
Old Affairs & New Found Lovers

by Lizbeth Dusseau

ISBN: 978-1-939916-97-6

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2010 by Lizbeth Dusseau, All rights reserved

With the exception of quotes used in reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, by any means, including mechanical, electronic, photocopying recording or otherwise without prior written permission of the publishers.

For information contact:

Pink Flamingo Publications

P.O. Box 632 Richland, MI 49083

USA

Cover Art © VeraSmirnova, Shutterstock.com

 


Chapter One

Kyle’s pretty brunette bride stood in front of his desk with an adamant set to her finely curved jaw.

“I’m not going!” Brett announced.

She was so charming when her temper flared, Kyle thought with amusement. Her dark eyes brightened with an animalistic flurry, they would soften in an instant; though right now they could be intimidating to someone that didn’t know her.

“I thought we had it all worked out,” Kyle answered back, smiling.

“You know how I feel, Kyle, this is a personal matter,” she implored him.

Of course their spanking fetish was a personal matter, but he also knew his wife and business partner very well.

“It’s just your nerves, darling. These last two weeks have been harrowing; we both could use the break. Do we have to go through this again? I thought I’d heard all your arguments.”

“But a spanking party?” Brett winced as she said it. “It seems so . . . so sleazy?”

Kyle chuckled. “You’ve always wanted to go to one. How many times have we fantasized about having an audience? How many times have you implied that you’d like another man spanking your bottom while I watched? I can’t think of a safer and more exciting way to get everything you want. Besides, we’ve been over this, Phillip Heath’s parties are the best. Private, classy, away from it all. Perfectly discreet. Listen, I just talked to him today; he has quite an agenda lined up. We can participate in as much as we want, or as little. We can do nothing but watch if you want, see if it appeals to you.

Kyle could tell by her expression that Brett was digging in for a full-fledged protest. He sometimes loved her like this—it added lots of sparks to their relationship—but it could also get exasperating.

“Brett, we need a break, and this is just your cold feet getting in the way.”

“You really think it’s what we want?” she continued to hedge.

“Playful, fun, how can we miss? You know Phillip and Janice. Take a chance!”

“A chance? I take chances every day of my life.” As private investigators, Brett’s statement was quite true. And the two had taken quite a few chances in the last two weeks.

“A different kind, a safer kind,” he reminded her.

“But. . . .” Brett’s face was still scrunched up in a petulant childish way, her voice beginning to rise into a whine.

“If I didn’t know you so well, Brett,” Kyle said, “I could be accused of pushing you, but you know as well as I do that you want to go.”

“But . . . .” she tried again.

“Maybe you need a reminder,” he said sternly. “A few good smacks on your rear should help your memory.”

“Oh not now! We have a client due in fifteen minutes.”

“Just enough time,” Kyle announced. He’d made up his mind. “Go get the paddle.”

Kyle kept a ping pong paddle at the office for just such occasions. It hung on the wall with other sports equipment: two wooden tennis rackets, a polo mallet, a baseball bat, all pleasant reminders for Kyle of his college days. As part of the innocuous decoration, the ping pong paddle took on a very different purpose when Kyle saw fit. Sometimes, when he didn’t have the opportunity to use the paddle on Brett’s rear because they were in the midst of business, he’d just lay the thing on her desk to remind her of what was going to happen when they got home.

The tension in her now was horrendous. Brett wondered if a good spanking might serve a useful purpose, despite the fact that it came at a very inopportune time. Deciding to relent, Brett pulled the paddle off the wall. She hated the way it would sting her rear but she had to agree, her peevishness had certainly earned her the trip over his lap. Returning to her husband’s side, the brunette pouted nastily.

“You’re too pent-up, I can see that,” Kyle advised her. He knew she’d be peaceful as a lamb when it was over, and for that she’d be grateful for this brief interlude.

“Pants down,” he ordered.

“That too?” she whined.

“C’mon now, we got over that two years ago,” Kyle reminded her.

The two had been into spanking games almost from the beginning of their remarkable relationship. In fact, spanking was what turned their business partnership into a romance. They had each inherited Longchamp Investigations from Kyle’s father. The assertive Brett Holland had worked for the elder Longchamp for several years when he suddenly died. To everyone’s surprise, he willed his business to his son, Kyle, who then lived three states away, and Brett: a fifty-fifty deal. The two had no idea what “dad” had in mind giving each half the agency since Kyle and Brett had never met, but they always suspected that there had been some matchmaking in the air.

The trouble was, at the beginning, Kyle and Brett were like two bulls in a china shop, each stubborn, arrogant and self-serving, if you asked their opinion of the other.

To Brett, Kyle was usurping her, descending on a business he knew nothing about, trying to pretend that she didn’t matter. To Kyle, Brett was too aggressive and far too pushy “for a woman.” That antiquated attitude incensed the savvy detective to the point she had to keep from spitting in her partner’s face. Dozens of times, she wished that Kyle would simply sell his part of the agency, or go away and let her do the work she was well-trained to do.

After three months of trying to work together, Kyle had a problem: he was falling in love with Brett, and that irritated him to no end. And Brett’s problem was that for the first time in her life, she was fantasizing about a man, Kyle to be specific, that would love her, take charge of her, and send her loins surging at the sound of a command.

It was quite a fluke one day, when in the middle of one hellava verbal war, Brett looked into Kyle’s flashing brown eyes, and saw something that made her almost jerk back with fear. There was a determination written in his expression that gave her a familiar, but very unwelcome, tingle. They were standing face to face and far too close for comfort. Brett could feel his domineering presence surround her with its imperious aura.

“You know what you need?” Kyle roared.

“What!” Brett shouted back.

“A good spanking!”

“What?” she roared back.

“You heard me!” he answered immediately.

“You boorish, chauvinistic, backward, infantile, arrogant ass!” she charged, realizing what he was really suggesting.

Kyle merely smiled at the litany, his anger seemed to have suddenly vanished as he became very calm. Once having made his decision, he had no need to be angry anymore. Taking Brett by the wrist, he shoved her over the edge of his desk, picked up a ruler that was conveniently sitting there, and gave her bottom a dozen spirited whacks.

Brett had been too dumbfounded to say a word, though by the second dozen whacks, as Kyle appeared to be getting into a real rhythm, Brett regained her senses and was protesting madly. Yet, for a fiercely independent woman, who could, without much struggle, overcome a man Kyle’s size, she didn’t pitch an all-out battle to get away. By the time Kyle laid on the third round, Brett was subdued. The flurry of spanks then diminished, though their passions were still soaring.

They had sex right on top of Kyle’s desk that afternoon, and were from that moment, much more than sparring business partners. Their spirited disagreements did not stop that day, though often they ended just like this one had, with an enthusiastic adventure in corporal discipline.

Now pushing her pants to her knees, Brett presented a naked bottom to her husband, and his ping pong paddle.

Sometimes he took her over his lap, other times he enjoyed the moment having her bend over a chair; for this occasion it was over his desk, reminiscent of their first time. Too bad they wouldn’t have time for their favorite activity afterwards. Nonetheless, Kyle decided that this was the best thing for both of them.

“Please, don’t make it hurt too much,” Brett pleaded.

“Oh, c’mon now, that’s the point. A good burn on your butt will do you lots of good.” The ping pong paddle came down on her bottom with one firm smack.

As much as she wanted to cry out, Brett knew she had to remain somewhat discreet in their office—the sound of the paddle against her bottom was bad enough.

Another smack on the other rear cheek and Brett could hardly stand the instantaneous sting. In what had to be one of the quickest flourishes—time was of the essence—Kyle ripped off a good two dozen more, each firm, hard and blush raising.

“Oh gawd!” she moaned. The burn was fierce.

“You need to remember how much you love this, my darling,” Kyle said.

“No, I don’t,” Brett instantly retorted.

“You will afterwards.” The paddle continued, steadily and evenly.

“Then let’s stop now,” she grunted, accepting another two.

“Oh, you want to quit too soon.” He laid one right on the very middle of her bottom.

“Gawd, Kyle, I can’t stand this,” She squirmed as if she was going to get away.

“You’ve stood much more,” he reminded her.

“But our clients,” she moaned in a none-too-quiet whisper.

“Oh, wouldn’t that be fun, let them know you’ve been a “bad” girl.” Her bottom was glowing red. Kyle smiled seeing Brett’s lovely round cheeks as bright as the blush on her flushed face.

“Kyle please!” she spoke sharply, trying a direct demand.

Just like that first time Kyle spanked her, Brett could have wriggled away, but that was never part of the game—she always remained in her place no matter how hard the spanking got.

“Ouch! Damn! Stop! “ Her cries were becoming bolder, despite her desire to contain the noise.

“That should do you for a while,” Kyle said at last. “But I am going to spank you more tonight,” he advised her. He laid the paddle on the desk and moved in against his wife’s backside, slowly grinding his groin against her fiery ass.

“Sure did get you aroused,” Brett said, noticing the hardness in Kyle’s pants. Her warmed bottom was making her hot.

“Always does, honeybun,” he purred, kissing her along her neck. “So, what about the party?”

“Oh, let’s go,” she replied, moving with him in an erotic tango. “You don’t suppose we would have time to…”

Her question was interrupted by the sound of the outer office door opening and closing.

They groaned together. “Guess not,” Kyle said, reluctantly pulling himself away from his wife.

“You’d better cover your ass,” he suggested. “I’ll go meet the clients.”

He winked at her as he left the room, watching Brett struggle to make herself presentable again.


Chapter Two

“My god, this weather is bad,” Brett said, watching Kyle attempt to negotiate their way through a driving rainstorm.

“It’s not much further,” he replied, focusing on the blurry road in front of him.

“I didn’t realize that Heath lived so far out,” Brett said.

“He’s had this estate for a gazillion years,” Kyle said. “He likes it because it’s so remote—suits his parties well.”

“You’ve been to one before?” Brett asked. She hadn’t heard about it if he had.

“Not one out here, but Phillip’s sure talked about them a lot. They sound like very unique occasions. We’ll just see what delectable fantasies we can act out this weekend.”

“You say you haven’t been to a party here, you’ve been to others?” Brett wasn’t yet comfortable discussing with Kyle the “other” rear ends he’d spanked, though maybe it was finally time to discuss the matter a little more openly.

“I went to one in town. One of Phillip’s parties at his condo. Actually the place is practically a mansion in itself. That was a wild one, believe me. It was just an evening. Featured an auction. There must have been a couple dozen sassy submissives in the crowd, all willing to have their rear ends paddled to a blushing red. What a fine time.” Kyle was obviously relishing the memory.

“You sound as if you enjoyed it,” Brett observed.

“Who wouldn’t?” he smiled and looked at his wife. Thankfully, the rain was letting up a little and it was easier to concentrate on the conversation. “But,” he pondered aloud, “it’s not the same just playing around like that with willing bottoms. I like it when you protest, and it’s for real, makes the conquest all the more exciting.”

“You really are a throwback to another time,” Brett exclaimed.

“Ah, but so are you,” Kyle retorted.

Brett sighed. “I’ll just be glad to get away,” she said. “This has been quite a last six months.”

“Well, you can take your mind off of everything: business, cases, all the mystery. Concentrate on flaming bottoms.”

“And getting mine flaming hot. Maybe there will be some other handsome man I’ll want to spank me,” Brett said, teasing her husband.

“Wouldn’t bother me in the slightest,” Kyle smiled.

“I’ve never seen anyone get spanked before,” Brett admitted. “You know that excites me almost as much as the thought of getting my own paddling.”

“I’m sure you’ll get the chance to see a lot of things,” Kyle assured her. “Phillip is a very inventive man, and Janice matches him with her sassy demeanor.

“Like me?” she said.

“Like you,” he agreed. He reached over and affectionately squeezed her thigh.

***

Brett felt like an old wet hound dripping all over Phillip Heath’s lovely oriental rug as she stood in the grand foyer of his house.

“Glad to see you,” Phillip announced, giving Kyle a pleasant pat on the back. Phillip was an ebullient red-faced man, nearly six-feet tall. Dressed in very dapper tweeds, he was every bit the gracious country gentleman. The “sassy” wife Janice was much more demure than her husband, but Brett could see she was indeed fiery. Her eyes had a mischievous flash as she offered Brett her warm, outstretched hand.

“Kathryn, take the Longchamp’s coats,” Phillip asked his sulking daughter. The willowy young woman grudgingly rose from a chair in the corner of the foyer and grabbed Brett and Kyle’s sopping wet coats.

“My stepdaughter is all upset,” Janice explained. “Phillip insisted that she not go out with the weather like it is. She was planning on a hundred mile drive north tonight, can you imagine that? Phillip refused to let her go. As it is, she thinks she’s marooned and is going to die here.”

“I am,” Kathryn pouted. “I suppose this means that I’ve got to be gracious all weekend?”

“You’ll behave yourself, that’s for sure,” Janice reminded the girl. Turning once again to the Longchamp’s, she said, “She’s been a little edgy since she graduated from the university last month. No job yet, at least not one she would take. Now she’s moping around here like a lost puppy.

“Oh, she’ll survive,” Phillip said, as a stern look crossed his face, meant explicitly for his still brooding daughter.

“Did I tell you, Kathryn, Steven Wells called this afternoon,” Janice said.

The young woman’s eyes lit up just a little. “He’s coming to the party?” she asked.

“I think so, so you’d better behave yourself.”

“I always behave myself,” Kathryn said haughtily, as if she was offended by the very idea.

Phillip turned back to the Longchamp’s, trying to show a more hospitable side of his family. “It looks as if we’ll have quite a cozy group. A few people I expected called to say they didn’t want to chance it this weekend. But believe me, we’ll have a fine hot time.” His eyes twinkled again merrily.

Brett watched the three as Kathryn “humphed” so everyone could see, then marched off with the coats in hand.

“She’s your daughter,” Janice reminded Phillip.

“Oh yes, and she’ll know it before this evening is over,” Phillip vowed. Their host caught a glimpse of a woman crossing the other end of the foyer. “Cassandra,” he called out, getting the woman’s attention. A bright voluptuous blonde dressed in a skin-tight red lycra dress turned, smiled broadly, and then came their way.

“Hi!”

Phillip introduced the three. “I’ve been trying to get Kyle here for years,” Phillip told the blonde woman.

“At least two,” Kyle answered taking the woman’s hand. “Now that I’m married and have Brett to bring, it makes it more interesting.”

“Well, I’m sorry I didn’t get to you before,” Cassandra purred. Her comment was strictly sexual, and Kyle liked the attention.

“Say, Cass,” Phillip interjected, “they’re in the room between yours and Victor’s. Why don’t you show them the way?”

“Sure,” she replied.

Kyle and Brett followed Cassandra’s lovely swaying rear up the sweeping staircase to the second floor.

“Phillip’s parties are always the best,” the woman gushed. “This one will be a little small, but oh so intimate,” she said giggling. She showed them to a beautifully furnished bedroom that was highlighted by a four poster bed amidst the lush burgundy and rose furnishings.

“Of course there’s Victor, but we ignore him,” she went on, suddenly looking very dour. She spoke with a whisper pointing to the room next door. “That’s his room. Victor is Phillip’s brother, nothing like him though. I feel so sorry for Patricia, his wife. She’ll try to enjoy the party, that is if Victor will let her. She could be a real doll. That marriage was a mistake if I ever saw one.

Brett and Kyle nodded as they listened to the gossipy charmer.

“So, who else will be here?” Kyle asked. He was finding this hostess quite a delightful diversion; a fact which Brett readily noticed. She figured that just the sight of Cassandra’s lovely round rear bobbing noticeably was enough to send any dominant man’s punishment hand tingling, and crotch crawling with desire. She wasn’t sure how she felt about Kyle spanking another woman. Brett always considered herself the focal point of their spanking episodes. She wasn’t sure how well she would do sharing her husband this weekend.

“Oh, let’s see,” Cassandra began. “Niles and Jenny Callender will be here. Niles is a judge, Jenny is his new wife, much, much younger.” She raised her eyebrows with a knowing look. “No one’s met her yet, but there’s lots of babble about her being from a much different world than the Judge. “Divine hale Tramp” I think one fellow described her. But I guess she’s got quite a penchant for begin spanked, which would certainly please the Judge. He’s quite a dominant, if you know what I mean.” Cassandra was like a gossipy old lady whispering her yarn. “And let’s see, there’s also George Adams, he’s quite the spanker, and Steven Wells. George is my absolute favorite though, but don’t tell him I said so. I’ve got a few special things in mind for the man this time,” Cassandra said with devious glimmer in her eye. “But listen, you don’t want to miss his hand on your butt, believe me,” she advised Brett.

“I’ll remember that,” Brett replied amused.

“Steven, well, he’s a dream. I’ve kind of had my eyes on him, but he’s young. I think he might be after Kathryn’s bottom, and her heart,” She sighed meaningfully.

“She into spanking like her parents?”

“Yeah, had a real “coming out” party last time. Her dad’s been spanking her since she was little, never really did stop until she went off to college. Then at the party six months ago, you should have seen her over Steven’s lap, she was smitten with spanking, and with him. I think something else just might happen this time.

“Sounds like we could have a very interesting party,” Kyle said.

“Absolutely,” Cassandra said, looking at the handsome Kyle Longchamp from head to toe. “I bet he’s got a fine lap for a spanking,” she said to Brett winking.

“Sure does,” Brett replied, winking back.

“Hey, I should let you two get settled and all. Dinner’s at 7:00, get acquainted time.” She looked at her watch. “Just an hour.”

Cassandra left the room swishing her rear end.

“She’s quite a package,” Kyle remarked, watching until she disappeared behind the closing door.

“I’d bet you’d like to have her too,” Brett said.

“Oh, not as much as I want you,” he replied, pulling his wife into his arms. He looked up at the four poster bed. “Think I should tie you up to this?” he said with a grin. “Inspires lots of fun thoughts.”

“Kyle,” Brett groaned.

“No?” he joked.

“I don’t think so, but I imagine we’ll have some fun here,” she conceded.

They were feeling very amorous, kissing, beginning an earnest groping when they were startled by voices in the adjoining room. Victor’s and Patricia’s, or so they surmised.

“I told you I didn’t want you flirting with him!” a man’s voice rang out.

“What am I suppose to do at these parties? I thought that was what this was all about,” the woman replied.

“You know my rules. I’m not going to change because we go to my brother’s parties. It’s about time you learned that.” It must have been Victor.

“Then why do we come?” his wife answered, her soft voice passionate and pleading.

“Because, like my brother, I appreciate the sight of female flesh getting its due. I don’t approve of all the antics here but it is the one place where we can express ourselves.” Without ever seeing his face, it was obvious that Victor Heath was a very haughty man. “I think the strap would be appropriate right now,” he abruptly changed the conversation.

“Not now, it’s almost dinner time,” his wife protested.

“There’s plenty of time. It would please me to have you sitting on a freshly punished bottom during your meal. Maybe then you’d remember who you belong to.

“Can you believe how thin these walls are?” Brett whispered to her husband.

He grinned. “So much the better.”

The two detectives listened enthralled by the fiery scene. It didn’t sound altogether different than an argument he and Brett would have, except Kyle would never spank his wife for flirting with another man. He wasn’t the jealous type.

“How about just over your lap?” they heard Patricia offer.

Her voice this time was almost too quiet to hear but with just a little hint of shame, Kyle and Brett jumped on their own bed and listened attentively for the voices from the other room.

“No. I want you to lay over the bed while I strap you,” Victor retorted.

The two detectives imagined Patricia Heath assuming the desired position; and in just minutes, they heard the first crack of Victor’s strap, the remarkable sharp sound quite piercing to the ear. Several more cracks and they heard the punished wife begin to moan. A few more fierce smacks and she began to sob. With each new crack, a more enthusiastic sob escaped her lips.

“Please, no more,” Patricia finally pleaded.

“Silence! You know the rules.”

The woman could hardly contain herself, but the strap continued to land.

“Maybe next time, you’ll behave yourself like the lady I want you to be,” Victor advised her.

“God, what an ass!” Brett said, hearing Victor’s nasty sounding comment. It wasn’t just what he said, it was the arrogant tone of his voice. She wondered if Kyle would sound that way to other people if they were listening in on one of their moments. She didn’t think so.

The strap came down a few more times and stopped. Patricia’s sobs went on for a few moments, then died away. The detectives half expected to hear the sound of a sexual interlude follow, as it would in their case, but nothing like that happened.

