared at first to be a pleasantly casual conference into a explicit reprimand. “I don’t try to squelch creativity, least of all yours, but I expect you to fit into the professional climate in this office, and to do so without your hackles raised.”


  Immediately taken aback, Felicity bristled, sat up a little straighter than she’d been, and narrowed her dark brown eyes at him.


  “I’m on contract, not salary. I work on my own. And if I choose to go nude in your office, I will,” she retorted. “You really have no recourse.”


  “Is that what you think?” Grant was almost amused by the idea and the balls she had to go with it. “Then perhaps I’ll have to cancel your contract.”


  “That you could,” she relinquished. “But I don’t think you want to. I know way too much about your operation to leave it now.”


  “Is that suppose to be some kind of threat?”


  “Threat, no,” she backed off slightly, but she was clearly irritated. “Though if I leave, I take what’s in my brain with me, leaving you and your dim-witted nerds to make sense of it.”


  “If it’s that complex, maybe you should simplify things so there won’t be the great mystery.”


  “We live in a complex computer world, you can only simplify things so much. And you have a complex business.”


  Grant Nichols tightened feeling a fierce thrust of energy from the woman before him that was a direct challenge.


  “Miss Moon, this could be your last day, if you like. You want this job, then you put a hold on your attitude and dress in accord with basic business style. You may be good, but you’re not the only computer genius on the planet.”


  She looked at him intrigued, and surprisingly less angry. The man impressed her beyond her original expectations. “You know we don’t have to go to extremes, Mr. Nichols,” she said. “Perhaps I spoke too quickly.” Though she remained proud, the concession was obvious.


  “Perhaps so. What I really think, Felicity Moon, is that you’re an incorrigible brat, and if the sexual harassment police wouldn’t string me up, I’d take you over my lap and spank your ass right now.”


  “You’d what!”


  “Spank your ass, you heard me.”


  “How can you even suggest such a thing?” Proud turned to prim in a second.


  “Don’t get priggish with me, that’s hardly who you are.”


  “Then go ahead and spank me if you like. I’ll raise my skirt right here. You get your ruler!” she retorted angrily.


  “Oh, you are a brassy broad. But if you think I’m gonna dance to your tune you’re far more naïve than I expected.”


  “You’re calling me a broad?”


  He chuckled, something to undo her right on the spot. “You want it both ways, don’t you? That makes you a trampy prick tease speaking feminist jargon.”


  She flared angrily.


  “Know when you’re beat, Miss Moon, or perhaps I’ll start calling you Felicity?”


  “That doesn’t demean me in the slightest, Grant,” she retorted.


  “You’re quite a work of art,” he said, very much amused. “I think I want you around for the laughs.”


  “Then I’ll be going, taking my project with me.” She rose from the chair and began her retreat.


  “Felicity,” he called, his voice turning kind. “We can work together, I think we both know that. You just give me the prudence I need, and I’ll give you the latitude you want.”


  She turned around slowly. Felicity was much too intrigued by Grant Nichols to quit her job on the spot—which was what her humiliation would have her do. But since he was giving her a look of sincere respect, it was enough to keep her from a rash move. Of course Grant manipulated the entire incident from the causally friendly opening, to utter humiliation, to this truce of an ending, and that amazed her even more. He was more a man than she’d had the pleasure of enjoying in a long time.


  “All right,” she said, sounding flip though not without a degree of mutual respect he’d want. About to leave again, she turned back one last time. “About your spanking threat …. perhaps it would be wise to note that my ass is not off-limits if that’s what would keep the peace between us. I’m usually incorrigible regardless of my desires otherwise. ‘Perpetual brat’, one man told me a while back.”


  “And did he spank you?”


  “Yes, he did.”


  “I’ll keep that in mind,” Grant said.


  


  ***


  


  When the alarm rang in her ear, Felicity turned over in bed and squashed the offending machine with the palm of her hand. The nasty noise stopped abruptly and she went back to sleep. The next thing she heard was the sound of KC’s voice drawing her from a wicked dream that included Grant Nichols, Jake and a race though the woods toward an unknown destination. She was almost glad to awaken, except for the obvious sexual overtones of the dream in which everyone was naked.


  “What time is it?” Felicity drawled.


  “Eleven,” KC replied. She was munching on a pop-tart, crumbs littering Felicity’s floor.


  “What!” Felicity jumped out of bed and dashed to the bath.


  “I thought maybe you didn’t have to work,” KC remarked lazily.


  “I have a meeting in a half hour.”


  “Oh, then you’re going to be late,” KC observed the obvious, still dropping pieces of frosting as she moved toward the door.


  “Yeah, well get out of my way. I’ve got to run, and damn it, will you use a napkin next time!”


  


  ***


  


  Felicity jogged to the fourth floor conference room, out of breath. Regaining her calm, she walked in bearing a half smile and slipped into her seat almost unnoticed. She was only fifteen minutes late and by the looks of the meeting’s progress she was hardly missed. Everyone was in the midst of arguing budgetary matters than were of no concern to her.


  At her arrival, only Grant looked up taking note of her tardy but subtle entrance. He noted her attire and rose from his chair.


  “If you’ll excuse me, Miss Moon and I need to confer before we begin her portion of the meeting.”


  Without giving her clue about his concerns, Grant gave her a nod and she slipped out of the room on his heels as casually as she’d just entered. Following him down the hall, he suddenly ducked into an empty office, pulled her inside and closed the door behind her.


  “So much for truces and compromises,” he said abruptly. He didn’t look happy.


  “I’m sorry I’m late. It was a bad night last night.” She remembered the fight with Jake, a another brisk and painful spanking, and the unexpected sexual fireworks that were set off between them. With KC gone during the brief confrontation, Felicity ran out of the apartment and drank until two a.m. trying to forget how much she was suddenly intrigued by her former boyfriend. Never in a million years would she risk hurting her relationship with KC. And the unplanned kiss from Jake was a damned good reason to get drunk.


  “I didn’t expect much improvement, Felicity,” Grant said. “But I think we’re going backwards here.” He stared at her clothes, which suddenly made the scene make a whole lot more sense. She looked down at the tight skirt—she swore it was longer than her usual short skirts. The lace top was well-covered by a jacket, but there was a plunging neckline and cleavage showing. Still, it was about the most conservative thing she owned.


  “You’re going after me because the clothes!” she looked at him amazed.


  “It’s part of the truce, as are a lot of other things,” he said. “So let me see your ass.”


  “You’re really serious?”


  “Damn right I am,” he replied.


  “And it wouldn’t matter to you that I just got the living hell spanked out of me last night?”


  “Ah, your ass is still sore?” he wondered.


  “Yeah, it’s still sore,” she tried for some sympathy.


  “Good,” he retorted. Not waiting for her to obey him, he took her by the arm, sat down in a desk chair and drew her over his lap.


  “Oh, no, you fucking bastard!” she cried out with the reality setting in. Abruptly reminded that there were secretaries working just twenty feet beyond the door, she squelched her next comments, though Grant heard her whispering voice loud and clear ….“You’re a fuckin’ ass you do this here.” She tried wiggling from his grasp but was getting nowhere. Grant Nichols was as tough and strong as his Texas background.


  “Oh, I have every intention of spanking you, lil darling. Talk about incorrigible. You’re late, you’re dressed like a woman of loose morals, your mouth is foul and you can’t seem to keep from sending suggestive e-mail … should I go on?”


  “Like hell!” she shot back nastily, unsuccessfully trying to wrench away.


  He had his belt from his pants, doubled in his hand, the broad leather poised and ready to strike her wiggling derriere.


  “Oh, I don’t think you have much to say on this,” he retorted. “After all, you gave me your consent. Let’s just see how serious you were about that.”


  Letting the belt make its first strike, the snap of the leather against her bottom shot like an arrow through her entire system. Followed by a dozen quick snaps to her sore skin, it was all she could do to keep from shrieking. If Jake hadn’t gotton so pissed at her the night before and done practically the same thing Grant was doing now, she might have been able to take the fiery blast. But with just enough leftover ache to prime the pump, in mere seconds her ass felt like a blow torch had been applied to the sensitive skin. Unfortunately, Grant didn’t give a lick about the state of her behind, the foul belt just kept coming down in a vile rain. If there was some way she could justify it, maybe it would be better. But just as with Jake’s impetuous move to spank her, this had so little behind it she felt wronged, betrayed and even violated. For all the times she’d been a true brat, for all the defiance she heaped on men in authority, to have ignited anything so terrible, so easily, she was becoming as pissed as she was distraught.


  Fighting mad, Felicity spit whispered commands to stop, nasty hisses decrying her fate, and hushed but biting retorts. All to the bitter end of it, she squirmed and fought like a madwoman. Nothing worked, and nothing got easier, and she was convinced by the time he finally set her on her feet with a throbbing ass that he was the most evil man alive.


  “What the hell!” she blurted out immediately.


  “You think you didn’t deserve this one?” he asked, looking almost amused.


  That made her anger rise higher still.


  “If there weren’t people just outside this door, I’d give you a right cross that would send you to the hospital.”


  “I hardly think that would happen. Besides, this was as much your idea as it was mine. And the reasons are just.”


  “They are not! I was hardly late, this outfit is the most subdued thing I’ve got… well almost, and if you haven’t heard mouths more foul than mine, then you’re a bloody liar.”


  “And the e-mail?” he asked.


  “What e-mail?”


  “A two page piece of pornography appeared in the e-mail of nearly every high-level executive in the company. Not that it wasn’t hotter than shit, and not that most of the men weren’t rubbing their crotches by the time they finished, I know there were several—including my very conservative partner, Tom Jordan—that didn’t appreciate the piece. When he’s talking about tar and feathers, I’m merely spanking you. Seems to me you got a good deal.”


  “My god, what did I do?” She paled, raising her hand to her lips in horror. “That e-mail was for Marion Dobbs.”


  “Was it meant to be personal?” Grant raised his eyebrows.


  “You shouldn’t ask.”


  “Well, Miss Computer Genius, perhaps this proves that you’re not perfect.”


  “But, you can be certain I’ll find the error,” Felicity said, momentarily forgetting that she was supposed to be angry with Grant Nichols.


  “I hope you will, and perhaps be advised not to e-mail such compromising things on company time.”


  “This was not company time,” she answered. “And as for the other accusations you made ….”


  “I was merely proving my point, Felicity. You are an admitted incorrigible brat, though it seems this time you were punished for something that could have been easily an honest error.”


  She glowered at him.


  “I’m glad we got the first one over with,” Grant continued. “I have a feeling you’re quite right about yourself. You’re gonna need this often if you plan to stay working here.”


  Felicity didn’t know what to say. The day had been so alarming that words were failing her, something quite rare for the rambunctious woman. She was rarely embarrassed but had good reason to be now.


  “Well, I think it’s time we got back to the meeting,” he said. “I hope you can do your presentation as planned.”


  “I’m sure I can,” she replied. “But I do have one question.”


  “And that is?”


  “Did you tell Mr. Jordon what you were going to do … spank me?”


  “To save your job, yes,” he replied.


  “And do I have good reason to feel embarrassed walking into this meeting?” she asked.


  “I wouldn’t really know,” he said. “I suppose it depends on how thick a skin you have.”


  


  The meeting went better than Felicity planned, so well, she wondered if Grant wasn’t bluffing that Jordon knew about her spanking. He seemed to be one of her most enthusiastic supporters concerning the changes she designed for the inventory system. Who’s to tell? Though it was a good thing she had a decent sense of humor. The e-mail she received for the next few weeks was everything from nastily judgmental—that quantity was slight—to wildly risqué—to downright indecent, even by her own standards. At one point, after a particularly racy memo, Grant stopped her in the hall and asked how she was getting along.


  “Amazed,” she replied. “I never really knew what lurks in the hearts and cocks of men. Women I understand, but ….” Felicity looked quite bewildered.


  “Is there a problem?” he asked looking concerned.


  “No, I don’t think so,” she said quietly. With a smile on her face, he probed no more.




  Chapter Three


  


  At eleven at night Felicity was getting ready for bed. Deadlines successfully completed, she planned on sleeping long into the morning. She wouldn’t be needed at work that Friday and the thought of a long day’s rest, even before the weekend began, was heavenly.


  Felicity had narrowly escaped another run-in with Jake. It seemed the renewed sparks the two spankings generated were only becoming more discernible every day. She tried avoiding him, something not all that easy to do when he was so close with KC. The third spanking had taken her by surprise even more than the others. And for the reasons that Jake gave her—drinking too much and a smart mouth, both of which were true—she had the distinct impression that he was “feeling her out”, seeing if she’d respond with more than incensed fury. She was smart enough that night, despite her inebriation, to keep the wraps on the lust that brewed in her. No, there was no way she could be attracted to him again, never, not for KC’s sake and certainly not for her own. Jake could never be the man she really wanted. In any event, Felicity did what she could to stay out of his way, and KC’s too, afraid her roommate would get suspicious.


  Just as she was putting her head down on the pillow, the phone rang. She was too stunned to answer right away. She thought KC was still up, but hearing the phone still ringing, she pulled it off the cradle.


  “Hello.”


  “Felicity?” She thought it sounded like Grant.


  “Yes?”


  “Grant Nichols.”


  “Something wrong?”


  “Yeah, wrong, big time. I need you to fly out with me in the morning. I have to be in Switzerland as soon as possible.”


  “And I’m going with you?”


  “You do have a passport.”


  “Yeah, sure. But why? It’s suppose to be my day off. I’m bushed.”


  “I can’t tell you now. But consider this a vote of confidence, an all expenses paid vacation and a damned big favor.”


  She was beginning to perk up. Switzerland. Grant by himself. Paid vacation? Should she be suspicious?


  “But this is not a vacation?” she tried to clarify.


  “No, you’ll have some work to do, but I’ll tell you about that when you get to the airport.”


  “What time?”


  “Probably five-thirty. Meet me at the TWA international terminal.”


  “And how much should I pack?”


  “Maybe we’ll just buy you some clothes when we get there.”


  “Hey, I have a wardrobe that’ll work,” she shot back peeved with him.


  “Two week’s worth?”


  “Two weeks! But …”


  “There’s a fat bonus in this for you. Don’t worry, we’ll find someone to take care of your cat. You do have a cat don’t you?”


  “My roommate can take care of Fluff.”


  “Good. Then leave her a nice note and twenty bucks and I’ll see you at five.”


  “You said five-thirty.”


  “Better make it five.”


  “I’ll be there.”


  


  If it had only been a lover planning a spontaneous trip she could have gotten into the spirit of the moment. Then again, even without that, she was intrigued by Grant’s suddenness and the mystery surrounding the unexpected call. She’d been half-asleep when the phone rang, but was now wide awake, trying to decide which pieces of her unusual wardrobe would be suitable for Grant’s headquarters at The Chateau. She suspected it was very posh and sophisticated. Rumors of The Chateau swept the company every few months making it a desired destination for any on-the-move executive, and quite intimidating to those that could only dream of it.


  Five years before, Felicity had been to every hostel in Germany and Switzerland when she spent a summer there. This would be a trip of a far different sort.


  


  ***


  


  At five-forty five Felicity spotted Grant cooling his heels in front of the TWA ticket counter.


  “We’re going to have to run if we plan to make the plane,” he exclaimed as he grabbed her bag. “I know I should have taken the company jet.”


  “I’m sorry,” she hurriedly apologized, but they were off to the gate at breakneck speed and he hardly heard. Once on the plane, they breathed easy and she could try making amends for her tardiness.


  “I am sorry, Grant. I think the whole universe was conspiring against this,” she tried that excuse.


  “If I didn’t need you so much, I would have left you.”


  “You need me?” she repeated in wonder.


  “But no need to worry. It will give me a good reason to redden your butt when we get to the hotel.”


  “You’re really serious about holding me to the spanking thing?”


  “I think it’s the perfect solution for you, since it looks as though you’re going to infuriate me on a regular basis. And since we’re going to be working so closely together for a few weeks we might as well get off on the right foot.”


  She could already feel her bottom burning accompanied by the same erotic spark she felt when Jake spanked her. Maybe it wasn’t Jake at all that had her so in lust, but the act of getting spanked. Certainly she couldn’t be having feelings for Grant Nichols. There wasn’t a man anywhere that was a worse match for her than this one. Still, her bottom tingled and so did that wet spot between her legs. A dazzling electric jolt made her, at least for the moment, look at her boss with a new set of eyes.


  “So, what’s the big mystery?” she said changing the subject.


  With a fresh cup off coffee in hand, Grant turned to her. “Embezzlement.”


  “Woah!”


  “The corporate variety. And corporate theft. Some computer mole has attached some accounts. Money has been disappearing and no one knows from where. I caught the problem a few weeks ago, and I thought it was just a mistake. I did some checking with my head of European operations and have all the more reason to suspect a rather ingenious scheme to bilk me and our stockholders of a rather handsome amount of cash. I need you to do what you do best. Work your way on the system and see what you can find.”


  “Oh, this is exciting,” she purred, feeling another wicked sexual rush traipse right through her.


  “You, however, play secretary. Bright, but not the computer genius you are. I’m not sure I’ll be telling anyone your background. But you can follow my lead.”


  “I’ll be supremely cagey,” she replied.


  “The less you say the better,” he added. “And don’t get too smart—except when you’re on the machine.”


  “Yes, sir,” she said.


  “And about your wardrobe ….” he started in again.


  “Maybe you should wait until you see what I brought. I know you think I’m a total fashion disaster, but maybe I’ll surprise you.”


  


  ***


  


  Grant and Felicity met for breakfast the next day in his hotel room.


  Felicity did a double take when Grant answered his door. He looked so odd to her she hardly realized it was her boss. Polished European cut suit, modest tie, his clipped hair, slicked back, Italian loafers—he was impressively handsome in a way she’d never have expected.


  If Felicity was taken aback seeing Grant, he was more than slightly shocked to see self-styled rebel looking uncharacteristically sedate in a teal blue designer suit, silk blouse and modest high heels. Her hair, far less than half its size, was tucked into a neat bun at the back of her head. There were small gold hoops at her ears and just one ring on her left hand, a large but not gaudy pearl set with two emeralds. She looked rich, but not too rich.


  “My, you’ve about restored my faith in you,” Grant said, impressed.


  “I think you better wait to pass judgment until you see if I can solve your problem.”


  “All this almost makes what I have to do next seem a little absurd,” he remarked as he stepped aside and welcomed her into his suite.


  “And what’s that?” she asked as she moved forward. Feeling acutely formal and businesslike she couldn’t understand what he meant by the comment.


  “I owe you a hot ass, as if you don’t remember.”


  “Oh, you’re not going to do that now?” A look of terror flashed in her eyes as she wondered if he was just joking.


  “You wonder why I asked you here for breakfast? I thought you’d prefer some privacy to being spanked in public.”


  “You aren’t serious, are you?” she exclaimed shocked. More than the shock, the strange erotic accompaniment of the suggestion was, again, unwanted. With another man perhaps, but certainly not with Grant Nichols!


  “This is just a reminder,” he said. “You started this trip off on the wrong foot. And though you look exactly as I need you to look—I do appreciate the effort—I think it would be a good idea in light of the past, that I remind you how seriously I take this matter. It is no joke, no time for trashy e-mail and flip remarks and crazy clothes, no moment for either of us to let down our guard.”


  “Couldn’t you believe that I understand that and just trust me?” she suggested.


  “Maybe. But I think you might want the reminder as much as I do.”


  Felicity had mixed feelings, though she knew herself well. She knew a man’s control over her was probably best enforced by a strong hand—that’s why she mentioned the spanking idea to Grant in the first place. But under the circumstances she understood what Grant needed without having him beat it into her.


  Looking into the sitting area, she spied a wooden-handled paddle sitting on the coffee table in front of the couch. The oval punishment end of the implement was nearly five inches long with several holes drilled through the surface. The thing looked like disaster in the making. Sleek, polished and beckoning her. Such strange doings inside her, she found the thing so alluring, she suddenly realized that the desire to have her ass warmed was overtaking her fear. She wouldn’t be raising another argument against Grant’s plans no matter how absurd the thought them.


  “If you think it’s best,” she finally said, with such resignation that even Grant was a little surprised.


  Following him into the room, she waited while he took his seat in a winged-backed armchair, his lap looking almost inviting to her eye.


  “Perhaps if you removed your skirt we’d save a few wrinkles?” he suggested.


  “Maybe so,” she said compliantly, finding the ritual as erotically heightening as the fiery moment she had with him before. Still, she was certain that her arousal had nothing to do with the man at all.


  There was a strange degree of embarrassment when Felicity realized that removing her skirt would reveal her naked pubis for the man to see. (Dressed for business or dressing as she pleased, she still wore no panties) She deprived Grant a view of her puss the time before, but with her skirt coming down before the fact, with nothing but garter-belt and stockings underneath, there wasn’t much way to avoid his clear view of her moist female cleft.


  “Over my lap!”


  Seeing the uncompromising look in Grant’s eyes, she obeyed like a dutiful child, even though the moment was awkward with Felicity so thoroughly exposed to her boss. She’d be happy to get this one over with fast.


  From the start of the spanking, it was clear that there was something brewing between her and her boss that she never planned. All her impudent spunky sass had disappeared and she could feel herself more than ever before, surrendering. Never, never had she felt so undone by anything. She only hoped that Grant had no clue what was rampaging through her body and mind.


  While she waited for him to begin, the interminable moment seemed to stretch on forever. What was he thinking? Did he know how she trembled in fear and anticipation, her sexual desire rising to an incredible peak? Did he know, or was he just admiring the look of her ass? Thoughts careening through her head, they were suddenly interrupted with a ferocious pain following a quick bevy of strikes from the hard wood paddle. Harsher than the belt weeks before, he laid into her flesh with sharp smacks that burned much more than any belt ever would.


  “Good gawd!” she roared. This time not worried about a secretarial pool outside the door, she let her agony escape in loud and vehement cries. Unfortunately, just like the time before, her cries had no bearing on Grant’s designs.


  She was bouncing and jiggling on his lap, and her bottom was getting redder by the second. The two plump mounds were flushed and hot with a nasty sting that only made her squirm and wiggle and cry even more. If he paused even for a few seconds it was only so that she’d be ready to handle another round of swats.


  There were a string of ‘no’s’ and ‘please stops’ and then just tears, as she couldn’t prevent the pain from making her cry. “I can’t take it anymore,” she finally yelled.


  Hearing that retort he smacked her especially hard. “Hush!” His voice was cold and adamant, chilling her into silence. For the next three strikes she remained subdued. But once he started in with a more zealous assault she was wailing again, even while she made an attempt to be less vocal.


  Bearing up was difficult, but she managed to last until Grant was finally finished. Once he stopped, she remained across his lap, weary and in tears. Again feeling the unwelcome erotic charge, she would have liked to have bolted upright and left the room, but she knew that would look cowardly. Not her style. As gracefully as she could, once Grant gave her a little shove to send her on her way, she scooted to her feet, retrieved the skirt and restored what little dignity there could be in a moment like this.


  “Will the reminder stick?” he asked.


  “I think it should,” she replied feeling certain of the fact. She wasn’t about to find herself over his lap again for saying what was really on her mind.


  “Good. Then we’ll be on our way.”


  “Right now?” She looked at him dazed.


  “Maybe if you spent a moment in the bath, then had a muffin?” he suggested noticing her messed hair and her weary tone of voice.


  “That would be very nice,” she replied.


  When he disappeared into his bedroom, leaving her alone, she sighed relieved.




  Chapter Four


  


  The Chateau was a charming old-world gem set into a mountainside with a dense pine forest all around. As the small Mercedes wound its way up the mountain, Felicity got glimpses of it at odd intervals when the car careened around the steep hillsides. It disappeared from view seconds later as the vehicle took another sharp turn. The clear cool air swept her face with the windows open, ruffling her hair so strands of it were dislodged and she felt less “put together.” Still, she welcomed the refreshing breeze against her skin, even the cold, the way the chill of it tickled her between her breasts when her jacket and blouse would open. Her nipples were hard from just that much stimulation, and probably from thinking too much about being over Grant’s lap. Yes, she could afford a few fantasies. There was a smile on her face that her boss/companion might notice, but he’d never know why it was there.


  A gentle squirm in her seat and she was reminded how wet she was in her private places—perhaps there wouldn’t be a spot on her skirt, but then she couldn’t be sure. This much sensuous stimulation in just one morning—spanking and a breakneck trip around a mountain in a sporty sedan—she was thinking that propriety might not be so important after all. She was feeling all too free to be contained. Oh, but she would contain herself for Grant’s benefit, and probably her job.


  It was intriguing to be on the inside of a corporate intrigue, the playground her beloved computer. Nothing so fascinating had happened in her career. Oh, there were always a few hot shots on the computer that liked to screw with things, but they were small potatoes compared with what Grant was suggesting to her about his European operation. This was much bigger and more complicated, involving someone very sly and knowledgeable about finance, computers and how to extort funds without anyone having a clue—almost anyone at least.


  


  Felicity’s glimpses of The Chateau suggested its grand size, but nothing was quite so stunning as that first complete glimpse of the massive structure that housed Grant’s company. The feel of it was so different than the eight floors of the Chicago high-rise. Here in this private landscape, away from everything but mountains and trees and meadows, it was not just the immensity of the operation that was so apparent, it had a feel of secrecy, as if contained inside the stunning fortress were classified and thus mysterious parts of life only the initiated could have access to. Such a curious foreboding overcame her, probably the product of every spy novel she’d read, or old James Bond flick she’d seen. The hair on the back of her head tingled and she shivered so that Grant noticed.


  “Look spooky to you?” he asked her. He stopped the car in the circle drive in front of a flight of stairs to the main entrance.


  “Yes, in fact it does.”


  “Did that to me too the first time I saw it. Story goes, some mad baron owned the place, and for years had roamed the halls so no one even knew where to find him. No one wanted to come near The Chateau because he shot people on sight. He killed at least six people. When the old guy finally died, all that was found were his bones in bed. Some hikers, not knowing The Chateau’s reputation, decided to explore it. I’m afraid my own family added to the mystery. My grandfather, Texas land baron that he was, bought it for his first wife about the time of World War I. But Marguerite Nichols died in a riding accident on their first trip here. My grandfather closed the place up tighter than a drum and it wasn’t opened until after he died. My dad told me to either use it or dispose of it, and this is what I decided to do. It worked beautifully.


  “And still it has that spooky air,” she said, “or is it just because we’re involved in corporate intrigue?”


  “Maybe a little of both,” he suggested.


  She sighed. “I suppose I should touch up my hair,” she said gazing into the makeup mirror behind the visor.


  “Naw, leave it be. You look better a little more like yourself. Besides, I’m sure Rennie will appreciate you as you are.”


  “Rennie?”


  “Head of operations here. He’s a first class cad, sure to charm the pants off of you.”


  “I beg your pardon. I decide who takes my pants off,” she said, with a sweet twist.


  Grant gave her a quizzical look. “Now how does that work when you don’t wear any pants?” he asked.


  She smiled. “How cute. Maybe we should go inside.” The subject of her pants or no pants had been thoroughly covered already once that day.


  


  Except for the entrance and lobbies, what Felicity saw of The Chateau that morning was so much like a regular office it was hard not to imagine herself back in Chicago. Only when they ventured into the executive offices where there were views of the Swiss Alps did that enchanted spooky feeling return.


  They found Rennie Halpern in his office.


  “Miss Moon,” she heard her name, and her eyes swept the room looking for the man behind it. He was coming from an adjoining office, the door behind her. Turning around she caught her first look at the dashing charmer, who not only greeted her warmly, but took her arm in his, drew her close and then kissed the back of her hand. “I’ve heard so much about you,” he gushed.


  “And why would that be?” she questioned him.


  “Why as Grant’s assistant, of course I’d hear about you. I told him he could have a whole staff of secretaries when he got here if he needed them, but he insisted on bringing you. I now know why.”


  Distinctive double breasted suit, Italian leather shoes, longish brown hair swept back from his face—it would take a good $100 bucks to style it that way—hand-painted tie, he was absolutely perfect all the way down to the manicured nails and the fragrance of cologne—something expensive but understated. Felicity loved guessing scents and was good at it, but this was nothing she was familiar with.


  “Grant said you’d charm the pants off of me,” she said. She turned to her boss and smiled.


  “I know,” Rennie looked at her with an air of sincerity, “he thinks I’m the world’s worst gigolo, or best perhaps.”


  Rennie’s brown eyes twinkled with such a provocative gleam—sure, she’d take her pants down for him if she had any, or she’d bend over and let him abuse her ass. She’d probably do anything he wanted. Rather like the movie star of your dreams suddenly appearing in your bedroom he was that potent.


  Rennie, Grant and Felicity spent the morning in conference. Felicity was nothing but a secretary to the intimate and candid conversation between executives, though she gained a good deal of knowledge about the project she was working on. To cover for her computer activities, Grant suggested she be introduced as a secretary and computer technician there to streamline the system. There should be no suggestion of her real purpose for being in Switzerland. Even Rennie was kept guessing. To do her work, he gave her an office next to his. Grant’s was on the other side.


  Lunch was brought to the office by the corporate chef. The four course repast was hardly like the company food at the Chicago commissary. There were snails that neither she or Grant bothered with—Rennie ate them all with relish—but the salad, cheese and trout were perfection. Felicity’s palate was so intoxicated by the time she was finished, she thought the only good way to finish off the meal would have been a rousing fuck—or at the very least, a long and lingering masturbation. But instead of an orgasm she accepted a fruit-filled pastry that melted languidly in her mouth—practically orgasmic in itself.


  “He’s seducing you,” Grant declared once Rennie disappeared from the room to handle a business call in private.


  “Is he?”


  “Of course. Seduces every woman he sees.”


  “So, I suppose he’s not married?”


  “Hardly. He has a penchant for kinky sex. I suppose the most remarkable time I’ve had here was when he showed off one of his girlfriends to me. Strutted her out like she was his latest prize race horse. Then telling me she was submissive, he caned her ass.”


  “He what?”


  “Caned her.”


  “I see.” Her stomach fluttered strangely as she tried to imagine the picture of Rennie Halpern being so dominant.


  “You should know before you end up in bed with him. He’s not a nice man.”


  “And yet he’s in charge of things here?”


  “Short of actually abusing women, which he doesn’t do—they all seem to fall over him—he’s far and away the best executive I’ve had in this position over the last ten years.”


  “And how long has he been here?”


  “It think it’s five now. Took over for some bungling idiots that really screwed things up. I couldn’t complain when he put everything back in order.”


  “And he canes women,” Felicity mused aloud.


  Moments later, Rennie walked back in the office with the same charming smile he left with. She wondered that he was always so cheerful. Apparently it was a cover for a much nastier side. He was much like the surroundings, utterly awe-inspiring on the surface with a feel of dread beneath the veneer. There was little about The Chateau that didn’t intrigue her from the setting, to the food, to the puzzle she was to unravel, to Rennie Halpern.


  


  ***


  


  The first time Felicity was alone with Rennie was the following day. After giving her instructions to start combing for oddities in the computer, Grant flew to Paris for a sales meeting. Rennie would give her everything she needed.


  Grant did however leave her with a curt, dictatorial injunction.


  “Keep clear of Rennie, sexually and personally.”


  “Is that suppose to be an order?” she asked, almost whimsically.


  He was tying his tie, looking into the mirror in his hotel room, giving her final instructions before he left for the airport. Turning, he laid one keen-eyed look her way. “Yes, it is,” he answered. “Don’t compromise yourself and your work here.”


  “You think there’s some danger from Rennie?”


  “Rennie, no. But you get yourself tied up with the man, he’ll turn your thinking on edge.”


  “So little faith in me,” she retorted. “You know I’ll do what I damn well please.”


  “And answer to my belt if you do something stupid.”


  “Oh, so you’re going to try running my love life too?”


  “Don’t go over the line on this, Felicity. You’ve been a perfect non-brat up until now. Let’s just keep it up.”


  “Well, you certainly haven’t changed from being a condescending ass,” she snapped back at him. “Frankly, I’m in a perfectly bratty frame of mind right now, so you’d just better not hold your breath.”


  His stare looked like the wrath of God descending on her—his eyes smoldering. The thought that he might just breath fire in the next instant came to mind.


  “Have I gone over the edge?” she quipped.


  “Yeah, you’ve gone way over. If I wouldn’t be late for my plane, I’m sure your ass would be burning.”


  How like him to stir her fires. But then she liked the way he swept her with that stare, those two pointed orbs circling her, then darting inside where a little flame of submissive thrill flickered just waiting to be ignited into a bonfire. If she said one more word—one more goading word—he’d be on her in seconds, covering her ass with strokes from the palm of his hand. Then he’d be late for his plane, even more pissed off, and she’d be crawling out from under that disaster for weeks. No, the better part of valor was to let him go. They’d certainly war another time.


  “I’m sorry,” she backed off with a genuine softness creeping into her voice. Her shoulders lightened and she brought a smile to her lips. Seeing him ease off, she added, “sometimes I get the better of myself.”


  “Yes. Sometimes you’re a conniving, aggravating bitch.”


  “Some say that’s what makes me so lovable.”


  “I’m afraid I wouldn’t know about that. Just don’t do something stupid like sleep with Rennie Halpern. I don’t need your mind twisted into knots, thinking you’ve fallen in love. And if it takes an order to make you obey, then it’s an order.”


  “You’re still condescending,” she said exasperated.


  “And you’re still a brat,” he added.


  He was ready to leave.


  


  ***


  


  Despite Grant’s explicit order—and perhaps because of it—the charming Rennie Halpern emerged as a delightful diversion, and certainly a serious flirtation. Felicity didn’t have to be forewarned about his prowess with women, it was obvious from the moment she laid eyes on him. She was grateful to Grant for having warned her about his dark sexual interests. Being spanked by one man at a time was plenty, but a second? She wasn’t sure she was prepared for the emotional impact let alone the damage to her ass—no matter how sexually provocative. Still, despite her concerns over being spanked, Rennie remained a man to toy with, if not conquer, and if not conquer, at least try to figure out.


  What Felicity discovered was how quickly the tables were turned as soon as she was alone with him. His ability to woo women was uncanny. Even knowing she was being seduced did nothing to stop what seemed inevitable. It was just too hard to fight any man so utterly perfect at flirtation.


  To Felicity’s surprise however, it was more than mere flirtation wooing her. There was more sincerity from the man than she’d experienced from any man in a long time. Sincerity and a determination to control.


  “I get the feeling that you’re not quite what you appear to be,” Rennie said, after they’d worked together for an hour, Rennie acquainting her with some of the newer facets to the computer system. A hands-on administrator, his were on her shoulders as he stood above her. When he leaned in, his face was so close to hers they practically touched. The male smell of him was like an expensive liquor, a bit sharp, but yet mellow and smooth underneath. She might have tasted him and found him able to make her drunk.


  When he interjected his observation about her, she turned around to see his face.


  “And how do you conclude that I’m not what I appear?” she asked him.


  “I perceive in you a maverick, not the straight-laced business woman you pretend to be.”


  “Pretend?”


  “Yes, pretend. But then you’re good at games.”


  “That I am. And so are you,” she returned.


  “But tell me I’m right,” he urged her. “I’d like to see the real Felicity.”


  She was amazed. “What gave you your clue that this is just pretend?”


  “I’m not sure.” He played with her hair, his hands generating electricity enough to make her shiver.


  “You shouldn’t be doing that, I have been warned.”


  “I’m sure you have. Grant thinks I’m a total scoundrel.”


  “Aren’t you?” She liked the playful banter, his smile and his hands in her hair—tenderly touching it.


  “I like women. I’m completely open about that. I’ve had dozens, maybe as many boyfriends as you’ve had. Do you regret any of them?” he asked.


  “A few, yes,” she retorted. “But then I don’t linger on regret. I just move on.”


  “Exactly—until that moment we get what we’re really looking for. Neither one of us has found it yet, so why not keep pursuing?”


  “You have a point there.”


  “And if I were to ask you to dinner now, would you turn me down?”


  “Why don’t you ask and see what I say” she teased.


  “So how about dinner tonight, Mademoiselle Moon, something very continental, very Swiss, very charming? Would you join me?”


  “I’d love it.”


  “Good, as long as you let me see the real Felicity.”


  “I’d be delighted to let her out of her cage,” she answered.


  It was difficult to concentrate on her work thinking what the night might bring. Yet remembering Grant’s imposing dictum, she didn’t let the man go to her head and heart. She spent the entire afternoon digging deep into the guts of the computer maze that had become a bonafide riddle.


  ***


  


  For her date, Felicity wore the shortest mini-skirt she’d brought on the trip—not the shortest she owned, but she hadn’t even counted on wearing this one when she packed her clothes with Grant’s vision of her attire in mind. She wore her high-heeled leather boots, a lacy bustier over her breasts and a leather jacket. Dressing, she thought of Rennie on a motorcycle—when he wasn’t in a sports car. Leather seemed to fit his alter-ego.


  She left her hair long, flowing anyway it happened to fall. The dark curls were gleaming and savage in the seductive light of the hotel room.


  When she answered his knock at her door she noted the satisfied gleam in his bedroom brown eyes.


  Rennie was still dressed in his business suit. Though he didn’t seem to mind the odd difference in the mood of their attire.


  “More like myself?” she suggested to him.


  “You are ravishing,” he replied. “And I’ll bet Grant doesn’t let you dress this way at the office.”


  “How did you guess?” She smiled at him looking just as happy as he was. “In fact, we’ve fought about it.”


  “Oh, and who won?”


  “I think you saw,” she said. “But then some of that is natural propriety.”


  “Propriety, natural?”


  “I’m a pragmatist, Rennie. I do what suits the occasion for the maximum effect.”


  “And dressing in leather was meant to lure me?” he asked.


  “Of course.”


  Felicity assumed they’d tease all evening long.


  


  Dinner began in an open-air café with a plate of Tucson cheeses and a glass of full-bodied burgundy. Dinner ended in a cozy fire-warmed bistro, sitting in a private alcove allowing a delicate lemony mousse to melt inside her mouth—much the way Rennie’s affectionate hands were melting into her skin every time he touched her face, or the back of his hand grazed her arm. Between the cheese and the lemony mousse, they strolled the village looking into shop windows, often giggling like lovers would. Meandering toward the edge of a glassy lake, they gazed into the sapphire twilight, seeing how the colors of the snow-covered highlands changed in hue as night approached. They dined on Rennie’s choices, distinctive, both subtle and pungent tastes with garlic, cream, and light white wine with their fish. Later there was more rich burgundy. His eyes didn’t stop adoring her for a second, looking on her as though he was in awe of the dark, savage hair and her glittering eyes.


  “So, what is it about my hair that was a clue to my alter-ego?” she asked as the last nibble of lemon was just a memory on her tongue.


  He drew the recollection into his mind with his lips curling up in a smile. “Yesterday when you arrived, there was this wisp of a curl in front of your face. The way you blew it off was damned sexy and unpretentious. For an instant, I saw a wildcat dressed up in a good girl’s clothes, being what her boss wanted her to be. I’m worried for you that such things will wear thin before you can go back to being yourself.”


  “Ah, but I’m a very adaptable women. Here I’ve been dining romantically in leathers as though I was wearing chiffon.”


  He chuckled.


  “Do you realize how absurd the thought of chiffon on you would be?”


  “An utter fashion catastrophe, I’m sure.” She toyed with her empty spoon, thinking of just one thing. “Grant says you cane women’s behinds?”


  He looked momentarily startled. “He really must not like me,” Rennie replied. “So, knowing that you’re not frightened by me?”


  “I’m fascinated by you,” she replied. “To be that commanding of a woman and have her obey means that there’s part of you I’m not seeing right now. Just like you haven’t seen all of me.”


  “And would you like to see that part?”


  “I look for strong men, ones I can’t run over. Half—well, even more than half the time I split from them quickly—but you, I’m intrigued by. Charmers like you don’t often have the depth that I’d associate with a dominant man.”


  “If you’d like, I could show you, Felicity. But I don’t play games with it.”


  “Good. I like that. I like being trapped.” There was a delicious twinkle in her eye as she giggled her reply.


  “Maybe you won’t by the time I’m done.”


  “Like you said, people like us keep trying to find the right one. What’s the hurt in trying now?”


  His gaze took her to a new level of understanding Rennie Halpern. Rather than adoring, his visage altered, seeming to alter everything around her—the way the dancing fire nearby appeared to dwindle making longer shadows across his features—the way the background music moved from a brisk Vivaldi to a morose Beethoven—the way the aroma of flaming cherries an alcove away filled the air with the perfume of heavy liquor that lingered long after the flame died away. Was he so crafty that the elements of life around him mimicked his state of mind?


  “We’ll dance first, before I punish your ass and then ream it,” he declared having made up his mind. His mood then changed again to jocular and carefree. But as he assumed a new role with her, he was not so adoring. And they weren’t gently sparring equals or flirtatious lovers anymore.


  


  The nightclub was a ready answer to Felicity’s apprehensions. Almost as comforting as an American nightclub would be, it gave her the freedom to take on the familiar attitude of the leathers. Rock and roll blaring loudly from speakers in four corners of the building made it easier to be with Rennie. They could dance without saying a word, and she didn’t have to look at him, and they hardly had to touch. When he reached for her at one slow dance however, she quivered excitedly feeling his arms go around her.


  There was no pain getting close to him, feeling his body, his hips, his belly, his cock and hands move against her. He was a sensuous man steeped in passion, his touch magnetic, raising in her body a heat that ran in waves—a most pleasant torture, the most delicious sexual tingle. Why had she suggested his dark side to him? Couldn’t she have gotten along just as well being dominated by an over zealous boss? That was an easily managed battle, this could get dangerous. It didn’t have to be anything but sex from Rennie, he would have screwed her without “punishing her ass” Sex in these hands would be magnificent, these masterful hands that had ways with her flesh she’d not felt in some time.


  Going half way had never been Felicity’s style. If a man spoke of sex, she wanted to make love to him for hours. If it was rumored he commanded women, she wanted to be the object of his command, his new trifle to conquer. Every warning she ever heard about men like Rennie Halpern came to mind, and still she walked right into the very thing she feared—eyes wide open, her heart pounding and her body loving every minute of the thrill.


  


  When Felicity was exhausted from dancing, some time in the wee hours of the morning, Rennie took her back to her room at the hotel and followed her inside. While his mood had lightened during the hours they danced, he changed again, returning to that cooler more haughty man that emerged to scare her just after dinner.


  “So you want to be spanked?” he asked, standing over her.


  She was sitting on the couch nursing her sore feet.


  Staring up at him, she remembered the conversation hours before.


  “I sort of said that, didn’t I?” she recalled. “But I am awfully tired.”


  “Yes, and I get awfully weary of women that renege on their own personal vows, change their minds like the breeze changes directions in spring. You serious or not, Felicity?”


  Such command, she was suddenly quite wide awake. She never reneged on anything, least of all having to do with a challenge from a man.


  “Of course I’m serious, I don’t change my mind.” She leapt from the sofa, and slipping back into her boots, she stood before him.


  “Well then, you’ll have your ass thoroughly worked,” he concluded going eye to eye with her. “Take off your jacket.”


  Staring at him still, as though she couldn’t take her eyes from him, she slowly got the message. Letting the leather jacket fall off her shoulders, she tossed it to a chair.


  “And your skirt,” he continued.


  Wiggling out of the tight garment was more of a struggle than she planned. But it wasn’t but minutes later that she was standing before Rennie in nothing but boots, hose, garter-belt and the lace bustier. There was a playful come hither look on her lips, a look of defiance in her eye. She was wet between her thighs letting his command get to her loins with terrific jolts of excitement that didn’t seem to want to quit. Oh, she knew who’d win this battle. But in Rennie’s winning she’d win too, even if what she gained was a bit absurd. For a woman of her irrepressible spirit, a moment of surrender was a tiny piece of happiness where she didn’t have to have any angles, she didn’t have to be in control, where she could let someone else rule and give her a fresh burst of sensation to thrive on. That was a moment to savor. Jake could do that, even Grant. Rennie? Ahh … she was certain.


  


  Taking off his suit jacket, Rennie tossed it casually over the back of the sofa, and began undoing the cuffs of his handmade shirt. They rolled up his arms neatly, showing taut muscles below. A moment later one firm hand clutched a hairbrush that had appeared like magic, leaving her to wonder if he planned this long before the night began.


  Choosing a plain armless hotel chair to sit in, he ordered her to his side, as she watched stunned, seeing her fate unfold as if she had no control. She’d never been in control of this relationship … not from the first gaze she had of Rennie Halpern in his office … not even being forewarned by her very adamant boss.


  “Leave your boots on,” he prompted her when she took too long to respond.


  Coming to her senses, she forced a smile on her lips and made up the distance between them. Yes, perhaps she was in the mood for his game, even if she was a little scared. Such a serious expression on his face, such amazing resolve. With his charm and inbred sexual passion, to bare her ass for his pleasure, nothing could be more arousing. She was swimming in the heat of it before he even laid his hand on her.


  “It’s no wonder you want to get your ass spanked, Felicity,” she heard his voice rouse her. “I’ve met dozens of women just like you: flagrant, bombastic bitches who test the world at every turn, just looking for some man to take them over their laps and make them meek.”


  “Meek, maybe? But a bombastic bitch!” she gasped alarmed. She looked at him with darting eyes, the sensuous mood suddenly swept aside.


  “Oh, you are that and a good deal more, my obstreperous tramp,” he assured her. “You love the test and you’ll love this too.” His expression was quite amused while hers was not. “Nothing like a good dressing down to make you a little more humble and a lot more loving. We’ll see how you feel about things when I’m finished with your ass.”


  With a painfully engaging twinkle in his eyes, and a command that seemed to exude from him even while he was being an irresistible flirt, he took her arm firmly and pulled her down over his knees. Adjusting her yielding body so her ass was in perfect position, he began swiftly laying a rousing blast of smacks on the two plump cheeks of her derriere.


  “Aw, gawd!” she let out a passionate wail. The fire in her ass was hot with the first sharp strike.


  A seasoned veteran of spanking women, Rennie found her protest exhilarating. Relishing the moment for his own purposes, he lifted the hairbrush again and again to lay the thing on the jiggling ass with an angry bite.


  Felicity found herself caught in the clutches of an expert in disciplining women, forced by her own desire to submit to the most gawdawful reign of terror she ever felt. Jake and Grant were both fierce and shocking, but this went far beyond their measures delivered in anger. A dozen smacks, a second dozen, round after round pelted her skin so there was no where on her behind that didn’t scream with pain.


  “Please, Rennie, noooooo!” she blared a half dozen times, only to have the ruthless dominant just get more fierce with his strikes. Her bottom must be as red as her flushed hot face, she was thinking. There’d surely be bruises. If he ever stopped, there’d be no telling how many days she wouldn’t be able to sit without knowing what had happened to her ass.


  “Please, noooooo!” the perpetual cry hit the air with a resonance almost as sharp as the sound of the hairbrush on her behind. Pain becoming unbearable, she was reduced to tears, sobbing, wailing, thrashing about as much as she could under Rennie’s fierce grip.


  “Perhaps you want to cool your protest. I have a cane I can switch to if you’re going to make such a scene.”


  That threat immediately quieted her stormy protests, though it did nothing to quiet the incessant sound of the brush laid against her sore cheeks.


  Instead of wailing loudly, she simply sobbed. And when one particularly mean crack felt as though something was biting her ass, she squealed though squelched the rest of her reply. Such control, as hard as it was, seemed to subdue her. Something yielded inside. And though she’d later swear that it was simply Rennie easing off, he’d swear otherwise. It was her spirit finally surrendering, Felicity the sassy brat was finally letting go. For a few seconds in time, she was one with the strikes and pain and the warm rush of sexual heat that poured from Rennie into her tantalized body. That feeling lingered as he slowed the pace.


  When he was done, he dropped the paddle to the floor and his hand seized her flaming ass. Turning pain into lust, he kneaded the hot skin as fingers dove deep into her cleft. To her vagina, to her rear door, he entered forcefully, finding her wet and compliant. Anything he did to her from that moment came from the fierce swell of sexual need that climbed all over her wanting body.


  Grasped in his forceful hands, they moved in unison to the bed, Rennie stripping her of the bustier so he could have her breasts and tearing her stockings away so he could run his hands along her naked thighs and legs. He could feel the softness of her skin and smell the fragrance of her melting body. How it seemed she liquefied for him, so easily molded, as if he might even remake her with her fires so steamy.


  Rennie’s clothes disappeared so he was naked. Tan from neck to feet, the muscled flesh moved with hers beneath him. His erection stiff, he found the molten cream between her thighs and bore down, pressing it deep within then massaging the ripe interiors so she would think he was carving new territory inside her depths. At the edge of climax, he withdrew and raised her ass high. Her anal opening would yield with some gentle priming.


  Felicity gazed on him with fright, with lust and fright and an invitation in her scared eyes. His fingers made her ready with one, two, then three breaching the tight barrier. Gasping, she relaxed with each new probe, then took his entire erection in one sharp thrust that laid her wide open to an anal rape.


  “Oh, gawd, yes, yes, noooo, auughhhh!”


  Words tripped from her lips … guttural groans escaping, the sounds of satisfaction, the purr of yielding, the signs of virtue falling away, of control vanishing in face of his forceful taking. He climaxed as she was driven deep into her surrendering self … having been thoroughly spanked with her bottom still hot … having been fucked in the ass, her dark channel was penetrated beyond what she believed were her limits to bear.


  Withdrawing from her ass, Rennie’s fingers toyed with her smoldering cunt. Just simple things, a finger in her vagina, another still stimulating her rear hole, and a third grazing her hardened clitoris. She shivered hard against his hand, her hips lifted from the bed grasping for the stimulation to be rough again. But he kept it light, dabbling with her tortured body and those elemental sexual places. A gentle squeeze to her nipples and suddenly all control ceased. Washing over her, waves of pleasure were at first rising in one delicious crest after another, and then, with a brusque sudden jolt, that wave crashed hard. Rennie drove his fingers deeper so that as the tension fell away and her body began to shimmy softly, each penetration and artful manipulation gave her another tremor of delight.


  When all her spasms ceased so she was drifting into a peaceful senselessness, Rennie withdrew a wet hand from her steamy portals.


  


  With his palm on her belly massaging her crotch, they lay side by side fused at the groin and kissed, something that had been superfluous before.


  “Ma cherie, how you do melt with me.” His lips kissed her ear, his tongue swirling lightly on the delicate lobe, fluttered softly like the way her heart was softly fluttering. She would have guessed they were inseparably joined. And that was how they slept the night.


  


  ***


  


  At eight the next morning when she should have joined Grant in his room to review the previous day, she was awakened by the sound of an incessant knocking at her door. Drawing herself from bed, Rennie still slumbering next to her, she padded quietly to the door and opened it just a crack.


  “We agreed to meet, and you’re obviously not ready,” Grant said, looking quite dour. He peered beyond her seeing Rennie sleeping nude in her bed. “I should have guessed. Partied all night, I suppose?” He wasn’t happy.


  “Yeah, I think it was almost dawn when we finally fell asleep,” she said.


  “We’ll take this up later, Miss Moon,” he said, as the eyes of a fuming bull gazed at her with all the ferocity she’d expect quite close to the surface. “I’ll see you in fifteen minutes, my room. And you might tell Rennie, I’ll see him at nine at The Chateau.”




  Chapter Five


  


  Felicity knocked on Grant’s door exactly seventeen minutes from the moment he left her with this latest command.


  “You’re late,” he said.


  “Not hardly,” she protested, looking at her watch. “What did you expect?”


  “I expected you on time this morning, and I expected you to have slept alone, and at least while you’re in Switzerland, I expected you to follow my orders.”


  “That’s a lot to expect from a sassy bitch like me,” she retorted as she entered his room.


  “I suppose it is,” he replied tersely.


  They sat side by side on his couch reviewing the papers on the coffee table, Grant as prickly as ice, Felicity angry. After several minutes of stilted conversation, she turned to him. “Why don’t you just spank my ass, that’s what you want to do, isn’t it?”


  “I don’t need to be controlled by a woman,” he snapped at her.


  “And I don’t need your judgment over my personal life,” she snapped back.


  “Then I suppose neither one of us is very happy,” he replied. “It’s obvious I’m not going to have any say over what you do, but I’ll warn you. Things are looking uglier by the moment with this project. If you let whatever’s happening between you and Rennie effect your judgment, you’re history with this company.”


  “It won’t effect what I’m doing,” she said her irritation rising.


  They conferred for the next ten minutes, the mood not lightening in the slightest. Finished, they were ready to leave for The Chateau, Grant for the first time since she arrived taking a good look at his assistant.


  “I see you’ve decided to be a little more like yourself,” he said, noting that there was no smart business suit today—Felicity attired in a simple, slim, red skirt, a nearly transparent blouse and a lacy, nearly transparent bra underneath.


  “Rennie didn’t think it was necessary to be dishonest with myself,” she retorted.


  “Oh, he didn’t?” Grant noted. “Seems to me Rennie’s not really in charge, is he?”


  “You’re going to power up on me?”


  “You’re damn right I am. You’re not here for Rennie Halpern, you’re here for me. If you have to sleep with the man, do so when it doesn’t encroach on my time.” His eyes were bristling hot. “You may sleep with him but you dress for me.”


  “You friggin’ ass!’ she blared having enough of his condescending diatribe.


  “You know, I really do think you want your ass spanked.”


  “And I think you’re jealous of Rennie!” she snapped, about to lose control.


  “Like I’d want a crazy rebellious slut in my bed? You’ve got to be kidding.”


  She slapped his face. Pure and simple, laid her right palm across his angry face with enough force to ignite what anger he was holding back.


  Grabbing her wrist in his so it wouldn’t happen a second time, he threw her over the back of the couch, raised her skirt and began smacking her ass with his hand, stinging the two still very sore orbs with a fast frenzy of strikes that set her howling loudly. Paying no attention to her furious cries, Grant spanked her as hard as he could, even though his hand was getting sore from the effort. There was a fire to the punishing shots that went way inside the fractious woman.


  Felicity might have bolted since Grant wasn’t holding her down. She certainly had the desire to flee—it hurt like hell right over the mean treatment she received from Rennie the night before. Yet she recognized the justice of it. Maybe he should have done this when she walked in the room since it was so inevitable. She had to admit it was pretty ballsy of her to be late for their conference, making Grant wake her, only to discover Rennie in her bed … and slapping him? This was an all time high in audacity.


  “Grant, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have done that!” she pleaded with him through her gasps of pain.


  “I’m sure you’re sorry,” he acknowledged. He paused for a moment, but that was only so he could remove his belt. “If we have to begin every morning like this, so be it.”


  With the belt replacing his hand as the instrument of punishment, she took the blows with as much poise as she took the palm of his hand—very little at all. She wailed more loudly than ever and her feet began to dance beneath her. But she did remain in place, determined not to flee. She wouldn’t do that no matter now much it hurt. The leather seemed like justice, seemed like the only way to set things right with Grant. Maybe he was right. Though damn! Her ass burned like the nastiest fire outside of hell.


  As Grant continued with the blistering smacks, the tension between the two began to melt away and their agitated energies found some semblance of peace. Once all the anger was gone, he finally stopped.


  


  Standing upright moments later, Felicity looked directly into Grant’s eyes for a proper apology. “I was way out of line slapping you.” He nodded. “And I am sorry.”


  “I’m sorry too.” They stared at each other, both noting something prickly between them, but neither was about to address the feeling. Felicity knew it was just raw sexual energy she’d expect after being spanked. Maybe he understood it that way too. Of course there could be nothing between them but that. She was absolutely certain. Yet, she did see his eyes soften unexpectedly.


  “You have a jacket for that outfit?” he asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Go put it on. It’s time to leave.”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered immediately.


  “And Felicity?”


  “Yes?”


  “Let’s not keep making your dress an issue between us,” he added. “I think it’s getting childish.”


  She smiled chagrined. “I think you’re right.” She wished she could explain herself to him. But she wasn’t sure she could explain herself to herself. It must have looked like spite on her part getting into her provocative outfit that morning, just another sassy move by a sassy defiant woman. She wished she could have assured him that it was not, but he obviously hadn’t given her the time. And the slap? Well, that was really stupid.


  Felicity was only beginning to realize the effect that Rennie Halpern was having on her. Their night had been odd and remarkable and unsettling. The man had taken such hold of her. Maybe Grant was right, maybe he was dangerous.


  


  ***


  


  Rennie was as fresh as a breeze when Grant and Felicity arrived at The Chateau. He greeted them warmly as if he hadn’t been awakened by his angry boss that morning. Though he was charming as usual, Rennie gave Felicity no special acknowledgment because he slept with her the night before. He was busy, moving past them rather briskly on his way to a conference with his management team—a meeting that Grant would join some time later.


  Businesslike to a fault, Grant set Felicity to work immediately, reminding her to keep in mind the new information he advised her of earlier that morning. Then he too swept away, leaving her quite alone to get on with her work. She was thankful for the private office looking out on one of the grandest sights she’d ever see. It was a soothing comfort. Feeling torn, dragged and manipulated by two controlling men, to escape for a moment into the inspiring vista was heaven. She was reminded that the mountains and life itself were much bigger than any of them, bigger than this computer theft and much bigger than their sparring wars.


  Felicity had been so thoroughly loved by Rennie when they made love, she was tempted to throw her heart at him. Yet she knew that would be a silly move so early in their relationship. And Grant … Grant gnawed at her strangely. He was utterly impossible for her to consider seriously, and yet, he was getting inside her, overpowering her attempts to resist the odd attraction she felt. Staring into the great expanse outside, nothing really made sense but the mountains, and the snow-covered peaks, and the valley between filled with blooming wildflowers. She would have given anything to spend an hour walking through the meadows letting the thought of men disappear. Instead, she got to work. It was almost as soothing diving into the baffling machine and making sense of the strange riddle of missing funds.


  


  At eleven o’clock, Felicity looked up to notice Rennie standing over her shoulder.


  “Ooo!” she jumped, shocked. “You surprised me. When did you come in the room?”


  “A few minutes ago.”


  “And you were just staring at me?” she wondered.


  “Admiring your beauty, of course. You look great in red.”


  “Is that supposed to be funny?” she asked.


  “Funny how?”


  “Funny as in how red my ass must have looked last night.”


  He snickered. “Actually, I didn’t think that at all, but your ass did look terrific. How’s it now?”


  “Sore.”


  “Sore, still? I must have been ruthless.”


  “Oh, you were, but Grant managed to add to the fact.”


  “Ah, he wasn’t pleased, was he?”


  “We seem to fight a lot about my obstreperous ways,” she tried making light of it.


  “So let me see.”


  “See what?”


  “Your ass, of course.”


  “But … right here?”


  “Yes, right here. And don’t balk.”


  “But.”


  “Do I have to spank you like a naughty brat to get you to mind?”


  “No, no, not at all.”


  His authoritative tone was going straight to her crotch, an inviting feeling of warmth generated just hearing the commanding sound. She rose from the chair and turning her back to him, raised her skirt so that he could see her naked posterior. Approaching her, he had his hand on her ass, inspecting it for bruises or paddle burns. Except for a small rash on her left cheek, she knew there was nothing. She’d already looked herself.


  “Do you like bruises?” he asked, as he pinched her ass roughly.


  “I don’t know really know. I don’t remember ever …” Her voice trailed off. A moment later she felt the palm of Rennie’s hand smacking her bottom.


  “This is for stalling when I ask you to do something, Miss Moon.” He gave her a half dozen sharp smacks that hurt as much as Grant’s hand had earlier. The feast of sensation darting through her was almost too much to take. When he stopped for just a moment and began playing with her cleft, he readily noted that she was wet down under. “This does get to you, doesn’t it?”


  He began smacking her behind again, laying it on heavy and hard, soon diverting her to a position over the edge of her desk so she could bend over more easily. Trying to let the moment take an erotic turn, Felicity wondered how he could stand as much sting to his hand as she was feeling in her bottom. She remained as quiet as she could, even if it felt uncomfortable with Grant likely in the next office. As much as they both wanted the scene to continue, it was abruptly halted when the main office door opened. Faced in that direction, Felicity immediately caught sight of her boss, walking through the door eyes transfixed on the startling sight. Grant looked at the two strangely, Felicity unable to tell what was going on in his mind. Trying to bolt upright, she was pressed back over the desk by Rennie’s adamant hand.


  “Is this punishment or sex?” he asked. “Because if it’s punishment please be my guest. If it’s sex, I’d rather you wait.”


  “I was just finishing,” Rennie said. “I can see why you have such a problem with her.”


  “Oh, giving you some trouble?”


  “Taking orders has never been her strong suit, has it?”


  “No, it hasn’t.”


  “Here, Felicity, I thought you should see this file,” Grant said throwing a manila folder on her desk. Rennie allowed her to rise. She straighten her clothes, blushing as she listened to the two men talking about her in such a demeaning way. Is this what she could expect, these two having an amusing field day at her expense? It could become a most disturbing several weeks.


  “I’ll look at it right away,” she said still flustered. After waiting for him to leave, she turned back to Rennie. “Why did you make him think you were punishing me?”


  “Isn’t that what he expects?”


  “I don’t know what he expects, but I didn’t like it.”


  “So sorry, ma cherie.” He stroked her face. “If you want to remain my lover you’ll have to put up with me and all my demands. Now that you’ve come this far—and how quickly, I might add—I don’t go backwards. It’s just foolish when we both know what we want.”


  He had her tied in knots inside … panting with desire, her pussy wet and sticky against her legs. She knew she was in the hands of master. Every word from his lips simply amplified a seduction that she couldn’t thwart. She knew it was wise to be wary of him and yet there was little will behind that effort. As much as she wanted anything, she wanted Rennie Halpern to be as sincere as his smooth lines.


  Returning to work, she began on the computer, fooling around with a letter that Grant asked her to write. When she finished, Rennie was at her side again, asking her to look up some account information.


  She stared at him for some minutes wondering how to respond. “I’ll see if I can find what you need. I don’t believe I’ve gotten into that part of your system yet. The fact was, she had already accessed the very information that Rennie was talking about. But that was not something he was suppose to know. Playing with the keyboard, she made a few deliberate false stabs at finding the records, then finally brought up the information and printed a series of spread sheets.


  “You do know what you’re doing here,” Rennie observed.


  “Maybe. Though I think Grant has more faith in me than’s warranted. But, I suppose that’s just because he knows so little about computers. To him, anyone’s a genius that knows how to turn one on.”


  Felicity felt silly belittling her talents, but Grant would be pissed if she let on what she really knew.


  “Grant comes from the old school,” Rennie said. He’s a traditionalist and computers are a mystery he’d rather do without. I do find his tough-guy attitude a bit amusing. I mean you half expect him to walk in with dust on his boots and a cowboy hat on his head. He used to wear that stuff when he first hired me?”


  “Really?”


  He laughed. “He was awfully strange for Switzerland. But then, you see everything now days.”


  “I think I’d rather see him in a cowboy boots than Italian loafers,” she remarked.


  “Just like I’d rather see you in leather than in a stuffy business suit.”


  She smiled. “I wasn’t dressed so formally this morning.”


  “Ah, yes, Grant had to have his way, didn’t he? Well, tonight you can be yourself again and we’ll find some really wild place to go.”


  “I’d like that,” she returned. Though hearing some shuffling coming from Grant’s office, she turned back to the computer. “I do have a deadline here, Rennie, if you don’t mind?”


  “Of course, don’t let me keep you. I would suggest, however, that you stay out of the accounting files. It really messes up the process if too many people get into that area at one time.”


  “Oh? I didn’t know it worked that way?”


  “Just a glitch in the system,” he said.


  Felicity was sure there was no glitch in the accounting system—except the one that she was there to explore. She wondered why Rennie would mention it.


  


  ***


  


  Felicity’s second night with Rennie was even more amazing that the one before. When he buzzed her at eight o’clock she flew out of her room and down the elevator only to have the hotel assistant manager point to a limousine parked just outside the front entrance.


  She was wearing a short black dress that was not particularly provocative, except for the deep plunging neckline that stopped just before it revealed too much naked skin. It did give easy access to her breasts, a fact that Rennie picked up within seconds of her entering the car. With a hand inside her dress he found her breasts bare, a nipple already hard, demanding to be pinched.


  “Ooo,” she purred. A small shudder moved through her easily, though when he applied more pressure to the bud, it began to hurt.


  “You like that, don’t you?” he said, holding her very close to him, almost on his lap. Moving to her other breast, he was soon pinching that nipple.


  “No, no I don’t,” she retorted, lying. The fact that his treatment of her gave her a startling rush was not something she’d easily admit.


  He gave her face a gentle slap. “Don’t lie. That is unless you want your ass spanked as well as caned tonight.”


  “You’re going to cane me?”


  “Isn’t that what you want?”


  “I really don’t know what I want,” she said. And that was the honest truth.


  “Perhaps you don’t,” he purred softly in her ear even as his lips came down and began to suckle at her earlobe.


  “Ah, that feels so good,” she sighed, relinquishing herself in his arms. “Where are we going? This limo is really something.”


  “Just the company van,” he said. “I hired Jean-Louis to drive us. We’re going back to The Chateau for a special treat.”


  “The Chateau? But isn’t it closed for the night?”


  “Not where we’re going.”


  “And where’s that?”


  “You’ll see.”


  He began kissing her, her own body easily responding to the surges of blissful energy that he raised everywhere. When they finally came up for air, she stared into his eyes, seeing passion and darkness and the authoritarian Rennie that had her completely captivated.


  


  When they arrived at The Chateau, they were taken to a back entrance where Felicity had not been. This part of the building had not been refurbished as had the other side, it being in its original state making her feel as though they were somewhere far removed from the place she worked.


  “You have one thing to promise me,” Rennie said, as he took her by the hand and led her up one long flight of stairs.”


  “What’s that?”


  “That you’ll not tell Grant about this. I consider it my private spot. It’s not even connected to the offices anymore since they blocked this wing with the construction last year. At least until Grant decides he wants to use this space, I want to keep it for my own.”


  “Really?” They hit a landing in the stairwell, and turning a corner she saw another flight of stairs to mount. “Is this where you keep your submissives captive?”


  “Hummm, almost. But not quite.”


  At the top of the stairs, Rennie pushed the door wide and it opened into an apartment, alarmingly furnished with fine leather chairs, a sofa and a wall of spanking, whipping and caning devices.


  “Are you sure this isn’t your dungeon?” she asked.


  “No, but it’s where I like best to make love to my women.”


  “And you consider I’m yours?”


  “Aren’t you?”


  At the moment she couldn’t deny that fact. He practically owned her, even if her insides were screaming that this could be the most disastrous thing she’d ever done. She was feeling real fear.


  “Ici, ma cherie,” he said pointing to a divan where he wanted her to sit. “I can tell you’re nervous. But you really have nothing to fear.”


  “But you said you’d cane my ass,” she reminded him. “Seeing these walls, that becomes a very intimidating thought.” She stared at several canes of various lengths, materials and textures all hanging neatly together waiting to be used. Eyeing the equipment she could feel a tingling sensation every where, especially her bottom. As her eyes continued around the room she noted several other forbidding things, a bar that suggested its use with a padded top, several straight-backed chairs and then in one corner, quite out of place with the elegant furnishings, a plain wooden stool. Her immediate thought was Rennie ordering over the thing.


  “You like stools?” he asked seeing where her eyes landed.


  “A personal fantasy.”


  “Then it will please you to know that we’ll use it tonight. I find it gives the female derriere a lovely look as well as the perfect curvature to make for an exhilarating punishment.”


  “I can see that myself,” she replied, shuddering. “I’m just not so sure I really want that.”


  Rennie’s eyes darkened as they narrowed. “I told you that you don’t have any choice in the matter if you want me.”


  “And maybe I’ve changed my mind about wanting you.”


  “Have you?” he addressed her curtly.


  She stared at him. So abrupt and unyielding, he was not a man she could toy with. Flirtations were obviously of little use any more. She shrank back a little, once again looking throughout the room.


  “If you’ve changed your mind, Felicity, I want to know now. It’s too much trouble dealing with a manipulating woman that doesn’t know her own mind. Here I thought you were one that did. One that didn’t get scared at the sight of the things that drive her mad with desire.” He looked at her almost cruelly, but even his uncompromising stare affected her. He was the most sexual man she’d ever met, his loins practically dragging her inside him with the lust and sparks between them so great. She hated the thought of being subdued by one so obvious with his designs as to bring her to a torture chamber like this. But to leave seemed even worse. She certainly wasn’t a coward.


  “I haven’t change my mind at all,” she finally said.


  He smiled. “Then you might as well get over the stool right now and face your crime with your ass end. It won’t be the last you’ll receive tonight. But this little stunt you just pulled won’t go uncorrected.”


  She was tempted to take back what she’d just decided, but then the stool was luring her on. She’d give in just to feel what it was like to be so completely humbled.


  Getting to her feet, she walked the ten feet to the stool showing the man a poised and determined woman.


  “In the center of the room,” he added.


  Easily done, Felicity waited for his next command, though that was given with a nod of his head.


  She found that the stool hit her at the bend of her thighs so her stomach would easily lay across the small wooden seat. Once in position she reached back to draw the hem of her dress above her thighs and over her ass. The tops of her stockings and the bronze skin above came into view, followed by her ass with its clenched cleft. Quivering nervously, she was hot where her legs were pressed together. Every nerve ending tingled with the feel of surrendering.


  “You make a lovely picture of humility, Felicity Moon,” Rennie noted. “Though I’d prefer if you’d part your legs.”


  “And if I prefer not?” she asked.


  “Then I’ll probably start with the cane until you finally obey me, then I’ll go back to my plans.”


  She wanted to ask what those plans were, but she already said too much. Following Rennie’s instruction, she opened her perspiring thighs giving the man a view of her derriere with all her sexual attributes exposed for him to see. There was not a muscle in her body that wasn’t twitching with either fear or sexual desire. And she had no way of knowing which sensations would take over.


  “Now, that is truly stunning,” he advised her. “Perhaps I should take a picture so you can see?”


  “NO!” she shouted about to come off the stool for a bloody fight.


  “My, that does frighten you?”


  “I don’t trust you that far,” she informed him.


  “As well you shouldn’t,” he agreed. “But you will have to trust me when I tell you that this is quite a delightful view.”


  There were a half dozen snappy retorts she might have said, but not one escaped her lips. Rather, she waited as Rennie perused his wall of implements, found the tool he was looking for and then stood behind her. Gazing back she shuddered to see the lengthy strap he had in hand. Fully extended, it was formidable, three inches wide and much thicker than a man’s belt.


  For a moment, he rested the end of it against her ass letting her feel its cool, smooth surface. She could even smell the leather hide from which it was made. How many times that scent had sent shivers through her. Every time she wore her own leather jacket she was drawn into a special world that caused her physical excitement to rise a degree. For times like this? she wondered. Perhaps this was what she always wanted, leather on her ass—thick, heavy leather ruthlessly striking her behind.


  There was a brief flutter of air before she felt the first burn.


  “Ahhhhhh.” That first strike was one small moment of heaven.


  A second strike followed quickly on its heels. Again her body took the sensation inside, raising her desire another degree higher. More strikes of the leather against her ass, and she was churning madly as though she welcomed each one. But then, like some demon took over his body, Rennie began to snap the thing so hard, she lost all concentration. It was all she could do to remain over the stool, let alone experience this as a sexual moment. As the pain increased with each startling blow, she regretted ever letting this happen. And just when she was tempted to call a halt to the whole thing—if Rennie would actually bother to stop—he paused and she took a huge breath.


  “You won’t begin again, please,” she pleaded with him.


  “Oh, my dear, you think I’d stop at that.” He found her appeal so amusing, he started in again right away, laying the strap against her ass more briskly than he had before.


  In total agony, she thought he’d never end the punishment. And when he did, she didn’t trust him not to start again.


  For a long while there was utter quiet in Rennie’s hideaway. Just the sound of the stool creaking when Felicity slightly altered her position. In the silence she waited for him to begin again, feeling the warmth that he’d already created on her behind begin to move through her entire backside. Igniting her aroused cunt even more, she dreamed of his hands on her, not the strap, the feel of them taking her beyond this awkward and humiliating moment as he gave her love not terror.


  To her complete surprise, the next few minutes matched her dream. The first thing she felt was Rennie’s cool palm gently massaging an ass cheek, his fingers beginning to comb her available orifices with the same eagerness they had the night before. Lifted from the stool, she was moved to the divan with him, reclining against satin that felt like another tender hand against her ass. Then, to her utter amazement, there were other hands, and then others as Felicity woke momentarily to discover it was not just Rennie, but Rennie and two other men pawing and sucking and taking her body into an undeniable ecstasy.


  “Rennie, no …” she whispered her objection, but he placed a hand over her mouth to quiet her.


  “It’s all right, my love, just enjoy how we’re loving you,” he cooed affectionately. His lips came to kiss her lips and quiet any protest she might have voiced and six hands were too much for her to argue with. She had no idea which pair belonged to which blurry face. The room seemed to swirl around her as though she’d been drugged, and yet that was impossible since she had nothing to drink. Desire alone consumed her, sensation squelched all concerns. As an erection would come to her lips or ass or cunt, it seemed to float inside the great heat generated by the heavy strapping. Her ass remained hot and the skin felt burned, but that only kept her delirious and willing to have these men as they asked. She sucked their stiff organs, felt their pounding deep in her ass and pussy, and finally felt them all shoot cum across her body, between her thighs and along the crack of her ass—Rennie’s, at the very end, spilling over her face, down her chin to her breasts. In the end there was Rennie’s tongue at her cleft. While he roughly massaged her sore cheeks, he gently ran his tongue about her pussy. The climax following came in waves, first gentle ones and then others that seemed to crash fast inside her and quickly recede.


  When she finally returned from her sexual euphoria, there was just Rennie lying by her side. If there had been other men in the room there was no trace of them. Only Rennie’s hands caressed her, only his eyes looked into hers.


  “What did you do?” she wondered aloud, thoroughly bewildered.


  “You didn’t like it?” he asked.


  “I, I … uh, I don’t know … why of course. There were two other men here?”


  “An initiation. I was interested in seeing your limits and you proved to have few.”


  “And I was that loose?” The facts were only beginning to catch up with her. The soreness was everywhere, a tightness in her ass where she’d been impaled by three erections one after the other, and her cunt where the same three pounded her hard. Even her mouth felt stretched beyond its ability to perform with skill. Yet, it was the once flaming skin of her ass that was the most worked and the most sore. And such a lovely feeling that was. In her memory the strapping had been one of the most painful of such experiences—even without the anger that often makes punishment that much more harsh. But as she lay with Rennie’s hand caressing one orb very gently, she felt nothing but fulfilled. Used, defiled and manipulated as well, but as sexually fulfilled as she’d been in some time. If Rennie hadn’t been there to comfort her, she might have thought herself totally crazy to have succumbed. But with him at her side, eyes blanketing her in loving looks, what she surrendered to became okay. There was even a silly giggle she squelched thinking what a nasty woman she was becoming. Maybe it was being away from the constraints of her normal life, but whatever allowed her such freedom, she wanted even more. If Grant could only see her now, she thought.


  To answer her question, Rennie confirmed what she already knew. “Yes, you were loose, but you were just being yourself,” he whispered to her like a gentle god.


  “I hardly know you,” she said. “I can’t imagine this in only two days.”


  “It only shows how much you needed me, how much the bond between us is real.”


  “You really think that?”


  “I think you’re very special, Felicity. I knew that when we met. I’ve hardly changed my mind now.”


  “So, where are your friends?”


  “They were only here for one thing.”


  “And I’ll never see them again?” She wasn’t sure she’d remember them if she did.


  “Likely not. I was careful who I chose. Trust me, I’m not going to put you in any compromising position.”


  His arms were warm. So was her crotch warm. As she wiggled against his leg, her juices were flowing again. It took Rennie’s hand just a few minutes to bring her to another climax. And then for a time they fell asleep, waking when it was nearly midnight.


  


  Felicity lay back on the divan reclining in a lazy stupor, aware as she opened her eyes that she was alone. A look around, she found Rennie at the far end of the room, fully dressed. He laid with her nude while they slept, but now he looked exactly as he had in the limousine when he picked her up. Fresh pressed and elegant. She was still quite naked, having no idea where her black dress disappeared to. Seeing him so perfectly groomed made her wonder again if the evening had been real or just a wild dream.


  “Are we leaving now?” she called to him.


  “No, stay put,” he replied, looking at her with a smile. He’d poured two goblets of some liquor and brought her one. “Our evening isn’t over.” She pushed up to rest her back against the tufted satin cushion, while Rennie sat beside her toying with a nipple. His play generated tiny spasms that went all the way to her toes.


  “You can’t keep me like this,” she protested lightly.


  “Like what, as my pet, my slave? Of course I could.”


  “Rennie,” she droned playfully.


  “Finish your drink.”


  “It’s not spiked or something?”


  “You don’t trust me much,” he answered, sounding stern.


  “I’m just so overwhelmed.”


  “Well, if it will make you feel better, we’ll just be common lovers for a few days, so you can get used to me. Nothing dark and nasty, it will be a bed of tender heaven.”


  “I think I’d like that. I’ve been a pretty crazy lover in my time, but this is really setting me off balance, and….” She thought of Grant’s edicts about her job performance.


  “And what?”


  “Oh, nothing.”


  “Nothing what? Tell me?”


  “It’s just Grant. He warned me about you again today, and he has a legitimate concern. I’m here to do a job and he doesn’t want my work to suffer because of a sexual entanglement.”


  “You know, I get the feeling that you’re here for more than general secretarial duties,” Rennie speculated.


  “What makes you think that?” she asked.


  “Your proficiency on the computer. I notice things like that.”


  “Do you?” Strange, the turn of the conversation, but perhaps not so unexpected.


  “Yes, and you’re quite good the way you’re getting around our system.”


  Was it bad that he noticed? she wondered. “I’ve had some experience. And with Grant in a bind here, I’m functional enough to do what he can’t. I think he wanted someone he knew hacking away.”


  “Humm, so you’re a computer hacker?”


  “Hardly. I may know more than Grant but that’s not saying much.” She was hoping that she covered herself adequately, but she read in Rennie’s eyes a knowledge of the truth. There was likely not much she could hide from him.


  “Listen, if you’re trying to hold back from me, I wouldn’t bother. I probably know more about the financial theft than Grant does.”


  “I suppose you would. Have you spoken with him about it?”


  “Told him all I know. And have you found anything interesting?”


  “Interesting? Nothing much. Nothing that anyone couldn’t have found with a little patience.”


  “Perhaps you could show me what you have?” he suggested.


  “Oh, I don’t think so, Grant’s instructions were pretty explicit. Besides, if I don’t turn something up in a day or two I’ll probably go home and he’ll bring on someone else to do the work I can’t.”


  “Then that’s all the more reason we should work together. Otherwise you’ll be gone from me too soon.” He looked charmingly despondent, a lovely bit of theatre. She almost laughed.


  “That would be a shame,” she agreed. She looked down at her naked self and then at Rennie in his polished suit.


  “So why did you dress so soon?”


  “I have my reasons.” The drinks were finished and he backed off. In his new stance, he took on that stern edge that made her quiver. Such a chameleon.


  Caning. There was that word again, a very loaded one with a history in her mind of the most nasty kind of physical reprimand. She’d read stories of those awful scenes but had never submitted to the angry bite of a thin sharp rod or supple birch. Thinking of what Rennie had in mind her throat felt tight and parched. The liquor having burned warm on its way down now made her thirst wicked as she tried to contain her fear.


  “Did you think I’d forget?” he asked.


  “I have no idea what you’d do,” she replied honestly. She thought her voice was squeaking it sounded so strange.


  “I vowed I’d cane you tonight, and so I will. You will submit as willingly as you have to everything. I can promise you pain, and likely marks on your ass that will last a few days. That’s another reason to be more gentle with you after tonight. But I can also promise you a remarkable experience you will not forget.


  “And this is really necessary?” she wondered.


  “Nothing’s necessary. It’s what I require of you. Now stand.”


  Body trembling, Felicity rose from the comfort of the divan, feeling more naked at that moment than she had all night. Rennie scrutinized her with painstaking eyes, making her almost believe that there were a dozen men, not just one in the room, all with eyes fixed on her, a meek and lowly creature. It was easy to think back in time, of slaves and servants. She would have likely been the saucy housemaid always with her ass wagging where it shouldn’t … some man’s cock between her cleft. Rennie would have made the perfect master of the house, indignant over her impropriety. After what she’d just done with three men, it was no wonder she deserved a caning, even if the circumstances seemed totally absurd. Perhaps that was exactly the spirit he expected of her. While he’d wooed her into the orgy, he was now going to punish her for being wooed. Strange justice, certainly, but not without its appeal. Was he really that crafty? she wondered. All in that quick instant before his next order the thoughts came fast, but she didn’t have time to ask him what his motive was.


  “You’ll submit over the rail,” he said, pointing to the padded bar she spied when she first entered the room.


  Now, a few yards behind the divan, she saw that it had been moved from the side of the room to the same spot where the stool had been. That other object now stood by itself in the corner looking rather forlorn. It had been useful for a time but not with the more forbidding rail waiting for her.


  “Go there now,” he said when she hesitated to move.


  While he expected her compliance she was glued to the carpet, her feet not finding the strength to move. The liquor, whether it had been spiked or not, was making her head swim. Thinking she would falter if she took a step, she stayed put as she watched Rennie walk to the wall of canes and pull one down. There was no deciding as he made his selection, the choice had been made in his mind long before his hand reached out and captured the next instrument of her physical trial. The slender cane looked all the more forbidding because of its gleaming ebony surface.


  When he turned back to see her still beside the divan his voice was clipped, the message brief. “I’m not a patient man,” he uttered quietly.


  His warning was enough to get her started. And though she was probably as lithe as usual making her way to the rail, she felt as if she was stumbling over her feet, landing at her destination almost out of breath even though she had hardly gone any distance at all. With nervous tears already forming in her eyes, she bent over without having to be ordered. Something in her suggested that getting this over with quickly would be wise. Seeing a bar to hold on to on the other side, she grabbed it tightly in her hands as though she was hanging on for dear life.


  “Spread your legs,” Rennie ordered, seeing that she was standing with her toes touching.


  Of course he’d want that, she thought to herself. Exposure was all important to this man … and form and ritual and obedience. This was not her normal self responding easily to his demands, but a part of her she hardly recognized never having been this yielding to any man.


  “You know why you’re being caned?” Rennie asked as he approached her from behind, seeing the beige/brown flesh quivering excitedly.


  “Because I was such a tramp tonight?” she replied.


  “No. Try again.” He tapped her ass lightly with the cane which only made her wince, and feel desperate to find an answer.


  “Because I’m such a saucy bitch?”


  “No.” He tapped her once more, a fierce shiver traversing her aroused body. “You have one more chance and I begin.”


  “Because I haven’t pleased you?” she tried once last time, her voice breaking.


  “Not at all,” he replied.


  A second later the cane struck. Swishing though the air like the shot of an arrow it landed squarely on the center of her ass cheeks, catching both at once. While still sore from the spanking, there was no heat or blush on the them. But after that first strike there was a red stripe rising.


  Felicity’s howl was vibrant and her feet danced beneath her in response. Nothing had ever hurt her this way.


  The next cut landed a few seconds later, followed by another howl and another cut. Felicity tried to rise.


  “Keep your place,” Rennie roared, “or I’ll double the blows.”


  “Rennie no!” she shouted at him. “I can’t take it.”


  “Certainly you can. You’ve taken three to start. You behave and there will be just a few more.”


  “But …”


  “You’re telling me you’re not capable of handling it?” The judgment spewed from his lips did just as he intended it to do.


  Defiantly turning around, Felicity, resumed her position—over the rail, hands grabbing the bar, feet spread. The break had been just enough time for the pain to recede. In her mind, she believed she could withstand the rest, if for no other reason than to show him that she could.


  Swiftly, Rennie let the fourth cut fly with a zeal that practically brought her off the apparatus. “Oh, my gawwwwd,” she wailed as her hips did a spirited dance. Then, settling quickly into place, the remaining cuts followed without pause, all met with Felicity’s wild yelps. Because she wasn’t certain he was finished, she remained over the rail until he finally helped her stand.


  “Go look at your ass in the mirror,” he told her.


  Thankful to be away from the rail, the cane and Rennie, she scampered quickly out of his way, moving toward a freestanding mirror on the far side of the room. There she saw the damage, the vicious lines, five or six of them, she wasn’t sure about the count. Because the pain was dwindling away, the memory of it seemed to dwindle too. What remained was the memory of submitting, the instant when she ordered herself to surrender and complied, the fierceness of Rennie’s domination of her, and the curious erotic delight seeing herself marked with his stamp of authority.


  “I think it’s time I took you back to the hotel,” he said, interrupting her private moment. He held her dress and garterbelt in his hand, looking efficient and cold.


  “So soon?” she said a little dazed. She wanted his arms around her, cuddling her warmly. No doubt he could have raised another orgasm in her with little effort.


  “I’m tired love,” he said, “and I imagine you will be too when you finally get to bed.”


  She nodded. Seeing such a dispassionate look on his face, perhaps she didn’t want to spend another night with him. “I suppose you’re right,” she agreed.


  She was subdued. The awake and sassy Felicity would have had some quick retort, but nothing seemed to come to mind at the moment. She dressed feeling like the humbled, contrite housemaid. And once back in her clothes, she was returned to her hotel in the limousine, though he didn’t accompany her.




  Chapter Six


  


  Rennie was quite right, she was much too tired when she got back to her room to do anything but fall in bed and sleep, putting everything that had happened out of her mind. Yet with the dawn, she couldn’t wait see what remained of her night’s bizarre trial. Waking, she jumped from bed, going straight for the mirror. Somewhere haunting her dreams all night was the picture of her marked ass.


  Just as she noted at Rennie’s hideaway, there were distinct marks where the cane damaged the skin. These morning remnants were smaller than she’d seen before she went to bed, having diminished in intensity during the night. What remained had cut deep enough to suggest bruises. And in at least three places the skin was slightly broken, the welt quite fierce. If she had enough time, she might have masturbated. The sight of her ass looked so incredibly hot. But with little time before she had to meet Grant, she scooted quickly to the shower to get ready for work.


  


  A half hour later as she sat in the restaurant eating her breakfast with her boss, noting that her bottom was dreadfully sore where it was marked the deepest. Squirming on her behind there was quite a rush flooding her system. It was hardly the time to get aroused, in the middle of coffee and muffins and business conversation, but there was a smile of amusement inside her as she thought of Grant knowing how she spent her last night.


  They discussed her project frankly, Felicity admitting that she hadn’t yet found any sign of espionage, though she had some new ideas of places to look for the missing funds—or at least the source of their disappearance. There were some avenues she found the day before she hadn’t had a chance to pursue. She neglected to tell Grant about her conversation with Rennie, how he recommended that they work together to ferret out the solution to the mystery. It was her thought that Rennie might prove useful, since he had a lot to do with setting up the current computer system, but she wasn’t sure if Grant would agree.


  “So, you know what you’re doing?” Grant asked.


  “I think I have it all, boss,” she said.


  “Good. I’d really like to get things wrapped up here in a week. But we’re not budging until something breaks.” He sipped more coffee and took another muffin apparently in no hurry to get to The Chateau.


  “So, how was your evening with Rennie?” he asked.


  She paused, not sure what to say. “Interesting,” she finally told him.


  “Are you in love?”


  “In two days?” She thought that sounded absurd.


  “It’s been know to happen.”


  “Maybe, but not with me. I’m far too particular with men.”


  “So has he spanked you yet?”


  “Hey, wait a minute, that’s a little personal.”


  “That’s where he really gets his women. Knowing you, you’ll fall for that treatment in a second.”


  “You don’t know me at all, Grant Nichols,” she retorted.


  “Think I don’t?” There was such a devious twinkle in his eye it made her furious to think he had her all figured—even if he had. “I don’t think you have any place speculating on my love life.”


  “But I know you enough to know you’d fall for Rennie’s lines. He’s just quirky and mean enough to have you intrigued, and your loins palpitating.”


  “Maybe it’s just jealously,” she seethed.


  Grant shrugged as though he didn’t care. “Just keep your wits about you when he’s screwing you.”


  “Are you saying that you suspect him in this scheme?”


  “I haven’t ruled anyone out. Just keep your mouth closed about our conversations. The less anyone knows about this the better.”


  “Don’t you think some of the staff are suspicious?” she asked, remembering what Rennie had said.


  “I can’t help that. You do what you have to do as fast as possible. Even if it means burning the midnight oil and forgetting your dates with Rennie, it might be a good idea.”


  “I’m all yours, boss,” she retorted. She wasn’t sure that a break from Rennie might not be a good idea anyway. He said he’d take it easy, but she couldn’t be sure that there wasn’t some painful horror waiting.


  


  Felicity worked long hours for the next three days, staying well after closing time to keep working on Grant’s dilemma. He remained with her, and Rennie seemed to forget about his idea of their working together. Felicity suspected that he didn’t want Grant around.


  The first night, there was no time for Rennie at all, even after hours. But the next two nights, she was done by nine and the charming master picked her up shortly after she returned to the hotel. Just as he promised, their dates were less startling, no spanking, no caning, no hideaway where her screams wouldn’t be heard. There was lots of dancing until she was exhausted and quiet conversation. Despite the treacherous streak in his soul, he could be a gentle man, with sensitivity and willingness to share his soul-felt thoughts.


  There remained throughout their shared nights however, his intent to control her. He made the decisions where they’d go, what she’d eat and when they’d make love, as if he had every minute calculated in his mind. And even though their lovemaking remained wholly tender and warm, he was completely in charge. He expected to have whatever he fancied from her body—her mouth, her cunt, her ass, all fair game.


  With him so sensuously soft, it didn’t take much for Felicity to relinquish herself to his artful style in whatever form, the exhilaration was matchless. When she was alone without him she would shudder just thinking of him, and with little effort would feel the first signs of a new climax about to move through her body. Never had she been more aroused.


  She had the feeling that Grant noticed the gleam in her eye, the way she blushed easily, the smile that came effortlessly to her lips. He’d think it love. And perhaps it was. But still, knowing Rennie Halpern less than a week, she was not ready to talk about love.


  


  ***


  


  It was the end of the first week in Switzerland. Felicity was looking for a break in the long hours. With Rennie proposing a weekend away from The Chateau, she hoped Grant would agree.


  “No. I need you in the office Saturday,” he answered her request tersely.


  “But I’m exhausted.” Practically pouting she tried looking as forlorn as she possibly could. She almost had Grant won, so she thought. She pegged him as a sucker for a drippy smile and a sensuous shake of her body. Her curls were not “tucked in” late on a Friday afternoon, and the way she threw her head back usually made men easy targets for what she wanted. Adding a woeful expression of fatigue, how could she miss?


  “Maybe you should consider your exhaustion when you court your lover all hours of the night,” her boss suggested.


  “But I have to have some down time,” she kept trying. “And I thought we weren’t going to discuss my “thing” with Rennie.


  “We’re not discussing your “thing” with Rennie. We’re discussing the fact that I need you at the office tomorrow. You can dance the night away, and then sleep with whomever you wish, but I’ll pick you up by eleven.”


  “Oh, here I thought this was suppose to be a vacation,” she reminded him.


  “That was an unfortunate choice of words, you knew when I asked for your help that it was much more than that.”


  “I understand that.” She sighed. There was more to say, but it wouldn’t get her anywhere. “So, I’ll be ready for you at eleven,” she finally relinquished. “But do I have to work Sunday too?”


  “No. That’s all yours.” He smiled and walked away.


  


  ***


  


  Saturday afternoon in The Chateau it was so quiet it was eerie. No machines humming in her ear, she thought there was a morgue outside her door. No footsteps, no phones ringing in the distance. Twice she got up to peek outside her office only to find the silence there even more forbidding with not a soul around. Grant left her for a time, saying he’d be back shortly—though it had been well over an hour since he’d taken off. Feeling stuck with no where to go in her search for pertinent information, Felicity remembered the night before with Rennie. The memory was quite sweet if not profound as well.


  When he picked her up, she’d been in a first-class snit because Grant had been so pig-headed about working Saturday. Fuming about the matter, Rennie tried, quite compassionately, to make her feel okay about her fate.


  “We’ll just go the one night,” he told her. She was almost willing to agree with him. With the sports car careening around the mountainside at a breakneck speed, the wind in her hair loosened her tousled curls … the effect was exhilarating …


  “Oh, but I don’t want just one night!” she answered him with the memory of Grant’s edict still fresh in her mind. “He can be such an ass.” Rennie looked at her oddly. “I’m sorry, I never should have said that.”


  “It’s okay with me. Sometimes Grant rubs me the wrong way too.”


  “I hate condescending, controlling men,” she snapped, thinking how she’d like to throw darts at a picture of the man’s face—or at the real thing.


  “Is that so?” Rennie remarked.


  “Yes, that’s so.” Her whole body was tightening with her anger becoming more intense. “In case you haven’t guessed, I’m not in the mood to be submissive. I’ve got a rip-roaring hard-on for my boss and there’s likely to be nasty thorns in this bed of roses tonight.”


  “You’re certain of that?” Rennie asked her.


  “You’re damned right.” Even Rennie and his haughty manner was getting to her. Like feeling bound, unable to move. She’d always been claustrophobic. Every man she’d ever known had finally gotten her on that point. This one would too if he kept pressing.


  When the car suddenly pulled up at a turn-out in the road, she was first bewildered, but then set on edge when she saw the change in Rennie’s expression.


  “Get out of the car,” he ordered her expecting immediate compliance.


  “No, Rennie, I’m not in the mood.”


  “Oh, well, I am. Get out.”


  “Please, I’m sorry if I snapped.” She sensed backpedaling might be the only thing to save her ass. “This has nothing to do with you and me. Just give me a few minutes and I’ll cool down and be as pleasant as a lamb.”


  “Yes, well, I can take care of your problem a lot faster than that,” he told her. “Get out, or I’ll drag you. If I have to do that I’ll leave you on this mountain.”


  “You wouldn’t dare!” Her eyes flared as she felt backed to the wall again with another unyielding man staring at her with a face like steel.


  Seeing his unwavering expression hit her hard. But something told her to follow his order despite her fast-rising fury. Just halfway out of the car Rennie captured her by the arm and led her toward the woods a few feet beyond.


  “What are you doing!” she shouted.


  “Taking care of your anger,” he spouted brusquely. Stopping some twenty yards inside the forest, he snatched at a young tree, yanking a slender branch until a lengthy switch came free. Upending Felicity over a rotting waist-high stump, he raised her skirt and began flailing her naked ass, all the while keeping one firm grip on her arm. She was struggling hard against the steel of his hold, but not going anywhere, she took a long hard switching that made her ass end scream.


  “Rennie stop!” she ordered a least a dozen times.


  If she expected him to obey her, she was utterly foolish to think he’d give it even a second thought. The switch continued to rip against her ass, leaving a rash of nasty marks atop the remnants of welts he put there days before. Between the force and number that he laid on, these were likely to remain on her much longer than those cuts from the cane.


  “You friggin’ bastard!” she snapped, madly trying to wrench away. “Yeooowww!” she cried again. The strikes proceeded without a pause. Whether they were harder for her nasty harangue she couldn’t be sure. All she could feel was the mounting pain in her behind that only got more agonizing with each stroke.


  “Rennie please!” she sobbed trying to change the nature of the wails. If one thing didn’t work, perhaps something else would, though nothing seemed to make him stop. Only when she finally gave up her cries altogether did the switching end.


  In the uneasy silence that followed she caught her breath and tried to contain her desire to break down into a flood of tears.


  “You know your bottom is scarlet, Miss Moon,” Rennie said her as he eyed the damage he’d done to her ass.


  “I’m sure it is,” she snuffed.


  “You think you can be done with your ranting?”


  “I can try,” she said, not at all convinced.


  “You snap at me again, you begin with another harangue, you try to change the nature of our relationship with another ridiculous rage, I’ll take a whole bundle of branches to subdue you. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I am in control, you have that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you’ll be nothing less than submissive to me, regardless of how much you think you’ve been wronged. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I’ve treated you kindly these past few days in deference to the way our relationship began. But I won’t be so kind if you say even one word out of place. Have I been heard?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  She heard him well. No, the anger was not all gone. And yes, there was half of her that would gladly go back to the hotel and never see another man for the rest of her life. But then there was the flip side of the coin that was pervading even this minute. She guessed that having Rennie thoroughly scold her like a child was one of the most romantically arousing things she’d ever felt. As much as she hated him taking control, he’d done so in such a resounding manner, there were just no words to describe how it made her feel. Chagrined, perhaps. Submissive, maybe. In another way loved. That he could bridle her this way was completely satisfying.


  Felicity stood without a struggle, still wary of the tattered switch in his hand and the scowl on the man’s face. Having calmed, she gave him a genuine smile. If this had been a test, he’d certainly passed with flying colors.


  “I am sorry. I was …” What words would work?


  “An obstreperous bitch,” he finished for her.


  “Yes, an obstreperous, unruly, defiant bitch.” Adding a few adjectives of her own she hoped would prove to him her sincerity.


  “You’re a hard one, Felicity Moon. I’m having a terrible time deciding if you’re actually submissive, or you just like being beaten and challenged.”


  “Maybe both,” she said. “But the surrender does feel right, right now.”


  “And if it doesn’t suit you in ten minutes?”


  “Then I’ll make it suit me,” she answered with the only words that would work.


  He nodded, and for the first time since their standoff began looked as though he’d relax his mood.


  “I whipped you hard,” he said, pulling a handkerchief from his pants pocket. Dabbing it against her ass, he wiped away specks of blood where the raw skin had broken. “It’s a good thing you finally relented. Your ass would have been mincemeat in another few minutes.”


  She felt the rough flesh with her hand, noting how what was often petal-soft to her touch was now painfully bristly as though there was a poison ivy rash all over the skin.


  “I’m afraid you’re going to have to sit on it without any cream to soothe it until you get back to the hotel.”


  “Then I imagine it will be a good reminder to me,” she sweetly smiled.


  He accepted her idea with a nod of his head, his face softening even more. Grabbing for her hair, he pulled her to him and kissed her hard on the mouth. A second hand toying with her crotch found her wet between the thighs. Handling her rudely, he once again pushed her over the jagged tree trunk, but this time it was only for sex. Opening her thighs wide, he entered the soft cushion of her vagina with a purposeful thrust. Grabbing her thighs he fucked her hard. She screamed this time from the power of the forceful fusing. And as Rennie reached around to pinch her clit, she felt an orgasm coming on, arriving so swift there was nothing she could do to hold off. She bucked on him nastily, keeping a frenetic pace he seemed to need and enjoy. Then, as he held her ass tightly to him, he pumped her full of himself. His seed spilled inside and then dripped down the side of her leg when he withdrew.


  


  Now, a day later, every time she moved on her sore ass, she could feel the results of the switch fire the brew in her belly. It was difficult to concentrate on her work with the memories so fresh with her. Taking a break, she was tempted to rub herself and release a bit of the raw energy, but she suddenly stopped hearing someone in the outer office. Sitting up straight, she began punching into the keyboard expecting Grant to enter any minute. To her surprise, however, it wasn’t Grant but Rennie that opened the office door.


  “Hi!” she said, practically blushing. He carried a bouquet of flowers in his hand. “For me?” Her face brightened even more.


  “To let you know I’m sorry we had to postpone our trip.”


  “You are so good to me.”


  “Even when you’re a bitch I know just what you need,” he said with a knowing glance. He kissed her cheek and then her lips.


  “Grant’s due back any minute.”


  “And if he sees me kissing you, too bad. I’ll keep doing it anyway.”


  “I wish I could be that bold with him.”


  “You don’t have the position. Don’t worry.” He kissed her more, so much she thought they might just fall on floor and make love, but he soon backed away. “So, how’s your ass today?” he asked.


  “Oh, it’s raw and cut and very sore, but it has me so hot …”


  He smiled. “Remember, Grant’s due back in minute.”


  “Yes, yes he is,” she replied dreamily.


  “And since you’re working, have you found anything for all your efforts today?”


  She turned back to the computer screen. “Oh, things are mulling in my mind. I was just getting a new idea when you walked in.” She resumed her typing, bringing up some files she’d scoured before. Though this time moving into operating files that had nothing to do with sales account information. Rennie peered over her shoulder.


  “Why on earth look there?” he asked.


  “Because it’s there.”


  He offered her an amused grin. “I don’t mean to suggest that you’re looking in the wrong place, Miss Moon, but …”


  “You never know,” she defended the move.


  “I’ve been thinking about this too, wondering if there might not be a clue in the local transactions. You’ve been covering the international exchanges, maybe it’s something to look into.”


  His suggestion was not out of the question, no more off-the-wall than her own idea.


  “Let’s see what we find,” he continued with his train of thought. He began typing over her shoulders opening a new area of the computer. “I wonder if we left some loopholes,” he pondered aloud. Both of them were intent on the screen in front of them, Felicity getting a strange goosebumpy feeling that usually had some merit to it. She always figured that half the ideas she had came straight from her intuition and were not based on the slightest bit of logic. If she could only follow this one through.


  Suddenly hearing a noise in the outer office, Rennie and Felicity both jumped a little skittish.


  “Oh, it’s probably just Grant,” Felicity reminded herself.


  “This whole thing makes you kind of wary, doesn’t it?” Rennie said with a nervous laugh. Backing away from the computer, he looked toward the door as Grant entered.


  “Oh, I see, couldn’t keep away from my assistant?” he asked. “You’re never here on Saturday, Rennie.”


  “Actually, I was suggesting a few things to Miss Moon, to aid her search … and … I brought her some flowers.” He pointed toward the wild bouquet sitting on the front of her desk. “She was a little disappointed that we couldn’t begin our trip today.”


  “Looks to me like she’s gotten over her disappointment,” Grant remarked.


  “Yes, you have a very loyal employee here,” Rennie stated.


  Such a devil, Felicity thought, remembering how she’d maligned her boss to Rennie the night before and his response.


  “And do the flowers help?” Grant asked her.


  “They make me feel appreciated,” she said. She sensed a degree of tension between the two men that she hadn’t noticed before. Maybe there was something to her jealously theory. “I really would like to get back to this, Rennie, so I’m not here all night. I need some time alone.”


  “Then I’ll leave you be,” he said. “But remember what I said, check out those transactions.”


  “Thanks.” As she gave him a wave of her hand, he blew her a kiss and left the room.


  


  “So have you fallen in love yet?” Grant asked.


  “Just lust, boss. What percentage would there be falling in love if I only to go back home in a week and leave this man to a whole continent of women?”


  “Interesting you can be so cavalier about the subject. Most women I’ve met would be trying to finagle a way to stay.”


  “Don’t think I haven’t thought of that, but I’m not stupid. Rennie is a scoundrel, but he’s a delicious one and he does things for me that no other man has had the guts to do.”


  “Really? Like what?”


  “No, Grant, I’m not going to tell my personal secrets,” she warned. “But I will say one thing, Rennie Halpern is more than just a lover. There’s a genuine man inside all that well-groomed grace. The charm is more than skin deep. And if I were going to stay here a while I wouldn’t hesitate to pursue him.”


  “You think Rennie is the kind of man to settle for one woman?” He looked at her incredulous.


  “He might surprise you. There are reasons men—and women—play around, I think usually because they haven’t found what they really need.”


  “I hope for your sake you’re right about him.”


  “But you have your doubts.”


  “Does it matter? You’ll do what you want no matter what I say.”


  Grant was striking in that moment, like he was playing coy with her in a man’s way—backing off, remaining secretive with his inner thoughts. She was dying to know what he wasn’t telling her. But she was in no place to ask. His method of dominance was clearly different than Rennie, and almost as intriguing. Even if she did consider him an unrealistic man for her to love, she wished she could climb inside his mind for just a moment.


  “Tell me what you have?” Grant turned the conversation back to business.


  “Oh, well, let’s see. Rennie recommended that I look into the local transactions rather than spend more time on the international stuff. So I’m looking there.”


  “Does it sound reasonable?”


  “Anything does. I’ll just have to keep probing.”


  “Frankly, I hadn’t planned on Rennie having first-hand knowledge of what you’re doing here. How did that happen?”


  “He just seemed to know,” Felicity replied. There was an edge to Grant that made her uncomfortable.


  “And what have you told him?”


  “Almost nothing.”


  “We have to be careful. There was a Frenchman, a detective my agency hired to do some footwork in Paris—turned up dead yesterday.”


  “Oh, my god! That’s connected with this?”


  “I don’t know if it’s a result of it or just a fluke. But there’s so much money involved here, it wouldn’t surprise me.”


  Felicity’s whole body shivered cold, her shoulders tingling, her stomach suddenly grabbing hard.


  “Don’t tell anyone anything, including Rennie. If he hadn’t been with me so long, he’d be the perfect person to hatch a scheme like this, or at least be involved in it. He knows more about my foreign operation than I do.”


  “I wonder why you trust him, the way you think of him,” Felicity mused.


  “You trust him, don’t you?” Grant shot right back.


  “Yes, I guess I do. On the surface he’s a scoundrel, but that’s only skin deep.”


  “You keep looking, I’m going to stay close. Let me know if you have anything.”


  With that thought Grant left her to herself and she spent the next four hours scouring the local transactions, and the all the files associated with Swiss and French business. There were a few intriguing tail-spins, but everything seemed to lead to another dead-end.


  


  At five that evening, Grant stopped by her door and peered inside. “Want some dinner?”


  “I was expecting Rennie about six, we were going to take off.”


  “Ah, I did promise you a day,” he remembered.


  “And I need it, my eyes are beginning to cross and there is serious overload in my brain. My personal hard drive is going to crash if I don’t take a break.” She tapped her head with her knuckles.


  Grant smiled.


  “Then you’d better go. Anything at all?”


  “No,” she said irritated. “I have just one other thing I want to look into before I leave, should just take a minute.”


  “You say Rennie’s on his way?”


  “He said by six.”


  “Then I’ll close up and slip out once he gets here.”


  “You don’t have to wait. The security guard is just down the hall.”


  “You think I’m paranoid?”


  “Should you be?” she wondered.


  “Probably not.” He had quite a handsome smile when he was relaxing, and this was as close to relaxed as she’d seen him in days.


  “You have something hot happening tonight?” she asked.


  “In fact I do. A woman I’ve seen off and on since coming over here, Ingrid. We’re going to dinner.”


  Felicity was oddly disappointed hearing that, something in her still thinking that she could own Grant’s affections when there was absolutely no reason to assume that.


  


  In the half hour before Rennie arrived, Felicity quickly altered her game plan, exited the local transaction data base and went back to the operating systems. It was a wild goose chase, but it took just an idle few minutes to see if there was anything unusual. Grant popped his head in the door at five to six and said goodbye, said he saw Rennie pull up outside The Chateau. She could see he was being protective and that was rather sweet.


  A few more keystrokes, Felicity suddenly found herself asked passwords to get into documents that shouldn’t have been secured. Toying with the system for a few minutes all her efforts to get beyond these unexpected security measures failed—a queasy feeling rose in her stomach. She played around with the files becoming more anxious by the second. She was so deep in thought when Rennie suddenly opened the door, she literally jumped off her sore ass.


  “You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he said, seeing her amber-colored complexion look more white than deeply tan.


  “No, you just startled me.”


  “Find something interesting?”


  She hesitated, saying nothing, staring into Rennie’s open features. There was nothing to indicate he suspected anything, but her reply was vague. “No, not a thing. And like I told Grant, my head’s spinning too much to make sense of anything. I need a break.”


  “Then you’ll have one.”


  Backing out of the computer, she shut it down, grabbed her satchel by the desk and left the mystery and her flowers for another day. She wondered as they were retreating from The Chateau if she hadn’t really stumbled on the very thing that eluded her for nearly a week, exactly in the place where Rennie advised her not to look.




  Chapter Seven


  


  The small hostel where they stayed in the Bavarian Alps catered to lovers. A quaint but much tinier version of The Chateau, its old-world charm put her immediately in the mood for sex. Rennie came prepared with a whip, a wooden hairbrush and a collapsible cane.


  “With my ass so raw, you’d going to punish me more?” she asked, seeing the items in his overnight bag.


  “I’m prepared for anything that arises when I’m with a unruly woman like you.”


  “I have no desire to be unruly, Rennie, I just want your love,” she told him.


  He was removing his traveling clothes. The sight of his tan muscles coming into view made her crotch jolt instantly.


  “Unruly is your nature,” he agreed, “and exactly why keeping your ass well-worked is probably the best reminder for good behavior.


  He was in the buff, Felicity noting the lovely pouch of manly jewels dangling between his thighs, softly floating from one side the next. She could almost smell their perfume as though she had her faced pressed to the flesh. Without even a command she would have dropped to her knees at his feet and began fluffing his cock into an erection, but that wasn’t what Rennie wanted.


  “Let me see your ass,” he ordered, as he slipped a pair of loose trousers over his legs and buttoned them at the waist. All that perfect manhood out of sight, she caught his mood and it wasn’t exactly friendly. Though his dominant mien hadn’t yet emerged, she could feel it about to spring free, the way his cock would spring free of its constraints at just the right instant.


  Turning around as ordered, she raised her skirt, revealing the fleshy mounds of her behind and the pale, yet very distinguishable rash brought out by the switch. He inspected the skin with a tender hand. A gentle squeeze where it was sore and there was a surge of pure pleasure running through her in a beautiful wave. She thought he’d begin to move his hand into her cleft where her moist pussy was ready, or even to her back hole that was relaxing in anticipation of some anal play.


  But when Rennie stood her upright and pushed her skirt down over her bottom, she was disappointed.


  “I thought you might …”


  “Might make love to you?” he asked.


  “I’m raw, Rennie, and not just in my ass.” Any indication from him at all, she’d move on him like an aggressive cat, but there was no invitation. Instead, a cold eye inspected her thoroughly, like he was dragging the river of her soul. Though she was fully clothed, he the one wearing just a pair of pants, he had her naked with his eyes stripping everything from her. His haughty stare made her shrink within herself, feel two inches tall, diminished, as though she’d disappear into nothing she was so insignificant.


  “So sorry about the state of your ass. Though you did bring that on yourself. It might get in the way of what I have planned, but that can’t be helped.”


  “You have some plan?”


  “A brief one. I promised the proprietor of the hostel that he could have your ass to spank and screw.”


  “What!” She was in shock. “Like I’m your prize to give away?”


  He stood close to her with his hand going between her thighs.


  “As in, it would pleasure me greatly to see you disciplined by another man.”


  “And I should simply submit to that for your pleasure?”


  “If I’m in charge of you and our relationship, my sweet slut, you’ll do anything I ask.”


  She couldn’t believe what he wanted from her. He’d been much more cagey at The Chateau, letting his two friends slip into the middle of their tryst when she was so completely aroused that she had no will to object. But this … she couldn’t believe he’d ask this of her. Yet, what was worse, she couldn’t believe her response. Standing next to him, her skirt raised in front so he was playing with her pubis, her clit so alive it was practically jumping to get off.


  “Besides, your protest is a silly sham, isn’t it?”


  “I don’t like you knowing me this well,” she whispered.


  “Of course you don’t, takes you off guard. You can’t be in control. But you give yourself away being so … so wet.” He fondled her clit, then withdrew his hand from her crotch. “My friend will spank you. And it will hurt. I do hope you cry, I like seeing the tears. Just remember what it makes you in the end.” He stroked her face. “So soft, so infinitely soft.”


  With his face close to hers, the kiss that followed was delicate. His tongue moved on her lips tenderly. Imprisoned by the sound of his voice, the allure of his body made her wonder if he was a magician having just cast a spell.


  At the sound of a knock Rennie backed away, leaving her standing by herself in the center of the room.


  “Now?” she asked him breathlessly.


  “Yes, he’s here now,” Rennie replied. Taking a seat on a brocade settee by the window where he could watch what his imagination conjured, he called for the man to come in.


  The door creaked as it opened, the man’s shoes on the wood floor making gentle tapping sounds as he entered. Then the door shut with a audible click.


  “She’s most willing,” Rennie told the man.


  Felicity gazed at Jacques, the same man that checked them into their room. Odd, her impression of him changed quickly. A hefty man, he was large more because of his muscles than fat. She could tell that in the way he moved, gracefully but with an air of authority she liked in men, even if it was her challenge. His hair was nearly black, graying at the temples, and with bushy eyebrows and a gray speckled beard his appearance could be fierce. His initially soft eyes accentuated a degree of scorn beneath the surface of a public manner of friendliness. He was dressed casually, in a cream-colored cotton shirt and black pants. Felicity’s eyes were immediately focused on his crotch. Her sexually-heightened mind considered what was beyond his clothes in masculine equipment. He could be quite large, she thought, and yet such thoughts were brusquely cut short.


  “She needs her ass spanked,” she heard Jacques declare.


  “Often,” Rennie answered. “I switched her yesterday for being dangerously over the edge of good behavior. Today, I want you to blister her behind for me. I have a whole two nights and a day to spend with her. I want her face sweet, her words dripping honey, and her body consumed with its need for my physical gratification. Take the haughty bitch from her and give me that woman, I’ll be forever indebted to you.”


  The man made no response, but moved closer to Felicity, close as Rennie had been, though he had a different way of appraising her, a style of his own. He didn’t have the arrogance of her master/lover, none of the finesse. He was much too earthy for such posturing.


  Lifting a hand to her hair, he ran his hands through the wild curls.


  “It’s the hair, you know,” he told Rennie. “She gets her wildness from it. Naturally uncivilized and defiant. You’ll never tame this one.”


  “I wouldn’t try,” Rennie answered.


  “You want your ass spanked?” he asked Felicity.


  “Does it matter whether I do or not?” she asked.


  He half grinned, but it looked more like a challenging smirk.


  “You are a sassy one,” he snickered. He turned to Rennie. “I’d be happy to bring tears to her eyes whipping her behind. But it wouldn’t surprise me if I had to repeat the treatment every hour to keep her subdued. You have a hairbrush?”


  “Yes, and a whip and cane.”


  “The smooth of the wood will do,” he said abruptly. Taking Felicity roughly by the arm, he then pulled a desk chair into the open space. Sitting, he had her over his granite thighs seconds later where Felicity seemed to disappear in the man’s large lap. Held with an arm about her waist, she felt him push her skirt above her bottom. What breeze there was in the room raised goosebumps on her skin. Then, there was a flutter in her stomach and she squirmed.


  “No sex, yet,” the man scolded. “You’ve got to answer to this first.”


  Felicity looked back to see the dreadful sight of the wooden hairbrush clasped tightly in the man’s large fist, the smooth back of the piece aimed at her behind. She wiggled without realizing it, raising a scowl on his face. Gritting her teeth, cringing in every muscle of her form, she closed her eyes tight and felt the first smack a moment later. With the strikes atop what was already sore skin, it only took a few to make a nasty burn rise on her ass.


  “Oh, pleeeeesse!” she cried softly as she squirmed within his grasp. But just as she expected the paddling continued regardless of how she protested. The pain was sharp. After her whole behind was covered with a blast to set the thing aflame, each following strike bit hard. Her cries became vehement and her body revolted flailing madly against the strength of the man.


  The sound of Felicity’s cries and that of the whacking hairbrush meeting her derriere filled the room with a raucous noise. Rennie was pleased as he watched from the corner of the room. When she stole one glance at her lover, her first attempt was to plead for mercy but the harsher the strikes, all she could do was scowl. Fresh anger spewed from her sending darts of fury Rennie’s way. Yet he remained unmoved, looking at the harrowing picture of her flailing in the man’s grasp as if he was at the theatre, and this no more than a show for his entertainment.


  “Rennie! Make him stop!” she demanded. Her fists where clenched, her sore butt cheeks tensed, her legs bent, her ankles crossed at the knees, all these useless fidgets some attempt to lessen the pain.


  “You’ve got to stop!” she tried the man himself, but he remained unmoved.


  In the bedroom mirror she could see her bouncing ass as the color of her skin changed from its natural beige/brown hue. A rosy blush appeared first but quickly mutated into a startling crimson. And the heat—she thought her skin would catch on fire if he landed another strike. Yet with each new one, she withstood the agony of it only to take another that seemed meaner and more biting. Desperate for some relief, she mounted one inspired move to buck from the steely grasp. Though when she was half-askew from his lap, he didn’t miss a beat with the hairbrush, and just hauled her back, tucking her more firmly under his arm.


  Felicity’s cries led to wails, to sobs and finally a place where she tried to forget the pain completely, letting her body relax and feel something other than sheer agony. So many times she found a spanking would lead to some erotic sensations. But try as she might there was just no ease in this at all. And the terror of it lasting even another minute made her breakdown into a pitiful sob.


  When a few smacks landed with a nasty flurry on the tops of her thighs, she shrieked, then returned to her tears. This pain, worse than the other, made her sobs doubly agonized. Too spent to muster any more protest, she remained tense and in pain, but resigned to the fact of it. And as though that was some magical formula, the pain itself became less vibrant. Though the merciless man continued with the hairbrush, the rich sensations that followed were something she could manage. Maybe she was simply numb, he less harsh. Whatever the case, she managed to take the last of the spanking to the end with a good deal more restraint. To the very last stroke of the hairbrush it was horrible. But in the end, she was given a seat of the pants so hot, she was sure that she might spontaneously orgasm from the fire that moved throughout her crotch.


  Her captor didn’t let go of her once he laid the hairbrush down. Instead, his hand grabbed for her hot cheeks and kneaded them roughly.


  “Oh, my word!” she exclaimed, gyrating naughtily on his lap. She could feel something beneath her, his cock no doubt responding as fiercely as her body was. Drawing her to the bed, he left her ass-end high and planted his mouth at the pulsing doors of her groin. While lapping her lewdly with a voracious tongue, his hands continued to maul the punished flesh. She was ready to peak. But backing off, Jacques planted his cock inside her cunt and she had to wait for her climax.


  To be watched by the impassive eyes of her lover made her feel used and small. She could see Rennie evaluating the scene like a jury weighing evidence. Was she yet as compliant as he required of her? Or was there still too much impudence, too much saucy spit and fire, too much brazen hussy in her soul? There was no way to understand how Rennie viewed her. All Felicity could truly understand at the moment was the rolling thunder of desire, the reality of being impaled, and the pain that continued to radiate from her punished ass fueling a delirium of sensation that had just one final end to meet.


  Her ass both, inside and out, felt as though it would burst. Then she screamed with a spasm that tightened every muscle in her body. Riding with him to his own finish, the sensations that followed made her weep for joy.


  


  Jacques slapped her ass like she was fresh meat as he pulled out of her. She lay head and shoulders pressed to the mattress, ass still in the air, too tired to move.


  “Takes a lot to make her humble,” her latest lover observed. He seemed no more moved or spent than when he first entered the room. But apparently he had what he came for. “I did tell you the room rents free when I get an ass like that.”


  “I’ll have to remember that for the future,” Rennie assured him.


  


  “So, I’ve been used like a whore?” Felicity murmured when she heard Rennie approach.


  “And such a good one,” he said not denying the suggestion.


  He held her with such an affectionate love, she was swooped up in it totally. Totally baffled by the preceding hour and even more so by the wealth of care Rennie heaped on her, she was tempted to question him. What was he was trying to do to her? But it was too exhausting to think about. Once she regained some of her strength, what seemed right was to crawl toward his crotch and give him one fine blow-job. That over, she settled in to doze in his arms until he woke her for dinner.


  She dressed sexily and accompanied him to a beer hall that night, drinking until there was not a sober place left inside her. When the evening was over, she was carried to bed by a pair of strong arms, and put to sleep until she woke at dawn with a hard erection tapping for entry at her nether gate. What seemed right then was to give Rennie whatever he wanted, though she couldn’t understand why.




  Chapter Eight


  


  On Monday morning, Felicity accessed the secure files she located the Saturday before she left with Rennie. It took some time but her efforts were finally rewarded as she began to note the curious transactions appearing in several accounts. Large deposits and withdrawals to offshore banks all made on the same day were completely illogical. Unearthing similar activity in several places, she had the mechanism for the theft looking her squarely in the face—though the culprit—or culprits—remained unknown. All the entries could be traced to the same computer terminal in the accounting department.


  Beyond what she found in these unusual accounts, there were other files that asked for passwords she was not advised of. To her knowledge she should have had all the necessary information to get around the system. If there were areas denied her, then Grant knew nothing about it.


  He was gone for the afternoon, but Rennie popped into her office about three o’clock bearing a sunny expression on his face—though there was an almost imperceptible twitch in his jaw as he looked at Felicity.


  “Looks serious,” he said stopping in front of her desk.


  “I’ve found …” she paused. A queer feeling of discomfort made her instantly nervous, like having a spider climbing up her back,. She wanted to talk to Grant about her discoveries, not Rennie.


  “Found what?” her lover asked.


  “Oh, I thought I found something important, but I don’t think it’s going to pan out anymore than all the rest.”


  “You tried the local transactions?”


  “Everything looked okay there.”


  “Really? Then where were you searching?”


  “No where particular.” She tried smiling, yet the ripple of fear had not stopped.


  As Rennie came around behind her, she quickly exited her search and let him see a blank screen waiting for another command.


  Running his fingers through her hair, she tried letting his overt affection calm her concerns. Those hands that had been so dear to her seemed to work magic releasing tension that was stored in every atom of her body.


  “This is a very cagey computer genius playing in here,” she said. “I can see signs of him—or her—but he leaves little to mark his territory.”


  “You seem tense,” Rennie observed.


  “It’s sort of breeds tension.”


  “But I bet it’s one you can handle.”


  “I’m not so sure.”


  “And why not? You come highly recommended.”


  While his hands continued loving her, she was startled by his comment. “Recommended?”


  “Your professional profile indicates a crackerjack computer wizard, Felicity, not some novice secretary with a casual knowledge of the computer.”


  “How would you know that?”


  “I checked on you.”


  “Whatever for?”


  “Because I don’t like the way Grant’s left me in the dark about this investigation, as though he thinks I’m guilty of something. And you, well, I’ve asked for honesty from you, but we both know how you hedge. You’re not very good at speaking half-truths. If I wasn’t suspicious of your being here, I’d be a complete idiot. It makes no sense for Grant to fly the average secretary to Europe if she didn’t have some knowledge that he needed.”


  The tone of the conversation raised her fears when she thought they’d been quelled by the touch of his hands. “Don’t you realize what a compromising position this puts me in?”


  “You don’t have to compromise yourself with me, if you really trust me.”


  “I do trust you.”


  “That I wonder. Grant’s created enough doubt in you that I’m not so sure.”


  “Rennie, please. All that I allow you to control in my life? I couldn’t do it if I didn’t trust you.”


  “You wouldn’t think so.” He turned oddly cold—not cold like when he created distance between them to wreak his sexual schemes—but cold as in brutally chilling and distant. The simple affection he showered on her just minutes before completely vanished. This was a man she didn’t know.


  Reaching up, she placed a hand to his chest, seeing his expression hardly change. As if he was hurt and disappointed with her …


  “Rennie, I’m sorry. I should have never allowed myself to get into this position considering the work Grant is having me do. But I did. And I have such feelings for you, I can’t put them aside now. But please understand, Grant gave me orders, and he made no exceptions. I’m not to talk with anyone, including you, about what I’m doing here. You already know far more than anyone else. I asked him if he suspected you. He denied he did, but he also said, with everything so tense he couldn’t rule anything out. What else can I say?” She pleaded with him, with eyes and hands and a look of desperation on her face.


  Keeping her eyes glued to his, the cold in his expression began to melt a degree at a time. Though his stare did not turn warm, he did reach out to fondle her hair again.


  “I understand this isn’t easy for you. But if we really have something serious started here, you will have to trust me, or there is no point in it. You must recognize that.”


  “Yes, yes I do. And knowing you’re honest with me, I have nothing to fear from you. Am I wrong?”


  “What would you have to fear from me except receiving your due for the constant brattiness you display?” His smile was almost warm, though he remained a master at holding himself in reserve.


  “Will we be together tonight?” she wondered.


  “I wish, love, but I have a business function that’s going to take me to Lucerne this evening. The best I can do is a late supper in your hotel room, if you can arrange that.”


  “I’d love it,” she replied, feeling her nervousness swept away, lost inside the love that seemed to flow again from him to her.


  


  ***


  


  Felicity worked until six when a car Grant arranged to take her back to the village arrived. Feeling quite alone for the first time since she’d been in Switzerland, no man around to bark commands, or make her kneel, or look at her with a judgmental eye, she felt herself relax a little deeper and soften measurably. With the vistas of Switzerland passing by the car window, she took the time to let her head fall back against the leather seat and close her eyes. Of course Rennie was in her mind almost immediately, his hurt look from the afternoon the first image that appeared. It was troubling thinking of him. Troubling mostly for the relentless desire that attacked her when she thought of him controlling her. She could applaud his inventiveness. He made her scream within and without, terrorizing her in some ways. Just relaxing, she could feel her pussy jolt thinking of how she’d submit to him next.


  But more than any elaborate scheme, what she imagined most was the picture of a simple spanking. Wearing something overtly slutty, she would stand before him feeling the tingle of his command begin her punishment erotically. Allowing his rebuke to tantalize her thoughts, each word would work wonders on her charged body. Her ass would burn hot before he even laid a hand on her. Her pussy would lurch spasmodically, no way to control that hot spot, and no will to try. When he’d pull her over his lap, he’d fondle her ass just briefly, and then flicking up her skirt would lay his hand on her ass a dozen, two dozen, a good three dozen times before there’d be any breather at all. As much as his hand would sting her skin and make it hot, each strike would send her deeper into that erotically happy place.


  Feeling the car lurch without warning, Felicity’s eyes popped open, her fantasy instantly vanishing. Looking in the rearview mirror she saw an odd look on the driver’s face. Had he been watching her? Was she actually squirming in the leather seat in the middle of her daydream? Refusing to show any embarrassment, she was about to fall back into her reverie when the car swerved again. Swerving back in the opposite direction, her body was jostled as though she was tumbling down the mountain. She screamed at the driver.


  “Some ass is on our tail!” he blared, quickly jerking the steering wheel, sending her flying to the other side of the car. Looking back, Felicity saw a black Mercedes practically on their tail, tapping at the bumper. Her driver pressed the gas pedal down, but the vehicle behind them matched their speed. Then twice, the car pulled out trying to pass on the narrow road. With a cliff to their right, Felicity’s driver was forced to veer again, almost into the reckless Mercedes that bore down on them like a crazed maniac.


  Felicity closed her eyes and clutched the edge of her seat, her heart beating so hard with fear she was practically nauseous. While they sped faster, the Mercedes kept up, careening wildly down the steep, curving road. The speed was dangerous, just one small swerve and they could end up going over the edge of the cliff into the craggy shale and granite below.


  “Oh, god, please make him stop!” she prayed. She was almost out of breath from panic, her mind frantically searching for some means of escape.


  Then, totally without warning, as suddenly as the terror began, it ended. Feeling her own car slow and the driver mumble some French exclamation, Felicity opened her eyes. Looking out the back window she saw the Mercedes in the distance. The car slowed until it almost disappeared from sight behind them, then it turned around in the road and returned from where it came.


  Felicity and her driver consoled each other, though her heart had hardly stopped its furious beating. As soon as they arrived at the hotel, she exited the car, ordered the drive to stay put, and raced upstairs, practically knocking down Grant’s door.


  “What the hell ….” she heard him as he answered her loud banging.


  “Grant! Thank God you’re here. I’ve practically been killed! What the hell is happening?”


  “What! You’re all right!”


  “Yes, I’m fine. But someone’s trying to kill me! Some maniac out there,” She was gesticulating madly, on the verge of hysteria. Rarely given to tantrums and frenzy, this was not one time she could hold back her fright. Shaking uncontrollably, her halting account was sprinkled with sobs. She stopped a half dozen times unable to go on. Only when Grant put his arms around her and forced her to compose herself did she make any sense at all. He held her close, letting the most intense of her fear wash out of her. When she was finally able to speak again, he raised her chin with his hand and made her talk calmly until she had all the details out.


  “Are you going to be all right?” he asked when she was finally finished. He spoke softly, the hand on her face holding her tenderly.


  “Yes, I’ll be okay,” she snuffed. She could cry so easily again, but she was already thinking how stupid she must look.


  “Where’s the driver?”


  “Downstairs. I made him stay.”


  “Then you stay here. I’ll call the police and then talk to him. And don’t you move, not muscle, not a step. You wait right here until I get back.”


  “And if someone comes gunning for me ….”


  “Felicity, get a grip. That’s not going to happen. And don’t go thinking this has anything to do with The Chateau.”


  “But doesn’t it?”


  He looked at her with a blank stare. “I don’t know. But I’ve got to believe we’re jumping to conclusions to think that.”


  


  It was over an hour before Grant returned to his room. Every second of that time Felicity spent wavering between sheer panic and a healthy dose of anger. Both states of mind mingled freely by the time she saw Grant’s face again.


  “What happened?” she asked.


  “Nothing.”


  “Nothing!”


  “Nothing,” he repeated. “The driver was as surprised as you were, you already know that. The police don’t have a clue, there are dozens of black Mercedes in these mountains. And since you couldn’t see a face and there was no license plate, they really have no where to look. The car could be miles from here by now.”


  “And they’re doing nothing?”


  “There’s nothing to do. They said they’d look into it.”


  “That’s not enough.”


  “It’s all we’re going to get right now.”


  “I’m not satisfied with that,” she blared. “I’m going to talk to them myself.” She darted toward the door.


  “Oh, no you don’t. There’s not one useful thing you can do.”


  “Maybe light a fire under them!”


  “You will not leave here, you understand?”


  “I do not understand. I only know I was practically killed this afternoon.”


  “And we’ll be more careful from now on,” Grant said.


  “So, you do think it has something to with business?”


  He mused a moment. “I can’t say if it’s related to the missing money. But you won’t be going alone to The Chateau, and you won’t be working by yourself anymore.”


  “Oh, as if having you beside me in the car would keep us from getting run off the cliff!” She could feel ninety minutes of tension rising to a peak.


  “Felicity, you’ve said enough!”


  “I’ll say anything I want if I damn well please. I could be dead!”


  “But you’re not going crazy on me.”


  “I’m not crazy, you ass, I’m scared to death. So scared I want to scream!”


  “Felicity, stop!” Grant bellowed.


  “No! I don’t want to stop, I was scared shitless. If car chases down a mountainside are what I have to look forward to, I’m done with Switzerland.”


  “Okay, you’re done,” he agreed. “I’ll have you on a plane for home tomorrow.”


  “Oh, that easy, just let all this go. You know you can’t do that. Not when I’ve finally found something!”


  “What? You’re not making one bit of sense! You want to leave or not?”


  “I want to get out of here, that’s what I want.”


  She stormed toward the door but before she got two steps, Grant grabbed her, pulling her under his arm with her ass facing forward. Spanking her with the palm of his hand, he gave it to her hard and fast.


  “What are you doing!” she blared.


  “Knocking some sense into you.”


  “Bullshit!”


  “You stop ranting, or I won’t stop!” he informed her. Not losing a single beat, the whacks kept on at a steady clip. It was by no means the most brutal spanking she ever had. With her skirt still covering her behind the sensation was hardly as sharp or biting as it might have been. But it was laid on with no less intention than others she recently received. Grant was deliberate and very thorough, striking her with one measured stroke after another.


  “You’re a total ass!” she blared.


  “I suppose I am.”


  “I have every right to be angry!” she snapped.


  “Yes, you do,” he agreed.


  “And scared!” she added.


  “I understand that.”


  “Then let me go!” she pleaded with him. Her bottom was beginning to burn right through her clothes.


  “I will when you calm down,” he repeated his earlier vow.


  For a while she had nothing say. She flailed away as well as she could, but Grant held her fast, spanking her as though he could go on forever. Trying to wrench from his grasp, she got no where, just more exhausted.


  “Grant please!” she finally let out an exasperated plea.


  He continued smacking as hard as his sore hand would allow, though he sensed that the brat was finally running out of energy. As each smack landed there was less and less to complain about. Her cries, her objections, her four letter words and even her pleas were diminishing until there were just tears remaining.


  The spanking over, Felicity remained tucked under Grant’s arm, limp and unmoving, until he finally helped her rise. And then sinking into a chair, she wiped the last of her tears from her eyes with a handkerchief Grant handed her.


  “I don’t know what to say,” she said.


  “I didn’t ask you to say anything.”


  “It seems all I do is apologize to the men in my life. I get my ass spanked for everything, end up crying and feeling terribly sorry. Something is definitely not working here.”


  “Maybe it is working right,” Grant said kindly. “As long you’re a high-strung fractious brat, spanking does seem to set things right. I imagine you have two scarlet moons on your behind right now.” He was actually trying to be nice, the look on his face almost tender.


  “Maybe.” She nodded. “And maybe I overreacted. I don’t know. But I was so scared I didn’t know what to do. I’ve never felt so defenseless in all my life.”


  “Now that makes sense,” he said. “And just to be safe, I’ll have you on a plane tomorrow, as soon as I can arrange it.”


  “No, no, no, you can’t. I found something this afternoon. I found accounts with large sums of money transferred in and out in day. You can’t have me go home now. I’ve got to show you.”


  “You’re sure of this?”


  “You have to see it. Maybe we should go back tonight. And it’s not just the accounts, there are files with passwords I don’t have. They’re not suppose to be there.”


  “No, there’s nothing you shouldn’t be able to access,” Grant agreed looking worried. “But, you’re sure you’re going to be okay?”


  “Yes, I’ll be fine. I’m still pissed, but right now, I want to get to the bottom of this. If I have to spend all night trying to come up with passwords, I will.”


  “That’s a needle in a haystack,” Grant said.


  “I know it is, but you have to have answers.”


  He smiled. “Hey, that’s more like the Felicity I know. You usually aren’t so ball-less.”


  She pursed her lips annoyed by the comment, but Grant was right. She had acted like a spineless ninny and that certainly had to end.


  


  ***


  


  Grant and Felicity ate a quick meal at a German Deli and then took off in a hired car toward The Chateau. Though they were both concerned about her findings and the incident on the road, they had as pleasant a conversation as they’d had since their warring relationship began. They carefully avoided the subject of her investigation, Rennie and any other hot item, Grant leading the evening on all fronts. He seemed determined to take her mind off the brewing stew of concerns, wisely thinking she’d do better once she was at the computer if she was rational and calm.


  Once they reached her office, Felicity immediately accessed the account information she discovered earlier that day. However combing through the files, she couldn’t find the ones with the large deposits and withdrawals.


  “They’re not here?” She turned to Grant bewildered.


  “What are we looking for?” he asked, as his eyes searched the screen.


  “They were here this afternoon, Grant, I know that.”


  “You’re sure.”


  “I’m fuckin’ positive.”


  Going from screen to screen, the account activity was normal, no extraordinary amounts, and though she hadn’t memorized the names, she knew that several of the files with the suspicious activity now appeared to be in perfect order.


  “Nothing?”


  “Nothing. It’s all been erased, the accounts purged.”


  “What about the encoded files?”


  She tapped a few numbers into the screen again. Nothing. “I don’t understand it, but you have to believe me. It was all here this afternoon.”


  “Did anyone know you were into this?”


  “You know I’ve kept quiet on it all.”


  “What about Rennie?”


  “He was here, yes. But I didn’t tell him what I was doing, I made sure of that.”


  “Are you suspicious of him?”


  “No!” She was certain, or at least she thought she was.


  “As a matter of fact, we talked about trust. Grant, I just don’t think this is his work. If it is, then I’m such a poor judge of lovers I should just forget about loving anyone.”


  Grant nodded. “And he didn’t have a clue that you found anything?”


  “No. The discussion was much more personal.”


  “Do you remember the terminal where the oddities originated.”


  “That I do remember.”


  “Then let’s take a look.”


  Felicity followed Grant into the corporate accounting department, looking for the right computer station. Finding the exact one required a complete search of one entire wing of the building. The last place they looked was a small office next to the comptroller’s. There was nothing but a desk, chair and terminal inside. No office name plate, no papers, nothing in the wastebasket, nothing to indicate who might have used this computer last.


  “Anyone could have been in here,” Grant observed.


  “And no one had to know,” Felicity added.


  Grant looked troubled. The expression on his face perplexed, he suggested that they leave for the night. “I don’t think there’s any more we can do here.”


  “You’re right. The only thing I can be sure of is that someone knows what I’ve discovered and has taken care of it. I’m not sure there’s anything more I can do if they’ve erased everything.”


  “I have some thoughts in mind, but you’re tired and it’s late.”


  Felicity looked at her watch. It was nearly midnight. “Oh, my. I promised Rennie supper in my room.”


  “You think he’s there now?”


  “He might be.” She was feeling nervous, unsure how she’d handle him, but certainly something would come to mind before she finally faced the man.


  “He did have a meeting in Lucerne,” Grant reminded her.


  “Yes, that’s what he said.”


  “Well that’s a good drive from here, perhaps he’ll be late.”


  


  ***


  


  Rennie was in her room at the hotel when Felicity finally arrived at nearly twelve-thirty.


  “My, here I thought I was the late one,” he said with a curious smirk on his face.


  “I’m sorry. Grant sort of shanghaied me, and we started talking, and there was dinner, then he took me by The Chateau.”


  “You were there tonight?” he said with eyebrows raised.


  “Yes, he had some papers he wanted to pick up.”


  “Here I thought you might be burning the mid-might oil?”


  “Not at all.” She sounded nervous even to herself. Starting with the odd conversation that afternoon, everything about her last hours was unsettling. Rennie’s almost flirtatious query was unsettling too. It was so much like him, keeping her off balance. She could hope his probe was nothing but a way of keeping her wary of his next sexual overture.


  “Here I was thinking of going to The Chateau with you myself.”


  “You were?”


  “Yes. There’s much more we can do there—in private.”


  She shuddered as the expression in his eyes raised her sexual thoughts for the first time in hours.


  “Another caning?” she asked.


  “Oh, I think I can be more creative than that.”


  “It sounds interesting, but …”


  “But what?”


  “I haven’t told you everything about tonight.”


  “Ah, has Grant usurped me?”


  “Oh, no, silly,” she purred. She strutted toward him, finding herself plopped on his lap, her arms going around his neck. She kissed him with a full mouth, engaging all the sex-flushed, sex-starved places in her body. “I was just thinking how horny I am. It seems like a million years since …”


  “Oh, it does. Then all the more reason to head for my den of iniquity.”


  “But not tonight, love, please.”


  “And why’s that?” he was looking annoyed.


  “I had a little scare.”


  “Oh?”


  “The car that brought me back to the hotel?”


  “What happened?” His eyes narrowed.


  “We were practically run off the road.”


  “Some reckless driver, I hope he got stopped.”


  “It was deliberate, Rennie. He wasn’t just reckless. He could have passed us a dozen times. He was after the car to run us off the road, or at least give us a good scare.”


  “Good god! You are all right?” He took another appraisal of her as though he might have missed some cuts and bruises.


  “Except for being totally petrified and raving to Grant like an out of control maniac, I’m fine.”


  “You are sure?”


  “Absolutely.”


  “Perhaps I should talk to Grant.”


  “Oh, in the morning, please. I’ve had enough of it tonight, and Grant did everything that could be done. Called the police, talked to the driver.”


  “And they decided?”


  She shrugged. “Nothing. It looks very deliberate, but there’s no real reason and the police have little interest in finding a black Mercedes sedan that looks like a thousand others.”


  “This worries me.”


  “Me too. And Grant. But I really want to forget it tonight, and I don’t want to go to The Chateau.”


  “I understand,” he said giving her an affectionate kiss. “I’ll just have to abuse you right here.”


  “Oh, will you, please. All this tension, I need something terrific to get rid of it all.”


  Rennie smirked, even as Felicity could see his depraved and devious mind working its wiles.


  


  ***


  


  On Rennie’s orders Felicity was kneeling between his legs on the cold tile of the bathroom floor. She’d waited for him for nearly a half hour, posed naked save for her high heels. By the time he retrieved what he wanted from his car and approached her in the gloomy darkness, the cold without had climbed inside and she was shivering head to toe.


  “The only thing I can suggest, my dear brat, is that you keep your screams to a minimum. We are in a public domicile. Who knows what ears might hear a woman in the throes of sexual evils and be alarmed. You wouldn’t want to scare anyone.”


  “What are you going to do to me?” Felicity asked, peering up at her lover through the darkness. They were in the bathroom with just the soft lamplight from the bedroom illuminating their scene. She could hardly make out his face.


  He said he had a rare punishment in mind he was certain would be unlike anything she’d ever had before. Knowing his crafty nature, Felicity had to trust that he was right. Now, hearing the chilling suggestion that she would be screaming before the night was over, she had all the more reason to be nearly as petrified of him as she’d been in the car that afternoon. The best thing about the next hour, however, she was assured that whatever he planned, it would take her mind off that harrowing ordeal. If she tried to sleep without some rousing sexual release, she probably would have remained awake all night. And though she had been strangely exhausted by the whole thing, just having Rennie take charge of her with his usual demanding manner, she was wide awake and ready for him. The promise of losing herself in sex seemed like the perfect way to ensure she’d sleep well when she finally laid her head on the pillow.


  “What are you going to do to me?” Felicity repeated her question as she quivered nervously.


  “How about letting my plans surprise you, darling,” Rennie replied. “You be obedient, that’s all I ask.”


  “But, it’s so dark.”


  “And doesn’t that arouse you?”


  She trembled, thinking soon her teeth might be chattering from the cool of the tile and Rennie’s icy manner. “Oh, I am aroused my love, but I’m so cold.”


  “Ah, that’s good. All the better for my plans.”


  “Are you going to spank me?” she wondered, unable to keep her curiosity back.


  “I told you not to ask,” he barked. “You’ll take what I have to give, and be assured that it will be as punishing as anything you’ve ever felt. If you desire to feel humbled, this will certainly be a treat not to forget. Now lay over the edge of the tub, and stay on your knees.”


  Remaining on all fours, Felicity crawled the five-foot distance to the tiled bathtub and raised herself so her bottom was high over the edge. Draping herself on the other side, the chill of the cold enamel simply made her shudder more. Would there be no warmth at all? she wondered.


  “Brace yourself, my dear, and relax.”


  In the background, Felicity heard the sound of running water, though her mind could not figure out what the water could mean.


  “Close your eyes,” she heard him order.


  “But I can’t see a thing.”


  She felt a hot slap on her derriere and jerked.


  “I didn’t ask for a quarrel,” he snapped.


  With her eyes closed tight, she waited more nervously than ever, feeling Rennie’s hands fondling her bottom. With just his touch she began to feel a rising warmth that had eluded her for nearly an hour. Her body was becoming hot even though the tub, the air and Rennie’s attitude had not changed a degree. As he began to probe her anus, she felt his tongue go there, circling around the tight place and just for a moment push inside.


  “Yeessssss.” She spasmed quickly, and jerked backed for more. However, Rennie backed away and left her rear end seeking something he refused to give.


  “You’re much too aggressive, my slut,” he said. He gave her ass a swat. “Let’s see how passive you can be.”


  “Oh, please, I’m so horny!”


  “I see you are. And you will be even more before I’m finished.”


  Her bottom in repose again, Rennie toyed with her flesh, quickly moving back to her anus, though this time with something to prod her inside. Cold too, she had no idea what it could be. Not a dildo, she imagined a bottle imbedded in her rectum. Moving briskly in and out, whatever the rod he used to fuck her, it became larger the more it moved inside the tight place, opening her sphincter until she gasped with pain.


  “Oh, please,” she cried, struggling with the thing. “I can’t …” She was nearly in tears feeling the thing pushed so deeply. He was relentless, pushing harder despite her cries for mercy. When he finally eased off, she felt the relief pervade her body, though it only heightened the desire for more. Feeling his fingers next, they were more soothing, stretching the dark channel. She was prepared for his cock, but that was not what happened next.


  Once he removed his hand, Felicity waited for the next violation of her behind, only to find his latest toy was slim and cool, most likely something metal. The small rod fit deeply into the channel and remained there for several seconds, this one not pumped in and out like a cock. The seconds ticked by, the silence screaming around her. And then there was an unexpected warmth flooding her cold insides.


  “Ahhhhhhh …” The waters were pouring into her from the inserted tube, expanding her belly and ass. They came fast at first, and then as she struggled to keep them contained, streamed in so she could hardly tell what was happening.


  Did she struggle with it? Perhaps so. She was hearing Rennie tell her to relax. His voice was soft though he remained commanding. Relax? How could she, when it took all her strength not to explode?


  “I … I …” she was about to protest.


  “Get used to the feeling, Felicity Moon, it will be with you a while. While I spank you.”


  “Noooooo,” she murmured quietly.


  To her objection, Rennie gave her butt a stinging smack of his hand.


  “Ah!” She let out a sharp breath, almost releasing the pressing waters.


  Thankfully, her master was swift to continue with this torture. He used a thick leather paddle on her behind, letting the implement rain on her quivering cheeks. They were cold no more. From within and without, heat welled everywhere. And each smack of the leather seemed to make the inner torment that much harder to bear.


  “Oh, noooooo.”


  The strikes came fast on her ass. And then it was his hand massaging her, then again the paddle briskly raising the heat even higher. She squirmed almost angrily, but kept her protests muted.


  He stopped suddenly. And without warning, there was a sharp painful cold. An ice-cube at her clitoris would seem to be freezing that bud. When the cube was slipped inside her vagina, she was wracked with too much sensation.


  “Aaaaaaa, nooooo!” The words, more of a scream this time, rose into the nighttime darkness like a primal animal wail.


  Rennie resumed the paddling, giving her another rash of smacks.


  He had to stop! her mind was screaming, it had to end! Now! she prayed as loudly as her mind could silently howl.


  Perhaps he heard her thoughts so vigorously shouted because seconds later he stopped the spanking and silence returned to the cold bathroom. Felicity with the flaming bottom awaited the final order.


  “You’ve done well this first time, love. I’ll do it again. Though I think next time I’ll tie you down … maybe even gag you.”


  “As if there’s going to be a next time!” she could hear herself think.


  “You can rise now and take care of yourself,” he said. He left her in the dark, closing out all light when he closed the door behind him.


  Once alone, Felicity rose rapidly to the toilet and eliminated the gnawing agitation that was brewing in her belly. And then when she was finished, feeling as though her soul had been wiped clean of everything, she tiptoed into her room and slipped in bed next to her lover.


  When they finished making love—Rennie taking her ass with his prick—they lay in silence for a long time.


  


  “I’ve never felt anything like that,” she finally broke through the quiet.


  “I know that,” Rennie said.


  “I don’t think I even have words.”


  “Then don’t speak,” he said. “You did well, darling. You did very well. Your ass seems to know no end to passion.”


  She would have to agree, even if this night had been as unsettling as the rest of her day.




  Chapter Nine


  


  In the morning, Grant and Felicity worked again at the computer, Felicity trying to access the account files from the afternoon before. Her mind rarely played tricks on her, but perhaps she had missed something when she and Grant had searched during their evening trip to The Chateau. After the same result, the same magical disappearance of data and files that had been there hours before, Grant called Rennie into his office.


  “I want the names of anyone in the building from 6:00 p.m. last night until midnight,” he told him.


  “Oh? Sure. I’ll check with security right away. But frankly, I don’t think anyone was scheduled in last night.”


  “Scheduled or not, someone was here. There’s vital data missing.”


  “Really?”


  “Felicity finally unearthed some irregularities in our accounts and some password protected files she couldn’t access.”


  “My?”


  “But they’ve been erased since I found them yesterday,” she said.


  “Gone?”


  “As in vanished without a trace.”


  “That is amazing.” He paused looking thoughtfully at them both. “You don’t suppose …” he hedged then spoke anyway, “Felicity just isn’t so overloaded that she wasn’t sure what she was seeing? I mean she is prone to rash behavior, and that scare with car.”


  “Rennie!” the raven-haired brat snapped angrily.


  “You have to admit you were upset yesterday.”


  “Of course I was, but I saw these files before the car chased me down the mountain, I was perfectly sane at the time.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “You think I’m lying?”


  “Lying, no. Confused, yes.” He turned to Grant. “I mean, really, I’m not surprised if she’s a little rattled. And perhaps that’s a lot my fault.”


  “What do you mean?” Grant asked.


  “Yes, what do you mean?” Felicity blared at him nastily. “I’m not rattled! I’m perfectly rational and sane.”


  “There’s been a lot of stress,” Rennie went on.


  “You condescending ass!”


  This time his eyes flashed fire. “You’ll stop that kind of talk right now. Grant has every right to know when his ace assistant is going over the edge. Just because you have to be a hero doesn’t mean you have to manufacture something out of nothing.”


  “This wasn’t nothing! There were accounts and files and passwords I didn’t know. Why are you doubting me!”


  “Because they aren’t there now,” he said, leveling her with words to take the wind from her blustery sails.


  “They were there, I know that to be true,” she said evenly. “There’s someone working with that computer that knows what I’m doing. They got scared and erased the evidence. That’s what happened! And don’t you tell me otherwise. I’m not mad. I’m not on edge. Don’t you dare …”


  “Felicity stop!” Grant roared. “That’s enough.” He turned to Rennie. “For the time being, I have to believe her, Rennie. She may be high-strung, rebellious and downright spankable, but she knows what she’s doing with the computer.”


  Rennie nodded. “I was simply suggesting something I think you’re wise to consider.”


  “I have a very open mind,” Grant replied. “But right now, we’re going to find out who was in the building last night. In fact, I want all the security guards in my office as soon as you can make them appear.”


  “Yes, sir,” Rennie answered with the efficiency of a German soldier, and turning abruptly on his heels he left the room.


  


  ***


  


  What brewed in anger didn’t die in Felicity between the confrontation with Rennie in her office and hours later when he dropped by to take her back to the hotel. Still, she did her best to keep a lid on her rage. The rash accusations of insanity directed at her earlier would only gain more validity with another raging fight.


  “I think I’ll wait for Grant,” she replied.


  “No, you’re coming with me.”


  “And why would I do that? You ask for trust from me, yet it seems that there’s none coming back from you.”


  “I didn’t say you weren’t telling the truth. I simply thought it wise to remind Grant you have been overtaxed, shall we say? I do take some credit in that, and it was important for him to consider.”


  “Your comments were unwarranted,” she said, not planning to give an inch in this skirmish. “I’m a self-described floozy, but I’m also a professional woman. You know that, since you “checked up” on me. And if I might amplify my background. I can run circles around anyone that I’m up against when it comes to those boxes of tin and microchips. I have a masters degree in hacking because my mind’s that fucking sharp. I may be an idiot with men, but I know what was there. I know exactly where I accessed it. And I know a deliberate tampering with I see one. That’s why Grant brought me here. And I did exactly the job he wanted from me.” She stopped short of breath, but then added one more comment. “If it makes any difference to you, I’ve been combing through a lot of other places in this system. It’s amazing what I’ve found.”


  “Oh? There’s more?”


  “Of course, there was more. You think I’d stop with just that? I’m sure there’s a lot more that was erased, but I have some pretty good idea what’s been going on.”


  “Then you’re still a help to the cause.”


  “I showed Grant several things this afternoon,” she said.


  “And they were?”


  “Ask him.” She turned back to the computer screen, though there would be nothing typed until he left the room. She was proud of herself, Rennie duly chastised, even though she wondered if she over stated the case. There was really very little to show Grant that afternoon, nearly everything useful had to have been purged from the system. What oddities remained were likely just typical computer flukes. As professional as she was, the entity they were up against was a matched genius. Even if she fibbed however, she considered it a good white lie. There was a lot she would give a man, Rennie had certainly proved that, but she wouldn’t give him her self-respect. That he tried to take from her. She’d humiliate herself over a barstool, but not when it came to her profession.


  Felicity wasn’t sure what Rennie wanted. Moving around her desk, he stood behind her for a while, perhaps silently in his own thoughts. She didn’t expect he could repair the damage he’d done to her, but regardless of her feelings, there was that amazing sexual spark that remained. Likely it would never die, even if he proved to be an ax murderer or worse yet, the true object of this investigation. When his hand began to play with her hair, she thought of it as a common male ploy—ooze his way back into her good graces raising the sexual ante. It was working—at least to some degree.


  “You state your case well,” he said.


  “That I do when I’ve been slammed.”


  “There are two ways of looking at this,” he went on, as his hand continued to affectionately mess with the curls loosely tied at the nape of her neck. A tingle of fear raced up her spine, and a tingle of regret made her reconsider her heated rebuke. All the while a tingle of desire in her groin overwhelmed everything.


  “What two ways?”


  “I was trying to protect you.”


  “And how would that be?”


  “On the chance that Grant might have doubted you. I imagine it’s pretty embarrassing to have your grand discoveries fall flat.”


  “That it is.”


  He squeezed her neck gently, even though she could feel the force behind the tender pressure.


  “I know it’s not an excuse a woman like yourself would want to admit to, but sometimes it’s the only thing that works. You’re an expedient woman, we both know that. This seemed like an expedient way to cover the admission.”


  “True, if there really hadn’t been anything. But there was,” she reminded him.


  “Yes, I know. I do believe you, Felicity.”


  She softened with his touch and his soft words, her anger slowly dwindling away as the erotic sensations began to take over. Maybe all she needed from him was an admission that she was not some lunatic little ninny, at least when it came to her work.


  “I’m sure your very gallant statement of what you discovered did a lot to ensure Grant that you were lucid when you found those files. Defending yourself might have been the best thing you could do to make him take you seriously.”


  Felicity wasn’t sure that Grant didn’t already take her seriously without that scene, but all that was moving farther away from her present thoughts. With Rennie’s hands massaging her shoulders it seemed what energy remained in her was all sexually provoked.


  “Perhaps you’d like some time in my hideaway before I take you back to the hotel?” he offered as a generous father might offer a sleepy child a nap.


  Unlike the sleepy child, she wouldn’t balk at the suggestion. Right there, right in the building was the perfect spot to vent her pent-up energy.


  “I suppose I won’t get through this without getting spanked?” she wondered aloud.


  “Would you want that?” he asked her seriously. “Not getting spanked?”


  “I know I want you,” she said.


  “Then that’s all you need to say.”


  


  The two exited the building ten minutes later, after a quick goodbye to Grant.”


  “You two make up?” he asked. His face looked as grim as it had been all day, and he seemed genuinely surprised to see them together.


  “Oh, yes,” she purred, allowing Rennie’s arm around her waist to telegraph her mood.


  “I’d like to see you back at the hotel later,” he informed her.


  “Don’t worry, Grant. I won’t keep her out late tonight, just dinner.”


  Grant nodded, his expression not changing. His dour mood unsettled Felicity, at least until she and Rennie swept out of The Chateau’s main entrance. They scooted quickly around to the back in his sports car. Then hiding the tiny vehicle in a stone alcove out of sight, they slipped into the old wing of the building and upstairs to Rennie’s private apartment.


  Just inside the door, Rennie’s mood took on an authoritarian tone.


  “Bare your ass!” he barked, as he strode immediately to the implement wall and snatched a long-handled clothes-brush.


  Shaking her in her shoes, Felicity was almost too stunned to move until she saw her lover sweep around and finally stop directly in front of her. He said no more, expecting immediate compliance.


  Raising her skirt it was quickly over her hips and she turned around to show him. Rennie loved the sight of her naked cheeks surrounded by her black garter belt, the soft lace like a picture frame—or the mark of a bullseye—displaying his target.


  “The stool will work,” he snapped. With a finger pointing the way, she padded toward the forlorn wood seat and moved it to the open space in the room. Felicity stood next to it for a moment, awaiting another command. But it was so obvious what he wanted that she obeyed him without hearing his words. Bending over the humble stool she shook with fright. It was hard to imagine Rennie becoming more ruthless, but it seemed he’d reached a new level. Going from almost apologetic to demandingly in charge was something only a real master could accomplish. Rennie did it with ease. “I’m not amused by your theatrics, Miss Moon. No matter how justified you may feel to rant and complain at me. If you’re ever to truly please me, you’ll have to find ways of getting your point across—sweetly. I might be seduced with honey, but not with caustic diatribes from saucy bitches.”


  Having said his piece, the brush struck with a resounding smack, the reach of it long enough to hit both cheeks with a blow right in the most padded place. A dozen smacks followed, all struck with zeal that made her cry mournfully. As she remained poised over the stool, hanging on to the lower rungs for dear life, she was afraid the thundering implement would eventually knock her completely off balance. One particularly nasty one sent the four-legged stool teetering on two legs for an instant, and still, the dangerous wobbling did nothing to stop Rennie’s tempestuous battle with her ass. He flailed hard as she yelled and clashed with both the stool and paddle. And for a while it seemed that all her vicious day-long rage returned with a vengeance. But then, as she experienced many times before, the nature of her punishment began to alter. The seductive quality appeared in the face of the pain, and the strikes of the clothes-brush and the ensuing burn became an accompaniment to the stirring fires within.


  “Oh, Rennie, noooooo,” she pleaded with him. Her wriggling took an erotic turn as did the quality of her voice.


  He said nothing but kept on striking her red ass, sending her into the most crazy mixed-up piece of heaven.


  “Rennie, pleeeese!”


  “Please what?” he finally spoke.


  “Please, I can’t …”


  “Oh, but you can,” he differed with her opinion.


  By then, both were mellow, the dominant and his weary submissive. By then, there was nothing she couldn’t bear. Rennie, no longer vile. No longer ruthless and mean. No longer belligerent and brusque. He was her lover again.


  When he stopped spanking her for a moment, he moved forward enough to lay his hand on her. “You want this, don’t you?”


  “Yes, my love.”


  “Yes, sir,” he prompted her quietly, not yet ready to breach the chasm that should remain between the administrator and the punished.


  “Yes, sir,” she corrected herself. This alone brought her back into that matchless surrendering moment. Her humility seemed complete—to them both.


  “Someday perhaps you’ll end this tirade against the world and what serves your best interests,” he suggested. Even as he spoke she doubted him, but at least she had times like this when all the sass and fire was kicked out and she could feel some peace.


  “Rennie, sir, please ….” She wanted more of his fondling hand.


  As dominants sometimes do, however, Rennie stood back again, and laid the clothes-brush on her bottom. What had slowly cooled was roused again to that scorching peak. Though by then, surrendering had taken hold. She wanted nothing to do with protests, just the feel of exhilaration that accompanied a red-hot ass. Another dozen smacks, and she thought she might spontaneously orgasm. And just as she was about spill into that lovely oblivion, the spanking ceased altogether.


  Rennie was on her. With a hand on her butt, he shoved her from the stool to the divan, and pushed her down on hands and knees. Fingering her ass for just a few seconds, he made certain he greased his way with some juice from her pussy. Backing off enough to remove his erection from his pants, he then plowed to the hilt with one sharp thrust and rode her savagely to the end.


  Felicity awakened to the sound of the phone ringing. She’d been slumbering on the divan, half naked. For how long, she had no idea. No uncovered windows in the hideaway she couldn’t tell if there was still daylight outside, or the day had slipped into night.


  Rennie was quickly on the other side of the room, answering the call with a muted voice. She stared at him with one sleepy half-closed eye and watched him to turn her.


  “You’ve taken care of it?” he asked the caller. His look was worried. “Don’t miss anything. I’m not sure how much longer … I thought we agreed that there was nothing … I’ll be taking care of that shortly …” Felicity heard fragments of the conversation, but then Rennie turned his back and she couldn’t make out the rest. She could sense his attitude pointed and clipped, as he often was when he was about to discipline her.


  The call alarmed her. Jarring her back to reality, she was faced with a lover who was as much of a scoundrel as she was a brat. Until this moment, she found the scoundrel in him as charming as the brattiness was in her. There seemed no danger in either one. But these words spoken in hushed tones, with a voice that rose with vigor even when he continued to whisper, made her worry that he was talking about her. She wondered if the scoundrel was not a devious liar. She could twist the facts either way and it might make sense. They’d talked about trust, but she was sure there was very little between them now—if there ever had been. Unsure which twist of the facts was the real truth, Felicity closed her eyes and tried to imagine Rennie just a creative lover and nothing more. To think otherwise was dangerous and troublesome, and would set her heart pounding a mile a minute with fright. Now was a time for caution, not fear or hysteria.


  


  Ah, my cherie.” Felicity opened her eyes again minutes later when she felt his hand rouse her. “You were sleeping?”


  “I was,” she said, drawling her words languidly. “You do wear me out. But what a wonderful feeling.”


  “You are so sexually perfect,” he said, sitting on the side of the divan. Leaning over her, he kissed her lips, one hand stroking her chest. Her blouse was unbuttoned, but still hanging on her shoulders. Reaching inside, he felt for her naked tits, finding a slightly hardened nipple to pinch to its erect state.


  “You think me perfect?” she replied back to him. He looked so lovingly, so sincerely into her eyes.


  “Here you are. In bed. You are every man’s vision of perfect—wild, creative, submissive.”


  “But look what it takes to get me here,” she said charmed by this praise.


  “You know, I should just keep you here chained to my divan. That way I’d never have to do such work to make you humble.”


  She started inside at the fantasy thought, in just a second wondering if he was serious about the playful threat.


  “Oh, but you know me. I’d be as sassy as ever, if you try that.”


  “Would you?” he wondered. “I have chains here, and gags. I could keep you tied all day, use you all night. There’d be a heaviness with the metal holding you down, but you wouldn’t have to think of anything but what this luscious cunt wants.”


  Felicity found him holding her hands above her head with a decided firmness. She couldn’t remember how they’d gotten there, bound so tightly by his pressing fingers. His second hand was clutching her cunt.


  “I’d be a shrew,” she assured him.


  “Not after I punished you daily for months, you’d finally relent. You’d have no choice.”


  “A woman with no choice has no power.”


  “She has what’s real for her. What’s inside here.” He shook her clutched pussy to emphasis his point.


  “But I’m more than my cunt and ass. You strip everything else away, I’d never be as interesting to you.”


  “I would wonder,” he replied, speaking as though he was honestly considering the thought of imprisoning her.


  Afraid, she was tempted to fight back. But something in her intuition hinted at a measure of caution. Despite her heart thumping madly in her chest, the tightness in her belly, and her mind working with computer speed to determine the best thing to say, she remained calm.


  “We all have our fantasies,” she said sweetly.


  “Mine would be so easy,” he mused. He stared around the room. Felicity mentally made the journey through his mind though she didn’t take her eyes from Rennie’s face … the smile on his lips, the sexily styled hair, the sultry brown eyes. She knew what he was thinking, but how seriously?


  “You’re a dangerous sort, Rennie Halpern. Did I mention that I was going to ask Grant for a few more days here. I need the rest, and if we could be together …”


  “Really?” He perked up at her idea.


  “Yes. I’m on contract with him, so I really don’t have to move the minute he says jump. He owes me that much. If everything went right, well maybe … well, maybe staying in Switzerland wouldn’t be so bad.”


  “Staying with me?” Rennie asked.


  “Of course, silly, staying with you, who else? You hardly have to trap me here since I like it so much.” She lightened on cue from her gut instincts, with a flirtatious smile breaking out on her impudent face. The tawdry imp in her was doing the best performance of her life trying to pull her paradoxical lover from the brooding gloom he succumbed to. It seemed to work.


  “You amaze me, my sweet fraulein.”


  “I thought I was your French tart, your mademoiselle, your sweet cherie. Now I’m your German strudel?”


  Rennie laughed. “I should have you stay. I’m going to be missing you otherwise.” He smacked her thigh hard enough to hurt, but it was playful.


  Felicity breathed easier. Rennie was backing off the divan.


  “I have to take you back, I’m sure Grant will have my head if I don’t.”


  “You’ve never worried about him before,” Felicity said, the only protest she’d make to his suggestion.


  “But you’ve seen him. He’s not a happy man with this bad business of his.”


  Rennie almost seemed sane to her. Maybe she misinterpreted everything from the phone conversation to his solemn proposal of making her captive. Still, she rose from the divan and began straightening her clothes.


  “Besides, it’s nearly eleven and I’m tired. By the time I get home, I’ll want nothing but sleep.”


  


  Felicity quivered nervously as they began their drive down the mountain. Rennie was pleasant, their conversation innocuous, but by the time the car stopped at the curb in front of the hotel she was relieved. There was something about the trip that made her unduly nervous, so much so she was afraid she gave away her fears. While Rennie was affectionate saying goodbye in the hotel lobby, he was brief. Claiming exhaustion, he sent her upstairs without him.


  Perhaps a good night’s sleep and an evening apart would make sense of the hours she just spent. She certainly hoped so. Falling into bed as quickly as she could manage, she lay awake pondering her peculiar lover for only a few minutes before she fell asleep.


  


  ***


  


  There was banging at the door. Felicity woke delirious from sleep. She had no idea the hour but the room was still blanketed in darkness. Rushing toward the rude sound, she heard Grant calling her name from the other side of the door.


  “Get dressed it’s time to leave,” he said once he was inside.


  “Good heavens why?”


  “I don’t have time for explanations, I’m putting you on a plane tonight.”


  “Grant, for heaven’s sakes, why?”


  “Later, I’ll tell you later,” he said.


  Felicity stood her ground, hands on hips, her eyes darted at him like arrows just released from a bow.


  “Don’t do this to me. I don’t have time to paddle your ass, but I swear, you as much balk another second, I’ll tan your hide with a razor strap the next time I see you.”


  He was so damned sincere, Felicity shook like a scolded child in her bare feet.


  “Is this about Rennie?” she asked.


  He looked at her for several seconds without wavering, finally saying, “No.”


  Thankful for that much, Felicity dashed for the closet for something to wear.


  “I’m going back to Chicago for good?” she asked.


  “Yes, for now,” he said. “Just pack everything and find something comfortable to wear.”


  So much for staying in Switzerland and holidays and Rennie Halpern—but it was just as well. Her life was so screwy right now, she wanted to cry and laugh at the same time, but she obviously didn’t have time for any of that. Following orders without another question, she had everything packed and ready in ten minutes, and they were out the door on the way to the airport moments later. Only when she was on Grant’s corporate jet flying back to the States could she finally take a deep breath. He still hadn’t explained anything, except to say that “everything is unraveling and I’d rather have you safely at home.” When she looked back at him as she walked toward the plane, his smile was almost loving.


  Resting her head back against the seat, Felicity planned her first tasks on getting home. Two double vodka tonics, a long stint in the hot-tub and at least two weeks alone in her apartment—no men, no corporate espionage, no Rennie, no Grant, no spankings, nothing but peace—and maybe her cat for comfort. She’d have to kick KC out on the street because she wouldn’t want Jake around. Regardless, she didn’t want to see any man for at least a month, absolutely no men, none with a period, an exclamation point, none!




  Chapter Ten


  


  Stepping out of the jet, instead of the muggy Chicago air hitting her nostrils, Felicity took the stairs from the door of the plane into the arid Texas heat. There was nothing but an endless expanse of dusty cowboy landscape that seemed to go on forever. She turned back.


  “What the hell’s going on?” she shook her head. No one on the plane had any answers for her. This was Grant’s orders. She was to be taken to his ranch.


  For a half an hour before she finally disembarked, she argued with the pilot until he ordered her out. She pleaded with one of Grant’s mid-level executives for the use of the phone to call him in Switzerland.


  “It won’t do any good, Miss Moon,” Doug Ritter told her. “I have my orders.” He was a stone-faced, black-eyed robot sort of fellow with a lazy Texas drawl. He too would have made a great cowboy with his broad shoulders, trim waist and slim hips. At the moment he was being a damned good bodyguard—Felicity supposed that was his function on this trip.


  “Do you have any idea how scared I am? Grant pulls me out of bed in the middle of the night, puts me on his private jet, giving me the impression that my life is in danger, and no one is willing to tell me anything.”


  “I assure you, Miss Moon, it’s really not at all as serious as you might think.”


  “Really? Then why aren’t we in Chicago?”


  “Grant thought you’d be better off at the ranch.”


  “Safer?”


  “I imagine that was his idea,” Doug said with a nod. He refused to say anymore, and there was no use asking.


  


  Felicity expected a ranch straight out of the old TV soaps, and wasn’t at all surprised when the black limousine pulled up to a palatial estate house with impressive columns and a wide green lawn and a half dozen barns in the distance. The place was fenced into pastures and paddocks for cattle and horses. The smell of the fresh hot USA earth reminded her of a summer spent riding through dusty southwestern states in her dad’s old Dodge—with nothing but the warm winds of the desert to breathe. At the end of each day there’d been a dip in a Travelodge pool. Hopefully Grant’s ranch would have the same. Perhaps that would suffice for the hot-tub in her daydreams.


  


  ***


  


  “Grant, please.” Felicity was trying to be calm, but it wasn’t going to work. Calm was not her style. “I’m hearing all this innuendo, I want the truth.”


  “You’re safe, that’s all that matters,” he said. Their once crystal clear transatlantic conversation was breaking up. It wasn’t suppose to do that. He just wanted to get off the phone, she thought.


  “Then why can’t I go back to Chicago?”


  “I just want to be sure.”


  “It’s been two weeks. And I really love this place. I’ve fallen off three horses, practically drowned in your pool (that was a bald-faced lie, but it sounded good) and I’m so tired of barbecue I could ….” she wanted to say puke, but thought better of it, “gag.” She sighed heavily. “If I’m safe, why do I have to stay here? I have a life.”


  


  “Yes, you do,” he said, sounding very serious, just as he had the half-dozen times they talked about the same thing.


  “Would you either stop that or tell me what really happened?”


  “I’ll explain when I get there,” he said.


  “When?” she asked.


  “Just a week.”


  “No, not a week. I’m leaving. If I have to hi-jack one of the trucks, I’m gone tonight.”


  “I swear, Felicity Moon, those ass cheeks of yours are going to be burning scarlet when I see you.”


  “You’ve said that a hundred times, so what’s new? I’m gone, Grant. I really don’t care what you’re going to do.” With that, Felicity slammed the phone in the cradle and started to her room to pack. She heard the phone ring just a few moments later and figured it was Grant calling back. But apparently there was no message for her. Only when she was in the downstairs hall, calling for a taxi did she learn of Grant’s edict.


  “I’m afraid I can’t let you do that,” Doug Ritter said taking the phone from her. “Grant’s orders.” He placed the receiver in the cradle.


  “I’m leaving,” she vowed about to take her bag in hand and march out the door.


  “I wouldn’t do that,” he said. “Grant gave me other orders if you give me any trouble.”


  “And what were those?”


  “He said I have permission to paddle your ass with anything I find suitable,” he replied. “I’m rather partial to a strap that hangs in the stable. Used to be used on the kids when they got out of hand—and a few ornery women.”


  “Good lord, are the whole lot of you insane?”


  Doug smirked. “’fraid I know a whole lot more about you than you think, Miss Moon.”


  “You do?”


  “Grant told me that he’s spanked you himself quite a few times. That is … seems like you’re the kind of old-fashioned girl that needs a good whipping every once and a while to keep them from misbehaving.”


  “He told you that!”


  “’fraid so.”


  “Why that bastard!”


  Doug’s eyes flashed mean. “You’d better button your lip, miss, and head yourself upstairs, or I’ll be taking you to the stable, and well …”


  “Well what?” She was hopping mad, just waiting to hear him say something else so she could get madder still.


  “I’ll take down your pants and spank your bare behind. I would expect there’ll be quite a few hands that will be happy to watch.”


  The thought of getting spanked sparked the memory of all that tension getting released. She thought of Rennie, of Jake and even Grant. With any of those men she might just agree, but to Doug, this offbeat cowboy, with his pals ogling her ass end. No way.


  “I’ll tell you what,” she said easing off. “I’ll just take my stuff upstairs, put on my bathing suit and climb in the pool. Maybe that will soothe my nerves.”


  He nodded. “Sounds like a good idea, miss,” he said. His smile was almost affectionate, but it contained such masculine bravado that she wanted to scream, or slap his face, or maybe just spit in his eye. Anyway, the threat was real, and by the expression on his face, she had the feeling he was genuinely disappointed that she wasn’t going to fight him more.


  


  Felicity took a dip in the pool, then slipped into the warm waters of the hot-tub, letting the bubbling water soothe her. For the hundredth time she let her mind float into the past … remembering Rennie. The thought of him still had the power to raise a sexual roar between her thighs … but as each day put more time between them, she could look more objectively at the man and their torrid affair. She had enough hints to know now that Rennie had some part in the theft. It didn’t make sense any other way, even though Grant refused to confirm that fact.


  She could still hope … but her hope was dwindling and in many ways so was her affection for the charming scoundrel. He was one hell of a great lover, but she wondered if she could really be herself with him … all his fancy games … in a way he was too much like herself. Whenever she would daydream about a lover, it wasn’t a Rennie who came to mind, but someone more steady … someone more like Grant.


  


  ***


  


  Felicity was in the library, one of the ranch’s many saving graces. Not only was it filled with a decent collection of books, there was a first-class computer set-up with Internet access and plenty of first-rate games that could keep her busy for hours. Dying to get back to work, she was pissed that this machine had no access to Grant’s business files—he had those computers locked up in another room. In one of their many heated conversations over the last two weeks, he told her he didn’t want her accessing anything on the company system. No one was to know she was in Texas, except the pilot, Doug and the staff at the ranch—a fact she found utterly annoying.


  Left with nothing productive to do, she had to be happy instead with a few hours a day glued to her almost favorite pastime just for fun. At the very least, it took her mind off everything when she was plunking away at the keyboard.


  It was late. After two hours surfing from website to website, her eyes were getting bleary from staring at the monitor, but she wasn’t yet ready for bed. Landing on a few spanking websites, her mind flipped back in time thinking of all the times …. Unfortunately the stories and pictures of other women getting spanked only made her antsy and her bottom ache for a little attention from a man. It might have been Rennie, but she had to assume he was now out of the picture—even though she had no idea how far. Jake—no, her last conversation with KC, the two were almost engaged. Perhaps with her away they finally got serious—at least something good had come from this disaster. Then there was Grant. He was another story altogether, one she certainly didn’t want to think about at the moment.


  Felicity was about to peruse the spanking personals or check out a chat line to see if there were any hot heroic men on-line … mulling over the possibilities, her mind deep in thought, she suddenly jerked noting some movement in the dimly lit room. Glancing up, she almost did a double-take not believing her eyes. There was Grant, staring down at her, his face almost looking like an apparition coming out of the night.


  “What are you doing here?” She sat back in shock.


  “Seems my prize computer whiz is in need of a first-class dressing down,” he replied.


  “Oh?”


  “Yeah, I hear she’s turned into quite a bitch.”


  “I see,” she said wryly. She could hardly get over the shock of his appearance, now he was talking “dressing down”. Even so, there was a fluttering excitement taking off within her just seeing the stern-faced look of her boss. He was here just for her? Could that be real?


  Giving the man a good once over, his attire was what she expected—and preferred—from this cowboy. Boots, jeans, rolled up sleeves. He’d just tossed his hat on a chair. To complete the picture however, there was the startling sight of a razor strap clutched in his right fist, the leather dangling to the floor.


  “I thought you’d prefer it from me as have Doug take you to the stable and give you a whipping in front of an audience.”


  “My, how kind, but you really didn’t have to come all this way.”


  “Oh, but I did.”


  “I’m really that bad?”


  “That you are.”


  “And why would you care?”


  “Funny, I’m not sure why, but I do,” he said.


  “And how much?” she wondered aloud.


  “Enough to hop a plane after my last conversation with Doug and see to it that you behaved yourself—that is after I gave your ass the licking it deserves.”


  She was all flustered inside, noting the picture of a spanked female ass on her computer screen. She had the feeling that hers would be looking as raw and red in just a few minutes time. As much as Grant deserved another hot retort, she could think of nothing to say. Staring at the strap, the thought of it on her ass had her mesmerized.


  “How about you going over the end of the couch.”


  “You really mean it, don’t you?” she queried.


  “Oh, I do.”


  “But to come all this way just to …”


  “I said, I thought you’d prefer me to Doug. Now park your ass over the sofa and be quick.”


  Felicity trembled as she rose from the chair and walked away from the desk. Her heart was beating so hard she could hear the pounding in her ears. The fire between her legs made her sticky down below. Unlike most of the times he punished her when she was wearing a short skirt, she was in white short shorts this time, nothing underneath.


  “You want to take them off, or should I?” she asked. There was still a little sauciness in her voice, but she figured it unwise to sound too impertinent. The way his eyes were so steadily fixed on her she felt the intensity of this purpose right down to her toes.


  “You can do the honors,” he said. “I’ll watch.”


  And watch he did. With her back to him, she looked over her shoulder to see him intently fixed on her, his eyes looking right at her bottom cheeks. Undoing the snap and zipper of her shorts, she slowly let them fall to the floor her flawless beige ass cheeks coming into view—the well-rounded, fleshy mounds jiggling softy as she moved.


  “Over the arm of the sofa, your feet on the floor. And no lifting them off, and no fancy gyrations, or I swear, I’ll tie you down.”


  “You wouldn’t,” she shot back quickly without thinking.


  “Don’t test me,” he warned, not at all in the mood to dicker. “If you don’t believe you deserve this one, brat, perhaps I could remind you of the two weeks worth of harangues I’ve had to listen to from you, your bitchiness to Doug, and ….”


  “All right, I fess up. I’ve been ticked off by this whole thing. But you’ve told me nothing!” She was bemoaning her fate again, much the same way she had every time he called.


  “And all for good reason,” he retorted. Standing behind and to one side of her bare behind, Grant took aim with the strap and let the hefty looking thing fly through the air so that it landed with a startling smack that hit both of Felicity’s quivering ass cheeks at the same time.”


  “Yeoooow, that hurts!” she cried.


  Grant landed another strike and then another, going on for at least a dozen.


  “Good gawd, that hurts!” she blared at odd intervals. Afraid he’d live up to his threat to tie her down, she tried to keep her feet in place, though it was almost impossible with the strap kissing her bouncing derriere with a feast of spirited strikes. When she finally couldn’t stand any more she jerked hard. Her feet seemed to fly into the air and Grant paused just long enough for her to replace them on the carpet. “I’m sorry, please don’t tie me down!” she wailed mournfully.


  “I really should,” was all he said. Once she was back in place, he pelted her red ass with another mean rash of blows. There was nothing but one long, wild and vibrant exchange, and cries that raised an awesome sound into the night. Felicity didn’t even think that with the windows open to the outside, the whole ranch might be listening to her plight. If she had, she might have realized that she had an attentive audience—as interested as if they’d been watching. She would have figured that they thought this was the justice she deserved. She was a firebrand—impertinent and occasionally arrogant, with a perfectly charming infectious smile and a biting wit that made everyone at the ranch both admire her and shake their heads in wonder. They all knew that their boss, Grant Nichols, would only put up with just so much from a woman, no matter how bewitching she could be. If Felicity had her ears tuned to the night, she would have known that a couple dozen ranch hands, cooks and housemaids were thoroughly enjoying the sound of an old-fashioned thrashing and the music of a woeful woman’s tuneful cries.


  As it was, however, Felicity was much too caught up in the battle her body was waging. The more the strap peppered her with its crazy mix of pain and sensation, the more she could feel the erotic accompaniment begin to brew in her agitated belly. This was what she had been looking forward to in her imagination. If only it wasn’t Grant delivering the strikes, she might have welcomed the feelings that touched every arousing place in her body with a burst of sexual lust. Oh, it remained painful, the burn so hot she was constantly wriggling against the leather sofa. But strangely, that only made the craziness inside her more vivid as her naked pussy ground against the heavily tufted sofa arm.


  When Grant finally stopped the whipping, Felicity was completely distraught, but not just with tears and relief. She couldn’t imagine what she was going to do with the stirring between her thighs.


  “So, Miss Scarlet Moons, am I going to have you annoying me with your constant tirades?”


  “No, and I’m sorry,” she said, trying her best to sound apologetic. She certainly didn’t want more of the razor strap, even if she wanted some physical relief.


  “You’ll get your explanation about the last couple weeks, but you’d better never, and I mean never, get so sulky and cantankerous and rude. I won’t waste a second doing this again.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He paused to let the message sink in, then ordered her to stand.


  Felicity rose. Quickly grabbing her shorts, she put them back in place around her waist. Once done, she waited. A few seconds of quiet, it seemed that all the fire between them died, all but the sexual one.


  “So, how about we take a walk on patio?” he suggested.


  “The patio? Sure.” The roar of emotion and desire hadn’t stopped for an instant, but with no place to put her feelings, Felicity was forced to squelch the wildness inside.


  The patio just outside the library door was as quiet and secluded as any place on the ranch. Felicity had been there several times during her stay, enjoying the flowers and the cool breezes that seem to hit that part of the house where other places were stifling hot from the Texas heat. An evening, much cooler than most, the breeze was welcome on her flushed skin. Would that her bottom would have been bare so she could feel a little relief there.


  There was an awkward silence between the boss and his well-chastised computer whiz. But with the battle over, he become as content and peaceful as Felicity had ever known him to be. Maybe it was the ranch, being in his own atmosphere where he seemed to belong. He never looked quite so appealing to her. Maybe it was because he’d just given her one hell of a great thrashing and all her hormones were on fire. Whatever the case, she could feel herself naturally moving closer to him than would have felt comfortable in Switzerland, or even Chicago. They brushed shoulders as they walked out toward the stone fence that surrounded the sheltered alcove.


  “So, tell me … about Switzerland?” she asked the question she was dying to know.


  “It’s all unraveled,” he said.


  “And that’s why you’re here?” she surmised.


  “No, I’m here to punish you,” he answered back sternly.


  “Hey, I know I’m a brat and I wasn’t very good to you on the phone, but I felt so … so lost … abandoned.”


  “Felicity, you were in danger. I tried ignoring the truth, but it just kept staring me in the face. The most obvious culprit in that computer heist was the guilty one.”


  “You mean Rennie?”


  “He was a major part of it. There were a handful of others involved, but he was the mastermind of a well-oiled machine that was lifting funds from my accounts. Initially, the withdrawals were so innocuous, there was no reason to suspect theft. But, in addition to Rennie’s great love of woman and kinky sex, he has a gambling problem. His vice was draining him dry. Desperate, he started to lift larger sums of money and the missing funds were noticed. I believe he knew from the beginning that you were part of my solution. He obviously tried try to steer your search. When he realized you were getting close, he had the files erased. His response to your findings alarmed me and I went ahead investigating him. We believe he ordered the car that scared you. He was getting desperate. Your last night in Switzerland, my detectives intercepted a conversation where he voiced his concern over what you knew. He didn’t say he was going to hurt you but the implication was enough to act on. It’s taken two weeks since then to undo the whole scheme.”


  “Damn! I can’t believe it,” she exclaimed.


  “He fooled a lot of people,” Grant conceded.


  “Yes, but I trusted him. You have no idea how many times we talked about that subject. But I guess he was just testing me, the bastard! Oh, the bastard.” She was seething. The sting hurt. “I’ve never met a man who could lie to me. I’ve prided myself on that fact. Dammit, what a fool I am!”


  “Hey, it’s all right. I let him run my company for five years, how do you think I feel?”


  “I suppose I did know he was guilty … I mean inside, not where I was listening. I didn’t want to believe it. He’d been so exciting sexually. I almost gave my heart to him, Grant. I was ready to stay in Switzerland. Give up everything. I gave him my body and half my soul. You have no idea …”


  “Oh, I think I did,” Grant replied.


  Felicity could see a twinkle in his blue eyes.


  “What did you know?” she eyed him suspiciously, suddenly feeling as though she’d been stripped naked.


  “I’ve known about Rennie’s hideaway for years,” Grant said.


  “You did?”


  “And I knew he had several men with you there one night.”


  “How did you know that?”


  “I had you followed.”


  “You what!” The after-spanking calm disappeared in seconds.


  “I couldn’t take a chance. Actually, I thought if you did get close to Rennie, you’d be able to shed some light on his guilt or innocence. And for a while, because you seemed to trust him so much, I believed you were right about him.”


  Felicity backed away. Her insides were wild with anger and she could feel her face growing hot. “How dare you!” she blared. “You spy on my sex life and at the same time put my life in jeopardy!”


  “That’s not how it was, Felicity.”


  “But you invaded my privacy!”


  “As little as possible and still protect you. There were no cameras, no microphones, just a couple of watchful detectives.”


  “Oh, I can’t believe you’d do that!”


  “I’m telling you the truth to make a clean slate between us.”


  She glared at him angrily. “I don’t know whatever for. I sure as hell won’t work for you one more day. Contract or no contract I’m done.”


  She was as angry as she’d ever been, more hysteria surfacing fast. But doing her best to get a grip on the raging emotion, she turned away from the battleground and stormed back toward the house. Grant, catching her in mid-flight, pulled her back.


  For several seconds Felicity struggled in his powerful grasp, but he was far more focused in his task than she was with her outrage. Once his arms went around her shivering shoulders, a month’s worth of raw emotion surfaced in an instant and she found her tears flowing freely.


  “Get your hands off me, I don’t want you to do this!” she cried.


  He didn’t speak.


  “You have no right!” she cried again. She rattled off more gibberish, but Grant really wasn’t listening.


  “You’re all right, Felicity,” he finally said. “And I’m sorry things turned out this way. I didn’t want you involved with Rennie in the first place, but when you were so adamant …”


  “You could have told me your suspicions.”


  “I had nothing more than a gnawing hunch when we went in, how could I warn you of anything? I did try to steer you away from him.”


  “I feel so foolish, so used and violated.”


  “No,” he whispered quietly, “you haven’t been used, and you’re not foolish. I did what I did to protect you and that’s all. And Rennie … ? I think he did care about you in his own way. But then, I’ve never known him not to be working his angles every minute.”


  “But it’s the most embarrassing thing …” She couldn’t finish. After all these weeks wondering … Funny, Rennie really didn’t seem to matter much now that she had all the facts. But Grant … his arms … his kindness … she didn’t know what else to say.


  “You know, the only thing I really learned from my detectives is what a truly wondrous woman you are,” Grant said at last.


  “What?” She looked up at him curiously.


  “You accused me of being jealous of Rennie. You’re damn right I was.” His affection was genuine.


  “Oh, no, Grant. No.” She started to pull away from his arms as she realized what he had in mind. “You’re absolutely impossible. I couldn’t …” She shook her head adamantly.


  “Couldn’t what? Love me?” he asked.


  “We’re like night and day, oil and vinegar, fire and water. You’re a Texas cowboy and I’m a latter-day hippie and an incurable slut.”


  “And I love you just like that,” he said.


  “You’re saying you love me?”


  “About as much as you love me.”


  “Oh, no, don’t start that.” The physical distance between them continued to grow as she backed away.


  “You think I don’t know what happens every time I spank you?”


  “Hey, that’s just the spanking. I feel it every time I get my ass paddled by some commanding man.”


  “And you like commanding men.”


  “Yeah, well, you can’t be the right one.”


  “You’re sure of that?”


  Felicity stared at him for the longest time, thinking first of Jake and then Rennie, and spankings and crazy sex that she still wasn’t sure about, and then about Grant and love, trying to put the two together. She’d been avoiding the matter for two weeks now …


  “Oh, dammit! I’m not sure of anything,” she said.


  “I’d never push you, Felicity,” he said. “But …”


  “You’re pushing now, you know.”


  “Am I?” There was a gentle snicker on his face. “How’s that?”


  “I don’t know, you just are.”


  He nodded. “Maybe so. But maybe it’s just your better self pushing. You’re a gutsy woman, Felicity Moon, wildly creative, totally unvirtuous, and the kind that likes to do the unexpected. I think you know what you want.” His cowboy spirit never looked so apparent. The clothes, the way he stood, the forceful no-nonsense manner. “Think about it tonight, and let me know in the morning. We have a plane flight back to Chicago at noon. I’d like to know before we leave if I have a computer whiz or I have to hire a new one. Since there needs to be some massive changes on our Website, I need a crackerjack designer to create what I want.” He paused. No more talk of love, it was just business. “Let me know by morning, I’m going to be kickin’ ass once I’m back in the office.”


  This time it was Grant backing away, letting Felicity stand alone in wonder at his latest announcement. Giving her a final and very pleasant smile, he turned toward the library door.


  Felicity looked at the broad-shouldered man in retreat. The final culmination of an evening of great shocks was how much she hated seeing him walk away from her. She thought of Switzerland, how much he’d been in her thoughts even while she was being wooed and screwed by Rennie. She wondered if there’d ever been a time in the last few months when Grant Nichols hadn’t had a place in her thoughts. Now he was making declarations of love one minute, ready to blow her off the next. The fact was, she was utterly intrigued by a man who was completely her opposite in every way. He was that steady sort of guy that was always in her daydreams.


  “Grant wait!” she called just as he was about to step inside the door. There was no way she could rest without telling him her thoughts.


  Hearing Felicity’s voice, he turned around.


  “You can’t have anyone else design your website,” she informed him. “That would be totally stupid after all the work I’ve put in.”


  “Is that so?” he answered.


  “Yes, that’s so.”


  “So you’re planning to stay?”


  “That’s what I said.”


  He paused a moment and stroked his chin. “And does that mean I’ll find you dressed like a proper lady, coming to work on time with a smile, behaving yourself?”


  Felicity shook her head. “No, it doesn’t mean that at all,” she said. “I can’t be that good, that would be a stupid promise to make. But it does mean I don’t want anyone else having that job, and it means I intend to create the best damned website you’ve ever seen, and it means that when I screw up, which we both know I’ll do, I’ll …” she closed her eyes tightly, “I know I’ll regret ever having said this, but it means I’ll be happy to have you spank me when I get out of line.” She opened her eyes to see the expression on Grant’s face. He remained typically cool so she didn’t have a clue to his thoughts. “And it means,” she paused a second and took a deep breath, “that I’d really like to have you kiss me right now ….”


  She was almost whispering, but he heard every word. Stepping forward slowly until he was just inches away, he stared at her silently for some seconds, then took her chin in his hand and their lips met. The kiss went on, each tender second that ticked by drawing them a little closer and a little more enmeshed until their arms went around for a first true embrace.


  When they pulled back to get their breath, Felicity sighed. “Just what I thought,” she said.


  “And what’s that?” Grant asked.


  “I am in love with you,” she said. “I think I have been for a long time.”


  Grant smirked. “I suppose if I said I told you so, we’d end up fighting and I’d end up paddling your behind again tonight?”


  “Yeah, I suppose you’re right,” she agreed.


  “So, shall we fight about it?” he wondered.


  It didn’t take too long to reply, Felicity knew exactly what she needed. “No, I think I’d rather make love,” she told him. “If it’s not too impertinent to suggest.”


  “I think I can handle that much audacity, Miss Moon,” he said with just a tender bite in his delivery, “but I doubt your next spanking will be too long in coming. Not if you’re already so willing to start sparring again.”


  Felicity had no problem with that information. She had the distinct feeling that old-fashioned fireworks with an old-fashioned sort of guy were exactly what she needed most. Even if he was a Texas cowboy and she was a brazen city slut.
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