
Reckless Disregard

by Lizbeth Dusseau

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

ISBN: 0-9766519-1-2 

All rights reserved

Copyright Ebook publication 2005

Copyright ©1999 Lizbeth Dusseau

Part One

Before The Tribe


Chapter One

“Bridget!” she whispered anxiously over the information counter. “I need a favor.” The bubbly redhead had a dash of freckles across her nose that made her look either cocky or sweet depending on her mood. She was an artist, carrying her leather portfolio under her arm as she moved through the museum lobby on the way to her studio.

“Nope, sorry,” the museum’s associate curator turned away heading back toward her office.

“Bridgey, please!” Alecia’s whisper was more impatient.

Her blonde friend whipped around, “No, you’re off limits,” she said, sure that Alecia had some scheme in the works.

“I know, I know, but you have to help me.” Two women on the far side of the lobby, hearing the disquieting conversation turned and stared. Bridget stared back at them with a pleasantly calm smile. “In my office,” she said to Alecia, “but make it quick and quiet.”

When the door closed behind them, Bridget turned around with a grim and determined expression on her face.

“You look so serious, Bridgey.”

“I’m working, Alecia.” 

The official looking Bridget Fox was dressed in a smart teal green designer suit that flattered her slim body, while her blonde hair trailed behind her head in a long French plait. When it wasn’t braided, she wore it loose to dangle down her back, to sway as she moved with a sensuous and innocent ease. Perhaps it was the soft bangs on her forehead that often made her look much younger than her twenty-nine years. With blue eyes twinkling, she could adopt the face of a twelve-year-old, particularly when she was getting a reprimand from her husband, Geoff. Though Bridget could be as mischievous as her friend, and was often a bundle of insecurities, at the museum, she worked to portray herself as a self-assured woman of substance—an attitude she knew was paramount in her position. She’s worked hard the last two years to secure a position she often felt she wasn’t suited for, but wanting it so badly—she wouldn’t do anything to screw it up.

“It’s just one teensy favor,” Alecia squinted her nose sexily. The artist didn’t have to put on airs for anyone, or dress demurely. Unlike her best friend, she could be as outrageous and silly as she wanted. After all, it was expected that artists were eccentrics.

“Tiny favors for you have only gotten me spanked,” Bridget reminded her.

“But not this time, really. I promise. Cross my heart,” her index fingers traced the crossed lines over her full bosom. Alecia’s pale satin shirt looked a bit too small, gaping at the center so her black bra peeked out from underneath. The long black skirt below hugged her round hips closely, and just skimmed the top of black Army boots—this was ‘dressed up’ for the quirky painter.

“You promise the sun, the moon, and the stars, but what do I get? My ass paddled raw every time you cook up some scheme.”

“This is no cooked up scheme. I’m desperate.” Her eyes and mouth made a desperate looking expression to augment her desperate tone of voice; but then she instantly backed off. “I mean, not actually desperate, I just need a thousand dollars for two days.”

“What!”

“Two days. That’s all. I have three paintings that just sold for seventeen hundred. The money will be in my bank account by Thursday, but I need the loan until then.”

“Why?”

A pained expression crossed the redhead’s lips. “A debt.”

“To whom?”

She squinted again making the painful admission. “Lyle McCall.”

“Lyle!”

“I know it was stupid.”

“But why?”

“I overspent my allowance from Charlie three months ago on that coat Maude Jaffrey made for me. I couldn’t admit how much it cost. I told Charlie $500.00 and he was pissed at that. I’d have never seen the light of day if I told him how much I really spent.”

“And how much was that?”

“Twenty-five hundred.”

“Aw, Alecia, you didn’t.”

“I had no idea until she was finished. I commissioned it, what could I say?”

“That you couldn’t afford it.”

Alecia looked aghast. “Never!” she almost sounded angry, “besides, I bumped into Lyle, and he was so sweet, and before I realized it, I was borrowing the money. Of course, he wants it back now.”

Bridget was aghast for her own reasons. “What possibly went through your mind to borrow money from that bastard?”

“It was three months ago, I thought I’d sold the collage. And, it would have worked out if that old bitty had made good. How did I know she was going to back out at the last minute?”

“Everything ‘would have’ worked out with you.”

“But I do need you now, Bridget, please,” her soulful green eyes could tug the heartstrings of a stubborn mule.

“A thousand dollars?”

“And you’ll have it back in three days, four days tops.”

“Why can’t Lyle wait?”

“Because Lyle’s an ass, and he’s already waited three weeks beyond his deadline. He says he needs it now, or…” she winced, “or he’ll have to get more graphic.”

“Meaning he’ll rough you up.”

“Well, I’m not sure. Maybe. But I can’t let Charlie know. Everything has been so perfect between us. Next week is our one-year anniversary. I can’t screw this up.” Alecia was always desperate beyond measure when she was desperate at all. The rest of the time, she was as carefree as a bird.  

“You know this is against my better judgment. But…” she sighed heavily remembering Alecia’s months with Lyle all too well. “I’ll write you a check.” 

“Oh, you are saving my life. But I do need the money in cash.”

“Cash?”

“We’ll go to the bank after work and run it on to his office.”

“Alecia, I can’t.”

“But you will, please,” she cocked her head again, and the phone rang. Answering, Bridget was drawn into a long conversation with a major donor from which she could not escape. Before she finished, Alecia was waving her hand at her playfully and slipping out the door.

The remainder of the afternoon Bridget was too busy to get back to Alecia, though she managed to call Geoff and let him know she’d be late for dinner. “How late?” he asked.

“About seven, seven-thirty.”

“I thought we had plans.” She could hear the sexy snicker in his voice, and imagined a deviously delicious grin on his face.

“Afterwards,” she spoke sweetly. Listening to his deep voice, she thought of sex and earlier that morning, her mind resting on the thought of her husband’s body, her own suddenly clenching with a lovely erotic spasm. They’d made love. In fact, she’d gone over Geoff’s lap for a very sensuous spanking. By the time he was ready to press himself into her warm wet home, she was so hot she practically came with the first thrust. The sensuous afterburn lasted nearly all day, now revived by the sound of his mellow voice. 

“You’d better not be late, or I’ll repeat the treatment I gave you this morning,” he warned.

“That wouldn’t be so bad,” she answered. 

“Maybe I’ll use the hairbrush.”

“Ooo, ouch!” 

“I want you home tonight, Bridget. We’re away from each other too much. And I won’t be answering the phone tonight. Nate’s in charge.”

“Oh, that is good news!” she exclaimed, happy to hear that his partner was taking up some of the slack. 

Geoff’s detective agency kept him busy all hours of the day, many nights, and away from his wife more often than was good for their relationship. It was when he was gone that she got in trouble. Their three-year-old marriage was still in the honeymoon stage in many ways—especially sexually, though they did have their moments when nothing was right between them—and most often, it had something do to with her once best friend, Alecia. However, since the last fiasco six months before, she’d been on orders to stay clear of the ‘reckless woman’. After that miserable fiasco, she willingly obeyed the order.

She remembered well—the two were shopping in New York when the redhead just had to preview the gallery showing of a former classmate from Barnard. The gallery was a long-distance walk through a marginal part of the city and the two were unfamiliar with the dangerous neighborhood. They were roughed up by thugs looking for cash, which they didn’t have, and then rescued by an off-duty policeman who tongue-lashed them for not knowing what they were doing. To make matters worse, he forced them to confess their foolishness to their husbands over the phone so one of them could come pick them up. The officer didn’t trust the two not to make another stupid move. (He must have gone to the same school of husband/wife relationships as Geoff and Charlie. He’d mentioned taking them over his knee as he hauled them safely into a diner, and was grimly insistent that they tell their whole foul tale. “Just like dames to come up with some cockamamie story about why you’re late instead of telling the truth. You ought to be spanked for being so half-witted?” He mentioned spanking for the second time in ten minutes.) 

Of course, the pair was not supposed to stray far from their hotel and shopping, and Geoff and Charlie were pissed as hell getting the call. Safely home two hours later, Alecia and Bridget were almost simultaneously, in their respective homes, upended over their husbands’ laps, their bare bottoms blistered raw with hairbrushes. This was the third such reckless misadventure in a month that had Geoff so hopping mad he leveled a threat on Bridget she could not easily forget. “You stay clear of her, Bridget Bennington Fox. If you do anything, I mean anything that approaches this for the next ten years, you’ll be hauled in front of the tribunal so fast your head will spin.” He didn’t need to say more. The threat was enough to set the impressionable Bridget on the straight and narrow for the rest of her life—so she thought. 

Spanking was definitely a fixture in the Fox’s marriage—one Geoff Fox gladly shared with Charlie when his then fiancée and Bridget’s best friend, Alecia, displayed the calamitous ends to which her cockeyed plots could take her. While Bridget had begged her husband to mind his own business, the forthright Geoff couldn’t help but intervene, offering the bewildered Charlie the one solution that worked for him when his wife’s obstreperous behavior was too much for a simple scolding. The fix seemed to work as well for Charlie and Alecia—both with regard to her behavior and sex. The couple came up smiling broadly after Alecia’s first good going over—apparently they discovered the erotic advantages right off. And such spanking good times outweighed the bad ones enough to see them through the very painful ones.

The tribunal, however, was a twist on the matter for the most extreme occasions. Geoff became informally acquainted with the sect of disciplinary aficionados through a case he worked in the first years of his agency. In fact, the figurehead of the organization, Andrew Lassiter, had hired him for a personal matter, and in the course of their association familiarized Geoff with the subject of corporal discipline—his first exposure to the adult application of a typically youthful punishment. He went so far as to explain its place throughout history and recommend several books and publications on the subject—which Geoff only gave a cursory perusal. He had found the spanking part fascinating from a strictly erotic point of view—something Andrew freely admitted was a pleasant byproduct of the exercise. However, since Geoff couldn’t quite figure out how corporal punishment might be incorporated into a relationship with a woman—especially one like Jessica, his then current girlfriend—he filed the information away in the back of his mind thinking it was unlikely he’d find any use for something so offbeat. To his surprise, his relationship with Bridget several years later lent itself to spanking from the very beginning—and Lassiter’s tribunal turned out to be a most effective way of getting Bridget’s attention just when she was faltering the most. 

The tribunal members like Andrew Lassiter ardently practice the disciplinary arts within their marriages and even their more casual relationships. In this case, the fellowship was a strictly male dominant, female submissive organization—though Geoff was informed that there were other sects for male submissives and female dominants. For those that stringently adhere to the sect’s rules, wives are brought before the tribunal each Friday evening for an accounting and atonement. A tribunal of five male members, with Andrew at its head, hear the misdeeds of the wife in question, then act as judge, jury and administrator for the sentence they decree—which is usually some degree of bare-bottomed punishment that can be carried out in a variety of ways. For those husbands, like Geoff, who are less willing to turn their wives over to these diehard disciplinarians and their rituals, the tribunal can be utilized for exceptional times when a naughty wife needs an alarming wake up call.

Bridget’s one time before ‘the tribe’, as she ruefully referred to the group, was appalling. It was the first time she’d ever been spanked by, or in front of, anyone else. She’d never been so thoroughly embarrassed. It was bad enough facing the five dour looking gentlemen in their stuffy business suits; but as far as she knew, Geoff had left her to these civilized wolves and her only choice was to submit. She had to agree there was a strangely titillating feel to the harrowing moment, but it wasn’t until after it was over that she could enjoy anything erotic. That night she was as passionate in bed with her husband as she’d ever been—and they both surmised the ‘whole’ truth about the incident. However, while she was going through her dressing down, viewing five starched stern faces, and finally feeling Albert Donogan’s paddle brusquely spank her naked bottom, the ordeal was frightful. 

The threat of the tribe, not to mention the thought of disobeying or even disappointing Geoff made Bridget think twice, and then twice more, before she called to tell him she’d be late that night. Hearing that he was going to be home all evening with no interruptions made the favor for Alecia even more annoying. But having agreed to the rotten scheme, seeing the utter anxiety in her friend’s face, and knowing how things with Lyle McCall could easily go sour, there seemed to be no choice but to hold her breath and move forward praying that nothing would go wrong. 

“My, you’re giving me all the more reason to get out of here fast,” she told her husband. “I promise, I’ll hurry. How about six-thirty, seven at the latest?”

“I’ll keep the wine chilled,” he answered.

“Want me to dance for you?” She could feel her crotch getting hot at the thought of something very raunchy. 

“I think that would be just fine,” he replied.

Damn! She thought as she hung up, how do I agree to these things anyway? I should be home where I belong. Despite the foreboding agitation in the pit of her stomach, she resolved to get the deed over and done with as soon as possible. 

The end result of the night was more than Bridget could ever have imagined.

***

Getting quickly in and out of the bank was a piece of cake although Bridget was scared to death carrying so much cash. What was worse, however, was a honking, grumbling and finally numbing traffic jam on the cross-town bridge connecting the business district and the neighborhood where they’d find Lyle McCall’s office. At five o’clock, a six-car pile up meant disaster for Bridget’s plans to get home by six-thirty. Stupidly, she’d let Alecia insist on driving her car. Of course, it wouldn’t have mattered whose car was stuck between two dusty semis and an idiot taxi driver scowling at them every time he looked their way. The unshaven moron was sure Alecia would pass him at the first opportunity—which is exactly what she’d do. But Alecia, thinking she could charm anyone, simply smiled serenely at the scruffy glaring face and waited for her chance to move into the open. She believed in the power of kindness to conquer everything—even angry taxi drivers and miserable traffic jams.

As annoying as the whole scheme was becoming for Bridget, her anxious mood began to change the longer she sat beside Alecia in the artist’s vintage Fiat. In fact, the longer they waited, the more the pleasant and often riotous parts of their shared history returned to her conscious memory. She started to giggle. “Remember the time we broke into Rocco’s mother’s diner and made salami sandwiches?”

“Never got caught, did we?”

“Hey, we cleaned up and left her tip money.” It was a pleasant memory. “How about that night we spent in the city zoo? I was never so scared in my life.” 

“Fucking scared, more like it,” Alecia exclaimed.

“Almost as bad as the day I had to pull your drunken little body out of Lyle’s apartment.” The memories seemed sweet in retrospect until she landed on that one. Reality struck with a thud and Alecia didn’t say a word. “Yeah, it’s Lyle we’re going to see right now. Lyle you owe money to. Lyle who does nothing unless he has a good reason. What does he want?”

“What does he want? His money back.”

“No, what does he really want?”

“Hey, Bridget, you know, for a minute, you were starting to sound like the old pal I used to have. Quit being so bloody paranoid. It’s been almost three years. Lyle’s out of the slammer and he’s changed. I swear. He’s a legitimate businessman now.”

“Yeah, sure.”

After moving inch by inch for nearly a half-hour, the traffic, in one of those miraculous turns, suddenly lightened. Alecia floored the Fiat and moved in front of the taxi, whirring through the rest of the jam-up until they were off the bridge making their way through a dark neighborhood, feeling as though they were being sucked inside the morass of ugly tenements and broken businesses.

“Lyle’s office is here?”

“A warehouse.” Alecia didn’t seem particularly concerned. “Supposed to be pretty nice.”

“Have you been there before?”

“Never.”

“How do you know where you’re going?”

“See that tower over there,” she pointed to a brick smokestack rising above an abandoned factory.

“There?”

“No, across the street, said I couldn’t miss it. ‘Just drive in that direction.’”

Bridget took a deep breath, not knowing whether to be rattled with fear or let Alecia’s blasé confidence effect her own. They pulled up in front of a pale grey metal warehouse across the street from the deteriorating smokestack and its factory sprawled below. The two young women noted the dull light shining through one dust-covered window of Lyle’s warehouse. Hardly an inviting sight. “Import Sales,” read the sign hanging over the door.

“What does he sell?” Bridget asked.

“Didn’t say.”

“Afraid to ask, I suppose?”

She shrugged unconcerned. “Probably not a good question.”

The interior of the building was as gloomy as its façade and the surrounding neighborhood. The grimy yellow gleam from the overhead lamps cast such shadows it felt as though there were a layer of soot everywhere. The air was filled with the scent of cigarette smoke, the embers of a used butt still glowing in a messy ashtray on the cluttered desk. Both women almost choked. 

“Guess he didn’t kick the habit after all,” Alecia droned, “Hey Lyle!” she called out loudly.

There was no answer.

“Lyle!” She tried again two more times, then heard the sound of men chuckling from behind an open door in the back of the room. The voices getting louder, she called Lyle one more time.

“Hey, babe!” he burst through the opening with a broad smile on his face.

Bridget winced inside and out—the effect Lyle McCall had on her had not changed. His hair was shorter, coal black and neatly trimmed. A pair of dazzling eyes with heavy lids seduced her more than she would have liked.

“And Bridget Bennington!” He said as he swaggered her way. “How’s the family museum?” He greeted her with a profound hug she could feel all through her crotch. Giving Alecia the same, he then backed off. 

Lyle had been through a dozen incarnations of style, all of which were perfectly executed in the fashion of the times to provoke a sexual response from women. Lyle rarely failed to get the result he wanted. Now his style was casual, but expensive and sophisticated: pressed jeans, cowboy boots, clean white tee-shirt, and a soft brown leather jacket. 

“Got my money, Lecia?”

“Yes. Bridget’s loaning it to me until Thursday, though I don’t see why you couldn’t have waited.”

He shook his head smiling. “You’re already in arrears. Told me I’d have it weeks ago.”

“Well, I just did get that collector to buy two of my paintings.”

He chuckled. “Gee, I remember when you were a whore living off of me in that lousy studio, just so you could pursue your art. Now you’re almost famous.”

“I wasn’t a whore!” Alecia snapped.

“Hey, I love whores,” Lyle snickered with his charming asshole grin.

“I wasn’t a whore. Besides, we were almost engaged.”

“Really? Did it get that far?”

“The drugs effected your mind.”

“Maybe. So where’s my money?”

Bridget rifled through her purse, prying the envelope of twenty dollar bills from between her wallet and her daytimer. “Here?”

Lyle opened it as though it were ill-gained booty from a robbery, and shuffled through the bills to make certain everything was there. “You’re a thousand short,” he announced.

“What! That’s what you said you wanted!” Alecia snapped.

“Oh, hon, but I changed my mind. Didn’t I call? Or maybe you didn’t get the message. I left it on your answering machine.”

“Lyle, I don’t have it. I certainly couldn’t get it today if I did.”

Lyle wasn’t angry at all, but darkly pleased with himself. Moving closer to the redhead, he ran his hand through her brassy curls. “You want Bridget to see this?”

“See what?” Bridget asked.

Lyle turned her way, “Interest. I’ll just have to collect a little more than usual.”

“Ah, c’mon, Lyle,” Alecia said, “you weren’t really serious about that. I’m a married woman.”

“I don’t give a shit if you’re married. A cunt’s a cunt.”

“You’re going to screw her!?” Bridget exclaimed.

“Yeah, Miss Museum Associate Curator, you wanna join in?”

“Alecia! You agreed to this?”

“Sort of,” she answered. Lyle's hands were already on her ass, pulling the long black skirt up an inch at a time.

“Should just rip this off,” he snickered.

“No, Lyle, I have to go home tonight.”

“Of course you do. To that buttoned down, Charles Investment Broker Morehead.”

“Lyle, please. You’re getting the money. The rest I’ll have for you Thursday.”

“No, I like this better. Besides, so do you. Think of it as a stroll down memory lane.” He had her skirt above her hips, showing off her pantiless ass.

Bridget stared in speechless amazement as Lyle’s fondling hands moved deeper into Alecia’s crotch and her best friend answered sexually in spite of herself, expelling a pleasurable gasp of breath from her lips. Delighted with his ex-girlfriend’s response, Lyle grasped the bright white ass and squeezed, showing Bridget every move. 

“Lyle, you don’t…” she started to speak.

“Oh, I think I do. In fact you’ll get to see exactly what it was that kept the two of us so happy.”

“Alecia, why?” Bridget pleaded with her.

“Don’t worry, hon, it’ll be over quickly,” Alecia assured her.

“I’m not sure you want it over quick,” Bridget charged back.

“Humm, maybe, maybe not,” Lyle answered for the surrendering artist. “Remember when I used to spank your ass?”

“Lyle, no.” Alecia suddenly tried to pull away.

“It’s just a reminder, darlin’. A little punishment for not getting what I wanted.”

“But I didn’t know that’s what you wanted!”

“Too bad,” he snickered.

“Listen, Lyle,” Bridget jumped in, “I’ll write you a check for another thousand.”

“Oh, really?” he seemed interested.

“Bridget no!” Alecia cried.

“No, Bridget,” Lyle repeated the sentiment, cocking his head in a smarmy fashion so uniquely like the scoundrel. “You’re sweet to offer, but actually it’s Alecia’s ass I want.”

“It’s okay, Bridgey,” the redhead said with an endearing glance her way. Then, as though she were a rag doll in Lyle’s hands, she went over the edge of his desk, letting him tug at her skirt until it fell noiselessly to the dusty floor in a puddle of black. Alecia’s bare ass cheeks looked iridescent in the light from a fixture overhead. 

“Never have had an ass like yours,” Lyle said as though he were sad and bitter and melancholy over something that was long since past. He took his belt from his jeans, drawing the long lean leather from his waist in such an official feeling moment, one would have thought he was a righteous father punishing a child. Doubling the thing in his fist, he stood back for a moment to admire Alecia’s resplendent cheeks and then laid into the robust globes with lightning speed and hot sharp snaps.

“Ooo ouch!” she blared.

The commotion brought two burly men from the back of the warehouse. They watched, their senses dulled to the whipping that Alecia was getting. 

As she moaned unhappily, the two orbs began to brighten, intensely scorched from the staccato of smacks. Bridget watched the scene aware that there was more going on here than Lyle’s despicable talent for getting what he wanted. There was almost something loving happening between the two, something she should have seen—and often did—between Alecia and Charlie. Lyle was right, this was a ‘stroll down memory lane’—and the memory was pretty damn pleasing. Bridget knew a lot about her friend, but she didn’t know the twisted affair with Lyle McCall included spanking. No wonder the sassy artist fell into a spanking lifestyle with Charlie without so much as a decent protest. 

