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Chapter One

Sean McDonough’s office was on the second floor of the Biology annex—an old house that sits just off Campus Drive. The heating system pounds as the house wakes up each winter morning, the floors creak with even the lightest footfall, and every door in the ancient old building squeaks when it’s opened or closed. Rather than be a bother for the Professor, the distractions were a sign of home—much like the one where he grew up in an Irish Catholic neighborhood of Boston. He could sit back, close his eyes and think of those delightful days, miles and years from his California office, to the quaint, aging brownstones wedged side by side. The annex also gave him a way to stay clear of the inane banter in the Winfield Natural Sciences Building where the rest of his department was located. His specialty being Marine Biology rarely required him to be part of the department’s regular hoopla, politics and gossip. 

His desk sat beside a large window in the front of the house. Looking down on the street below he could easily see who was coming or going—making it a good way to avoid students and other callers he didn’t particularly want to meet. It wasn’t hard to lose oneself in the old house, if being lost was more convenient than some drawn out and useless conference. But on this particular day, seeing the sprite looking shape of a young woman approach the building and mount the stairs, he was initially interested. From above, he could see her curly brown hair and lithe form as she took the steps with a gentle grace. Long before he had a chance to see if she had an attractive face or ample chest, he noted her ass encased in a pair of tight blue jeans. By the time he had the opportunity to make a more thorough examination, she’d disappeared inside. Sean McDonough had many reasons to admire a female derriere, not the least of which was to imagine what it might look like when it was naked and freshly spanked. 

Sean McDonough was a replica of a man long since gone the way of the dinosaur, who believed women needed to be quiet, subservient, put in their place, and spanked if they got out of line. He had a long and very arbitrary list of grievances that would warrant punishment by such antiquated means. But the bottom line, so to speak, was the fact that he could never entertain a relationship with a woman unless she agreed to his strict rules for appropriate female demeanor—and the discipline that was certain to follow when his rules were violated. By this description Sean should have been in his sixties or seventies, but instead, he was just thirty-eight and considered to be one of the most eligible males on the University faculty. 

Once the lovely woman with the nice round bottom vanished from sight, Sean forgot her, assuming she was in the building to see one of the other faculty members. He certainly wasn’t expecting anyone. He returned to a senior thesis he was reviewing, startled by the sudden knock on the door.

“Yes,” he answered immediately. 

“Professor McDonough?” The door opened a crack.

“Yes, ma’am.” He peered over his reading glasses and raised his eyebrows seeing the woman on the stairs looking as delicious from the front as she had been from the rear. She stood at the edge of the doorway where he could see her clearly. Underneath the ribbed-knit sweater tucked inside her jeans, he could see two full breasts, and above that, a vibrant and engaging face. Her eyes were widespread and beautifully blue, with long black lashes and an inquisitive look. There was a natural glow to her tawny skin, and full lips brushed with pale rose lipstick. She kept her hand on the doorknob as she gazed inside waiting for an invitation to enter.

“May I come in?” 

“Please do.”

She held out her hand for him to shake as she approached his desk and he rose slightly in his seat to take it. Motioning to the chair in front of him, he indicated she sit. 

“I’m Lauren Elliot, the botanist that’s scheduled for your trip to the Pearl Islands.”

“Oh, yes.” He wasn’t pleased, and the smile that followed was plastered on just to be congenial. But his displeasure was too obvious for her not to note. He was quite good-looking, about five feet ten, trim, broad-shouldered with closely trimmed sandy-red hair, and rather profound green eyes. Between his name and his features, she guessed Irish Catholic.  

“I thought,” she began, “since the gossip in the department suggests you’re not happy with my being part of your team—that we should get acquainted. Maybe avert any misunderstandings or potential conflicts? I’m really quite easy to get along with.” 

“I’m sure you think so, but that’s not the gossip I hear,” he said bluntly. “Frankly, Ms. Elliot, you could avert any trouble by giving up your plans to come. Nothing personal of course.”

The comment set her on edge, “Absolutely not!” she exclaimed. I have no intention of changing my plans.” She tried to remain calm, but in face of the man’s imperious tone, it was tough. She cleared her throat and tried again. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sound shrill. But I’ve been dying for the opportunity to research the indigenous plants of the Pacific Isles since I first became a botanist. It is my specialty, and your expedition is a perfect research venue. I will be there, Professor McDonough.”

Yes, Lauren Elliot was exactly as had been described—though pleasant to look at, she was headstrong and obstinate. His associates in the department had also mentioned her temper. He could already see the sparks flying. Certainly, they were heading for a confrontation even now.

“If this expedition is so perfect, then perhaps you should have arranged a project of your own?” he commented.

“You know that’s not possible. Money for projects like these is hard to come by.”

“Yes, I know, that’s why I resent the fact that you’ve taken up precious research dollars with a project I have no interest in. If it weren’t for your uncle on the board of this college, I’d have another Marine Biologist going along. Something I could definitely use.”

Lauren struggled with the professor’s antagonism—this was something she hadn’t earned and was not accustomed to. Normally, people found her charming. Especially men. A little eyelash batting and she had them charmed. But not this one. He may be “hot” as her friend Betsy described him, but he seemed mighty cold to her. She took a deep breath to calm her anxiety and chanced to glance down at his desk where she saw what appeared to be some sort of paddle lying within a foot of her. She recoiled, at the same time trying to understand her unexpected and instantaneous physical response to the two-foot long implement. 

“What’s that?” she asked. The words came out involuntary, before she had a chance to consider what she was saying.

“A spanking paddle,” Sean answered.

Computing the possibilities of his reply, this was the one blunt and obvious one she hadn’t planned on.

“And why would that be here now?” An unsettling agitation began grinding in her belly.

“Because I intend to use it.”

“Really? On whom?”

“I’d say that’s a rather personal question.”

“I suppose so. But you do intend to spank someone?” Her disbelief and fascination just wouldn’t let it go.

“Yes, I do. A woman who’s asked me to paddle her,” he deliberately emphasized the ‘asked’. 

“You’ve got to be kidding. What woman in her right mind…”

“A woman who accepts the fact that she not only needs a little corporal discipline, but enjoys the process.”

“Women like that exist?”

“Yes, Ms. Elliot, they do. Obviously, you’re not one.”

“You’re damn right.” She squirmed in her seat, trying to absorb the shock and return to the matter at hand. 

“Perhaps that fact could dissuade you from the trip?” he asked hopefully.

“What would it have to do with the trip? You’re certainly not going to spank me.”

He chuckled. “No, I suppose not.” He eyed her with amused hostility. “I understand you’re fresh off a divorce. Maybe your marriage would have survived if your husband had been a little more forceful with you.”

“I beg your pardon,” she retorted indignantly.

Sean laughed again and Lauren was livid and struggling hard to contain her growing anger.

“I’m sorry,” he backed off. “I’m sure your divorce was a painful experience.”

“Yes. It was. And I don’t see that it has anything to do with you, me, or this expedition.”

“Likely, it doesn’t,” he agreed. “But you need to remember that this is not a vacation, not a joy ride, and not an amusement park.”

“Oh, you really are hitting below the belt here, McDonough,” her blue eyes flashing keenly. 

“Just making a point,” he quipped lightly.

“I’m a very capable scientist,” she went on, “and this work is my life. I realize there is nothing frivolous about what I do, or the dangers involved going into that part of the world. But I’ve read extensively about the island area where we’ll be, I’ve been on many other field expeditions and I’m thoroughly prepared to do what’s necessary to set up camp, live on my own without hassling anyone, and run my own projects. You have no reason to be so condescending.”

“Excuse me, Ms. Elliot, if that’s the way I sound. But, I’ve been on trips with women before, and it never worked out. I’m sure it’s just the male/female chemistry, but it’s not been an ideal research climate. We’ll be in the wilds for months, and well… I’m sure this will offend you too, but I don’t need a woman who’s getting homesick for love, romance or sex. I’m sure it’s just my preconceived notion but I assume that a new divorcee needs a little social life, not isolation.”

“For some, I’m sure that’s true. But let me be a judge of what I need.” She stared at the paddle again. “Frankly, if you’re using that as a means of communicating with a woman, I doubt you understand them at all. And, since you bring up the matter of relationships, I believe you’re also divorced.”

“Yes, twice, in fact.”

“Oh, two failed marriages? Maybe your grasp of male/female dynamics needs some work.”

“And you can give me a better understanding of women?”

“I’m sure I could.” She stared at the paddle again almost mesmerized by the implications. “What kind of solution is spanking them, anyway?”

“One that works,” he replied earnestly.

“Oh, and it worked in your marriages?”

“In fact, it worked quite well. My marriages broke up for reasons other than the spanking. If anything, the corporal discipline kept them together for longer than they might have lasted.”

“Really? I find that hard to believe.”

“My first wife, Christina, and I married too young. She needed a lot of guidance, and still does. In fact, it’s Christina that the paddle is intended for today. When her behavior starts getting reckless, this curbs it. A few dozen brisk swats on her behind and she gets the message.”

“I see. And your second wife?

“Joellen relished having her bottom warmed. We might still be together except that she and I had such divergent interests we never could stay in town long enough to make the marriage mean something. She was always flying to Europe to buy antiques, and as you know, I’m off to study the deep seas every chance I get.”

Lauren was totally dumbfounded by this man. The more he spoke the more agitated she became. “I suppose you enjoy dominating women?”

“Yes, I do.” 

She shook her head, “you are a strange breed.” His revelations left her amazed and confused. If she didn’t care so much about getting on this research team, she’d forget it altogether, but his resistance only made her want to redouble her efforts, if nothing more than to teach the man what a miserable, misogynist boar he was. “But the fact remains, Sean McDonough, I am part of this venture whether you like it or not, and I have no intention of changing my mind.”

“No, I suspect you don’t,” he said as his lips curled into a snicker, as though there were some private joke she wasn’t getting.

“What is that supposed to mean?” she looked at him bewildered.

He smiled more broadly. “Things change when you get to the Pearl Islands. They are a strange, mysterious climate, and there’s no way to exit its influence. The islands keep you captive, and don’t say I haven’t warned you.”

“Are you trying to spook me?”

He shrugged.

“I’ve heard the stories, Professor. And I’m not swayed.”

“Well, you can be sure, I’ll bring the paddle along just in case it becomes necessary.”

Her eyes flared again knowing what he had in mind, but she kept her cool. She’d never met a man as virile, potentially charming, exasperating and challenging as this one. She had no idea what to say in response, and the silence that descended between them was deafening. 

“Let’s get one thing very clear, Ms. Elliot,” Sean finally chimed in. “You come along, as you’re determined to do, you follow orders.”

“Orders? This isn’t the military.”

“Yes, but there’s valuable University money being spent here, and I’m responsible to see it’s not wasted. Your project is as subject to my scrutiny as any of the others that will be conducted on the islands. I have a responsibility to keep everything running smoothly, and that’s exactly what I intend to do. Is that clear?”

“Yes. Absolutely,” she replied. She didn’t like the way that sounded, but her only thought now was to escape the room so she could get her head back on straight. “Well then,” she cleared her throat, sat up a little more primly in the chair, “I guess this meeting has done little toward my goal of creating an amiable working climate, but at least we know where we’re coming from.”

“That we do,” Sean agreed.

“The date for our departure is still the 29th?” she queried. 

“Yes, it is. There will be a planning meeting two weeks before. I’ll email the time and expect you there. I assume you’ve already had your shots?”

“Yes, I’ve taken care of everything in your memo.”

“Well, then, I suppose we have nothing further to discuss.”

“I guess not.”

There was little wind in Lauren Elliot’s sails as she left Sean McDonough’s office. If she was destined to war with the man, she’d lost the first battle. And they both knew who won. What rattled her most, however, was that damned paddle, and his intention to use it to punish his ex-wife. 

*** 

The Biology Annex seemed to settle peacefully once Lauren Elliot left. Though the lovely brunette did leave quite an impression on Sean McDonough—one that made him sit back for several minutes and keep the picture of her fresh in his mind. He had a sixth sense about women with such sass and daring. They were prime candidates for spanking by their very nature, and were delightful challenges for him to tame. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad having her along on his expedition if he could count on eventually spanking her ass. But then, taking her to such lengths was not something he could assume. More likely than not, she’d turn out to be the bother he expected any woman to be—disturbing his peaceful respite away from civilization with a host of annoying and distinctly female concerns. He had only to recall his past experience to dread her presence on the team. And the islands—how would they handle another high-strung, strong-willed woman. He might as well be courting disaster. Hopefully, his lust wasn’t getting in the way of his better judgment. Still, he had little choice but to accept the inevitable and hope for the best.

Lost in his thoughts Sean was surprised out of his reverie for a second time that day by another knock on his office door. However, this time he didn’t need to answer, for the door opened without an invitation and his ex-wife, Christina, swept into the office. 

“Oh, how are you, my sweet?” she said, moving briskly to his side and planting an affectionate kiss on his cheek as her arms wrapped around his neck.

He pushed her away. “I’m just fine, brat, now behave yourself and take a seat.” 

“Ooo, you’re a little testy today?” she murmured. 

“I’m always testy,” he commented drolly. 

Christina sashayed her full round butt around the desk and dropped it into the chair Lauren Elliot had recently warmed. The bright-hearted woman had a bounteous body, and a face full of charm, which was surrounded by a halo of naturally curly ash-blonde hair. There was a gentle radiance about her, though even at nearly thirty years old there was a childish quality to her appearance—and a good deal of sexual tease. Christina was always licking her boldly painted lips, and her droopy eyes often suggested she was ready for sex—which she usually was. 

“So, what’s brought you here today, Christy?”

“Michael told me to get my bottom paddled.” Michael was her latest lover, nice guy, but he was no match for Christina Gleason-McDonough when she was out of control. Alcohol, spendthrift shopping, wild parties and occasional drug binges were typical obsessions that created messy moments with the men who loved her. Michael, discovering that her ex-husband was still more than willing to discipline the wayward vixen, sent her to him the instant he saw one of her crazes about to hit. The methodology kept their relationship alive for nearly two years—Christina’s longest except for the two and half years she spent with Sean.

“And why this time?” he asked.

“Ummmm,” she scrunched up her nose like a little kid. “What if we just forget the reason and you get on with punishing me?”

“No, you’re going to tell me everything like you usually do.”

“Well,” she was hedging. This must be a real doosey, Sean thought. She batted her long eyelashes like a cute coquette and pursed her lips into a pout.

“Christina, you want me to spank it from you before I start the punishment?”

“Oh, no!” 

He waited, annoyed with the delay.

She took a deep breath and then suddenly spit it out all at once in the abbreviated version, “I got drunk last night, mad at Michael, left the house, climbed in the car, and was halfway down the street before he finally got me to stop.” She cocked her head waiting for her ex to respond.

He shook his head disgusted, and as the news settled in, she could see him breathing a little harder with his ire aroused. This ritual repeated itself all too frequently to suit him. Although he had a decided passion for spanking women, his ex-wife was too often a danger to herself and other people.

“You’re mad, aren’t you?” she said, as she felt his silent anger brew with each second that ticked by. The quiet descending around them was exhilarating, if not a little scary.

“You know I should throttle you as soon as spank you,” Sean finally retorted. 

Ooo, he was aroused, she was thinking. And she so loved the look of him when she was on the verge of getting spanked.

“Better yet, you belong in jail.”

“Oh, it’s not that serious.” She looked alarmed.

“It’s damn serious, Christina, when you take off in a car drunk. It’s a felony. You could kill yourself or someone else. And you act as if it’s not a big deal.” He rose from his chair, eyes glaring.

“I wasn’t really going anywhere,” she tried to explain.

“You were reckless, self-indulgent, stupid and totally thoughtless,” he shot back. He was around the side of his desk in seconds, “Now, get up.” 

The fire in him burned hot, as hotly as it burned in her—though it was of a different sort. She shrunk back in her chair suddenly so scared that she could hardly move. Though, once she did, she moved fast, pulled to her feet by Sean’s swift jerk of her arm. He brusquely flung her over the end of his desk, and raising her short skirt, he began paddling her derriere with the wood school paddle.

“Ouch! That hurts!” she blared. 

He wasn’t stopping. He peppered her behind until it stung like fire—these first smacks over top of her panties might as well have been on her naked behind they burned so badly. 

“Damn it, Sean! Can’t you let up?” she stamped her feet and wrenched to one side, which only made the paddle strike her nastily on the side of her left ass cheek. “Ouch!”

Abruptly changing tactics, Sean pulled the brat to her feet. He took a quick swipe at her panties, exposing her pink bottom, then smacked her with the palm of his hand. “Listen to me, Christine, you come to me because you need this, and I’m going to give it to you hard. Don’t tell me you can’t stand it. Don’t bitch and don’t complain. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” she answered meekly, his message cutting through her complaints like a knife through butter.

“Now bend over.”

Christina haltingly obeyed. Her ass was already hot enough for her to enjoy the spreading warmth, but her enjoyment would only be short-lived. Sean had the paddle in his hand again and was drawing back his muscled arm. A good two dozen firm strikes proceeded at a methodical clip. He alternated cheeks and placement making certain that the luscious expanse of her two fleshy orbs was a flaming red by the time he finally finished.

She was ready to jump up the moment he laid the paddle on the desk, but he pushed her back in place.

“Today, you’re getting the cane,” he said.

“No, Sean!” she whined. “I hate the cane.”

“Yes, I know. Maybe it will make a more lasting impression.”

She squinted as though she was scared to death, but she didn’t make a move to get away. Watching him, she could see the sheer determination in his expression—he was really mad this time, not just fuming a little over some small err in judgment. As he pulled the dreaded bamboo from his coat closet, she shuddered from the top of her head to the very tips of her toes. 

“Oh, gawd, I hate this,” she lamented.

“And, I’m really glad,” he said as his eyes widened deviously just to terrorize her more. “Maybe, you’ll get the message this time.” He stepped back behind her, gripped the cane tightly, and whisked the implement through the air letting it land dead center on her hot pink cheeks.

Thwack!

“Yikes!” she jumped up and danced for several seconds, then returned to the pose.

“Stay still!” he ordered, and she clung to the sides of the desk so hard her knuckles went white. She gritted her teeth and waited for the next cut.

Swoosh! Thwack! 

“Ooooo, nooooooooo.”

Sean rattled off several more and her cries rose as nasty wails. She shuddered and stamped her feet but remained in place until there were twelve hot searing lines of red emerging on the bright surface of her ass.

“Now, sit down,” he ordered as he put the cane and paddle away. “On your naked ass,” he added for good measure.

She obeyed, “Damn, this hurts.”

“Good. And I hope it hurts for days. You’ve got to grow up, Christina. You’ve got to stop drinking and doing drugs…” he shook his head.

“I know,” she said with a sad little pout. She started to grin just slightly, staring her ex-husband in the eye, and then said, dreamily, “you ever wonder if we should get back together? I mean we…”

“No, Christy, that would be a disaster I wouldn’t wish on either one of us. You stick with Michael, and I’ll do the spanking—at least for a while. But, you’re going to have to shape up soon because I’m not going to be around to take care of things much longer.”

“Oh, why not?” she looked concerned. “You’re not going away again, are you?”

“In a month, to a South Pacific Island.”

“And what’s going to happen when I’m naughty?” Her playful grin was charmingly childish.

“You’re going to behave yourself, or Michael’s going to have to spank you himself. Actually, that would be a very good idea and a relief for me.”

“I thought you liked this arrangement?”

“You’re nearly thirty, Christy. Time you grew up. Get spanked for fun, but quit doing things to get spanked for. Now get out of here before I give you another twelve with the cane.”

“Guess you’ll like not having any women around to annoy you,” she said as she rose to leave.

“That would be nice,” he droned unhappily, immediately thinking of Lauren Elliot.

