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To the Mississippi Archangel, five-feet-nothing of pure Dominatrix and Muse, both... 

And to Princess Fiona, an editor with extraordinary grace and patience—and a wicked foxy killer schoolmarm demeanor, to boot 
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DISCLAIMER
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This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. Moreover, all characters engaging in impact play or anything whatsoever more intimate, are portrayed as being at least eighteen years of age, most older. Neither the author nor the publisher condones erotica involving characters any younger than legal age. 
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INDUCTION
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From The Imlay County Ledger, June 1: 

News From Around the County: 

We learn from Mrs. Alifair Guthrie of Teay’s River that her oldest son, Joe Jr., was home for a brief visit over Memorial Day. He has worked as a traveling field service engineer for the Filgrave Biomedical Instrumentation Company, and recently accepted a teaching position at their Memphis, Tennessee head office. Apparently he has a new heart interest as well, though at Mrs. Guthrie’s request we forbear making further comments for the present. It will be recalled by the Ledger’s readership that Joe Jr. took the job with Filgrave and moved to Missouri not long after the tragic deaths of his wife and daughter at Walker’s Mountain five years ago, and we at this newspaper congratulate him on his new job, wish him the best, and extend a hearty invitation for him to come back to Imlay County for another visit any time.
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Chapter One
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The hills and peaks of southeastern Transylvania weren’t only forbidding; even in broad daylight they could be downright frightening. The state may have progressed a lot since its founding in 1775 as one of America’s original fourteen colonies, but this section of it, now acquired by the Federal Government for a National Park, couldn’t have changed much at all since pioneer times. 

Lady Antonia paused, the brim of her pith helmet shielding her eyes from the noonday sun as she gazed up at the cave almost completely hidden by brush on the side of the steep mountain. She drew a deep breath, let it out in a sigh, and began to clamber. Ridding this brand-new National Park of wildlife in a safe, secure, and merciful manner was what they paid her for, and danger simply went along with the job even if she often felt like some character in a Hemingway short story minus all the animal killings. The safety of the Park’s tourists demanded that the creature lodged in that cave be moved out and away, and she always got her job done come hell or high water. She just hoped that the hell she might find in this cave wouldn’t prove too hot for her, ultimately, or the water too high. 

As she reached the cavern’s mouth she took off her pith helmet momentarily to wipe sweat from her forehead and to shake out her lustrous dark-brown hair. Then she unhooked a small flashlight from her belt, clicked the switch, and peered inside. She flinched momentarily and gulped as a pair of bright but forbidding eyes shone back at her. She took another deep breath and began to speak. 

“Hello,” she began tentatively, “my name is Antonia. Lady Antonia, that is, and I’ve been hired by the National Park Service as... as a sort of... oh, how do I put this? I move wild creatures from environments where they run risks to themselves and Park tourists, and settle them in safer places. May... may I come in?”

The bright eyes, black-coffee-brown irises and even blacker pupils that seemed to make the whites shine all the more, the pigment of one iris actually appearing to leak a tiny trace into the white surrounding it, squinted slightly—a frown, perhaps?—and the hidden figure emanated a grunt that Lady Antonia interpreted as assent. Trying to fight down her own anxiety and apprehension and appear confident, she asked the figure, “Wh—what’s... what’s your name?” 

“Eoj,” a deep bass voice growled from the shadows. 

In spite of her nerves, or perhaps because of them, Lady Antonia had to suppress a giggle and bite her lower lip to hide a smile. Eoj? Who’d give a kid a name like Eoj? Only a wild mountain man’s mother could have liked it, she supposed—but then she remembered being told that the last known female specimen of this sort in the region had passed away some time before, and for all she knew the cave woman might have been Eoj’s close kin. With that thought she was able to become solemn and serious once more. 

“Well... I’m... uh... very pleased to meet you, Eoj,” she continued as she advanced further into the darkness. “You speak a little English, don’t you? Enough to where we can talk a bit?” 

“Talk Eng-lish, me,” slowly rumbled the voice from the darkness once more. “Man name Guth-rie him teach. Hear. Read. Big. Sky. Eat. Drink. Piss. God-damn. See? Talk good as you.” 

Lady Antonia gasped and very nearly strained every muscle from her face to her diaphragm trying to hold back a laugh. “Well, uh... that’s very, uh... very expressive and eloquent, Eoj. Thank you,” she continued when she was able. “But... the fact is, you can’t stay in this cave any more. You’re actually one of the very few wild mountain men left in the United States, and I promise you that you’ll be treated with the utmost respect and consideration if you’ll just come along quietly...” 

She unhooked the riding crop from her belt in case she needed it, but the gesture was too late. The wild Transylvanian mountaineer was upon her before she knew it, enormous hands covering her shoulders, pressing her forcefully back against the wall of the cave and his intense eyes peering downward directly into hers. Oh, God, no laughing now! Please don’t let him see how frightened I am of him, her mind raced as she tried to swallow. The mountaineer was a good six inches taller than her even in her boots, and was obviously immeasurably stronger physically. He could break her in two and she knew it... and she suspected he realized it, as well. She gulped again, loudly. 

The wild mountaineer squinted at her and shook the shaggy mane of coarse black hair back from his forehead. For all his barbaric appearance he wasn’t really all that ugly—just one slightly chipped incisor tooth in front, that made him look more like a pirate than a cave man—but he was obviously fierce. “NO ZOO!” he grated at her as his black-button eyes bored their way into the terrified, wide-open deep blue of her own. 

“Oh! No! No zoo! Never! I promise! Please believe me!” Lady Antonia insisted, fighting down the urge to try to break free and run for her life. She’d always heard that Transylvanian mountaineers could read body language and smell the essence of both fear and sexual arousal in a woman like no civilized male could ever hope to—and for some crazy reason she now became conscious of the latter sensation as well as the former. So despite her fright but perhaps due more to her irrational physical excitement she seized on an idea, not a good one perhaps, but the best she could come up with at a tense moment’s notice. Forcing herself to whisper to keep her nerves from showing, she began to try to soothe the mountain man. “Eoj,” she murmured as she met his gaze and laid a petite hand on his broad, hairy chest, “I’d never want to see you in a zoo. I hope you’ll trust me on that. Now, you and I both know you’re a lot stronger than I am, and you could hurt me very badly without much effort. Or do worse, even. But Eoj: I believe you’re a man not only of strength but of honor, and that you wouldn’t want to mistreat a lady at all. Especially one who only wants the best for you. So can’t we simply talk this out? I listen to you, and you listen to me? Please?” 

Her effort at gentle persuasion worked better than she’d dared hope. The wild man’s rough, uncouth countenance became pensive, sad even, and he squatted down on his haunches in front of her, gazing upward into her face forlornly. Lady Antonia slowly allowed herself a sigh of extreme relief. “Sor-ry, me,” Eoj rumbled softly as he gave his chest a thump with his right fist. “No hurt La-dy To-ni-ah nev-er at all ev-er. But SO sick to be shot at. SO sick to be call mon-ster. SO sick to be ‘lone.” 

Lady Antonia dropped to one knee beside him and laid a reassuring hand—hopefully reassuring, anyway—on Eoj’s left shoulder. He flinched slightly and frowned at her again, but allowed the hand to remain. “No one will shoot at you, or call you a monster,” she promised him softly. “Down the mountain there’s a very nice truck with some very nice men who are ready to take you to a wildlife refuge in the next state—” 

Eoj cut her off with a peremptory gesture of his right hand, but then placed it gently over hers on his shoulder as he stared into her blue eyes again. “No truck!” he growled. 

“But Eoj, we’ve got to do something!” pleaded Lady Antonia with all the diplomacy she could muster. “You simply can’t stay here anymore—” 

“Eoj you take?” the wild mountaineer suddenly asked. “Eoj want... want...” For a moment he seemed to strain for a word. He frowned at Lady Antonia again but obviously more from puzzlement and concentration than anger. “Eoj want... ci...ci-vi... ci-vi-lized. Me you ci-vi-lize, for me you be Mis... Mis... Mis-turss. You teach? Then no make bad, me. Eoj be... gen... how you say? Gen-tle-man. No wild. No ‘lone. Be your... how say? Soob? You deal? Please?” 

Lady Antonia felt her face grow hot and she very nearly giggled again. “Soob,” he called it. She should have anticipated that the negotiation could take this turn, and her mind raced to process it and come up with an appropriate response. She thought she might be able to train and civilize this wild mountaineer eventually, but it was definitely going to be a long and full-time job. He could be well worth the effort, though, she realized as she stared between his legs. His sole garment was a tiny rawhide loincloth that provided hardly any cover at all for his front parts. She swallowed again—twice. 

“Well... Eoj, the word’s not ‘soob’ but actually ‘submissive,’ or ‘sub’ for short, and thank you for trusting me enough to ask,” she began. “But are you sure this is what you really want? You’d... you’d have to obey me, and sometimes I’d have to punish you if you were naughty or disobeyed my commands, you know...” 

“Pun-ish?” Eoj grunted as he raised his bushy eyebrows. “How La-dy pun-ish? Show me, you?” 

Lady Antonia’s face grew even hotter and she gnawed lightly on her lower lip. More often she dealt with men who begged her for mercy rather than a demonstration of her Domination skills. “Uh... uh...” she began to stammer, but all of a sudden remembered that she was still holding her riding crop. “Okay,” she assented as she held up the crop, “I’ll... show you. You’ll need to turn around so I can reach your... your... oh, God, how embarrassing!” she tittered nervously as she offered the wild mountaineer a small smile. She almost felt as if this was her maiden experience as a professional Dominatrix, and that big, tall, muscular, fearless Eoj were her very first client. 

Eoj appeared to be unfazed. “You mean Eoj ass?” he inquired with a demeanor that vaguely approached respect. Lady Antonia couldn’t really tell if the wild man was finding this exchange humorous or not, but she did her best to take his conversation seriously. 

“Uh, yes, Eoj. Your... your, uh, ass. That’s where I’d strike you as punishment. But... you know, you’re not allowed to hit back, don’t you? We need to be clear on that,” she coughed lightly as she continued to try to erase the nerves from her voice. 

The wild man slowly nodded, and Lady Antonia flinched as he raised his left hand to take off her pith helmet, let it drop to the cave floor, and run a rough, callused hand over her smooth brunette hair. She breathed another sigh of relief. 

“No one hit Mis-turss!” Eoj declared fiercely with a scowl that could have peeled paint off a wall. “No one hit La-dy To-ni-ah nev-er at all ev-er! Who hit Mis-turss... Eoj SMASH!” 

God, what was she going to do about this lump that kept forming in her throat? Lady Antonia wondered. But she had no doubt whatsoever that the wild mountaineer meant every word he’d just said with all his heart, and it made her warm, even hot, inside to think that such a rough-cut customer wanted to be her bodyguard. Perhaps she could civilize him, after all... but somehow, she’d have to try to let him retain a touch of his wildness, just for her... she licked her dry lips, and motioned with the crop. 

“Okay, Eoj, I’ll show you how it’ll go if you’re naughty,” she whispered as she tried to fight down the arousal rapidly overtaking her feeling of fear. “When I say, ‘assume the position,’ do you know what I mean?”

Eoj obediently swiveled around, let his palms and his knees drop to the floor of the cave, and looked over his shoulder as he presented his bare hindquarters, gluteal muscles rippling invitingly, for Lady Antonia’s inspection. “This?” he grunted. 

“Uh... uh... yes, very good,” replied Lady Antonia between swallows as she eyed the wild man’s extremely well-sculpted buttocks hungrily. If she’d thought she could have gotten away with it she’d gladly take a little bite of each one. It seemed that every bit of moisture had left her lips and mouth to travel between her thighs, where she now felt positively hot, swollen, ultrasensitive, and slick. Finally rising to her feet, positioning herself and hoping she wasn’t already staining her khaki shorts, she drew back her right arm and gave each of Eoj’s buttocks a firm swat with her crop. 

Eoj looked around quizzically. “Hurt, no much,” he growled. “Mis-turss hit har-der can, if want. Eoj take for pur-ty Mis-turss. Eoj tough. Just no hit nuts, please.” 

“Well, uh,” Lady Antonia tried to rejoin as she kept attempting to moisten her dry lips and throat, “you see, you’ve been a very good boy so far, Eoj, and I can’t punish you for being good, now, can I?” 

The wild man abruptly turned around, assumed a kneeling position again, and let his arms shoot out to grasp his visitor around the hips. His big rough hands gripped her own shortsclad buttocks but now he was surprisingly gentle. He looked up into her blue eyes again, now seemingly lacking only a halo. 

“Mis-turss have sweet soft ass,” he murmured, “Eoj ass is... how say? Not soft. Rough. Hard.”

“That’s... that’s not all that Eoj has that’s... that’s... hard,” Lady Antonia barely whispered as she shone her flashlight down at the protrusion jutting under Eoj’s loincloth. The skimpy piece of hide was useless now. Her heart hammered and thumped. 

“Eoj know what when bad. Eoj take. Eoj thank, too. But... what be if good Eoj is?” the wild man asked, his own voice now a gentle whisper. 

Lady Antonia took his hand. “Show me where you sleep, Eoj, and I’ll show you the reward a good boy gets from his Lady. Okay?” Her voice shook again with an excitement she was hardly able to suppress, rather than any fright. 

Eoj silently took her hands, rose up, and led her to the back of the cave, where she shone her flashlight on a makeshift pallet of fresh soft sweet grass. Lady Antonia felt dizzy. “Lie... lie down on your back. That’s an order, Eoj,” she commanded, trying her best to remain in control of the hellishly hot, spicy situation her job had become. 

The wild man obeyed, eyes glued to his beautiful guest, his reproductive organ standing tall, erect, and utterly inviting. Lady Antonia, by this time almost frantic with arousal, kicked off her boots, wriggled down her now-soaked shorts and panties, and dropped to her knees to take the head of Eoj’s manhood into her mouth. She gave it a long, slow, sensual kiss, and then one more on each testicle, just before kneeling above him and lowering her pelvis gradually onto the hot, thick flesh cylinder. She threw back her head and gasped as she felt his big hands clasp her bare buttocks again and guide her down until she was impaled on him to the very hilt. My God, she marveled, it feels like he’s in me all the way to my navel! Am I going to be able to train and civilize this wild mountain man... or will he make a wild woman out of me, instead? Or could both happen? 

As if he’d heard the question aloud, Eoj responded with slow but determined upward thrusts, the two working together, bouncing and bucking until Lady Antonia’s beautiful hair was completely disheveled. Then an orgasm hit them both like a bolt of lightning and she threw back her head once more, her voice a keening wail as she shuddered violently and then collapsed limply onto the chest of her wild mountaineer. 

***
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Bathed in their own sweat and other juices, Joe and Felicia chuckled tiredly together as they held each other in the afterglow. “See?” Joe whispered. “I knew one day we’d figure out a way you could play Lady Antonia with me, at least once in a while.” 

Felicia raised her body up to look at Joe, forearms on his shoulders and her breasts practically inviting nibbles and kisses. “You figured it out! And you were submissive, too! Almost, anyway. I had to do a double take when you knelt down and asked me to accept you as my ‘soob.’ Right up until then I thought poor Lady Antonia was going to get subjugated thoroughly, whipped soundly and then fucked royally!”

“Well... I think I managed one of the three well enough. Hope so, anyway.”

“You did! But, ‘Eoj?’ Really?” Felicia giggled. “Spelling ‘Joe’ backwards is the best you could come up with for a subbie name?” 

“Hey, don’t complain. What did you want me to call myself, Gronk or something like on that old TV show? I was trying to be creative on very short notice, you know!” Joe retorted as he brushed her hair gently away from her face. He raised his head to plant a slow, soft kiss on her lips. 

Felicia giggled again. “Short notice, eh? That’s the only thing about you tonight that’s short! I can tell you’re going down a little, but you still feel almost as hard as a hickory post inside me! No one would believe you’re eleven years older than I am! I’m not bending you in a bad way, am I, in this position? Think I can get a two-fer out of you tonight?” She peppered him with questions, accompanied by an impish smirk. 

“Don’t you usually manage, when you set your mind to it? You still want to be Lady Antonia for the second round? If you do, we’ve got to come up with a new roleplay. But if you’d rather be my subbie, or perhaps my slave girl, and get that sound whipping in addition to another royal fucking...” Joe’s voice trailed off as he winked at her lecherously. He idly nibbled on her breasts as he waited for her answer. 

“Joe! You’re making me crazy again! I can’t think straight with you snacking on my boobs!” complained Felicia in mock protest. “But yeah... I could be your slave girl this time, who’s been so naughty that she merits not only—a flogging, possibly, with a nice soft thuddy flogger? But... maybe a little impalement torture... again?” she continued as she gazed into his eyes. 

Joe laughed softly. “I’m game, but remember, we’ve got stuff to do tomorrow. At least we’ll have tired each other out so thoroughly we’ll sleep soundly and for one night we’ll not hear that ancient toilet running,” he griped good-naturedly. “I aim to go to the APS and buy a kit to fix it. I’m tired of waiting on the super to find time to do the job himself. Come with me and do some shopping of your own!” 

“Agreed, and I will,” rejoined Felicia as she adjusted herself and gazed into Joe’s eyes once more. “Now, Master,” she began, “I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but I’ve been such a naughty slave girl lately...” 

Joe shook his head and tried to suppress a smile as he reached under his head, handed Felicia his pillow, and raised his body up on an elbow. “All right, then, Pretty. Lift yourself up off that horrible impalement stake you seem so obsessed with, and give it a few minutes to regroup. Hug this, and put your caboose in the air,” he ordered. His right hand groped under the bed for the soft doeskin martinet that was slave Felicia’s favorite implement for her bared bottom. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Please, Master, have mercy!” Felicia wailed softly into the pillow as Joe lifted the martinet and her punishment and torture began. 

“If you ever get tired of studying psychology, try acting. You’re great at it!” laughed Joe as he flogged her wriggling derriere to an attractive hot pink, lightly striped blush. “And remember your safe word!” 

“Acting? Who’s acting... uh, sir? Ouch! And, Master... what’s a safe word? Owwwww...” moaned the chastised, questionably repentant slave girl. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two 
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Joe Guthrie and Felicia Rose Culbertson had met one night, two months or so before, as the result of a sort of comedy of errors. Felicia, known in her professional capacity as Lady Antonia, was a full-time college student and part-time Dominatrix who had been hired for Joe, unbeknownst to him, as a practical joke by two of his work colleagues meeting with him at a convention in town and who had hoped Lady Antonia would “teach him a lesson” or at least frighten him a bit. When she’d come to see Joe that warm May evening at the Filgrave Inn where the convention’s participants were quartered, she’d been completely astounded to discover he was quite the opposite of a submissive. Briefly she’d even become convinced, and extremely frightened, that he was an undercover policeman attempting to arrest her on some nebulous sex-for-hire charge. She’d insisted that he touch her in order to prove he wasn’t a cop, and thus he’d wound up actually giving her bottom a spank, immediately transforming her fright into anger and indignation—with just a tiny latent hint of gratitude and arousal, too. Joe had insisted on collecting a fee for her from the offending pranksters, and by the time he’d done so she’d begun to like him and then, ultimately, to become attracted to him as well as he to her. She’d discovered that she enjoyed submitting to him and, long story short, they even found they had something of a common history and actually wound up falling in love that same night. They’d been together ever since. 

The first month or so it was more or less a long-distance romance but by a happy accident Joe had been transferred from Missouri to become a staff instructor at Filgrave Biomedical in Memphis, Tennessee, where Felicia attended Shelby University and where he’d first met her during that fateful convention. They’d become roommates—well, admittedly, quite a bit more than just roommates—right afterward, both moving into the larger of the two apartments Felicia rented and transferring the Styrofoam soundproofing baffles and much of Felicia’s bondage and Domination equipment from the bigger apartment to the smaller one. Felicia had hoped to get Joe to accompany her on Independence Day back to Arkansas to visit her parents for her first time home in three years, but they’d been so busy moving in together over the holiday weekend they’d agreed instead to postpone the trip until Labor Day—a bonus to the plan being that the Sunday before the holiday would be Felicia’s twenty-second birthday. 

But then by another accident, certainly less happy but with its own silver lining, Felicia had gone back into business with her old D/s teacher, Lady Callipygia (or Callie for short; real name, Carolyn) because Callie’s husband Desmond, a small-time pro wrestler in a Memphis local circuit, had suffered a painful muscle tear in the ring and the couple needed the extra money while he recuperated. Lady Callie had finally overcome her fears from a serious blunder she’d made with a rich client that had made her abandon her calling several months earlier, and since by this point Felicia was eager to spend all the time she could with Joe, the younger woman had readily agreed to resume the partnership and even transferred some of her more difficult clients back into Callie’s hands. Life was thus changing fast for both Felicia and Joe, but so far the changes had all been good. Joe was already furthering his reputation at Filgrave Biomedical as an instrumentation instructor, and Felicia was readying herself for her senior year as a Psychology major at Shelby University.

And so on this late July Saturday afternoon, freshly showered and preppily dressed, Joe and Felicia were the very picture of the perfect, well-groomed, denim-clad handsome yuppie domestic couple as they entered the All-Purpose Supercenter, or APS for short, to make their purchases. That is, unless one counted the additional feature of Felicia’s unusual, distinctive black silk choker with the initials “JG” engraved on the gold heart clasp, which she always insisted on wearing in public regardless of color coordination. His arm around Felicia’s shoulder, Joe whispered, “How’s the bottom?” 

Felicia wriggled and grinned. “You know I heal fast—and I’m stubborn,” she murmured in return. “It was only a little flogging, after all. And, uh... I always recover fast from your impalement torture and then need more punishment! I’ll probably be very disobedient again by nightfall. I sort of like that Eoj fellow, though. Lady Antonia wouldn’t mind seeing him again. Like I heard a friend of yours describe somebody once, he’s a bit of a roughneck, but not a bad catch.” 

“Well, be careful not to work a good horse to death!” laughed Joe quietly as he gave her a quick hug and a tiny peck on her upper forehead. “I’ll be over in Hardware, looking for parts for that old toilet. I hope they’re still making them! When you get tired of browsing or buying, just meet me over there.” 

“Yes, Master,” replied Felicia, on purpose a little too loudly. Joe was a careful and caring Dom but extremely shy about any reference to the fact being made in public. He blushed red and looked around nervously as soon as the word “Master” escaped her lips, obviously relieved when he was sure that no one else had heard, and Felicia giggled. Then assuming a melodramatic pout, she asked plaintively, “Aw, sir! Are you ashamed of me? Should I take off my collar?”

Joe glared, leaned down, and whispered in her ear again. “That pretty collar’s not ostentatious, but calling me ‘Master’ in front of a store full of people, most of whom wouldn’t even understand what you’re talking about, most certainly is. You’re really briggity and tryin’ yourself today, you know,” he continued softly. “I appreciate the title, but only in private. And only if you mean it! You keep using it in public, I’ll have to do something about it. Not in public, though.” 

“Big talk!” she shot back. “Go on and buy your plumbing equipment, Eoj. I’ll know where to find you,” she concluded as she withdrew and gave him a teasing little hand spank on the seat of his Levis. He jumped slightly, not from any pain but rather in complete surprise, and glared at her again over his shoulder. She winked in return, knowing she was in for at least a mild scolding and very likely more than that once he got her home again, and she picked up a shopping basket and began a leisurely, idle stroll through the Handicrafts section. A few weeks before she’d been so completely intimidated by Joe she’d never have dared publicly act the way she just had, but she was getting more and more comfortable with him—and just maybe, as a side effect, a great deal too bratty for her own good. 

Felicia was dexterous, one of her specialties as a Dominatrix being the crafting of the ornate knots and swirls of Shibari bondage, and until she’d split her practice back up with Callie she’d had almost too many “rope bunnies”—both males and females who drew satisfaction and relief from being tied securely—for her to handle alone, though Callie certainly wasn’t the fan of Shibari that Felicia was. And so she paused first to pick up spools of narrow Jute and soft cotton rope, but she grinned broadly as an ornamental pinewood paddle on the opposite side of the craft aisle caught her eye. It didn’t look all that dissimilar from the one that had provided her very first, unwilling introduction to BDSM when she was only eighteen: an extremely frightening and quite painful trip to her high school principal’s office. She’d remained terrified of paddles until she’d started swinging them herself with Callie’s assistance and cooperation, but after she met Joe her attitude toward being properly paddled, rather than swinging a paddle herself, completely changed. She regularly managed to talk him into Good-Girl-in-Trouble-with-the-Principal roleplays, and now she never tired of the scenario even though Joe had begun to experiment with harder paddle swings that made her jump and squeal ever louder and rub ever more vigorously. Too, he had an interesting, intriguing but most un-Principal-like use for his left hand while his right swung the paddle, and his aftercare was always absolutely heavenly. They had plenty of wood implements at the apartment already, but this one certainly looked appealing. Glancing around guiltily to make sure Joe wasn’t watching, she put it into her basket along with the rope. 

And so finally, after picking up a few other small items along the way, she found herself in the first of the Hardware aisles and, wonder of wonders, there was Joe midway, bent practically double as he searched a lower shelf on the right-hand side. Felicia licked her lips, wondering if the seat of her own jeans was as big a turn-on for him as his denim-clad rear had always been for her. But this chance was absolutely too delicious to resist. Sure, she knew she’d pay for her presumption, but with Joe, payback was always worth it... and so as her thighs quivered and her knees shook and with hardly any thought at all she pulled the paddle from her basket, walked up briskly behind the sexy, proffered male caboose and giggled mischievously as she gave it a solid sidearm whack right below the pockets. 

But wait just a minute!... 

Had Joe been wearing those high-top Nikes? No, couldn’t be... she’d never seen those shoes before in her life. She remembered now; he’d put on a pair of old moccasins right before they’d left the apartment. And that meant... Oh, God, no... 

This wasn’t Joe. 

Uh-oh. 

Felicia’s train of thought hadn’t taken more than half a second to go full circle and she gasped in horror as the figure in front of her shot up and turned around and the indignant countenance of a tall, ruddy, brown-haired, hazel-eyed boy she’d never remembered seeing before, suddenly glared down at her. What business did he have, anyway, being as tall as Joe and almost as sexy and good-looking from behind? Beautiful blue eyes wide, she gulped and began to stammer an apology. “Oh, God! I’m sorry! I... I thought you were my b-boyfriend!... Forgive me, please...” 

“What the fuck!” the boy’s outraged voice barked in reply. “What did you mean by... hey, haven’t I seen you around Shelby campus? Who the fuck are you?” 

Felicia was still so horrified by what she’d done she had difficulty even swallowing, let alone replying. “I... I’m...” she licked her lips and looked around nervously. Where was Joe when she needed him? “I’m Fe—err, I’m Rose Cu—err, I’m Rose,” she finally answered haltingly, “Senior this fall. Uh, look... I am SO very sorry... this was all a case of... of mistaken identity...” 

“Well, I’m a junior come this fall. Jack’s my name, if you want to know whom you just attacked,” came the surly reply. “And saying ‘I’m sorry’ just ain’t gonna cut it for you this time, Rose. Hand me your paddle.” He held out his right hand and snapped his fingers. “You deserve to live up to your name!” 

Felicia quickly put two and two together and gasped, wide-eyed. “No! You can’t mean...” She began to try to step backward, her basket on her left arm and the paddle still in her right hand. 

“I do mean,” replied the boy. “Are you so ignorant you don’t know that they have closed-circuit TV all over the place in here? I’ve got you dead to rights for assaulting me! All I have to do is ask Management for the CC footage, or have my old man’s lawyer do it! Now, do you want me to press charges against you, or would you rather we settle up here? Hand over the paddle!” 

Broadsided by the sudden dilemma and not knowing what else to do, Felicia numbly complied, her head spinning and her knees shaking. Jack twirled his left forefinger at her in a peremptory command to turn around, and he swung the paddle back and forth in the air once or twice, gripping it with both hands as if it were a cricket bat. “Now bend over and arch your back!” he ordered. 

Her insides churning, Felicia turned away and then gave him an over-the-shoulder look of utter contempt and indignation. “Don’t push it, asshole!” she growled. “If nothing else will satisfy you, go on and get this over with, but damned if I’ll bend over for you to do it!” She turned her head once again and lowered it, crossing her arms, gripping herself tightly and waiting for the blow she knew must come. God, my impulsiveness again, her mind raced. It’s what got me into trouble in high school, no doubt it’s why I’ve been giving Joe such a hard time lately, and now look where it’s got me! What’s Joe gonna do when he hears the sound of another man spanking me?... Oh, Lord, please let it be over quick, before he can find out... 

“I was bent over,” Jack returned, “but what the fuck? I’ll just swing harder to make up for it.” Felicia flinched and raised up slightly on tiptoe as he lightly tapped her seat with the paddle, taking aim. “On three!” he announced. “Ah-one... I think I might want that CCTV footage just for this, Rosy-Ass...” 

Here he gave her seat another teasing tap. Felicia wanted to cry from sheer humiliation, though she knew she had no business doing so because she’d gotten herself into this mess entirely on her own. She shut her eyes tight, determined not to give this arrogant creep the satisfaction of seeing her tears. It’ll be over in a second or two... only a second or two...  

“Ah-two...” A third, toying tap. The next one would be his tour-de-force. She held her breath alongside a giant sob that hovered just behind her self-control. 

“Annnnnd, ah-three—hey, what the fuck! Back off, fuckhead! Mind your own business!” 

Felicia was entirely ready for hot fire to explode on her behind any second, and she jumped almost as if she’d actually received the paddle stroke instead of hearing Jack’s unexpected outburst. She whirled around—but then gasped once more, though with no less genuine fear than before. The boy had turned away from her again and, fists doubled, was facing Joe, who now gripped the offending paddle in his own big hands. However indignant Jack was, though, his anger couldn’t hold a candle to the near-palpable rage that appeared to exude from Joe’s every pore. His face was puce, his jugular veins as well as those on his forehead stood out frighteningly, another vein bulged on his right temple, and the knuckles on the fist that grasped the handle of the paddle were bloodless white. Felicia wondered dizzily whether he might render it into splinters with his bare hands unless he thought of something even worse first—or had a stroke or a heart attack, himself. The whites of Joe’s eyes even seemed to turn yellow momentarily. It took only one good thorough look for Jack to back down almost completely, and Felicia rushed to Joe’s side to stroke his arm in an attempt to calm him. “I’m sorry!” she whispered again, perhaps to Joe and Jack both.

“What’s going on here?” Joe rumbled lowly as he stared weirdly at Felicia and then once more at Jack, a slight quaver in his deep voice obviously from barely-harnessed fury rather than fear. Felicia hadn’t seen this look on his face since the night the two had met, when one of Joe’s work colleagues had mistaken her for a prostitute and tried to proposition her. She searched for the best words in the best order to soothe Joe, but Jack beat her to the draw with a reply. 

“Hey, man, no offense, I didn’t know this was your girl, but she whacked me, hard, right on the ass with that paddle! I was just gonna pay her back was all...” he paused uncomfortably. “You see—you see, her and me, we both go to Shelby U., I’ve seen her on the quad there, and I—I thought this was some kinda sorority initiation thing and it was supposed to happen that way!” 

“Sorority initiation? In summer? Sure,” Joe growled in his most ominous basso profundo. “Kid, you’re full of piss and vinegar, though I ain’t so sure about the vinegar.” 

No wonder people called him “Lurch” when he was in high school and college, Felicia thought in a near-daze. Not only is he that tall, when he gets mad he sounds as threatening as Lurch too. I guess this idiot and I are both lucky nobody had reason to call him “Incredible Hulk” instead... what was it, again, that he said last night? “Who hit Mis-turss... Eoj SMASH!”... 

“I said I was sorry, uh, Jack, is it? Believe me, I honestly thought it was Joe here! It’ll never happen again,” Felicia whispered quietly as she cast apprehensive glances back and forth between the two men. Joe stared oddly at her once more as if he had to make an effort to bring her face into focus, but then again, perhaps he was just trying his best to curb his anger. 

“You know his name?” he asked her dully. Felicia blushed and gulped. “And... you turned around and you were just gonna take it?” 

“I—I wouldn’t bend over for him,” Felicia whispered in a feeble defense. “I’m so sorry!” 

“Well—well—I’m sorry too, but that still don’t make things right!” Jack spluttered in an effort to save face. “Look, mister. If this is your girl, you need to teach her some manners and control! I could make legal trouble for her still, you know, and maybe now you too!” 

Joe looked at the paddle in his hands, then back at Felicia, then once more back at Jack. “I see,” he said slowly, “she thought it was me, and I would have considered it disrespectful if it had been me. She knows how much I dislike public displays, and yet she’s made one anyway.” Felicia squirmed with discomfort, knowing he spoke truthfully. 

“So then, control, as you put it?” Joe continued. “Son, ‘control’ is the only reason this piece of wood ain’t down your throat right now. But I see your point. You’ve got the right to be offended.” 

Felicia stared wildly again between both men. The right? What does he mean, “the right?” Surely he’s not gonna let this jerk have his way and whack me right here in front of God and everybody! He hates public displays! He wouldn’t want another man touching me! There was no way he’d permit this... would he? 

“Therefore,” Joe continued laconically after the split second it took for Felicia’s thoughts to return her to a state of panic, “I hereby assume full responsibility that this entire piece of nonsense happened. It’s my own fault. I take all the blame for it on myself. That entitles you to throw one punch at me. I’ll roll with that one punch. But, son: you make sure that that first lick of yours cold-cocks me, because if it doesn’t, by God, the second one and every other that follows it are all mine.” 

“And if my old man sues?” whispered the boy, trying to sound as fierce as Joe but not quite bringing it off. 

“Then he can watch me kick your ass again all over the courthouse steps.” 

The quarrel effectively ended there. Jack turned tail and stormed off up the aisle toward the front of the store, blustering, “Aw, fuck this shit, I’m outta here! Fuck the both of you psycho motherfuckers!” He allowed himself one final poisonous glance at Joe and Felicia over his shoulder. 

“I thought so,” scoffed Joe, though so quietly it was possible that Jack didn’t even hear him. Despite his low tone, though, Felicia winced as she got an earful of his further character analysis of the boy: “Lowdown cock-wallopin’ little piece of shit! Kid likes the F-bomb so much, I bet he popped out of his mother’s womb cryin’ ‘Fuckin’ WAH! Fuckin’ WAH!’” 

For her part, Felicia would still have gladly crawled into a hole in the floor to hide her own shame and embarrassment. She looked up at Joe’s face sneakily but hopefully. “Joe, honey... sir... I really am so sorry,” she repeated with all the humility she could put on display, but she still flinched as Joe flexed his arms abruptly. 

Not to touch her, though. Yet, anyway. Now with a look of profound weariness on his face, which was slowly returning to its normal complexion, Joe placed the paddle flat on the shelf where he’d thrown down the toilet repair kit just before ripping the implement out of Jack’s hands, and he rubbed the middle of his back and grimaced slightly. “Just about every time I get an adrenaline rush like that I wind up with a backache,” he observed ruefully. “Lucky I’ve not got a headache too, I guess, though that may happen yet. We got ibuprofen at home? If not, we better buy some here.” 

Now Felicia’s lip trembled and her eyes filled. Suddenly she threw her arms around his midsection in a tight hug and murmured unhappily, “What have I done? I’m sorry, Joe! I’m sorry!”

“Is everything all right?” sounded a voice behind them. Joe looked over his shoulder and Felicia raised her head to stare through teary eyes at a middle-aged, slightly obese security guard sent to check on the disturbance in the Hardware section. 

“Fine, sir, thanks for asking,” Joe replied politely. “My girlfriend just got kind of a scare from some young punk. She’s all right, though. We may make a purchase or two more but then we’ll leave, okay?” 

“All right, then, folks. Have a nice day,” returned the guard as he left the aisle, obviously relieved that he didn’t have to wade into the middle of a combat zone. 

“You too, sir,” Joe called after him courteously. Then he carefully placed his right index finger under Felicia’s chin and gently began to tilt her face upward. “I thought he was gonna throw us out of here, and that’s not happened to me anywhere since Cardiac Cath’s CPR Bar out in Vegas last year after the Little Miss Redhead incident. Now look at me,” he commanded softly, and Felicia tried to comply though she could barely allow her own eyes to meet his. 

“Thank you for rescuing me,” she whispered contritely as her eyes overflowed once more. 

“You’re entirely welcome to the rescue, but I’ve got a few things to tell you,” Joe answered, the volume of his voice still so low that only Felicia could hear it. “Listen to me, Felicia Rose. Actions always have consequences. What you do, sometimes even the most casual gesture, has an impact on the people around you, especially on those who love you. You say that you want to be my submissive. I always will count that as my great blessing. I couldn’t want for a prettier or sweeter sub, but both Dominance and submission are more than just roleplay, even though we always have all sorts of fun in our roles. Till you understand what I’ve just told you, you don’t know the first thing about submission, and until you put it into practice you’ll never be a submissive, mine or anybody else’s. That may sound harsh, but it’s just the way things are whether either of us like it or not.” 

The quiet scolding cut Felicia to the quick, more intensely even than Jack’s threatened paddle stroke could have, and she buried her head in shame once again right below Joe’s collarbone. “Anybody else’s,” he’d said. How could he be so cruel? Who else would I even want? 

“And about submission, here’s something more,” Joe continued softly but severely. “You’re not supposed to be just A sub, you’re supposed to be specifically MY sub. You think I want you to submit to just anybody? And even if that weren’t the case, you’re not a doormat, neither mine nor anyone else’s! What business did you have just offering up your backside to him like that?” 

Felicia’s cheeks burned hot as her eyes tried to meet his again. “He said he was gonna get the closed-circuit TV footage and use it to sue me...” she murmured tentatively. 

“Uh-huh. And wouldn’t that be the same footage that would have shown him whacking you, if I hadn’t intervened? Which of you could sue the other, then? Or if he’d gotten hold of the footage, would he have just put it up on YouTube and bragged about it? The guy was nothing but bluff and bluster and you fell for every line of his bullshit! Good Lord!” 

I’ve not only displeased him, I’ve made him ashamed of me. The realization shook poor Felicia to the core. But before she could respond, Joe’s frown relaxed and he actually assumed a look of chagrin. 

“Then again,” he continued, “my threat to kick his ass all over the courthouse steps was bullshit too, and looks like he fell for that easy enough. Guys who threaten are generally terrified of threats to themselves. I doubt that this place’s closed-circuit footage will show either of us, him or me, in any kind of a good light.” He broke away from her briefly to pick up the toilet repair kit and the paddle and toss them both into the basket still on Felicia’s left arm. “Now I’ve got what I need right here to fix that leaky, noisy toilet, and after I do, I’ll wash up and we’ll clear the air of this whole matter. Okay?” 

“Cl-clear the air?” Felicia repeated quietly, still awash in shame and trying to stifle another sob. “Y-y-you mean with that old paddle? After the way I’ve messed things up with it I’m not sure I ever want to see it again! Especially since I’ve whacked that creep with it, not to mention him nearly using it on me!” 

For the first time in what seemed an eternity, Joe allowed himself a brief smile, but then he became serious again. “You know, he did get in three little showoff aiming taps before I could run in close enough to disarm him. And you were turned the other way so you couldn’t have seen it, but believe me, I did run. Came within a hair of tackling him, in fact. I understand how you feel,” he answered. “Still, I’m pretty sure that APS policy is, ‘You use it, you buy it.’” 

He paused a moment before continuing: “But no. No paddling this evening. I guess I’ll just give this one a good sanding and varnishing to remove all traces of that punk from it, and we’ll add it to our collection. Or if you want, you can donate it to Callie as a welcome-back gift. There are some things that can only be dealt with by ‘that personal touch,’ and I suspect that today’s misdeed is one of them.” 

“P-personal touch? You—you mean with your hand, me across your lap?” Felicia worried, wiping her eyes. “I’m... well, I’m afraid I’ll get the nervous giggles again, like our first time, and now it’ll just make you all the madder at me!”

“Honey,” Joe reassured her as his arm draped around her shoulder again and they began to wend their way toward the checkout counters, “I never want to punish or correct you when I’m mad, but still, I seriously doubt that you’ll get the nervous giggles this evening. Or if you do, that you’ll keep ‘em for very long at all.” 

Alarmed, Felicia looked into Joe’s eyes. He wasn’t kidding. She dropped her head and sighed again. “I don’t think I’m gonna enjoy this even one little bit,” she murmured morosely. 

Joe’s expression was one of genuine sadness. “Since I aim for it to be a genuine punishment, I don’t think I will either,” he answered. “But there’s always forgiveness finally, and then aftercare, right? Now let’s go find that ibuprofen before my head starts in.”
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Chapter Three
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The ride back to the apartment was, to say the least, just a little tense. Instead of Felicia’s classic Corvette they’d taken Joe’s old Dodge pickup to the APS, the same one he’d driven on the day, and the night, he’d first laid eyes on Felicia almost four years before, and so the vehicle wasn’t without a rich store of memory for the both of them. As it had transpired back in Arkansas, Joe had first seen Felicia, without yet knowing who she was, on the very evening she’d gotten her first and only high school paddling. He’d even spoken to her about ten or fifteen minutes after she’d had to bend over the Principal’s desk and while her backside was still sizzling hot, neither of them the wiser about how fate would throw them together in the future. Spanking then, spanking now, spanking past, and spanking very near future: the combination of vivid memory and dreaded, yet delicious, anticipation kept Felicia flouncing and squirming for the entire journey back home. She glanced over at Joe tentatively from the passenger seat, wondering how genuinely angry he still might be, but he patted her knee and tried to reassure her that his anger was well past. 

“I’ve been thinking some more about Edgar Allan Poe,” he offered quietly in perhaps his fourth attempt to start up a conversation. 

“I know you love his works, sir,” Felicia replied uneasily as she looked down, squirming again and toying with her seat belt. “And I like ‘The Raven’ and ‘The Tell-Tale Heart’ too, and that one quote you always use to describe my ears, and then... well... the verse from ‘To One in Paradise’ that you have on Shelly’s and Erin’s picture...” 

Joe flinched visibly and sighed. When he moved in with Felicia he’d intended to keep his favorite framed photograph of his first wife and their daughter, both of whom had been killed by a drunk driver five years before and onto which he’d photoshopped the quotation, tucked away privately, but Felicia would have none of that. She’d actually gone searching for it among his things and insisted that he hang it on the wall in their living room. They’d always be a part of him, she’d told him, and since she always wanted him as a part of her life, she loved their memory too. She’d even asked to go with him to Transylvania, north of Tennessee and between the states of Kentucky, Ohio and West Virginia, on Memorial Day to decorate their graves. He was still concluding his duties in Missouri and couldn’t take time to detour to Memphis that weekend to pick her up, but he adored her simply for making the request. Looking over at her now, he wondered with an unwelcome touch of cynicism if she’d just reminded him of the photo as a simple answer to his question, or rather to try to get herself out of trouble. If it was the latter, it very well might work, too. He patted her knee again. Maybe he wasn’t such a good Dom after all, he reflected, but good or bad he still had to look at himself in the mirror. 

“I walked right into that one, eyes wide open, didn’t I?” he observed quietly. “And I don’t care how much trouble you ever get in, I’ll always be grateful that you wanted to include their picture in our living room décor. But what I wanted to mention was a little essay called ‘The Imp of the Perverse.’ Ever hear of that one?” Felicia shook her head in the negative, both her dread and her anticipation increasing as they neared their apartment. This was the prelude to a fresh scolding, she could tell. She still wondered why she liked being scolded so much. 

“Well, it was Poe’s idea that humans as a rule pull tricks on themselves that are bad for them, with no other reason than that they know the actions are bad for them. Or they’ll at least be tempted to behave that way even if they don’t yield to the temptation,” Joe continued. “I’m sure that was Poe’s own case, but as for the rest of us, who knows? Believe me, I can remember times in my past that I’ve pulled some self-destructive crap of my own. Don’t ask, please.” He briefly glanced at her before his eyes returned to the road. “And I think I’ve seen that same thing happen with somebody I love very much—as if a little bitty Imp of the Perverse had been sitting on her shoulder this afternoon, whispering bad advice into her ear.” 

Before she quite realized it, Felicia glanced around to look at both her shoulders. She almost expected to see the Imp in question grin and wink at her from one or the other. 

“Tell me: if that’d been me you’d struck with the paddle instead of this Mack kid, what did you reasonably expect would happen when we got home?” Joe asked pointedly. Felicia gulped. Here it comes, she thought. 

“Uh... it was Jack,” Felicia corrected him uncomfortably. “B-but... I—I—I guess I thought you’d tan my hide, sir,” she replied with a nervous little giggle. “You’re, uh—you’re—a very skillful hide-tanner. But now I’m afraid you’re gonna tan my hide a little tanner than I wanted it tanned originally!”

“You’ve still got that wonderful way with words,” observed Joe wryly. “So then, are you telling me that that’s what Lady Antonia would do if Eoj suddenly and unexpectedly came up behind her while she was bent over, and whacked her pretty derriere right in public?”

Felicia licked her lips as her eyes assumed a dreamy look. “Oh,” she murmured softly, “I’d get that naughty boy back home and bend him over and put teethmarks and hickies all over those sculpted glutes, and then—” 

“Okay, okay, I get the idea. Bad example there,” Joe interrupted with a trace of irritation and a roll of his eyes. “Consider this instead. What if the same scenario happened with you and one of your clients?”

Felicia looked shocked. “Why,” she retorted, “none of my clients would dare put on a public display like that, or I’d drop them! Probably after giving them a knuckle sandwich! But... you’re not a client, Joe. You’re mine! Isn’t that a mitigating circumstance?” 

“It could be, I suppose, but you didn’t whack me. You whacked a rank stranger instead. I’m just trying to reason this out, my beautiful psych student, and I wanted your analysis of it.”

“Oh, I don’t know!” Felicia grumbled as she flounced a little more under the seat belt. “You’re gonna ask me to analyze myself, now? I’ve just been feeling a little unsettled and so very mischievous lately... and I went way overboard with it today, and you literally had to save my ass and now I’m in trouble with you... again...” 

“I’m no psychologist, you know that,” answered Joe, “but try this idea on for size.” He paused a moment as if to collect and arrange his thoughts. All ears, Felicia listened. 

“First off, let me repeat something I’ve told you a bunch of times already,” he began. “I admire the very daylights out of you for your toughness and resilience. Being shunned by almost your entire hometown for the better part of a year and coming out of it as well as you did, my God! There’s not many who could ever manage that. Then moving completely out-of-state to a big bad city like Memphis and making the Dean’s List at Shelby no less than five semesters running, while you supported yourself as a Dominatrix and kept your bills paid up? Don’t ever think that I take you for granted, Felicia. I know you’re a prize.”

Tears now formed in Felicia’s eyes again: Joe’s compliments to her, which he stated almost as if they were simple declarative scientific facts, often touched her even more deeply than his scoldings could. “Thank you, Master,” she barely whispered. Joe glanced over at her again. 

“Don’t you be callin’ me ‘Master’ unless you plan on behaving like I am one. But anyway: I know in reason that, emotionally, you had to wire yourself up painfully tight in order to make that work. For two and a half years, at least,” Joe continued. “Before I was even sure who you were, I could tell it from the very way you acted on the night we got together back in May—which I’ll never ever forget.” 

Now Felicia blushed and grinned sheepishly. “I’ll never forget it either,” she giggled softly. “I wanted to fight you at first, but you wound up making a subbie out of me! Who woulda thunk it?” She reached over and slugged Joe’s arm lightly and affectionately. 

Joe smiled back, but arched an eyebrow. “Well, that’s kind of my point,” he answered. “You felt like you had to be so tense and alert and continually on guard to survive and succeed that I’m afraid you missed a whole lot of normal college experience in your three years so far at Shelby. And now we’re a couple: you’ve got a Dom, and deep inside you know that you can relax a little, unwind some, and breathe easier because you’re not a lonely solo act any more. Joe and Felicia are a team now, and I want us to stay that way. And so, my beautiful switch, do you think that this spell of mischief might be—just maybe—the side effects of missing some necessary growing-up during your senior year of high school and your first three years at Shelby? Could you be doing some much-needed catching up right now? I’m no headshrinker, but I know that even Dr. Kinsey once said that ‘all animals play around.’” 

Felicia pondered the question and frowned. Joe was making sense, but still, even though it was probably the very last thing he meant to do, he sounded just a little patronizing. His words seemed not so much like one member of a couple to the other as those of an older mentor to a younger, gourd-green, inexperienced pupil, and she wasn’t altogether sure she liked that kind of presentation. He couldn’t help the fact that he was eleven years older than she was, though, and that those eleven years were bound to have given him a degree of maturity she didn’t yet possess. She knew all this, but later she was to wish that she’d tried to respond with a bit more grace. 

“Thank you, Doctor, is my hour up yet?” she pouted at him sarcastically as he pulled into the parking lot of the apartment building where they lived. He waited to ease the truck into a parking space before he answered, but then he looked her square in the eyes. 

“I’m not trying to be any kind of wannabe psychoanalyst to you, Felicia. I just want to get a handle on what’s going on, as much for myself as for you. That’s all. And I know I could easily be wrong,” he told her curtly as he picked up their APS bags and opened the truck’s driver’s-side door. 

Oh, God. Now I’ve hurt his feelings! Felicia’s mind raced. Could I stick my foot in my mouth ANY further? 

“Joe, listen!” Felicia pleaded as she exited the truck herself and sped to his side. “I’m sorry I said that! You’re making a lot of sense, and I know it! It’s just... it’s just sometimes I feel like I’ll always be younger and dumber than you and I hate that feeling!” She sighed loudly. “I guess I’ve earned a few more licks now, haven’t I?” she whispered despondently as she gazed upward at him through her eyelashes. 

Joe put their purchases in the back of the truck and then he placed his big hands on her shoulders. “Felicia Rose,” he said quietly as her apprehensive eyes rose to meet his once again, “Here’s one thing you can take to the bank. I will never presume to punish you for an honest disagreement you have with me. We’ll work that disagreement out or die trying, but a spanking’s one surefire way not to settle it. And I’m sorry I sounded so condescending to you. It wasn’t my intention at all. I sure didn’t mean to try to put on any superior airs, and I doubt you’re into me being any sort of ‘Daddy Dom.’ Which is a good thing for me.” 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Een Ardie Stallard





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





