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      "What am I going to do with you, young lady?"

      "Give me a spanking?" she sassed, tossing her head in that teasing manner of hers.

      "Don't tempt me!"

      "You know it's what you're thinking!" the blonde accused, pointing a finger at him.

      "Yes, it is exactly what I'm thinking you need!" Will nodded. "I can't believe you let that old lady goad you into another argument, Jenna. She's eighty-five years old; ignore her."

      "You try ignoring her, Will. She won't let you. She calls out, and if you don't answer her, she starts screaming insults. She's the one who poisoned my sugar snap peas!"

      "You can't prove she did that, Jenna."

      "Oh yeah? Go look in her shed if you don't believe me. She has poison in there, and she hates me. That's all the proof I need."

      "You snooped in her shed?"

      "I prefer to think of it as a reconnaissance mission," Jenna told him, her blue eyes flashing."

      "You can't do that. It's trespassing!"

      "The government does it all the time. Why can't I?"

      "You aren't the government… it's illegal. Mrs. Pratt could file charges."

      "And I could file charges against her. That poison she has is dangerous. She killed my peas."

      "Jenna. Stay out of Mrs. Pratt's yard. Do not argue with her. Stay away from her. If you get into trouble with her one more time, you are going to get the spanking you are begging for."

      "I am not begging for a spanking!" Jenna denied. "I am begging you to do something about her before she kills me," the blonde dramatically declared. "I know she has bodies buried over there. I heard her talking."

      "Jenna, I mean it. Stop this nonsense," Will said firmly, raising his voice a notch in disapproval. "I've lived beside Mrs. Pratt for fifteen years now, and she's a sweet lady. You've done nothing but find fault with her since we got married two months ago."

      "You aren't here to see it, Will," Jenna whispered. "She's sneaky."

      "That's it!" he said, rolling his eyes. "I'm tired of warning you, Mrs. Cole. You wanted a spanking, and you are going to get a spanking!" He took her arm and headed toward the house.

      "Will, you wouldn't! You know I don't really want a spanking. I always say that… but I don't mean it. Will! Please… let me go. We need to discuss this. I am much too old for a-a… spanking," Jenna whispered. "Please, let go of my arm!" She dug in her heels and tried to pull her arm free of his grasp. This was a side of Will that she hadn't seen before. Surely, he wouldn't really spank her. He was just trying to make a point. "Okay, you win, darling. I will stop making wisecracks about Mrs. Pratt. Please let go now. You're making me a bit nervous."

      "I'm going to do more than make you nervous, Jenna Suzanne," he promised, his eyes full of determination. "I don't think you'll be asking me to spank you again," he stated. He pulled her resisting body through the house, until they reached the family room. He took a seat on the large sofa, pulled her down over his lap, and gave her bottom a loud spank, followed by another and then another.

      "You lousy son-of-a… ow," Jenna hollered when he spanked even harder, on her upper thigh, right below the bottom of her short shorts. "Oh, darling, stop. It really hurts! I'm too old for this," she insisted, her face scarlet.

      "No you're not too old for this. You've been acting like a brat, having a tantrum, and this is the best way to deal with a brat," Will insisted. "You are a mature woman who should understand that Mrs. Pratt is elderly and set in her ways. You just need to smile and change the subject when she starts saying things that upset you." Will resumed the spanking, smiling when his pretty wife drummed her feet on the sofa cushion. The skin beneath her shorts was turning red, and he imagined she was going to have a hard time sitting through the dinner party they were attending that night.

      "Will! You are hurting me! Please, I've had enough!" She was never going to cock her head to one side and tell him to spank her again. Never! She hadn't been spanked in more years than she cared to remember, and she doubted that Will realized how strong he was. For his age, he was in fantastic shape, and just because he sat all day at work, it didn't mean he didn't work out and keep his body firm and his muscles strong. The exact opposite was true. "Will, are you listening to me? I've had enough! I'm so sore and I can't tolerate any more of this."

      "You will tolerate as much of this spanking as I decide you will tolerate," Will said in a firm voice that she well recognized. He meant every word he said, and no amount of pleading on her part was going to get her out of the punishment he'd decided on.

      "I'm sorry!" she apologized. "Truly… I am sorry!"

      "What are you sorry for?" he asked, continuing to spank the seat of her shorts and eliciting a cry of pain each time his hand fell.

      "For upsetting you, darling… and for arguing with Mrs. Pratt, and for continuing to complain when you said 'enough'. Please, Will… I'm in so much pain, I'll never be able to go tonight, and I might not be able to work tomorrow." She was perfectly serious. Her skin was delicate, and she bruised easily these days. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry! I'm so sorry!" She was crying and Will gave her a dozen more hard spanks and then he permitted her to get up.

      "You get upstairs and hit the shower, Jenna. We need to leave for the Parkers in exactly one hour. Did you take care of getting a gift?" He wanted to be sure while there was still ample time to get something.

      "Surely, you can't expect me to go like this." Jenna was upset and she didn't bother to hide her emotions from her husband. "I can't sit down, William Cole," she informed him with affronted dignity. "I bought flowers to take to Mary, and you may take them along with you and give her my regrets." She started to leave the room but Will got up and moved to block her exit.

      "Jenna, you will shower and dress and you will come along this evening and be your gracious self. The fact you were spanked has nothing to do with attending this dinner party. If anything, sitting on your backside will remind you all evening of your promise."

      "I am an adult. I am not going." She moved around him and headed upstairs. She did want that shower. She was filthy and sweaty from working in the yard all afternoon. Will did not love flowers as she did, and she'd been transferring his yard into a thing of beauty. She was in the master bath, with her dirty clothing in the hamper, looking at her reddened bottom in the mirror when Will walked right in.

      "Jenna, have you calmed down enough now to accept the fact that staying home tonight is not an option?" Will's dark eyes were somber as he confronted her. She knew how he felt about social obligations. If you accepted an invitation, then you arrived when you were supposed to arrive. If you wished to stay home, then you did not accept the invitation. He was a stickler for that protocol.

      "Look at me, Will! I cannot sit down and I am not going to go and have to give some explanation of why I can't sit at the table."

      "No, you are not going to make explanations, Mrs. Cole. You are going to go and sit and eat dinner without squirming and without one word of complaint. You are not going to do one thing to rush the evening, either. Do I need to make this point in a manner you will understand?" he asked calmly.

      "Why are you being so impossible this evening?" Jenna demanded angrily. "I haven't done anything wrong, Will. It's that impossible old witch next door who started all of this. I am not going tonight, and if that upsets you so much, well, it is yourself you have to thank for that. You are the one who made it impossible for me to sit down." She flipped the shower on and set the temperature control where she liked it best. She hoped the water eased the pain she was in.

      Will turned off the water, and then he picked up the bath brush off the bath tub. "I stopped too soon, Jenna. Bend over and put your hands on the side of the tub."

      "No!" Jenna looked at him in shock. "Will, have you lost your mind?"

      "I am tired of your attitude, and it is past time I took you in hand. You have done nothing but sass me since I spanked you, and that isn't the way a wife who is sorry for her behavior acts. Now, we'll finish what I started in the family room, and I'll make sure I do a good job this time. You will still be going to the Parkers, so don't get any ideas that I will expect anything less of you. I won't. Bend over, Jenna. How long this spanking lasts depends on your attitude."

      "Please don't, Will." She backed away from him. "I am seriously too sore for another spanking."

      "You should have thought of that before you starting talking to me with disrespect, Jenna. I won't tolerate that."

      "I'm sorry. I won't do it again," she stated. "I'll get ready to go to the Parkers," she acquiesced.

      "Not until I address your behavior, Jenna. Bend over right now, or instead of the twenty-five I planned, you will get fifty." Her eyes widened in horror and then filled with tears. He pointed at the tub. "Now, Jenna."

      His voice was soft, and she knew that voice well. It meant the end of patience. She bent over and placed the palms of her hands on the edge of the tub. Will didn't keep her waiting. He spanked hard with the bath brush, and the first spank landed on her sit spot, as did the next four. He switched sides and gave her five more there. Jenna felt her legs shaking and she didn't know how she would bear another fifteen smacks. It hurt so much worse than his hand!

      "Am I making an impression, Jenna?" Will demanded.

      "Yes. I am sorry, Will. Please, I will change my attitude now. I am in serious pain."

      "I am sure you are, and the next fifteen will not be any easier to accept, but I am sure you will recall them and remember to control yourself, especially with Mrs. Pratt." He followed his words with another ten swats, five to each side, and in precisely the same places as before.

      Jenna was sobbing. "No more, Will! Please, no more! I'm begging you to stop."

      "Five more, Jenna, and then I will stop."

      Jenna wanted to die. The next five were given to her thighs, and sitting was going to be excruciating.

      "In the shower now. We only have forty minutes to get ready."

      Will left the bathroom, and Jenna sobbed as she got into the shower. The spray only intensified the pain of her backside, and how she was going to get through the evening was a mystery to her. She tried to apply her makeup so it would hide the fact she'd been crying, but she feared she looked like a woman who was wearing too much makeup to make herself appear younger than her years. She hated that look, so she scrubbed it off and tried once more. It still looked bad.

      It didn't take long to dry and style her short hair, and she hurriedly left the bathroom to get dressed. She didn't wish to risk angering Will by not being ready on time, and at least she already knew what she was going to wear and would not have to waste any time deciding on that. A few minutes later, she was ready and downstairs. Will looked at his watch and nodded in approval. He hated to be kept waiting even one minute past the time they agreed upon to leave. He walked her to the car and tried not to smile when she gasped in pain as she sat on the soft leather seat. If he remembered correctly, the Parkers dining room chairs were extremely uncomfortable to sit upon, and Jenna was going to get another lesson… having to sit still throughout dinner.

      Jenna only answered when Will spoke to her. She wasn't going to pretend she was happy with him when she wasn't, nor would she be rude and refuse to speak. She just wasn't going to make conversation.

      There were six couples in all, including their host and hostess. Mary thanked them profusely for the flowers and rushed to put them in a vase of water and then she placed them on the table in the dining room. Allen Parker had been sober for twelve years now and they never served alcoholic beverages in their home. Most of their guests understood and went out of their way to be supportive. Instead of a bottle of wine, they brought desserts, candy, fruit, and flowers. Mary thanked them all, knowing the gifts were picked with thought.

      It was easy to get through the first hour. Appetizers were served in the living room, and Jenna could mingle and not sit down. It wasn't until they went into the dining room to sit down that Jenna knew she was in serious trouble. The Parker's dining room furniture was simply beautiful, but the chairs were as uncomfortable as they could possibly be. Jenna complained about them each and every time they left the Parker home for theirs. How on earth was she to survive sitting for at least an hour or ninety minutes?

      Jenna had her instructions from her husband, and she knew he expected her to sit quietly, without squirming, and do nothing to call attention to the fact she'd been spanked earlier and found it impossible to sit down. He wanted her to suffer in silence, and since she did not want anyone to learn that her husband treated her like a child, Jenna was more than willing to suffer quietly. But she soon learned her resolve was not going to get her through the evening. Sitting was worse than she imagined it would be. She was in terrible pain and her eyes filled with tears that she kept trying to blink away. She certainly wasn't able to carry on a conversation, and the gaze she turned on Will begged him to do something. He frowned, letting her know that he was displeased.

      Jenna tried to eat, but she couldn't. She was too miserable and the longer she sat there, the worse it was getting to be.

      "Jenna, dear, are you all right? You are so pale, and you look ill…" Mary asked in concern.

      "I'm so sorry, Mary," Jenna whispered. "I'm not myself this evening. Please excuse me." She got to her feet and hurried from the room before bursting into tears. She didn't realize that Mary followed her from the room until she wrapped her arms around her comfortingly.

      "There, there. Why didn't you tell me you weren't up to coming tonight, dear? I would have understood."

      "Will insisted I come," she tattled and it felt good.

      "Oh, he's a pompous butt at times," Mary insisted. "We love him, of course, but he was single far too long after Cathy died. He's a stern man, but his whole world changed for the better when he met you, Jenna. You even made him laugh in court, and I cannot think of another attorney who managed that one." She patted Jenna's back and then asked, "Are you ill, Jenna, or finding my chairs impossible to sit on?" At Jenna's look of horror, she said, "You forget that Cathy was my best friend for many years. There were plenty of times that she didn't want to sit down either, and knowing Will, I'm sure he didn't have one bit of consideration for my furniture."

      "Oh, Mary, this is so embarrassing!"

      "Well, the next time I can't sit on those darn chairs, I will come to you for sympathy," Mary smiled. "Will and Allen are a lot alike, dear. Don't be embarrassed now. You go on home, and Allen will bring Will when he is ready to leave. Go on to bed, and I promise things will be better in the morning."

      "Thank you, Mary," Jenna said tearfully, and then added, "I can see why Cathy loved you so much."

      Mary gave her another hug and then went back to her guests. Jenna made her escape, and while it was very painful to sit to drive home, it felt much better than those awful chairs of Mary's. She let herself inside the house then went upstairs and hung up her dress and put away her shoes. A few minutes later, she was tucked into bed… some aloe lotion on her bottom and some ibuprofen in her tummy. She went to sleep within minutes, hoping that Will wouldn't be too angry with her for coming on home.

      Will chose not to wake her when he realized she wasn't pretending to be asleep but was actually snoring softly. He could see that her cheeks were wet from crying, and when she moved in her sleep, she whimpered. Was he too hard on her? he questioned himself. She'd been pushing for the last couple of months, and this business with Mrs. Pratt was ridiculous, especially coming from Jenna. His ears still burned from the scolding Mary gave him and earned her a promise of a spanking herself from Allen when he returned from bringing him home. Still, he couldn't help but wonder if Mary was right. Maybe he should have respected Jenna's wishes to stay home if she was that emotional. He would talk to her in the morning and make sure she knew that he loved her with all his heart and soul. A part of him died when he lost Cathy to cancer, and it felt so good to be alive again. He wasn't going to do one darn thing to screw it up. Jenna was his life, and if Cathy were still alive, she would love Jenna, too. Mary thought Jenna absolutely wonderful, and he appreciated that. Mary wouldn't have stood up for Jenna if she didn't care about her. When Jenna whimpered again, he put his arm around her and pulled her close to hold her. "Shh, honey. I love you, and you're safe." Jenna snuggled against him and slept soundly.

      When she woke the next morning, Jenna was surprised to smell coffee and something baking. It meant that Will was already up and in the kitchen. He often fixed breakfast for them. She went to the bathroom to relieve her bladder and then brushed her teeth and ran a brush through her short hair. A quick glance in the mirror told her that her bottom wasn't nearly as bruised as she expected it to be, but her sit spots were definitely going to give her fits for a few days. She was bruised there. She applied more aloe gel, put on a robe and slippers and went to look for coffee.

      "Good morning," Will greeted her with a smile, crossing the room to hug and kiss her. "Did you sleep well?" he asked.

      "Once you got into bed with me." She smiled. "I am sorry for leaving the Parkers' last night, darling. I was just in so much pain, I couldn't sit there another minute. I felt like I was going to be sick to my stomach."

      "I shouldn't have made you go," he admitted. "I'm sorry, Jenna. I was too hard on you last night."

      "I was being sassy," she stated calmly. "I don't know why I've been pushing you so hard the last few weeks, but I think it has to do with knowing the limits. I've always been one to need to have the boundaries established, darling. I'm not proud of myself for forcing the issue."

      "I have been too slow in placing those boundaries," he replied. "There is a certain word that comes up often in court called 'controlling'. I don't want to be a jerk, but I also believe that there have to be some rules if a marriage is going to survive."

      Jenna nodded in agreement. "You aren't controlling, darling. You are the head of our household, and that is exactly the kind of marriage I need and want. A very traditional marriage, based on love and respect. When I cross certain lines, I expect you to let me know about it."

      "Even if it means a very sore bottom for a day or two?" he asked, perfectly serious.

      "I earned a spanking yesterday and probably a few other times in the last few weeks," Jenna told him. "I wasn't respectful when you told me I had to go to Mary and Allen's. If I'd talked to you with respect and told you I felt raw and too emotional to deal with going, you would have listened to me. Instead, I made it an issue from which you couldn't back down without losing respect. I'm truly sorry, Will. I can't promise it won't ever happen again, but I can, and do, promise I will try to be more respectful in the future. You never would have spanked me so hard if I hadn't been disrespectful."

      "You certainly know how to make a guilty husband feel better, sweetheart," he said as he kissed her again. "I do love you, and if I lost you, I would never forgive myself."

      "You won't lose me over my own foolishness, darling. I promise you that. Now, may I have some of your wonderful coffee, and what is in the oven?"

      "Oh crap!" The dignified judge leaped for the oven and took out his coffee cake at just the right moment. "Good thing you reminded me, Jenna." He grinned sheepishly.

      Even though the chairs at the breakfast table had nice soft cushions on the seat, Jenna didn't feel like sitting down. Will frowned when he saw her look of pain, and before she could guess what he was about, he gently pushed her down over the table and whistled when he pushed up her robe and nightgown and saw the bruises on her sit spots. "Ouch, and overdone for the crime," he announced. "I beg your pardon for being too harsh, Jenna."

      She reached up and caressed his cheek. "We know each other a lot better now, Will. We love each other, and when we need to address something in the future, we'll both know a bit better how to behave and react to the other. I am as responsible for these bruises as you are, and I don't want you kicking yourself or having regrets. Hear me?" she asked.

      "I hear you, but it doesn't mean that I have to be happy with bruising you. I want you to get some arnica gel and apply it liberally today. It will help, sweetheart. I think I will resort to a cane instead of that bath brush the next time I need to make a point. It will sting, but it won't leave bruises of that sort."

      "A cane!" Jenna's voice squeaked.

      "Used for spanking, it's no worse than a small switch, Jenna. I'll demonstrate it to you after I order a few of them to have on hand."

      "Will! You make it sound like you are planning to spank me nearly every day!" she accused.

      "Oh, but I am!" He grinned at her. "I am, Jenna!"
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