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Chapter One

Her blonde hair blew on the breeze like a flag unfurled, while her arms were cluttered with files obviously thrown together on the fly. She was rushed, distracted and probably late for an appointment, while taking the time to smile at a cute guy who helped her on the elevator. She stopped to take a long deep breath and look more collected for the handsome stranger, then dashed for her office. She was dressed smartly for work, but always to be noticed, today in a purple suit and a sheer white blouse—a bit risky as transparent as it was, but she had the option of just how much anyone would see of her shapely form depending on how many buttons of the suit jacket she left undone. She was pretty when she smiled—when she smiled.  Then her blue eyes danced. Her cheeks were rosy, her mouth pouty, her lips full. Her eyes were framed by well-arched brows, lightly dusted with the naturally light color; she was a natural blonde.

“Miss Brinkman,” she was immediately interrupted by Ms. LaPine, a humorless matron twice her age with black glasses and a wardrobe of shapeless floral prints, a hideous pink and blue today. Samantha couldn’t remember why she’d hired the women, other than the fact that she typed 100 words a minute, was a self-proclaimed genius in organization and would certainly do the job far better than the dim-witted, lazy twenty year old she replaced. “You have three messages from the board and one from Shuman in the trust department. And weren’t you going to meet John Studebaker at nine?” The officious secretary stared at the clock for them, noting the time, 9:45, then she stared Samantha down with a parental glower. 

“Yes, yes, yes, Barbara, I took care of the trust department on my cell phone in the taxi, the board will just have to wait and John Studebaker…” she stopped, thought a minute, “Call him, tell him I’m sorry. We’ll have coffee tomorrow, and that is a promise.”

Ms. LaPine glowered some more; she didn’t like arranging personal business, but she would do the task as dutifully as any other. 

“I believe there’s someone waiting in your office?” she finally said, having gazed beyond Samantha to the open door. 

Samantha turned, saw the back side of her unannounced visitor—she really hated people dropping by her office unannounced—and sighed wearily. “Who’s that?” she asked.

“I haven’t a clue, Miss Brinkman, he slipped by us both.”

“Well…” she wanted to reprimand the woman, but had no stomach for Mrs. LaPine’s self-righteous rebuttals now. Instead, she marched into her office and dropped the weighty contents of her arms on the desk. 

“So, who are you?” she said. Samantha might be pretty, but she was not particularly tactful when stressed.

“I’m Joel Cameron, your new assistant.”

“Pardon me?” She looked up at him for the first time, surprised to see the handsome, helpful fellow from the elevator. 

“Your new assistant,” he smiled broadly, but with a strange expression—as if he knew something that she didn’t. He reached out to shake her hand but withdrew it just as quickly when she did not respond in turn. 

“Assistant? I have Barbara. I don’t need an assistant,” she answered, irritated.

“You father thinks you do, so I’ve been hired.”

“Well, I’ll have him un-hire you,” she reached for the phone. 

“I don’t think you want to do that,” Joel Cameron quickly interrupted her. 

“And why is that?”

“Hummm,” he pursed his lips. “To put it delicately, Miss Brinkman… Samantha, I’m supposed to keep an eye on you. Help calm you down. I understand you’re a terrific sales executive, a whiz with figures and very creative, but there are,” he himmed and hawed, “a few problems that your father is concerned about.” 

“Oh? And what would those problems be?”

“Probably of most concern is your temper.”

“My temper?” She could already feel her blood start to boil and her face burn with embarrassment, hearing this from a total stranger. 

She faced a most peculiar man, handsome to a fault, but unlike the men she was normally attracted to. Muscled, yes, but stocky. Dark wavy hair, dark complexion, nice smile, good teeth, but tricky eyes. Ones easy to deceive. She didn’t like him—especially since her father had a hand in him being there. 

“There was a situation ten days ago…” he started, though he paused, deliberately letting her stew with that thought, being gentle as a lamb, quite easy going, and definitely not rattled by the fractious Samantha Brinkman. 

“Yes, well that is over. It was unfortunate. I made my apologies and have spent a good deal of the last ten days eating crow and taking care of the matter. I don’t know what an assistant now could possibly do to help.”

“I’m sure you’ve handled the situation like the professional you are. But I think this arrangement was intended as a permanent position to avert any further incidents.”

“Well, excuse me, I don’t need an assistant,” she repeated firmly.

“Apparently, your father doesn’t agree.”

“My father is over reacting, Mr…” she’d forgotten his name. 

“Call me Joel.”

“Yes, Joel, my father doesn’t always understand the stresses of the work I do.” 

“But he does understand good behavior,” Joel Cameron was perfectly civil delivering his message, though it was pointed, and his dark eyes narrowed for emphasis. 

The look made her quake. “What exactly is it that you’re to assist me with?” she asked. 

“Whatever work load has you so frazzled.”

“I’m not frazzled!” she raised her voice. 

“Then I’ll hang around until you are.” She wanted to slap his face. “Maybe take a look at the Dumphy account. That was the one mentioned to me specifically.”

“Yes, well you just do that. Ms. LaPine will be happy to find it for you. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got work to do.”

Joel nodded. “We’ll discuss your plans for Murphy & Taylor and TJ Youngs prospectus this afternoon,” he said. She was about to protest, but found him out the door before she could speak. As if she didn’t have enough to do, now she had a babysitter getting in the way. This would not work!
The last thing in the world Samantha Brinkman needed was another war with her own temper, but this one was building fast. How could he! Her father just couldn’t stay out of her business life. He expected perfection, loomed over her like a hungry vulture and seemed satisfied when she failed him. An assistant! Damn him!

The afternoon meeting with Joel regarding Murphy & Taylor and TJ Youngs did not go well. His suggestions were unwelcome and his attitude was too pleasant, and much too condescending. 

“You know I really don’t want your input, Joel. I appreciate the thought, I appreciate what my father may be trying to do, but these are clients I have dealt with for years, I don’t need to be schooled in how to handle them.” She was trying to be kind, though she was fast moving from slow simmer to boil. 

“I think you’d better take a good look at what I suggest,” he said quite seriously. “You’re father is paying good money to have me consult with you.”

“But I don’t want any help. It stifles me. If he’s trying to quell my temper, he’s doing a poor job at that, and as far as I’m concerned you can tell him so.”

“Maybe your current state of mind is just what your father was talking about when he hired me.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re flying off the handle over nothing.”

“Nothing!”

“Nothing. He thinks you’re overworked, which you may well be, considering the mess you have here,” he stared at her paper-strewn desk as evidence. 

She took a deep breath, collecting all her hotshot comments into one place and stuffing them in the ‘don’t you dare say it file’. 

“Please leave,” she told him evenly.

Joel smirked. “I was told you’d react like this. You know, you’re an open book, Miss Samantha Brinkman. You can’t help yourself.”

“Leave,” she raised her voice, about to explode. 

Joel turned to his side, reached inside his briefcase and pulled out a wooden object that it took some time for Samantha to recognize. He slammed it on the front of her desk. 

“I’ll leave now, Samantha, because our meeting is over. But I’m sticking around to do the job I was hired to do. ‘Spare the rod and spoil the child’, I believe were his very words.” 

“What do you mean?”

“That your father has authorized me to use this on your sassy ass when your temper gets the better of you. Right now? You’re just this close,” he held up his fingers just an inch apart. “We’ll forgo it now, but you can take this as a warning for next time.”

“You wouldn’t dare spank me!” she was livid.

“Care to test me, Sam?”

“I’ll have you fired. And don’t call me Sam!”

“I don’t think so,” he shook his head.

She stared him down for several seconds, neither one batted an eye. Finally, she stepped back, taking another deep breath. This was just like her father to cook up another scheme to control her, just the way he’d controlled her all her life. She had no intention of submitting to a spanking, but Joel Cameron would not be the one to complain to. He was just another of her daddy’s henchmen. “I’ll tell you what, Joel Cameron, you do your job as my assistant, you go over my files, you consult with me, and I won’t bring this up with daddy.”

“Fine. I plan on doing a very good job. If you give me the chance, I’m sure you could benefit from my input. And as long as you behave there won’t be any need for this,” he plucked the paddle from her desk. There was an alluring twinkle in his eye as he sauntered from the office, which only fanned the flames of her rising temper. 

An hour later, as soon as she had a free moment, Samantha stormed her daddy’s office. 

“How could you!” she seethed as she paced in front of his desk. 

Jud Brinkman leaned back in his office chair, amused. 

“Easily, my darling. You need to get a throttle on your temper. When you use your common sense, you’re a damned good executive—almost priceless. But your tactics and the uproar of the last three weeks don’t cut it in this company, or anywhere in the civilized world of business. I know that’s an oxymoron, ‘civilized business’, but Brinkman, Inc. is not going down because you don’t know when to strike and when to keep your mouth shut. Now, I’m off to London to patch up some of the mess you created. Joel is simply here in my stead to make sure you keep a lid on that temper. And he’s been given free reign to paddle your heinie—” her father smirked, “covered or naked—with just the least provocation. So watch your step.”

“Daddy!” she cried.

“Perhaps we could start now, give you a taste of what you have to look forward to.”

Samantha turned with a jerk hearing Joel’s voice behind her. 

“You…” she seethed. Her face turned red, her fists were clenched and her blood was running hot. But there was no mistaking the determination of either man. She gave both a careful glance and fled the room as quickly as she could without looking as though she was running full speed. 

“You think we made an impact?” Joel asked, when she was gone. 

“Hardly. I think that’s just round one,” the elder Brinkman answered. “You’ll find my daughter to be one of the wiliest, most charming, sassy women you’ve ever met. Her charm—and her looks—get her into places she has no business, which is what makes her so valuable to me. But she self-destructs when things don’t go her way. As I mentioned before, she has patience to a point, then she explodes. I want to milk that patient, cunning part of her, and see if we can lose the rest. I think the spanking threat is just what she needs.”

“I’ll do my best, sir.”

“Yes, I know you will. I’d do it myself, but I’m too old to be taking my daughter over my lap. A young stud like you,” his eyes were merry, “will be able to turn her around faster than me. She has ‘issues’ with me,” he humphed, turning up his nose at the idea. “I think that’s the current vernacular. Divorced her mother when she was too young, insisted she go to Smith, not some West Coast party school. I knew I needed to keep my grip on her or she would have gone on some wild, drunken ride and never amounted to anything. And just look where she is now.”

“I see what you mean, sir, but maybe those ‘issues’ you mentioned need to be addressed.”

“Then she can do it outside the office, on her time, not mine. I’ve invested a good deal into my daughter, I love her dearly, but I’m not going to see her throw her career away by these missteps.” He eyed Joel suspiciously. “You’re not reneging on our agreement, are you?”

“Oh, heavens no. It will be my pleasure to see that Samantha behaves, and to sweeten your company coffers.”

“Very good. Now, I have to hustle, there’s work to be done.” The CEO turned his attention to other matters, Joel’s cue for a hasty exit.”


Chapter Two 

Samantha slammed the phone on its cradle. Two minutes later, her door opened. 

“What’s the matter?” Joel was on her quickly, his dark eyes flashing.

She had the strangest tickling sensation in her tummy. “Nothing,” she answered. 

“It didn’t sound like nothing.”

“I swear it was. Now leave me be,” she snapped. 

“A little temperamental, are we?”

“Of course I’m temperamental. It’s the way I am!”

“If I didn’t know better, I’d think you want to get spanked.”

“That is the furthest thing from my mind,” she seethed. 

“Then prove it to me.”

“I don’t have to prove anything to meddling bastards.”

“Oh, my.” He could feel the energy building between them—the fire in her eyes was precious, everything he looked for in a woman to tame. She had it—all the qualities he was seeking, and it looked as though the timing had finally fallen into place for their first go around. For three days, they’d averted a battle, but now the tiger in her had been awakened. 

“What are you looking at?” she glared his way, her nostrils flaring. 

“You, Samantha,” he glared right back. His right hand twitched, his body full of purpose and desire. “I probably should have done this the first day we met, just to get it over with, but I let your bad attitude slide given the shock you had to absorb. Not this time.”

“What do you mean, not this time?”

“I mean its time you went over my lap and had that bottom spanked.”

“You will not! You have no reason!”

“I have all the reason I need. Carte blanche from your daddy, and every bit of provocation. You’ve been bossy, mean-spirited and aloof to me ever since I started here and I don’t particularly like being treated like a second class citizen.” 

“Don’t you dare!” she warned, in as threatening as voice as she could use. 

He had no reply, but moved swiftly around the desk, sat down in her chair, and jerked her over his lap. Raising her skirt over her bottom, he gazed at two of the loveliest, roundest ass cheeks he’s seen in many months. Even covered in pantyhose and panties, they quivered delightfully. With a quick yank of her underwear, however, he bared them for spanking. It didn’t make sense to spank a woman over her clothes, no matter how scant they might be. It just wouldn’t be the same, the shock, or the effect. As Samantha’s numbed responses were coming to life, he had to hold her fast to him, anchoring her body with his left arm, while his right hand proceeded to smack her bottom. He laid on a dozen fast spanks, which instantly turned the pale cheeks red.

“Ouch! You get your hands off me!” she roared, trying to tear herself away from his steely grasp. She jerked with all her might, but her protest didn’t do squat. He only spanked her harder, in the very same place he had before. The sting was frightening, and her angry protest got louder. 

“I guess you want Ms. LaPine to know what’s happening,” Joel barked over her squeals and whines. 

She hushed immediately, using a hot, breathy whisper to raise her next objections. “Stop it now!”

“Only if you behave yourself,” he said, while continuing with the heated confrontation. His hand had already begun to sting, which made him regret that he hadn’t brought the paddle with him. Still, he kept up a brisk pace, covering her bouncing mounds from top to bottom.

“Okay. All right! I’ll behave!” she finally cried. She was embarrassed, hurting and feeling very strange. 

“Behave how?” he asked, while delivering a few more swats. 

“I’ll be nice, I promise.” 

As she spoke, he could actually feel her body relent, her feisty mood giving way to a calmer state of mind. Knowing this was a good place to end a first session, Joel stopped and pushed her to her feet. 

She looked a little bewildered and bedraggled, but a good deal calmer. 

“I can’t believe…” she couldn’t find the words, and at least for the moment, it seemed as though her anger had disappeared. Her entire being had changed. “I think I’d like you to go now,” she said quietly. “There are some things I should get back to.”

“You’re a lot more peaceful, Samantha.”

“Yes, well, that took a lot out of me, but I don’t particularly want to talk about it.”

“Fair enough. Just remember, next time though, I will have the paddle ready.”

“Perhaps there won’t be a next time,” she offered.

“I certainly hope not.” He was, of course, lying. He hoped there would be many more times with her jiggling rear over his lap. This new job was not too hard to take, when the main objective was keeping a saucy brat like Samantha in line. He left the room figuring that he’d triumphed, but it was not the time to rub it in her face. He’d have to see what lasting effect the treatment had. 


Chapter Three

It was a rocky peace, at best. Samantha put up with Joel Cameron another three days after the infamous, unsettling spanking, spending a good deal of time avoiding him, since she could hardly face him. The picture of herself, so unceremoniously pulled over his lap, her ass bared, her bottom slapped until it stung, kept popping into her brain without warning, especially when Joel was around. Every time she saw him, a red blush threatened her face. She’d make excuses, turn the other way and quit his presence as fast as she reasonably could. Her mind was invaded with the terror of having him do it again, while at the same time her body responded strangely as if it liked what she felt. Since that was impossible, she chalked the incident up to the surprise and turmoil of the moment, having nothing to do with physical desire. Thankfully, the odd sensations began to fade by the third day, leaving her with simple revulsion for Joel Cameron. Now, the way he was insinuating himself into her sales department became too troubling to avoid. 

“What are you doing making agreements with my clients without my knowledge!” she confronted him in his office. This was her first visit there, and the setting was a surprise. It looked as if he were permanently lodged in what should have been just temporary quarters. His desk was new, as nice as hers, the bookcases were filled with his personal mementos, and there were expensive prints hanging on the way, and two fresh potted plants by the window.

“I was taking care of business that you didn’t have the time to do,” Joel brought the stunned Samantha back to the present moment.

She turned to him, noticeably incensed. “I have plenty of time to do my work, as long as I don’t have to be looking over my shoulder for your nosy face!”

“Better watch what you say, Miss Brinkman,” he sounded threatening. It didn’t help that just inside her peripheral vision, she could see the spanking paddle lying on Joel’s neat desk next to his nameplate.

Easing off to a mere simmer, she answered him pointedly, but with a deliberate air of calm in her voice, “I will say anything I damn well please, Mr. Cameron.” She could feel her whole body quake as she plastered a smile on her face and looked into his sexy eyes. She thrummed the desk surface with her fingers, nervously. “Trust me, I will get you fired,” she added her own threat. 

“You might,” he conceded. “But until then, I’m still in charge here, and as far as I’m concerned, you’ve earned another go round over my knee, with the paddle this time.”

Samantha immediately reached for the wooden implement to take it away. But Joel was as quick with his hand, covering hers, extending his warmth and his determination into her. 

“I have left you alone, Mr. Cameron. I hardly think my behavior warrants punishment.”

“And that is the point. You’re letting your work slide in fear of me.”

“I am NOT afraid of you!” she jerked her hand away and stepped back.

“No?” he snickered while he slowly waltzed around the desk, picked up the paddle and stared Samantha down. 

“No! And I haven’t let my work slide. You have no business here. You have no business working directly with my clients…” The more she talked, the redder her face became, the more she breathed heavily and her body shook. Three days worth of suppressed feelings were pouring out like a river spilling its banks. She was disguising nothing, neither her fear nor her physical arousal. 

“I beg to differ, Miss Brinkman. Three of our clients have called in a stew because you didn’t get back to them with new price quotes. You missed a meeting with Robert Halsey on the 23rd and you failed to file the proper reports to the accounting department for the Youngs account, which meant that their billing is fucked up. I’d say that something is amiss.”

Joel moved to the half-closed door and shut it firmly, then drew a straight-backed chair from the side of the room and set it in the open space in front of his desk. He refused to move, but stared her down, saying gravely, “Come here.”

There was no way for Samantha to escape the room save going through Joel Cameron; and that looked impossible at this point with his powerful stance blocking her only exit. How could she have gotten herself into this position? Yes, everything he said was true. Her whole business life had been effected by this stupid arrangement, and the man had completely unnerved her, leaving her distracted and unfocused, hardly like herself. What was worse, he’d seen fit to rescue her from three near disasters of simple forgetfulness, and she owed him for that. 

“You know, this is all your fault,” she seethed. “You’ve done more damage than good.”

“That’s only because you haven’t learned to work with me.”

“With that paddle hanging over my head! How am I suppose to work?” 

“Accept it, Sam. It’s part of your working life right now. You earn it, you get it.”

“If you think I’ll readily submit to my father’s archaic idea of punishment, you’re more stupid than I thought.”

“Oh, I don’t think so. You’re going to submit to a spanking right now, without my forcing you into anything.”

“You’re crazy.”

“I don’t think so, not when you see the alternative. Trust me, you’re not getting out of this office until you go over my lap.”

“You think just because the door is over there that I won’t fight my way through?”

“No, I think you’ll go over my lap, because if you don’t now, I’ll be paddling you bare bottomed in front of the next director’s meeting.”

“Ah,” she sighed with contempt. “I don’t know how you get off making these ridiculous threats, but …”

“I’m filing daily reports to your father and the board on my observations. What happens in this room right now will have a huge bearing on what I put in my email today.”

“That’s blackmail.”

He shrugged. “I prefer to think of it as cooperation. Every misstep, every forgotten meeting, every faux pas with your clients will go down in my next report—unless…” he looked toward the chair, while lightly tapping the paddle inside his palm. 

Her entire face burned hot with embarrassment.

“If I do file the complete truth, which I can easily document, the board—with your father at its head—would find it only fitting to mete out a good old fashioned punishment. They are as antiquated as he is.”

“Good God, I can’t believe you’d do this!” Her once hot face was turning pale, as the facts sunk into her weary brain. 

“It’s a simple solution, Sam.”

“Don’t call me Sam!” she repeated her previous request as sassy as ever. 

“I’ll call you anything I like.”

Samantha closed her eyes in order to think, only to have the vivid image of Joel Cameron spanking her come quickly to mind. Shaking off the hateful picture, her eyes shot open; and then almost without thinking, she made up the six steps to his side. “Get it over with,” she announced. 

Joel smiled. He’d won. Taking his seat in the chair, he quickly guided Samantha over his lap and raised her skirt. This time, much to his surprise, she was wearing a garter belt, stockings and a pair of lacy thong panties. What a find! Her bottom was round and smooth, quivering lightly, the glare of the overhead light making the surface shine. Two dimples at the tops of her cheeks, he’d not noticed the first time, winked at him, almost invitingly. He loved women headstrong, and Samantha was perfect in that regard. He loved his spanking subjects attractive with plump asses, and her body seemed made for the treatment. 

Lifting the upper band of the thong, he slowly pulled the fabric from between her cheeks. This wasn’t necessary in order to have his target naked, but it added to her humiliation, and at this point humility was important if he was to teach the woman anything. As he pulled the tiny thong to her knees, he noticed the cotton crotch, curiously wet in the center. Was it possible that the scene aroused her? He hoped so, he could feel his own crotch warm, his penis throb and threaten to make itself erect. Ignoring it now, he centered his attention on the task, holding the nervous woman around the waist as he’d done before, and running the smooth business end of the paddle over her cheeks. Drawing his hand back, he then brought it firmly down on her left ass cheek, following the simple motion with a smack to the right one. 

