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Punishment on the Fourth
by Ralph Greco


‘The invitation was for three, wasn’t it?’ Jane asked and SWAT, SWAT she hit my bare right cheek again with the wooden spoon.


‘I mean I could allow ten, maybe fifteen minutes late, but coming at quarter to four, without a phone call?’


SMACK, SMACK, SMACK. The lanky brunette with the button nose continued, moving to my left cheek.


I rose up on tiptoes, held on to the kitchen windowsill and looked over my shoulder to watch her.


‘It’s just inexcusable, Andrew, inexcusable.’


Not that I had to tell Benny’s wife, but I had purposely occupied myself as much as I could today so I’d be late, hoping for just this kind of “welcome”.


I knew Jane to be a serious lady with a spoon or brush when she felt a situation warranted it, this was not my first time on the receiving end of this particular lady’s punishment … nor would it be my last (I hoped). As I turned forward from Jane’s intent pursed lips, I smiled towards the party flowing outside her high kitchen window and the sneaky kinkiness we were engaged in so close to it.


SMACK, SMACK, SMACK.


‘Do you want any of them to know what you put me through?’ my friend’s wife chided, looking with me out of her window to her back yard.


Jane wasn’t really angry with me, nor would she ever dream of having her relatives and friends really know what we were doing (at least I didn’t think she would). Not that anyone would guess what we were up to, but I knew the very idea we were doing this – or she was doing this to me – so close to that Fourth-of-July party made her as excited as it did me.


Last summer, when this lanky woman had first begun taking me “well in hand” she had done so in the private –and empty – confines of this modest Tudor she lived in with my buddy, Benny, and their two kids. But lately the lady of the house seemed to be taking me across her lap, or placing a few well-placed spoon swats on my bare ass, so very close to relatives and friends. And while Jane would explain that her time was limited and she needed to do what she could when she could, I was starting to feel that the possibility of detection was increasing in line with the severity of her swats.


Jane and I seemed to be upping the ante on our nefarious activities here on the fourth.


‘I don’t want to do this,’ she continued, surely not meaning a word of what she was saying. She ran the flat of the spoon’s wooden front across my ass and I wiggled to the sensation, involuntarily clenching, bracing for more hits, ‘But you really leave me no choice when you behave like this.’


SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, cheek-to-cheek, back and forth the lady attacked and I leaned into her windowsill, spilled some dirt from the middle of a trio of pretty plants and tried not to poke the front of her wall with my erection.


Over iced-teas and tuna sandwiches last summer this pretty lady and I had got to know each well, more so probably then we ever had since our college years. Prompted no doubt by my new job’s close proximity, hour and half lunches and my recent divorce, Jane and I began to open up about our lives. Much to my surprise the lady with the impossibly high cheekbones revealed all manner of things I never knew before, one morsel of which was the unique agreement she and Benny had made early on in their marriage. Funny how you might know someone so well when suddenly a parcel of their life is revealed and you see them anew.
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