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   Spank and Run
 
    
 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
   Crap—late to meet the mayor. 
 
   Claire rolled through a stop sign and gunned her Jeep Cherokee, causing the wheels to spin in gravel. She zipped up Blueberry Hill Drive. It was already 5 p.m. Shit. She'd had a dental appointment on the other side of town and they'd run late. Now she was late to meet her last client of the day, Luis Valdez, the mayor of their small New Mexican town.
 
   She didn't have Mayor Valdez's phone number programmed in her cell phone to reschedule their weekly Friday evening appointment. She'd been giving him Feldenkrais lessons for six months, after a ski accident requiring arthroscopic knee surgery had crippled him.
 
   Of course, this situation would have to happen with him—the one client who already caused her so much anxiety she'd considered refusing to see him. Not that he was difficult. He was just…intimidating. He showed up for his sessions in starched shirts and pressed pants, with an air of quiet self-assurance that made her feel like a bumbling schoolgirl. It didn't help that he was extremely good-looking and, since his well-publicized divorce after his wife left him for a woman last year, single. He'd made her so nervous the first time he arrived for an appointment, looking around her living room/somatics studio with cool appraisal.
 
   “I'm just seeing clients out of my home until I've grown my client base enough to afford a separate space,” she'd blurted.
 
   He'd raised one eyebrow, which unfortunately, made her continue to blather. “I know it's technically a violation of city code, but I never see more than five clients per day, so it's not that much traffic coming in and out of a residential area…”
 
   The corners of his mouth had quirked at that, revealing deep dimples and lines that crinkled around his dark-lashed eyes. “Don't worry,” he'd said with amusement, “I'm not going to turn you in.”              She'd cringed at her gaffe, feeling like a fool then, and had been trying to make up for it by acting ultra-professional ever since.
 
                 She pulled into her gravel drive now, relieved his Lexus SUV wasn't parked in front yet. Jumping out of the Jeep, she jogged toward the door and then skidded to a stop.
 
                 What the—?
 
                 Her door hung off its hinges, the frame busted in. Stunned, she walked forward slowly.
 
                 Oh no…NO!
 
                 Her place had been burglarized—bookcases were knocked over in the living room, and her flat-screen television was missing from the wall. She walked cautiously down the hall. The bathroom was ransacked—her personal items strewn across the floor, drawers standing open. Further down, her bedroom was absolutely destroyed—every drawer had been pulled out of the toppled dresser, every box yanked from the closet. Even the under-bed storage boxes were out, their contents emptied on the floor.
 
                 “Claire?”
 
                 She gasped and jumped at the booming voice of the mayor.
 
                 “Claire?” He sounded alarmed. “Clara?” He switched to the Spanish pronunciation of her name.
 
                 “I'm here!” She went back out to the hall and met him in the living room.
 
                 He stood surveying the mess, his tall figure making the room look small. “What happened?”
 
                 “I don't know! Someone broke in, I guess.” Panic thinned her voice.
 
                 “Have the police been here?”
 
                 She looked around dazedly at the disaster—even some of her artwork was missing from the walls. “No, I haven't called them yet,” she said hollowly. “I just got here.”
 
                 “You haven't called them?” He grasped her elbow and steered her back out the front door before she could answer. “Claire, you never enter a crime scene before calling the police. The perpetrator could still be in there!” He already had his smart phone in hand, dialing 911 with his thumb.
 
                 Her eyes swam—being scolded on top of the shock and violation of the break-in was too much.
 
                 Seeing her tears, he immediately pulled her in against him with one arm, while efficiently giving the details to the emergency dispatcher on the cell in his other hand. He smelled clean and masculine. There was no trace of cologne, but a faint woodsy scent clung to his clothing. 
 
                 She didn’t mean to get cuddly with the mayor, but his embrace was so inviting. Her hand came up to the hard muscles of his chest and she leaned her forehead against his muscled shoulder, blinking into his shirt until she realized she was probably staining it with mascara. She pulled away abruptly. 
 
   Oops. She cringed, dabbing at the damp brown splotches with her finger. “I'm sorry,” she croaked.
 
                 He ended the call, dropped his cell phone in his pocket, and pulled her back against him with both arms. “Are you all right?” His voice sounded deep and rich like honey, with a note of tenderness that surprised her. 
 
   A shiver ran down her spine that had nothing to do with the break-in. She melted into the warmth of his embrace. Why had she always felt so stiff around the mayor? Right now, in the circle of his arms, she felt nothing but safe and warm and protected. Comforted. She nodded into his chest and sadly, he released her.
 
   “It's a horrible feeling to have your home broken into.” 
 
   She looked up into his dark-lashed brown eyes, drawn in by their warmth. Why had she never noticed it there before? She’d always been too nervous. With great effort, she marshaled her thoughts. “Look,” she said, taking a deep breath. “I'm sorry, but it doesn't seem like I'm going to be able to give you your session today. Do you want to reschedule?”
 
   He quirked one eyebrow with his usual unfathomable expression and she was reminded why he never seemed accessible to her—she couldn't tell where she stood with him. Worse, she always had the distinct feeling he knew something she didn't—something about her.
 
                 “I'm not leaving yet.” The corners of his lips lifted as if he found her amusing.
 
                 “Well…thanks. But you don't have to stay. The police are on their way, right?”
 
                 As if on cue, two squad cars came zooming down her lane with their lights flashing, arriving less than five minutes after his call. Apparently there were perks to having your emergency called in by the mayor of the town. They left the lights flashing, creating an eerie nightclub sensation of swirling lights against the darkening sky and the adobe wall surrounding her casita.
 
                 “I'm staying.”
 
                 A tiny thrill of satisfaction shot through her. The mayor was staying with her. For her emergency. Why did that please her so much?
 
                 The police got out and ignored her, immediately questioning the mayor instead. He gave them the facts as efficiently as he had over the phone, switching to Spanish halfway through the conversation so when he introduced her to them, she was struggling to keep up.
 
                 “Conocen a Claire Romero?” he asked them.
 
                 “Mucho gusto,” she mumbled, stepping forward and offering her hand—she'd understood that much. Her last name may be Romero, but her father hadn't spoken Spanish to her or her brother at home, and her mother was of German and Irish heritage. She'd grown up in Albuquerque, as part of a generation whose parents wanted them to integrate. Here in Taos, it was different. The Hispanic population were descendants of the original Spanish settlers and had enormous pride in their heritage. It was practically a requirement that you have a Spanish last name to hold a government office or run a successful business here. She was learning to enjoy the perks it seemed to offer in terms of referrals and steady clients.
 
                 The policemen, who the mayor introduced as Officer Arthur Mora and Officer Glen Vasquez, shook her hand and eyed her curiously, as if wondering whether she was the mayor's new girlfriend. “You wait here while we check it out,” Officer Mora told her. 
 
   She nodded mutely and sank onto the wooden bench outside her adobe casita. The mayor sat companionably next to her, leaning back and crossing his long, elegant legs as if lounging near crime scenes was the most normal of affairs for him.
 
                 She stole a look at his handsome profile. He resembled Benicio del Toro, wearing his hair a bit shaggy, which was ultra-sexy when coupled with the button-down shirt. He had eyes the color of milk chocolate and dimples that appeared when he flashed his white-toothed smile. She would guess him to be in his mid-forties, which wasn't that much older than her thirty-three. His gaze slid to hers and, caught peeking, she immediately flicked hers down to her shoes. He put an arm behind her on the bench and gave her shoulder a squeeze. It was a casual gesture, yet felt too familiar considering their relationship. He'd never been the sort of client she hugged at the end of a session—they had always been on strictly professional terms. This breach of his usual standoffish demeanor made her pulse quicken. What had caused the change?
 
                 The officers returned about ten minutes later, addressing the mayor again, despite the fact that it was her home that had been burgled. It was your typical machismo, and it grated on her feminist nerves. To her surprise, the mayor looked over and gave her a quick wink, as if he understood her frustration. Her irritation evaporated as abruptly as it had appeared.
 
                 “Ma'am, I wouldn't stay here alone tonight, if I were you—unless you can get a new door installed,” Officer Mora said, addressing her directly for the first time. “Do you rent this place or own it?”
 
                 “I rent,” she moaned. And her landlord lived in Colorado, which didn't bode well for getting the door fixed quickly. Her belly tightened painfully as she realized her predicament—she wasn't safe to stay in her own place, but if she left, all her remaining property would be vulnerable to further thieving. Panic closed her chest, renewing the sense of violation and anger toward the hoodlums who had put her in this position.
 
                 “Well, you'd better call your landlord to fix it, and find someone to spend the night here with you so you're not alone.”
 
                 “She won't be alone,” the mayor said with great authority, shocking her right down to the soles of her feet. “I'm spending the night.”
 
                 
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
                 Claire put her hands on her hips, indignation flashing in her eyes. He could almost see her independent, big city tough girl battling with common sense or maybe—he hoped—interest. He was sorry for her misfortune, but he'd been waiting for an opportunity like this to crack the professional facade of the alluring Claire Romero.
 
   She clamped her mouth shut, and thanked Artie and Glen for their help, watching them go before turning back to him with a determined air. She was 125 pounds of hellcat, clad in the kind of jeans that were actually form-fitting leggings, so he could see every perfect line of her shapely dancer's legs and ass. She tossed her dark bob out of her face, and opened her mouth. “Why did you say that? You know those guys think we’re sleeping together now, don’t you?”
 
   She jerked her thumb toward the driveway where the patrol cars had been parked.
 
   He hid a grin. Just hearing her say the words we’re sleeping together had his cock thickening. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean it to sound that way. I’ll be sure to explain next time I see them.”
 
   “Explain what, exactly?”
 
   “The situation. I'll sleep on the couch. Unless you have someone else you can call to come over—?”
 
   It was too dark to be certain, but he thought she blushed, which he found intriguing. She shook her head slowly, conceding. “No. But you really don't have to —”
 
   “Don't be ridiculous,” he cut her off, ushering her inside.
 
   She stopped and surveyed the damage, looking lost. 
 
   A fresh surge of protectiveness made him wish he could buffer her from the shock and fear she must be experiencing. He wedged a kitchen chair under the busted door handle to keep the door from swinging open and then began to pick things up, righting the bookshelves and replacing books. 
 
   She followed his lead, but her eyes had a glazed look, as though she weren't really thinking, but simply acting automatically.
 
                 When the living room/studio was clean, he asked, “How about I call Pizaños for pizza?”
 
                 She looked at him gratefully. “That sounds great.”
 
                 “What do you like on your pizza? Or wait, you're a dancer, does that mean you're vegetarian?”
 
                 She laughed. “No, bring on the meat.”
 
   He flicked an eyebrow in a subtle acknowledgment of what probably wasn't a Freudian slip, and was amused to see another slight blush. 
 
   But he'd made her nervous, because the next thing out of her mouth was intended to shut him down.
 
                 “You don't really need to stay over, Mayor Valdez. Won't your kids miss you or something?”
 
                 “Luis,” he corrected her. “And no, they're with their mom for the weekend.” He called and ordered a large sausage and jalapeño pizza and moved into the kitchen, which had cabinet doors standing open and chairs overturned. A few cupboards had their contents spilled out onto the counter. He righted the chairs. 
 
   “How long have you lived alone?” He knew a fair amount about her, just from small town gossip. She'd been a dancer in New York City, then became a Feldenkrais practitioner and moved to Taos. He'd never heard of Feldenkrais before she was recommended to him, but after one session, he was completely sold. It was so much better than the painful physical therapy he'd been through. She would make tiny movements with him on the table, and then he'd stand up and his entire alignment had changed. It wasn't just his knee that felt better, but his spine seemed longer, and he had greater flexibility in his hips and hamstrings.
 
                 “Well,” she said slowly, trailing him into the kitchen and standing in the doorway with the same glazed look. “I had a roommate most of the time I lived in New York, but I did have my own place for a few years there, and now I've been alone here for two years.” He looked up to catch a sad look on her face and realized the question had been somewhat loaded. He veered toward a safer subject. “So you were a dancer there?”
 
                 She crossed the room to stand next to him, taking over the replacing of her food in the cabinets. “Uh huh. Until I got hit by a taxi.”
 
                 “What? You're kidding!” He'd never heard this part of her story.
 
                 “Yeah, that's how I became a Feldenkrais practitioner. I shattered my pelvis and they said I'd never walk again. But here I am—thanks to Feldenkrais—walking, even teaching some dance, although it's not New York City.” There was a wry note to her last words and he recognized the bitterness of a shattered dream.
 
                 “Hey, it's better than Española!” he joked, referring to another small New Mexican town. He put his hand on the small of her back. “You're a fighter.” 
 
   Her large brown eyes met his for a long moment and he saw vulnerability in her face. She gave her head a quick shake. “Anyway, I was never a bigtime dancer or anything. I was just studying and auditioning. Getting pick-up work with the industrial gigs.”
 
                 “Industrial gigs?”
 
                 She gave a wry grin and waved her hands in the air, fingers spread wide as she mimicked a few showy moves. “You know, for pharmaceutical presentations and such.”
 
                 He laughed. “You mean you did Viagra dances?”
 
                 She grinned and started doing a big dance move—it looked like tap dance—with her arms whirling around, chanting, “Get it up, get it up, get it up!” Her feet scuffed the floor again and she posed in a big finish, arms outspread. 
 
   He roared with laughter and she grinned, relaxing out of the pose. 
 
   “Was that for real?”
 
   She smiled and shook her head. ‘No, but it was stuff like that. The pay is good, but it doesn't satisfy the soul, if you know what I mean.”
 
                 “How about now? Can you satisfy your soul here?”
 
                 A shadow crossed her face and she shrugged. “I like teaching. But I miss performing.”
 
                 “Why don't you? Can you perform here?”
 
                 She made a snorting sound. “Along with my teenage students?”
 
                 “Well, how about by yourself? A solo. Or a one-woman show.”
 
                 Her arm brushed his as she leaned across him and he had to resist the urge to put his hands around her small waist, just to see how it felt. He wasn't ready to date again, not really. But if he were…Claire Romero would be at the top of his list. Hell, she would be the only one on his list. She was everything he liked in a woman—smart, beautiful, capable. And she was a Latina to boot, which meant his mother might actually be friendly to her, a feat which she never managed with his ex-wife.
 
                 Claire deflected his suggestion. “I don't know...” 
 
                 The kitchen restored, they headed down the hall. Claire stopped to pick up the bathroom, and he went on to her bedroom, where the dresser had been toppled. He heaved it into place and started replacing the drawers. Then he stopped.
 
                 There, on the floor, was an open bin containing what appeared to be—wait, really? Yes, they were Claire's sex toys, unless the burglars had dropped off their toys after ransacking the place.
 
   It was wrong—totally wrong, but he couldn't help himself. He picked it up and set it on the bed, taking the items out, one by one. There was a vibrator, standard issue for any female, but the rest of the contents made his heart quicken. They were all spanking implements: paddles—wooden and leather, straps, a large wooden hairbrush, a rope flogger.
 
   Claire had a kink.
 
                 A flush ran through his body just looking at them, imagining what Claire did with them. Or how he might use them on her. He'd give almost anything to have her tight little ass bared over his knee.
 
                 He heard a gasp and looked up at Claire's horrified face, her hand covering her mouth, her eyes wide. A flush of red crept up her neck to her ears.
 
   “Top or bottom, Claire?” he asked softly.
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
                 The mayor stared at her with glittering eyes, flexing her leather paddle in an authoritative way that made her knees go weak. His question indicated an understanding of dominant/submissive relationships, which derailed her embarrassment and sent her rocketing instead to confused wonderment. Her pussy clenched. It appeared Mayor Luis knew his way around a paddle.
 
                 And she could not absorb that information and simultaneously come up with any kind of witty response to his question. “What do you think?” she managed to choke out, in an attempt at flippancy.
 
                 “I think,” he said slowly with the same intense dark look, “that someone's going to get a long, hard, bare-bottomed spanking over her personal safety lapse this evening.”
 
   She swallowed and licked her lips, feeling her heart pulsing through her entire body, a loud thrumming that made her feel like she was spinning.
 
   The mayor wanted to spank her.
 
   The doorbell rang, saving her from answering. She literally sprinted to the door to pull out the chair Luis had wedged under the handle and fling it open.
 
   “I got it,” Luis said, appearing behind her with his wallet out.
 
   “No, I'm paying,” she insisted. He was doing her the favor here, after all.
 
   “No arguments.” The firmness in his tone sent her mind shooting to the image of him flexing her paddle. Her panties grew moist. He thrust several bills in the face of the delivery girl and she pocketed them with a wave of thanks.
 
   Claire took the Pizaños pizza box from his hands and carried it to her tiny kitchen. Her belly twisted with nerves. Reason had mastered desire and she was giving herself a stern talking to over the wisdom of getting involved with the mayor. They hardly knew each other beyond the client/practitioner relationship, for one thing. For another, she was not interested in a “play partner” for her kink. She'd been in a domestic discipline relationship with her live-in boyfriend when she'd acquired those implements, and she didn't plan on using them again until she was in the same situation. She knew there were lots of people who satisfied their interest in spanking by attending parties or BDSM events, but that wasn't her. She could never bare her butt to a room full of people, or get spanked by someone who wasn't her committed partner. So just because she and the mayor shared an…unusual interest…didn't mean she needed to get involved with him.
 
   Of course, her pulsing pussy said something different.
 
   She set the pizza on the table and pulled out two plates. Luis picked up a bottle of red wine on her counter. “May I open this?”
 
   Oh God. He was trying to seduce her. 
 
   “Sure.” Her voice sounded too high pitched. She would just have to tell him she didn't get involved with clients.
 
   She pulled out two wine glasses and her fingers fumbled, dropping one. She jumped back as it shattered on the floor. “Oh!” she cried and crouched down to pick up the glass. Tossing the larger shards in the trash, she retrieved a broom and dustpan while the mayor calmly pulled out another wine glass and poured two glasses of wine. When she'd cleared the remaining debris, he handed her a glass.
 
   “You're nervous about your spanking,” he observed in a soft, silky voice.
 
   She tried to speak, but found her mouth was too dry and no words came to mind. 
 
   Luis stepped closer to her and she stumbled back. “You're not sure if you're going to let me or not.”
 
   Her heart seemed to beat in the backs of her knees. 
 
   He took another step closer and she had nowhere to retreat, already backed against the kitchen counter. “You want it, and you don't want it at the same time.” His husky voice was mesmerizing. He took the wine glass from her hand, set it on the counter and took one more step into her, his body now pressing against hers, his head bent close to her face. 
 
   Her breath came in little more than pants now as she stared at him, immobilized with shock at his bold onslaught.
 
   “You know the release would do you good,” he coaxed. “You can trust me, Clara.”
 
                 “Come on.” He took her hand and stepped away, tugging her gently to follow. “Don't be afraid.”
 
                 The mature part of her that had planned to shut him down was overpowered by the little girl who wanted to be called naughty and made to submit. She followed him obediently to the bedroom, her hand hot and clammy in his larger palm. 
 
   He sat on the bed and pulled her gently over his lap. He gave her three hard, slow slaps over her pants and then slowly peeled her leggings down, thankfully leaving her panties in place. Dampness gathered between her legs and an insistent thrum pulsed in her pussy.
 
                 The fact was, she wanted a spanking. She was dying for a proper spanking. And there was no one on earth who seemed more perfect for the job than Mayor Valdez. He was hot, available and exuded male authority. And to top it off, he actually appeared to know what he was doing, unlike her ex-boyfriend, who she had pushed into the whole domestic discipline arrangement and who never really took to leading her.
 
                 Oh. The feel of his hand on her backside was so satisfying. He went slowly, allowing the burn to set in before delivering the next smack, connecting with the place where bottom met thigh every time.
 
   Though he hadn't told her what her punishment would be, she found herself counting, sinking into the methodical rhythm he set. After the first twenty or so, the initial shock wore off and she settled in, breathing deeply, determined to take the spanking with dignity. 
 
   By sixty, she forgot about dignity. Her bottom blazed, and she squirmed and kicked from the pain, letting out little gasps and cries. Her struggles did not faze him, though. Part of her was glad—her ex-boyfriend had always stopped too soon. She’d had to keep her mouth shut tight or he’d stop spanking at her first cry. She’d always wanted someone who would just hold her down and keep on going, punishing her beyond what she thought she could take.
 
   The other part of her freaked out. What if he never stopped? On and on he spanked. Eighty. Ninety. One hundred spanks! It seemed he’d been counting, too, because he stopped then, and rubbed her burning backside. 
 
   She moaned and was embarrassed to hear a wanton note to her voice.
 
                 “How long has it been since you've been spanked, Claire?” Luis’ voice came low and sexy. 
 
                 “Two years,” she squeaked.
 
                 He continued to rub. “Two years,” he mused. “I should go easy on you. Except I think, under the stressful circumstances, tears could be beneficial.” He stroked the back of her head and then tugged her hair gently, cuing her to turn her face toward him. “What do you think?”
 
   Her pussy gushed at the hair-tug. No one had ever done that before. It was an impossible question to answer. Did she want him to spank her to tears? Yes. No. Absolutely not. The spasm between her legs said differently.
 
                 It didn't matter, because he seemed to derive some answer from her face, and smiled as though satisfied. He tugged her panties down and her clit throbbed in response, even as she whimpered a protest. Luis bent down and picked an implement out of her box. 
 
   She squeezed her eyes shut and waited to feel his selection. 
 
   Oomph—oh. She jerked when her hard wooden hairbrush connected with her upturned backside. Ow, ow, ow.
 
   He spanked with the brush, striking her sit spots alternately and holding her waist firmly as she squirmed. It was horrible and perfect all at once. Too painful, but exactly how she’d always fantasized a proper spanking should be. She fought him, rolling on his lap as if she might swim away. Her fingers dug into the comforter, pulling up fistfuls. It took all her willpower not to reach back and cover her throbbing backside.
 
   He wanted her to cry. Or rather, he thought it would be “beneficial.” Knowing that somehow allowed her to release any urge to keep a stiff upper lip. She gave in to the pain and listened to the emotion welling up in her. It was there, hovering, almost at the surface, but when she tried to make it come up, it retreated. 
 
   Luis punished her relentlessly, not overly hard, but continuously, rapidly, giving her no time to get control of the pain or her feelings. 
 
   She lost track of counting, lost track of everything but the hard smack of wood against flesh, the thud that caused a deeper ache below the burning surface. She writhed in anguish on his lap, wanting to dodge the never-ending blows. She reached back with her hand, though she knew that would not be allowed. 
 
   Luis caught her wrist and bent her arm behind her back, never faltering with his steady rain of smacks on her throbbing bottom. 
 
   Damn, he was good. He definitely knew his way around a paddle.
 
   She started to panic—what if it became more than she could take? She didn't know this man at all—how could she trust him to bring her to an edge she hardly knew herself? She had no safe word to fall back on, nor the history of a relationship in which he might know her cues.
 
   She struggled harder against his hold. As she began to panic, the pain seemed to increase tenfold. “Stop!” she yelled. “Stop! No more!”
 
   He immediately responded by throwing the brush to the floor but continued to spank with his hand, not even missing a beat of the steady rhythm he was spanking out.
 
   That, for some reason, was her undoing. A sob welled up in her and came crashing out, and then she cried in earnest. Luis's spanks lightened, but the rhythm carried on, the steady march of slapped skin music that gave her emotions free passage out of her body and into the bed covers. They cleansed her, her body releasing endorphins to combat the pain, while her tears rinsed her of the stress of the break-in. She wasn't sure when exactly it stopped, but she realized she was sobbing to a new rhythm as he rubbed slow circles over her aching bottom.
 
   He crooned softly. Reassuring words, comforting words. He was right there with her—matching the intensity of her release with his tender focus. 
 
   She experienced an enormous rush of affection for him, mingled with relief that he had known how to handle her, how to give her what she needed, despite the fact they were almost strangers. 
 
   He lifted her onto the bed and lay next to her with his arms around her, continuing to murmur encouragement. Her cries subsided and she sank heavy-limbed on the bed, with what felt like a post-orgasmic lethargy and contentedness.
 
   “Are you hungry?” he asked gently.
 
   “Mmm hmm.” She sat up and then slid to her knees, kneeling between his legs. He stroked her head, watching her with those intense, dark eyes as she unzipped his pants and freed his cock.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   He had never spanked a woman to tears before. His ex-wife had tolerated his interest in spanking to a point, but it wasn't really her thing. He found spanking Claire to be intensely satisfying, despite his internal conflict over bringing her to tears. It wasn't directly erotic—only the first half of the spanking had made him hard. Once he'd picked up the hairbrush and really caused her pain, it had become something else—the answer to a deeper need within him, to both dominate and take care of a woman. Gratitude that she'd trusted him, put herself in his hands and allowed him to bring her over the brink of self-control flowed through him.
 
   Now, to see her genuflecting at his feet, her leggings and panties still lowered in humility, his cock surged to attention. 
 
   She looked up at him through long, wet lashes, a burning seduction in her gaze. Her lips parted
 
   His breath caught. 
 
   She licked one long, slow trail from his balls to the tip of his cock, then circled the head with her warm, wet tongue. His breath stopped while he watched. As if in slow motion, she opened her jaw and took his full length into her mouth, guiding it first toward the inside of her cheek several times, then directly into the back of her throat. 
 
   He groaned. 
 
   Her eyes teared as she blinked back a gag, but she went on ambitiously, gliding her warm, wet mouth over his rock-hard cock, rolling his balls in her hand, then massaging further back, over his prostate. 
 
   Madre de Dios. She was incredible. It had been a long, dry year since his divorce, but even so, he he'd never had better. And he'd never seen anything so beautiful —her full lips stretched wide, eyes lifted to his face, watching for his reactions. The tiny diamond stud in her delicate nose twinkled in the lamplight with her movements.
 
   It was as if she'd invented blow jobs. Her skill seemed so expert to him that an irrational jealousy of the men who had been in this position with her before bloomed. Then, like an adolescent boy, he was unable to delay the oncoming orgasm. He grasped the back of her head and urged her to a rapid pace, feeling the building release like a freight train steaming through his body. His thighs flexed, balls tightened.
 
   “I'm coming!” he warned and she pulled off, holding his cock at her throat to receive the ubiquitous “pearl necklace.” 
 
   “Oh Claire!” he shouted as he spurted, coming harder than he had in years. Stars danced before his eyes.
 
   When he finished, she sat back on her haunches and he cupped her face, holding her jaw, his thumb trailing appreciatively across her cheek. “You are very good at that,” he murmured and she smiled like a satisfied cat.
 
                 “I'm going to take a shower.” She stood up.
 
                 He followed, watching as she pulled her pants back over her punished butt cheeks.
 
                 In the bathroom, he leaned against the doorframe, taking in the view. 
 
   Her shirt came off first, revealing a black satin bra with hot pink trimming. She glanced at him and he flicked an eyebrow appreciatively. She smiled and pulled off her leggings next to reveal matching panties, black with a hot pink Batman symbol on the front. 
 
   “Very nice,” he murmured.
 
   She turned the water on and hesitated before unhooking her bra, not quite meeting his eye. Her modesty both aroused him and brought on a fresh surge of protectiveness toward her. She bent to step out of her panties and he saw her full tattoo. It was curling ivy across her low back, one tendril trailing onto her right buttock. A delicate blue and black butterfly perched upon one of the vines just above the dimple at her low back. Although he wasn't normally a fan of body ink, this one suited her perfectly, just like the subtle diamond in her nose—artsy yet classy.
 
   Her eyes darted over her shoulder toward the mirror behind her. 
 
   He stepped forward, putting his arms around her to cup her reddened cheeks. “Did you want to see?” He turned her so her bottom faced the mirror. “Go ahead and look,” he urged, his throat husky again.
 
                 She flushed and looked over her shoulder, staring at the beet-red marks he'd left across her sit spots. He rubbed them slowly while she watched.
 
                 “I spanked you hard,” he murmured and was rewarded by her full weight pressed against him, her hips thrusting forward eagerly. He brushed his lips across her hair, then nuzzled her ear, flicking his tongue over the earlobe before nipping it lightly with his teeth. 
 
   She let out an unsteady groan.
 
                 “Come on.” He led her to the shower, then quickly pulled off his clothes and stepped in after her.
 
   “I'm not having sex with you,” she warned as he entered.
 
   He shrugged. “Okay.”
 
   “I'm not like that,” she explained. “I don't put out on the first date.”
 
   “Are we calling this a date then?” he asked seductively, picking up the bar of soap and lathering it in his hands. Her words relieved him, in a way, of some of that jealousy he'd felt toward her unknown lovers when she'd sucked his cock. She wasn't like that.
 
   He put his soapy hands on her breasts, smoothing circles around them. Her breath caught and she arched into him. He pinched her stiffened nipples. 
 
   She grasped his arms unsteadily, her head falling back into the spray of water. 
 
   He lifted one arm and soaped from her wrist down the inside to that enticing breast again, then repeated for the other side. He turned her around and soaped the long, graceful arc of her back. He used both hands to rub simultaneous circles around her muscular butt, then knelt and slid his palms down the backs of her legs.
 
   Still kneeling, he turned her around to face him. Her pussy wore a neat trim, landing strip style. He ran his thumb along her swollen slit.
 
   She made a purring sort of hum in her throat. 
 
   He spread her labia and licked into her, flicking his tongue over her clit before moving lower to penetrate. 
 
   She grasped his hair in her hands, lifting to her tiptoes as she leaned back against the shower wall. 
 
   He grasped one of her legs and placed it over his shoulder, sliding two fingers into her as he made circles around her clit with his tongue. 
 
   She pulled his hair harder, urging him on. 
 
   With his free hand, he cupped one of her firm butt cheeks, squeezing the hot flesh as a reminder of her earlier punishment. It was precisely the encouragement she needed. Her moans grew loud and she undulated her hips eagerly. He thrust his fingers in and out, hitting her g-spot until she squirted and then cried out, muscles contracting around his fingers. He left them pressed inside her, slowly rubbing the hardened button deep within her as the spasms continued to ripple through her body.
 
   “Jesus,” she moaned.
 
   He chuckled. “I'm not sure I've been called that before.” 
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
   Claire woke feeling warm and contented. She hadn't made the mayor sleep on the couch and instead had fallen asleep with his long body curled around hers, his arm draped over her waist, listening to the sound of his deepened breath. It had been two years since she'd broken up with the man she'd thought she was going to marry and moved back to New Mexico. Two years since she'd shared a bed with a man, or even moved past second base.
 
                 Though she'd been dying to give Luis the third degree about his intentions with her, she couldn't bring herself to ruin the mood. They'd shared the pizza and wine, and talked about art and movies and the sort of topics normal for a first date. She was relieved to find they seemed highly compatible—if art and movies were how you judged compatibility. It was probably a better indicator than their shared interest in spanking, though. Or maybe not. That spanking had satisfied her needs on so many levels.
 
                 Claire rolled onto her back and opened her eyes. She looked beside her on the bed. Luis was gone. Her chest tensed as she slid out of bed and walked through the casita. The front door stood slightly ajar, the chair he'd used to prop it closed now leaning against it from the outside.
 
                 He was gone.
 
   Her heart beat faster as she looked around to see if he'd left some kind of note—anything—to acknowledge the night they'd just shared.
 
                 Asshole. What an asshole. She paced her cramped quarters, her mind spinning. How could she let a man she hardly knew spank her? He'd bared her bottom and spanked her to tears and just walked out her door without so much as a goodbye?
 
                 She felt almost more violated by Luis than she had by the burglars. How could she ever face the man again and retain one shred of dignity? She certainly wasn't going to see him as a client anymore—that would be unbearable. And God, what if he told people? It was a small town—if he even told one person, it would spread like wildfire. She sat down on her couch and put her head in her hands. This was so awful.
 
                 Needing to take action, she sprang back up and marched to her bedroom, pulling her cell phone off the charger. She searched for Luis's phone number in her contacts, but then remembered she didn't have it there. Damn. She strode back to her living room to retrieve her client intake forms. Bingo.
 
                 She dialed the number, her heart hammering in her chest. She wasn't sure if she was disappointed or relieved when he didn't pick up, but she wasn't surprised.
 
                 “Hi Luis, it's Claire calling. I just wanted to let you know that...ah...I won't be able to see you again as a client. Yeah. And, uh, that's about it. Okay. Bye.”
 
                 She ended the call, feeling stupid. Was that really the best you could do? Damn the man, he had always made her nervous. She walked back to the kitchen and opened the fridge, staring at its contents without seeing. How humiliating. How utterly humiliating. What had she been thinking? She knew at the time she wasn't okay with casual spanking. Why hadn't she discussed it with him before she'd let him pull her panties down and take a hairbrush to her ass?
 
   Because it would've ruined the mood entirely, that's why.
 
   There was something so hot about the way he'd just taken her hand and led her down the hallway as if she had no choice in the matter. That was the kind of spanking relationship she craved. The domestic discipline variety with a strong man willing to lead. But not a machista pig who didn't think a woman was capable—no, she wanted it both ways. A progressive man, who respected her as an equal, but brought her to heel simply because they chose that sort of relationship. She'd thought for a moment last night as she lay in his arms, that Luis could be that man.
 
   But she'd been dead wrong.
 
   The sound of tires in the gravel outside jerked her back to reality. She closed the refrigerator door and walked back to the living room. It took her a moment to comprehend what she was seeing. Luis was back, wearing the same clothes he'd been wearing the night before, unloading a very large object from the back of his Lexus SUV. She blinked and walked to the front door, pushing the door open and leaning against the doorway to watch.
 
   It was a new door and frame. 
 
   Oh. 
 
   She went completely still as she absorbed that. Luis Valdez, the mayor of Taos, had gone to the hardware store and bought her a new door and frame at 7 a.m. that morning. And he hadn't even stopped at home for a change of clothes. Her attitude adjusted swiftly as she took in this new information, a glow of happiness flushing down to her toes.
 
   She stepped outside in her bare feet, moving out of his way as he propped the new door and frame against the adobe wall of her casita. “Good morning!”
 
   “Good morning.” He leaned in for a kiss. “There's coffee for you in the center console if you want to go grab it.”
 
   “Thank you,” she breathed. “I can't believe you—this is incredible.”
 
   “Yeah, let's just hope I can get it installed,” he said wryly. She walked gingerly over the gravel in her bare feet to the SUV and retrieved the two cups of coffee he'd bought for them. 
 
   He was busy tearing out her old doorframe when she returned. “Go ahead and set mine there,” he said, nodding toward the windowsill.
 
   “What can I do?”
 
   “Do you have a hammer?”
 
   “Yep, I'll get it.” She fetched the hammer and handed it over.
 
   “Thanks. Now, how about breakfast?” He flashed her that magnificent dimpled grin.
 
   She melted on the spot. “You betcha.” She couldn't stop smiling up at him. 
 
   Luis was already back to his task, and she stood there watching him, fascinated by the manly way he was managing the project. He must have sensed her stare, because he turned back and raised an eyebrow, then reached out to smack her ass. “Hurry up, I'm hungry, woman!” He threw in a wink, probably to show he was play-acting.
 
   She giggled and hurried inside, suddenly nervous about the mayor in a new way—a giddy schoolgirl kind of way. A very happy, giddy schoolgirl who was going to make a breakfast fit for a king.
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
                 She was cute in the morning—her bed-tousled hair looking even sassier, the flush of sleep still in her cheeks. And that wide, grateful smile…he could get used to that smile.
 
   Installing a door with the frame was a lot easier than trying to hang a door in an old frame. Her landlord would probably have done it for her, but who knows how long he would have taken. Claire’s security was at stake, and she literally couldn’t leave her place or be alone at night there until it was fixed. 
 
   He started the work of prying out the busted wood with the claw side of the hammer. By the time he was ready to install the new door, a wonderful smell wafted from the kitchen. The sizzle of bacon or sausage, and the smell of onions, garlic, and potatoes teased his senses.
 
   He was relieved that despite her waif-like appearance, Claire seemed to enjoy food as much as he did. There was nothing worse than a girl who ate like a rabbit.
 
   “How are you coming?” She stuck her head out the door. She still wore her pajamas, which consisted of a pair of three-quarter length leggings and a divinely threadbare dance t-shirt under which he could see the enticing form of her braless breasts.
 
   “I'm at a good stopping place. Is breakfast ready?”
 
   “Yep. Come and eat.”
 
   She'd set the table formally, with orange juice in wine glasses and cloth napkins. The table was absolutely heaped with food—all the fixings for huevos rancheros including diced potatoes fried up with onions and rosemary, black beans, scrambled eggs, cheese, bacon, and red and green salsa. As if that wasn't enough food, she'd also made an entire plate of French toast, lightly dusted with powdered sugar, served with what looked like real maple syrup warmed up in a bowl.
 
                 “Oh my God,” he said with awe.
 
                 “You said you were hungry.”
 
                 “Don't get saucy with me, young lady,” he said with mock sternness, and her eyes flickered, her mouth widening in a slow, appreciative smile. She liked to be dominated. He never would have guessed it, and somehow the fact that she was a bold, independent young professional woman made her submission all the sweeter. He hadn't thought he was ready to date, but when fate delivers the perfect package, you don't walk away from it.
 
   He served himself a huge helping of both the huevos and French toast and popped a forkful of eggs and beans in his mouth. 
 
   “Mmm.” His eyes rolled skyward. The food was delicious—his mother would have approved. In fact, there was nothing about Claire his mother wouldn't approve of, unlike his ex-wife, whom his family had never taken to. They had especially hated her for the scandal she'd caused in leaving him to move in with a woman, but he held no resentment. It had been a relief to realize the reason why they'd never seemed sexually compatible was actually because she preferred women. The split had been as amicable as a divorce could be, and they'd worked together to make the changes as smooth as possible for their boys.
 
                 He cleaned his plate in record time, then sat back and watched Claire eat, reminded of the way her lush lips had widened around his cock the night before. His phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out and turned it on.
 
                 “Oh!” Claire looked disconcerted. “I left you a message, but you can just delete it.”
 
   He put his phone to his ear to listen, watching as the agitation on her face grew. Clearly, she didn't want him to hear the message. He nodded as he heard her voice. 
 
   She actually stood up from her chair and reached, as if to grab the phone from his hand. 
 
   He jerked backward, pressing the phone to his ear, listening to her strained, angry voice on the message, comprehension dawning. She must’ve thought he'd simply left in the morning.
 
                 He turned off the phone and put it back into his pocket, keeping his face blank. 
 
   Claire watched him anxiously. “I—ah…”
 
   He sat back in his chair and crossed his legs. “You thought it was a one-night spanking—or shall we call it a spank and run?”
 
                 She spread her hands and shrugged. “You didn't leave a note,” she accused.
 
                 “You're right, I should have left a note,” he said mildly.
 
   Claire stood up and began to pace the length of the small galley kitchen. “Listen, we need to talk. I—I'm not looking for…uh… a play partner.” She enunciated the last two words slowly as if saying something that caused her tongue to rebel.
 
                 He sat back in his seat, waiting to hear what objections she had that he would have to overcome. Because by now, he had decided—Claire was definitely worth the effort.
 
                 “Look, like I told you last night, I don't sleep around. What we, er, did isn't something I feel casual about.”
 
   He hid a smile, amused that she seemed unable to say what they'd done aloud.
 
                 “And I don't go to BDSM events, or play-parties or whatever you call them. I especially don't just run around giving head to any guy who buys me pizza.” She stopped and looked at him with entreaty.
 
                 “Am I any guy who buys you pizza?”
 
   Her face flushed, her full lips parted, but no answer came out.
 
                 He stood up and approached her, slowly, as if she were a nervous horse he didn't want to startle. “Am I, Claire?”
 
   She swallowed and shook her head.
 
                 He cupped her jaw in his hand, tracing the line of her cheekbone lightly with his thumb. She was at least ten years younger than him, maybe more, with the glow of youth still radiant. Her flawless skin was golden, her brown eyes large and wide set, with thick black lashes that curled. She wore no makeup, yet looked stunning in the light streaming in through the window, cheeks flushed a dusty rose that was echoed in a darker shade on her lips.
 
                 “Claire,” he soothed. “It wasn't a spank and run. I'm not looking for just a play partner, either. And the last time I had my cock sucked was by my ex-wife over a year ago.”
 
   She met his eyes at that. “Really?” Her tough façade crumbled away to show a vulnerability that touched his heart.
 
   He stepped closer to her and bent his face close to her ear. He trailed tiny kisses along the outer edge of her ear. “Really,” he assured her, his voice sounding husky. “And I will not allow you to stop seeing me as your client, or your potential boyfriend or your…dom.” He drew back to watch her face as he said that last word with waggled brows, his hands lowering to gently hold her shoulders. 
 
   The pink of her cheeks deepened beautifully but her brows furrowed at that last word.  She blinked several times in quick succession. 
 
   “In fact,” he said musingly. “I think that saucy message deserves another spanking.”
 
                 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
                 Claire drew in her breath, stiffening under Luis's gentle hands. His eyes lowered to her breasts and he took one of her pebbled nipples between his thumb and forefinger, tugging and pinching as he murmured, “Someone's excited about being spanked.”
 
                 “No, I'm not,” she contradicted, though her body clearly didn’t back up her words. The trouble was, she wasn't looking for a “Dom.” As hot as Luis's spanking the night before had been, erotic spankings weren't really her thing. She didn't want to be kinky, she wanted to be disciplined—she wanted a man who would make her a better person, hold her accountable through spanking, lead so that she could follow.
 
   Luis tipped her head to the side and kissed behind her ear. “No?” he asked, his breath hot in her ear. He lowered his head to one of her protruding nipples, sucking at it through her t-shirt. Her hands went to his head and she closed her fingers in his thick wavy hair, gasping with pleasure at the sensation. “Not excited here, Claire?” he quizzed.
 
                 She drew in an uneven breath. She couldn't seem to answer him. He hadn't understood what she'd been trying to tell him. This wasn't what she wanted. A breeze from the open doorway came through the kitchen, and the thought of someone seeing her being spanked in her own kitchen made her freeze. She craned her neck to see past Luis and look out the door.
 
   He chuckled. “You don't want a public spanking?” 
 
                 She tried to give him a playful shove, her hands connecting with the solid muscle of his chest and not succeeding in moving him in the slightest.
 
                 “I have an idea. I'll install your door. You pack an overnight bag. Then we'll head up to my cabin in the ski valley for the night. I can show you what happens to naughty girls and you can tell me more about these play-parties you mentioned.”
 
                 He was making fun of her. Her cheeks burned. Her insides were liquid with desire, but an underlying anxiety about the direction their relationship seemed to be headed overrode it. Despite his promise that it wasn't a “spank and run,” he was moving way too fast and his primary interest appeared to be erotic spanking.
 
   Which wasn't the worst thing.
 
                 But she wanted something a bit different.
 
                 She shook her head slowly. “Look, I'm grateful for your help today, but I really can't do this. I don't date clients, for one thing. And this is all going way too fast, for another.”
 
                 He blinked at her, his face inscrutable.
 
                 “You don't have to worry about the door, my landlord will get to it, eventually. And I will definitely see you as a client again—I'm sorry about that message. I guess I overreacted.”
 
                 Luis looked at her for a long, silent moment. Then he turned and left the kitchen. 
 
   She held her breath, waiting to hear the sound of his SUV start up. Her breakfast sat in her belly like a brick and she felt like an ungrateful bitch. But she'd done the right thing. Mayor Valdez would have broken her heart. He was rapidly on his way to fulfilling all the requirements of the man of her dreams, and she couldn't bear to get that close to perfection on a fling.
 
   The sound of a drill made her jump. She caught her breath and peered around the corner. Luis was back at work on her door as if she hadn't just given him the boot. She watched him drill another screw through the casing into the rough opening. She could tell he knew she was watching, but he chose to ignore her. 
 
   She bit her lip and retreated to the kitchen, slowly washing the dishes with hands that trembled slightly. She hid in the kitchen, cleaning every last crumb from the counters and floor before she finally emerged.
 
                 As it was, it didn't matter, because Luis still ignored her, interested only in his job, which appeared to be mostly finished. She slipped into the bedroom and made the bed, picking up clothes she'd scattered on the floor, before moving onto scrubbing her toilet. She heard the door opening and closing several times, and then strained her ears to identify the muffled sounds coming from her living room. The door opened and closed once more and she heard his SUV start and drive away. A wave of regret washed over her. He was gone.
 
   She walked slowly into the living room and admired the new door. He'd left the keys on her entry table, on top of a note. She picked it up, her heart starting to beat faster.
 
   Please reconsider.
 
    6 pm for dinner
 
    (Overnight optional)
 
   1372 Hwy 150, # 45 Taos Ski Valley 
 
                 -Luis
 
   She swallowed and wiped the sweat of her palms on her leggings. Damn him for tempting her. 
 
   But no. She couldn't do it. The butterflies in her tummy were almost unmanageable. If she was this nervous thinking about getting spanked again by the mayor, how awkward would it be if things didn’t work out? She’d lose him as a client, for one thing. But that was the least of it. She’d see him all over town and would probably turn beet red knowing he’d humiliated her. Not that there was anything wrong with humiliation—it was part of what turned her on with spanking. But getting humiliated by someone you’re in a long-term relationship with is one thing. Doing it with someone you hardly know and then seeing them out in public later—totally another.
 
   No, she couldn’t do it. She shouldn’t do it. 
 
                 To keep herself from temptation, she called her friend Skye and arranged to meet for her drinks and dinner in the plaza. What she needed was a good dose of normalcy. A distraction. Getting involved with Mayor Luis Valdez was not an option. Period. Exclamation mark.
 
   Skye sailed in straight from her job as a realtor and gave her a big hug. “How’s it going?”
 
   She grimmaced. “It’s been a weird couple of days. Let’s just say, I could really use that margarita I ordered.”
 
   As if on cue, the waitress arrived with her drink and took their food orders. 
 
   She went for the shrimp enchiladas, a New Mexican favorite, served with salsa verde, her favorite.
 
   She told her friend briefly about getting broken into, and then hooking up with the mayor, but she left out the spanking part.
 
   “Well, I think it sounds exciting!” Skye said when she’d finished the story. “Why don’t you want to date him?” 
 
   She flushed. “I just don’t think it’s a good idea. I mean, he’s the mayor.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So...well, I don’t know. I think it was just about sex, anyway. I mean, we’d never even had a date, and then bam—we hooked up. I don’t even think he wants to date me.”
 
   Although, that wasn’t necessarily true. He’d invited her to his cabin in the ski valley to discuss their relationship.
 
   “You know what I think?” Skye challenged.
 
   “What?”
 
   “You’re scared. Everything you’ve said so far sounds like an excuse. Do you think he’s too good for you or something?”
 
   She shrugged. Partly. And maybe she was embarrassed about the spanking thing. So embarrassed she wanted to erase the whole scene, even though it would probably provide fantasy fodder for the rest of her life. 
 
   “I don’t know.” She downed her margarita. “Let’s talk about something else. How’s your love life?”
 
   “It sucks,” Skye said flatly. Claire listened to her friend's lamentations about the dating scene in Taos. “The thing is, the list of eligible men is so short that by the time you reach the bottom, there's nothing else to do but start back up with the first guy again!”
 
                 Claire laughed in commiseration. “That’s true.”
 
                 “All I want is a man who works a decent job he enjoys, instead of a ski bum or hippie slacker. Is that too much to ask?”
 
                 “Apparently.” Claire’s mind flitted unbidden to Luis and his very important job running their town.
 
   “And I really like an alpha man, you know?” Skye said. “Which cuts out most hippies, anyway.”
 
                 “I like an alpha man too,” she muttered, her body prickling with the memory of being bent over Luis's hard thighs as he spanked her to tears with her hairbrush. How long had she been waiting for a man like Luis to walk into her life? A man who knew how to dominate, and who did so out of charismatic confidence, rather than sexism. She shifted in her seat, wanting to feel the residual soreness, lamenting the fact it had almost already faded.
 
                 She drove slowly home after the meal, Skye’s words rolling over and over in her mind. Maybe she was just scared. Did she want to throw away a shot at something good just because she was embarrassed and scared? She pulled up to her casita and stared at the new door. A curious mixture of longing and anxiety twisted in her stomach. Perhaps she'd made a mistake.
 
   It was 8:30 p.m. Far past the time Luis had set for their proposed date. Would he still be there? She turned on her cell phone, but remembered she didn't have his number programmed. It was inside, in her client files. Should she call? But what would she say? Maybe it would be better to just drive up and surprise him? If he was still there…
 
                 Feeling itchy for any kind of resolution to the way she was feeling, she threw the car back into drive and pulled out, heading for the ski valley. She had no overnight bag, no phone number for Luis, only the note he'd left with the address. It would have to do. It was a forty-five minute drive up the mountain and she refused to think about anything at all, choosing to sing loudly to the radio, instead.
 
                 She found his place without a problem—it turned out he owned a unit in the most popular ski condo on the mountain. She stepped out of the car and shivered. She wore only a light sweater over her tank top, and the mountain air had a chill to it. In the sky, the slivered moon was highlighted by the majestic arc of the Milky Way, making her grateful, as always, to be out in the wild after her years in New York City. She took a deep breath and marched up the steps to Luis's condo. She rapped on the door, then froze.
 
   Was that a female voice she heard inside? Oh God. She'd been right about him after all—he was a man whore. She hadn't shown up for their date, so he'd found someone else. And as sexy and powerful as Mayor Luis Valdez was, he wouldn't have to look far for a playmate.
 
   Gathering her wits, she turned and made to retreat, but was too late. The door swung open and Mayor Valdez loomed in the doorframe, his eyebrows raised in what appeared to be disapproval.
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
                 
 
   “Claire.”
 
   He'd been resigned to the idea she was not coming. Deeply disappointed, but resigned. Now, he had to catch his breath as he took her in: fitted purple tank with a thin sweater over the top, a jean skirt and cowgirl boots. Her gold hoop earrings swayed as she tossed a strand of hair out of her eyes. She had on her Miss Independent persona, which expanded far beyond her petite frame. She lifted her chin and gazed past him into the condo. “Am I disturbing you?” she demanded.
 
   Perplexed but amused at the attitude, he held the door open wide and ushered her in. “Not at all, I was just watching TV.”
 
   She looked around, her eyes falling on the television he'd been watching. “Oh,” she muttered.
 
   “Did you think I was having a party here without you?”
 
   The defiant look on her face faded and a blush crept onto her cheeks. Seeing the tinge of pink made him think about the color of her ass the night before.
 
   “Are you here for your spanking?” he asked in a low voice.
 
   Her eyes flickered and she bit her lip. She shook her head. “Actually…I just want to… talk.”
 
   Talk. He found himself curiously excited to hear that, though it went against every cliché about men and relationships. That they had something important to discuss between them was satisfying to him on some level. He suddenly found he wanted to know everything that mattered to her, hoped he had the chance to tell her some random detail of his life. He turned off the TV, and hit the button to turn on the gas fireplace, motioning to the two overstuffed swivel chairs in front of it.
 
                 She kicked off her boots and dropped into one of the chairs, drawing her legs up underneath her with a feline grace. She picked at the hem of her skirt for a moment.
 
                 “Luis...” Her voice sounded shaky.
 
                 If she hadn't driven all the way up there, he'd think she was breaking things off. As it was, he felt sympathy for her difficulty in speaking.
 
                 “Tell me, cariño,” he said gently. Her eyes flashed to his, surprised at the endearment. He held her gaze, letting the warmth he felt for her show. She relaxed and smiled faintly.
 
                 “I'm sorry I didn't come earlier—I hadn't planned on coming at all. This is all just going too fast for me—we hardly know each other, and I'm not sure we want the same things. I just think we need some clarity before we go on.”
 
                 He nodded encouragingly. “Vale.”
 
                 “I mean, you don't even know that I don't speak Spanish!” she exclaimed.
 
                 He laughed. “You're right, I didn't. I'm sorry—I should not have assumed. But you understand me, don't you?”
 
                 She nodded.
 
                 “Okay, we got that one figured out. What else?”
 
                 She looked at her hem again, pulling at the threads with trembling fingers. “About the spanking…” she said in a small voice.
 
                 He waited.
 
                 “What I was trying to explain is that…I'm not into erotic spanking.”
 
                 He choked back a burst of laughter, making a strangled sort of sound. “What?” he managed.
 
                 Her face turned a deep red, but she looked at him with a stubborn expression. “It's not funny. I'm not. I don't want to be spanked for fun.” She studied her skirt again. “I only want to be spanked when —” her voice had grown so small he had to strain his ears to hear. She untucked her legs and swiveled her feet to the other side. “—when I'm bad.” Her voice was tiny. She didn't lift her eyes as she studiously massaged her baby toe.
 
   He made his face perfectly blank. “Well, you have been bad,” he said seriously.
 
   Her eyes shot to his, brows drawn together, as if worried he hadn't understood.
 
   “But I think I understand what you're telling me. You're into domestic discipline, not BDSM.”
 
   She looked relieved. “Yes!”
 
   “But you can't tell me it doesn't turn you on. DD is still a kink.”
 
   A fresh blush spread across her chest and she didn't answer for a moment. “I'm not into pain. I mean—the idea of being spanked turns me on, but I don't actually like being spanked. I like being held accountable for things—real things.”
 
   He patted his knee and opened his arms, happy when she immediately scrambled out of her chair and onto his lap. He wrapped his arms around her, helping her to settle against him, her head resting on his shoulder, face into his neck. He stroked her thigh. “Clara, I would like nothing more than to be a real disciplinarian—your real disciplinarian.”
 
   He breathed in the smell of her, relishing the feel of how easily her small body fit on his. “My ex-wife…she tolerated a few spanks here and there because she knew I was into it, but she never let me lead. So I can't say I have vast experience as a ‘Head of Household,’ but,” he pitched his voice to the timbre of a campaign speech, “if elected to the position, I promise I will do my very best to be fair and just, and never spank for fun.”
 
   She giggled, lifting her head to look at him through her thick lashes. “I'm not saying I'd vote to impeach you for fun spankings.”
 
                 He brushed a stray wisp of hair from her eyes. “That's good, because you still have a spanking coming tonight, and I would hate to make you cry two nights in a row.”
 
   Her lush mouth opened slightly.
 
   He pushed her off his lap to stand. “Pull down your panties, Claire,” he murmured, his voice charged with promise.
 
                 Her breath quickened as she lifted her short jean skirt. 
 
   His cock went rock hard. He watched her slide her thumbs into the waistband of her pink polka-dotted panties and slowly pulled them down. He had never considered the difference in flavor between discipline and erotic spanking but discovering Claire wanted real authority was somehow even hotter than learning she was into spanking. Knowing she would be willing to submit to his lead, not just in the bedroom, but outside of it, gave him an enormous boost of manly pride. 
 
   She stood before him now, pants pulled down, waiting for her spanking and the sight was at once erotic and heart-rending.
 
   He took her hand and pulled her over his lap, savoring the view of her lovely cheeks as he adjusted her into an ideal position for spanking. He gave her bottom a sound slap, then rubbed. “Do you know why you're being spanked, Claire?”
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                 “Mmm hmm,” she whimpered. Luis's hand came down again with a loud smack.
 
                 “Why?”
 
                 “For leaving a snotty message on your phone?”
 
                 She heard him chuckle just before his hand connected again with her prickling flesh. “Sí, mi amor. You wrote me off this morning without even talking to me.” He picked up his speed, landing a dozen swift smacks across her cheeks. She sucked in her breath and kicked one heel, wriggling against the burn.
 
   “And what else?”
 
                 She hardly heard the question because he had begun another volley of swift spanks and focusing on anything other than the pain was nearly impossible.
 
                 “What else, Claire?” 
 
                 She'd thought he'd been spanking hard, but he increased the intensity now and her ability to answer drifted even further away. He slapped the back of her thigh twice and she howled in protest.
 
                 “Answer me, cariña.”
 
                 “I don't know!” she managed to gasp.
 
                 He began spanking again and she moaned a long “Noooooooo,” as she kicked her heels.
 
                 Luis threw one leg over hers to pin them down, and she whimpered a protest again.
 
                 “How about for showing up here three hours late?” He attacked the same exact spot where her right cheek met her thigh over and over again. 
 
   She squealed loudly. “Sorry!” 
 
   He moved to the left. “I thought you weren't coming. I was very disappointed, Claire. You see, I've been attracted to you since our very first appointment.”
 
                 “Uhhhhhh,” she managed.
 
                 He moved back to the right, torturing her with his steady, firm slaps.
 
                 “And last night when I discovered you're spankable, well, I was ready to marry you on the spot.”
 
                 She giggled in spite of the fire blazing across her butt. To her relief, the spanks stopped, and Luis patted her numbed cheeks with his palm. His fingers slid between her legs, gliding into the lush wetness her pussy had produced. He slowly moved them up and down her slit, spreading her nectar over her swelling sex. “I guess that was punitive enough to excite you, Claire?”
 
                 A tiny whimper came out of her mouth. 
 
   His hand withdrew, and he brought his palm sharply down on her right buttock and then her left. “Or do you need me to teach you another lesson with the hairbrush?”
 
                 “No, sir!”
 
                 The sound of Luis's rich, deep laughter reverberated through her whole body, stoking the heat already coursing through her.
 
                 He rubbed her hot cheeks slowly, kneading her flesh in his large, hard palms in a proprietary way. She moaned and pushed back at him. His fingers slipped between her legs again, penetrating her deeply this time. She arched, spreading her thighs and offering her hot core for his exploration. He pressed his fingers in and out of her until the need built like a tight coil.
 
                 “Luis!”
 
                 “Amorcita.”
 
                 “I have a condom,” she gasped.
 
                 Again, the pleasurable sound of his chuckle surrounded her, and he pulled her upright to sit on his lap. She was dazed, half out of her mind with desire, and disoriented by the change in altitude after hanging over his knee. She looked at him, pleadingly, unable to speak.
 
                 “Are you sure, mi amor?” he asked seriously, gazing up at her.
 
                 She nodded, her head feeling wobbly on its perch. She reached between his legs and felt his hardened cock pressing eagerly against his pants. 
 
   He caught her hand, groaning. “Let's go to the bedroom,” he said hoarsely, nudging her up to stand. He surged to his feet and scooped her, giggling, into his arms, carrying her down the hall to a darkened room.
 
   She blinked in the shadows as he lit a candle and stripped off his clothes. Taking his cue, she wriggled out of her skirt and panties, and pulled her sweater and tank off, keeping her eyes glued to his lanky, defined physique. He tossed her a condom and crawled up on the bed, straddling her and pinioning her wrists above her head before she could open the wrapper. He held her like that for a moment, looking down with glittering eyes. She bent her knees and pushed into her heels to press her hips up, rolling wantonly against the firm pressure of his pelvis.
 
                 “Are you going to be a good girl?” he asked softly. A spasm ripped through her at his words and she bucked her hips harder, needy for release.
 
                 “Maybe,” she panted.  He rolled her hip to one side and gave her several swift smacks on the ass.
 
                 “Okay, yes!” she gasped. “I'll be a good girl. Your good girl.”
 
                 He growled at that and attacked, his mouth hungry on her neck as his hard cock pressed between her legs. The hand holding her wrists groped for the condom and snatched it out of her hand, bringing it to his mouth where he savagely tore it open with his teeth. Her wrist freed, she snatched it back from him, reaching for his cock and grasping it with great authority. She rolled the condom over the head and down his length, while guiding him at the same time to her entrance.
 
                 “Oh God, yes!” she groaned as he penetrated her. She grasped his shoulders tightly as he moved in and out, plunging to the hilt and lifting slightly on the in-stroke, so he caught her clit each time. She arched into him, opening her mouth wide as she practically sobbed in ecstasy, the rhythmic slamming of his flesh against hers the only thing that mattered.
 
                 “Oh please,” she begged. “Please? Luis…oh yes, oh God…” She wrapped her legs around his waist, squeezing her inner thighs like a vice, taking him as deeply within her as she could and holding him there while her orgasm came slamming down the tracks. “Yes, yes, YES!” she screamed, and Luis bucked against her, his own orgasm adding to hers, prolonging it so she milked his cock of its load with her spasming muscles.
 
                 “Oh God,” he gasped, collapsing to one side of her, rolling her hips so they remained connected. “That was amazing.”
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   “Yeah,” Claire said, dazedly.
 
                 He had never been with a woman who was so vocal before. Hearing her call out his name at the moment of climax had been almost as big a turn-on as spanking her. He nuzzled into her neck, making contented noises against her baby soft skin.
 
                 “Luis?”
 
                 He slid out of her and removed the condom, then leaned up on his elbow to gaze at her beautiful visage. Her face was flushed from exertion, her lithe, youthful body still trembling against him. He stroked her cheek with his thumb.
 
                 “Qué cosa?”
 
                 “I know you were kidding when you said you wanted to marry me, but…” her eyes drifted away from his, but he held her face to keep her from turning away. “—I just want to know, I mean—would you marry again?”
 
                 Though a week ago he would have sworn otherwise, he nodded now, soberly. “Absolutely,” he answered truthfully.
 
                 “And would you—I mean, I know you already have kids, but—”
 
                 He nodded again. “Yes.” With Claire, he would do it all again. And it would be so much better with her. He'd be a true “head of household,” like his father had been, with a woman who was turned on by his natural dominance. The idea of it gave him a surge of satisfaction. He bent to kiss her, brushing her lips softly at first, then pressing against them with insistence, nudging them open and slipping his tongue between them to seek hers. She caught his face with her two hands, holding him as she kissed him back with a tenderness that expanded his heart. They separated and he stroked her hair back from her face.
 
                 “Do you think you can obey me, mi corazón?”
 
                 A slight blush bloomed in her cheeks and her eyes lowered momentarily. “I'll try,” she said shyly.
 
                 He kissed her again, deeply. “I will try to be a good leader,” he said seriously. He settled down next to her, rolling to his back with his hands interlaced behind his head. “Let's see…I think I might need to institute some rules right away, to make sure we get off to a good start.”
 
                 “Like what?” she demanded suspiciously.
 
                 He chuckled, glad she was starting to get him. “I'm thinking I'll require a blow-job and a home-cooked breakfast at least once a week.”
 
                 She giggled.
 
                 “And it has to be served in that threadbare t-shirt you were wearing this morning—with no bra.”
 
                 She snuggled into him and tossed one leg over his hips. He pulled her in tightly and tucked her under his arm.
 
                 “What do you think? Can you follow those rules?”
 
                 “Yes, sir,” she said, laughter bubbling in her voice.
 
                 “Good girl,” he murmured and kissed her forehead.
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   Chapter One
 
    
 
   Claire woke from the dream vision of a sponge squeezing blood into a metal bowl. 
 
   Great. She knew immediately what it meant: her period had arrived. 
 
   Reaching for the thermometer to take her body basal temperature, she fought off a crushing wave of depression. Another month without getting pregnant. Another failure. 
 
   She jotted down the temperature and rolled over on her back, staring at the elephant hanging over the bed. It was the feng shui fertility cure she’d implemented, along with every other superstition for getting pregnant, including getting rid of metal bedsprings (their mattress now lay on a wooden platform), removing her belly button piercing, eliminating coffee and wine from her diet, sprinkling cornmeal over a turquoise corn-maiden figurine and wearing moonstone. 
 
   Maybe thirty-four was too old to conceive. She’d passed her prime, and her body had no idea how to make a baby now. 
 
   She closed her eyes, listening to the sound of Luis humming in the shower. She opened them when he emerged, a towel wrapped around his lanky frame, his jaw-length dark hair tousled and wet. One year of marriage and she still could not believe the sexy mayor of Taos was hers. Or, better put, she was his. 
 
   “Are you still in bed, Clarita?”
 
   She sat up heavily and swung her legs over the side of the bed. “I think I got my period.”
 
   Luis hesitated in pulling on his sock. “You think, or you did?”
 
   His question grated on her sensitive nerves. “Well, I’m not sure, but I had a dream, okay?” It sounded far bitchier than she’d intended—a violation of their domestic discipline agreement of respect. 
 
   He did not acknowledge the broken rule with the customary raised eyebrow that made her knees go weak. Instead, there was weary sympathy in his expression, only increasing her anguish. He pulled on his other sock and walked over to take her into his arms, planting a kiss on her forehead. “I’m sorry, reina.”
 
   She pulled away when the tears smarted her eyes and walked to the shower with an exaggerated sigh. She wanted more from Luis. She wanted him somehow to fix this, the way he fixed everything. Her expectations for him clearly exceeded reality here, but knowing that did not make her any less pissy with him. 
 
   She showered and dressed mechanically, listening to the sounds of her husband urging his sons to get their things together for school. She emerged to give him a kiss. “Buen dÍa,” she muttered. 
 
   He put a finger under her chin, his dark-lashed brown eyes warm. “Be good to yourself today,” he said. 
 
   For the second time that morning her nose burned with self-pity and she pulled away, swallowing it. “I’m rehearsing my class tonight for their dance performance, so I won’t be home till seven.”
 
   “Okay, baby. Have a good day. I love you.”
 
   “Love you,” she said weakly.
 
   She waited until they left before she padded out. The kitchen was a mess, the disaster of two pre-pubescent boys and a husband in a hurry. Normally, she liked to clean up after them. She had a housewife fetish—insisting that Luis set rules for her about keeping the house clean and having dinner on time, but lately playing Susie Homemaker did not turn her on. Actually, lately, nothing turned her on. 
 
   She left the kitchen in the state of disaster she found it, further adding to it with her cereal bowl and spoon and drove to her Feldenkrais studio for her first appointment. In the Jeep, her phone rang and she grabbed it, sliding her finger over the screen to answer, despite the hands-free driving law in New Mexico. 
 
   “Sandy!” she exclaimed, happy to hear from her friend from New York, one of the dancers she’d become close to when she lived there. “Oh shit, I just passed a cop. I’ll call you back, okay?”
 
   Clearly it was not her day, because she watched the police car make a U-turn behind her, putting on its lights to signal her to pull over.
 
   Well, crap.
 
   Her heart thumped with the involuntary physical reaction of being “in trouble.” These were the times when being wired as a submissive annoyed her. She recognized the face approaching in her rearview mirror and she scanned her mental files trying to remember his name. He had been one of the officers who showed up when her casita was broken into in the incident that had propelled her and Luis together. Artie Mora! Or was it Arturo? 
 
   “Good morning, Officer Mora,” she said with a sweet smile, praying he remembered her as the Mayor’s girl.
 
   He squinted at her. 
 
   She did not see any register of recognition. 
 
   “Were you talking on your cell phone while you were driving, ma’am?”
 
   “Yes, sir. I’m sorry, Officer. It rang and I answered without thinking. I understand if you have to give me a ticket, but please don’t tell the mayor or he’ll take me over his knee.” She put on her best pleading little girl face.
 
                 She knew some women in domestic discipline relationships would sooner die than admit their dynamic to outsiders, but she wasn’t above using it when the moment served. If she remembered right, the officer had a streak of machismo, and she hoped her little plea would soften him as well as jog his memory that she belonged to the mayor. 
 
                 He gave a surprised chuckle and she watched recognition dawn. He grinned at her. “Well, we wouldn’t want that. Promise me you won’t talk on your phone while driving again.”
 
                 “I promise, Officer Mora.” She made her expression as solemn as she could muster.
 
   “All right. Have a good day.”
 
   She beamed. “Thanks. You, too!” She rolled up her window, saving her smirk for later, when she shared the story with Luis. 
 
   Except by the time she got home, she was too exhausted and depressed to have a laugh with her husband. 
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                 The house was a wreck when he got home, another sign of Claire’s anguish. His heart broke for her—the stress of trying to conceive had taken over her entire life, as evidenced by the way she crumbled every time she got her period. 
 
   He cleaned the kitchen and cooked dinner for the boys, noting how unusual it was for Claire not to have left them something. She normally prided herself on keeping delicious home-cooked meals available at all times in the house. He certainly didn’t mind pulling his own weight with the housework; he had no sexist ideas about cooking and cleaning. It was Claire who had begged for the role, along with rules he was meant to hold her to with spankings. 
 
   And he’d certainly enforced with great pleasure in the past, but it wouldn’t be right now. Not when she was suffering emotionally. 
 
   She came in looking dead to the world, giving him an exhausted, “Hey,” as she walked past him to the kitchen. He trailed behind her, leaning against the counter with his arms folded across his chest, watching as she poured herself a bowl of cereal and ate it standing up.
 
   “How was rehearsal?”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   He tried again. “How are you feeling?”
 
   She shrugged. “I got my period.”
 
   He took a breath. “Claire… don’t you think it might be the stress about trying to get pregnant that could actually be preventing it?”
 
   Her face contorted. “Yes!” she hissed, throwing her spoon into the sink with a clatter. “It’s my stress. It’s that I don’t have enough body fat. It’s that I’m too old. It’s that I was on the pill for twelve years. It is certainly all my fault!”
 
   Or it could be that I’m too old. 
 
   He was twelve years older than his new wife, which meant he could be shooting blanks. He wanted to draw her into his arms, but she was far too prickly to accept it. “Claire,” he said in his most reasonable tone. “You’re totally off-balance. I can tell just by the state you left the kitchen—”
 
   “Well, why don’t you man up and do something about it?” she cut in. 
 
   He recoiled. “Did you really just say that to me?” 
 
   Her eyes flew wide as if she’d shocked herself, and remorse streaked across her expression, but no apology came forth. 
 
   “Go to the bedroom and prepare yourself.” He made his voice soft and dangerous.
 
   She swallowed, the color draining from her face, but still, she did not say she was sorry. 
 
   “Now, Claire.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she muttered and set her cereal bowl in the sink, giving him a nervous backward glance as she departed. 
 
   He met it with one raised eyebrow.
 
   Taking a deep breath, he calmed his heart rate, though truly he was more shocked than angered. Apparently, Claire had been begging for a spanking all along, when what he thought she needed was a dose of compassion. He poured himself a glass of water and sipped it, giving her time to stew in anticipation. 
 
   Domestic discipline was much harder than he’d imagined. When she’d asked him for this arrangement, he’d jumped at the chance, having always been into domination, but never before having a willing partner. And it had been easy and fun at first—defining rules, punishing when they were broken. But it was always with the light-hearted knowledge that it was all erotic fodder. He loved watching Claire’s eyes dilate when he turned Dom on her, or seeing the evidence of her arousal drip down her leg when he had her stand in the corner with her panties down. 
 
   But this…this was different. This was a territory where he could easily make the kind of mistake that caused resentment. Do you punish your wife who is depressed because she can’t get pregnant? His rationale had been an emphatic no. And yet, she just dared him to. 
 
   It made sense, he supposed. Maybe she needed the release. Maybe she needed someone to take charge. She was a woman trying to control too much in her life. He drank the rest of his water and put the glass down. The boys were absorbed in their TV show, and he had sound-proofed the master bedroom so they wouldn’t notice anything.
 
   He entered the room and closed the door softly behind him. Claire sat on the edge of the bed in her panties, looking supremely uncomfortable. Her breath moved too-frequently in her chest and her eyes were fixed on his face. He kept his expression inscrutable. 
 
   “Stand up.”
 
   She jumped to her feet, fingering her panties. “I left them on because…”
 
   He gave a single nod. She had her period. Well, it wasn’t intended to be a sexy spanking, anyway. Still, the sight of her undressed body made his cock spring to attention in his pants. Her dancer’s physique gave her a body worthy of worship. But in giving her a real spanking, all eroticism would fade. He opened the implement drawer and pulled out the leather strap and the pocket paddle, sensing Claire watching. He took his time—letting her anxiety build was part of the experience.
 
   He sat on the side of the bed and patted his knee. She walked to him and dove over his leg as if in a hurry to avoid eye contact. He scissored her legs between his and picked up the strap, then brought it down with a snap. 
 
   She gasped. He snapped it down again two more times and she bucked. “No warm-up?” she complained.
 
   He began to spank with vigor, striping down her panty-clad bottom with rapid strokes, smarting the backs of her legs several times for emphasis. “Are you seriously still topping from the bottom?”
 
   “No!” she squeaked. “I mean, sorry!”
 
   “Are you sorry, Claire?”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   He pulled the edges of her panties up into the cleft of her buttocks to expose more bare skin, then resumed spanking with the strap.
 
   “Oh… oh!” She wriggled on his lap, her gasps making him grow hard. He continued at a slow and steady rate watching as her skin took on the pink “tanned” appearance particular to leather on flesh. She settled into the spanking, holding still for him and biting back her gasps, showing him she welcomed the punishment in some way. Only after a solid minute of continuous whipping did she start to make little pleading cries after each swat and he could tell the pain was getting intense. He stopped and rubbed her heated bottom, releasing his hold on her legs.
 
   “On your knees,” he commanded. 
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   She slid down to kneel at his feet, tentatively leaning her cheek against his thigh, needing to feel close to him. 
 
   “What are you sorry for, Claire?”
 
   Luis’s face was still unreadable, his dark eyes penetrating. Her cheeks grew warm, and she dropped her gaze, but he cupped her chin and lifted it, forcing her to meet his eyes.
 
   “I’m sorry I said that.”
 
   He lifted an eyebrow, the look that always made her tummy flip. Clearly her answer was not sufficient.
 
   “I’m sorry I told you to man up. I didn’t mean to imply…” She trailed off, because in fact, she had meant to imply it. “It was emasculating. And wrong. And I’m sorry.”
 
   Luis gave a small nod. “What else are you sorry for, Claire?” His deep voice was silky and she thought she recognized the hint of dominant seduction in it. Thank God—he wasn’t angry. Or at least not too angry. 
 
   “I’ve been horrible. I’ve snapped and snarled. And I haven’t been a good wife.” Her eyes filled with tears as the oppressive weight on her chest returned in full force. 
 
   Luis gave stern shake of his head. “Enough.” 
 
   Her eyes widened, not sure what he’d had enough of.
 
    “Come here.” He reached for her. 
 
   She climbed into his lap, curling into him, attaching herself like a burr to a sock. 
 
   “You cannot be a good wife if you’re not good to yourself, mi amor. You are blaming yourself over not getting pregnant and it’s tearing you apart.”
 
   She opened her mouth to reject his assessment, but he cut in, “Not a word out of you.” He lifted her from his lap, turned her and placed her face down over his thigh again. 
 
   She sucked in her breath, guessing the paddle was coming next.
 
   The unforgiving wood struck her sit spots and she yelped. “You are officially removed from this project for the next month,” he said, smacking her again. 
 
   The pocket paddle was ping-pong sized, but ¾ inch thick, making it a formidable implement for punishment. Wider than a hairbrush, it was still perfect for striking one cheek at a time. 
 
   “I forbid you from even thinking about getting pregnant. You’re going to go back to drinking coffee and wine, you’re going to stop taking your temperature every morning, and,” he began paddling her rapidly, “you’re going to concentrate on the things you can control.” 
 
   She let out a long low moan into the covers, which she had twisted into knots in each fist. She wanted to protest—how would they ever have a baby if she stopped trying? But she couldn’t speak with the rate he was spanking. 
 
   “I will worry about getting you pregnant. It’s my job, and I take it seriously. You are simply my breeder. Your job is to give me your body anywhere, any time I demand it. Comprendes?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gasped. Something in her lifted. It was something small—yet she felt it rise, a new freedom, a distant sense of floating or soaring. Perhaps it was sub-space from the spanking, but no—it was different—a release of responsibility. Luis was taking care of it. He could be her hero in this, as in all things.
 
   “You will keep this house clean,” he continued lecturing and spanking, the pain of the paddle satisfying to her on some level, a meeting of some dark need. “You will have dinner ready on time or you will leave it prepared for me to warm up.” He paused and she realized he waited for her acknowledgement. 
 
   “Yes, sir!” 
 
   It was becoming more difficult to speak as she did seem to be moving into the pleasure of sub-space.
 
   “And there’s one more thing.” He paused in his spanking as if he wanted her full attention. “I want you to choreograph a dance—a solo you can perform in the show.”
 
   She came out of her bliss, turning her head in confusion. “Sir?”
 
   “A dance. You told me our first night together you missed performing. I want to see what you do. You will choreograph and perform a dance in the Ballet Arts show next month.”
 
   Her mind whirled with the possibility as she lay limp over his lap, her body soft and relaxed as if she’d just had a massage, rather than been paddled raw. She had considered choreographing a solo for herself, but she’d had too much on her plate with her worry over getting pregnant. 
 
   Luis shifted out from under her, pulling her knees up so she lay curled on the bed where he settled beside her. She nestled in close, snuggling her nose against his chest, relishing the warmth of his embrace. 
 
   “I love you,” she murmured, overwhelmed with appreciation.
 
   He stroked her hair. “You are everything to me, Clarita,” he said, the deep rumble of his voice soothing like the purr of a cat. 
 
   She drifted a while on an ocean of warmth and love until her mind gradually returned. 
 
   “What if the dance sucks?”
 
   “Nothing you do ever sucks, querida. Have faith in yourself.” 
 
   She smiled and remembered the incident that morning which seemed so long ago now. “Er...Señor Alcalde? The entire police force may now know that you spank me.”
 
   He pulled away, looking amused. “Qué pasó?”
 
   “I got pulled over today for talking on my cell phone while driving. I told the officer not to tell you or you’d take me over your knee.”
 
   Luis gave a short bark of laughter. “Who was it?”
 
   “Officer Mora. Arturo?”
 
   “Artie.”
 
   “He snickered and let me off with a warning.”
 
   Luis kissed her nose. “Nice work, mi corazón. I’ll be the toast of the force now.”
 
   “I wonder how long before the entire town of Taos has heard I’m a spanked wife?”
 
   “If anyone asks I’ll tell them they have it wrong. That you dress up in a tight leather skirt and bustier and beat me with a crop.” 
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   He hadn’t brought her to tears, which he’d found beneficial in the past for relieving her of pent up emotions, but considering how changed she appeared, he figured he’d done his job. He held her until she fell asleep, then got up and made sure the boys had gone to bed. 
 
   He gave the situation some thought over the next few days, and the following week he called his ex-wife. “Hi, Melissa. I’d like to switch weeks with you. I can keep the kids this coming week, and you can have them the following.”
 
   Melissa blew out her breath with a hiss. “That’s awfully presumptuous of you, Luis. I might have plans, already. You can’t just call up and tell me we’re switching weeks. Why do you want to change?”
 
   “Claire will be ovulating.” 
 
   It was a dangerous bomb to drop. It could go either way, but he had a feeling Melissa would sympathize. She still felt guilty for leaving him for a woman, an event that had caused an avalanche of gossip and jokes nearly burying him in his last election as mayor.  
 
   “Oh. Whoa.” She paused. “You’re trying for a baby?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Another silence. “Well, sure. She probably wants her own.”
 
   “I want another, too. We both want it.” He didn’t know why it felt important to declare it, but it did. Maybe because he had just promised Claire he would take the lead. He’d left her alone in this endeavor for too long already.
 
   “Yeah, okay. We can arrange schedules based on your wife’s hormonal cycle.” There was snarkiness in her tone, but he knew he’d just won, and, in fact, he would be able to arrange for sharing custody according to Claire’s needs going forward.
 
   “Thank you,” he said sincerely.
 
   “You’re welcome. Good luck with that, Luis. Really. I wish you all the best.”
 
   “I appreciate that.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Claire made an effort that week, but he could tell she was going through the motions. Though she kept the kitchen clean and cooked meals, the furrow between her brows never left, and when he asked how the dance was coming, it only seemed to further stress her. 
 
   His own heart began to ache. This seemed to be a problem he could not fix. He wracked his brain for what he could do besides turning her on and having a lot of sex. He’d had his sperm count tested and was deemed adequate when they first were married, so there wasn’t something for him to work on physically. He wondered whether getting her hormones checked would be worthwhile.
 
   Picking up the phone, he called a doctor friend of his in Santa Fe, asking for a recommendation for the best fertility doctor in the area. He waited until after dinner, when the boys were occupied with homework, and he and Claire were settled on the couch to discuss it with her. 
 
   “I booked an appointment for you with the best fertility doctor down in Santa Fe. It’s for next Monday, your day off. I’ll take the day off, too, and drive down with you.”
 
   She stared at him. Her expression was not appreciation. It was something more akin to betrayal. 
 
   “Claire?”
 
   She stood up and walked away without a word.
 
   “Claire?” He followed. Danny and Sam looked up from where they sat at the dining room table working, not missing a single nuance. 
 
   He ground his teeth and followed Claire into the bedroom, where he shut the door. “What’s wrong with you? You don’t just get up and walk away from me when we’re in the middle of a conversation—you know better than that.”
 
   She averted her face and waved a hand in his direction. “I—can’t—talk to you right now,” she said in a choked voice. 
 
   He put his hands on her shoulders, only to feel her muscles tighten under his touch. “Claire. I’m sorry, but you must.”
 
   She pulled away. 
 
   A spanking would work in this situation. It would change her mood, open her up, get communication flowing. By rights, she had violated a tenet of domestic discipline by distancing, and discipline was warranted. Even if it weren’t, he could give a non-punitive, maintenance spanking to get her talking. But causing his troubled wife even one more bit of pain was not something he could stomach. 
 
   He took her arm and tugged her toward the bathroom. He could see her blinking tears as she stumbled beside him, probably expecting a punishment. He went with it. “Take off your clothes,” he ordered.
 
   She did not meet his eyes, keeping her chin lowered as she stripped out of her clothes, her posture showing total demoralization. He turned on the shower and waited until the water heated, then urged her into it. She looked at him questioningly, but he just pushed her forward and stripped off his own clothes to join her.
 
   Their first date had included a shower. Not that he imagined he would be able to get her turned on now. He just hoped the water would change her mood. He picked up the bar of soap and rolled it in his hand to gather lather, then turned her around and stroked the back of her neck toward each shoulder and down her arms. He slid his hands over her slippery skin, leaving soap and, he hoped, the warmth of his love in his trail. He explored the long ropes of her back, her firm ass, his favorite part of her anatomy. 
 
   He lowered himself to one knee and soaped down each leg, picking up her feet to massage the soles. When he stood again, Claire had returned to her body. She met his eyes and he saw the warmth of her love there. He helped her to rinse, then turned off the water and fetched a towel, drying her. She leaned her full weight against him, practically falling forward into his chest. He caught her up and held her against him, the baby softness of her freshly washed skin intoxicating against his own.
 
   “What is it, Claire?” he asked softly.
 
   She shook her head against his chest and he could feel her tensing up again. 
 
   “Shh. Don’t get upset. Just tell me.”
 
   She drew a shaky breath. “I’m not ready for that,” she croaked.
 
   He was mystified over her irrational behavior. He had not expected his efforts at leading the charge on getting pregnant to be met with such resistance. “Why not?” He tried, unsuccessfully, to keep the sharpness out of his tone. 
 
   She noticed it and pulled her head away from his chest, frowning up at him. “Luis, do you know what fertility doctors do? They pump you full of hormones and then you end up with quintuplets.” She spread her hands. “It’s not natural. It’s not what I want for myself or our baby.”
 
   He rolled his eyes, irritated. 
 
   Claire stamped her foot. “I want a natural birth.” 
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   Luis took a deep breath and sighed. “I am on board, Clarita. I am. Okay, I get it.” He stepped away from her and toweled off, then confounded her by dressing and leaving the bedroom without another word.
 
                 As her initial sense of abandonment faded, she considered Luis’s feelings for the first time. He had made a very sweet effort to help move them forward toward their goal of getting pregnant and what had she done? Pissed on him.
 
   Damn.
 
                 She pulled on her pajamas and padded out to find him. He sat on the sofa, watching TV with the boys. She deposited herself on his lap without invitation, relieved when his arms immediately cradled her.
 
   “I’m sorry,” she whispered in his ear. He responded by kissing her neck. She stayed there for the rest of the show, snuggled into him, hoping when it was over he would take her back to the bedroom. 
 
                 He did. 
 
                 “I’m not opposed as a last resort,” she began, the moment the door closed. “I just didn’t think we were there yet. And when you suggested it, I guess I felt like a failure.”
 
                 He nodded. “I see.”
 
                 “Thank you for going to all the trouble…”
 
                 Luis’s face softened. He shrugged. “I should have realized. You’re an alternative health care practitioner. You don’t appreciate medical intervention.”
 
                 “If we have to go that route, I’ll do it. I’m just not ready to give up on natural methods yet.”
 
                 Luis lifted his chin. “Lie over that bolster, and pull your panties down.”
 
                 Her pussy clenched. “Am I in trouble?” she asked as she moved to obey.
 
                 “Just a little.” His voice had deepened, the thick honey tones sending a shiver of excitement down her spine. She craved his discipline now, though a short hour earlier she would have resented it. Spanking was full of subtleties like that. A spanking with the same implement might hurt one night and give pleasure the next, depending on the context, tone, or even her hormonal cycle. 
 
                 She positioned the round bolster on the bed and laid her hips over it, reaching back to shimmy her pajama bottoms and panties down to mid-thigh. She hid her face in the bed, waiting to see what Luis had in store for her. The feel of something cold on her anus made her jump and squeeze her cheeks together. A quick slap on one cheek reprimanded her reflex. She relaxed and held still, arching a bit to offer herself to him. The cool tip of the stainless butt plug met the pucker of her back flower and she willed herself to relax, fighting the instinct to tighten and resist. 
 
   Luis did not say a word, his silent treatment making the experience more suspenseful. He pressed the plug forward, and she modulated her breath, pacing it to remain open for him. The plug stretched her until the widest diameter of the bulb pressed through, then filled her inside as it moved in to the neck. She moaned. It felt punitive, the way he’d pushed it in first thing, without any touching, any warm up, any stimulation. And the paradox was that having it inserted punitively was all the turn-on she required.
 
                 She heard the jingle of his belt coming off, and she squirmed on the bolster. Like Pavlov’s dog, her reaction to the sound was automatic—a shudder of simultaneous fear and excitement coursed through her. Though she knew he was in casual clothes after the shower, she pictured him instead in his more frequent disciplinarian garb—his “mayor clothes”—slacks and a button down shirt. He was a tall and slender version of Benicio del Toro.
 
                 “I think it will be twenty.” His tone was cavalier. He swung the belt with that single preamble, striking below the butt plug, on the place where butt meets thigh. 
 
   She sucked her breath across her teeth. He had not asked her to count out loud, though he had given a number. 
 
   He struck again in exactly the same place. “I could be spanking you for an attitude adjustment.” The belt snapped again, this time catching the edge of the butt plug, its movement within her both discomfort and pleasure.
 
    Her pussy dripped moisture, desire rippling through her.  
 
   “I could be spanking you for maintenance.” Luis must have enjoyed her groan, because this time he aimed directly over the butt plug, pushing it forward, then tugging it to the side with the impact. 
 
   She squealed. “Luis!” 
 
   “Was that too much?” The rumbling purr of his deep voice came like a caress.
 
   She could not answer.
 
   “I could be spanking you for walking away when I was talking to you.” He brought the belt down again, this time on the backs of her thighs, where she hated it. 
 
   She yelped loudly. Good thing Luis had soundproofed their room so she did not have to worry about the boys overhearing.
 
   “Except I walked away from you, too, didn’t I?” he mused, striking again. “No, mi amor. Tonight I’m spanking because you hurt my feelings.”
 
   The pleasure of his dominance morphed to shame. “I’m sorry,” she wailed.
 
   As if he sensed the change and it was not his desired effect, he clipped, “No. I don’t want your sorry. I just want to spank you. And I can.” He delivered another stripe on her low buttocks. “Because you gave me that right.” 
 
   Her belly flip flopped. When she and Luis began their relationship, she had insisted she was not interested in erotic spanking, wanting the punishment and guidance of domestic discipline. Luis had taught her how fluid it all could be. His spankings could be pleasure or they could be punishment or they could be an infinite number of shades between. And though she’d rejected the idea of spanking for no reason, the idea of Luis spanking her simply because he desired it now turned her insides molten.
 
   At the same time, the delayed sting of the welts began to overtake her, the overall effect dizzying. 
 
   “How many is that, Clarita?”
 
   His voice came from far away, took a long time to process. “I don’t know,” she managed to mumble.
 
   “You didn’t count? Let’s begin again, then, shall we?”
 
   “Noooo,” she moaned, though her voice sounded more wanton than plaintive. 
 
   “Count for me, Claire.” His voice came soft as velvet, a stunning contrast to the sharp bite of his belt.
 
   “Oomph. One,” she muttered. Her pussy throbbed. She wondered if he would allow her to touch herself during a whipping. Or if that would even be safe? The belt came down again on the backs of her legs.
 
   “Two!” she exclaimed with a tinge of anger.
 
   “You don’t like it there, do you, Claire?”
 
   “No,” she whimpered. He applied the next few strokes with steady care, striking the same spot, just below the plug. Her breathing came fast and labored as she counted for him. “Three, four, five...… six!”
 
   He pressed a hand on her low back and angled the belt, striking precisely around the plug with diagonal strokes, first on one cheek, then on the other. She counted the strokes, her entire body buzzing with pain and arousal by the time he reached a dozen. Could she orgasm from a spanking alone? She felt unbelievably close.
 
   He delivered the last eight across both cheeks, striking her sit spots relentlessly. Her numbers came as whimpers, but she was nowhere near tears. 
 
   The belt clattered onto the floor. 
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                 So beautiful. The sight of her freshly spanked bottom bent over the bolster, the smell of her arousal, the way her slick nectar dripped between her legs. Her submission made him feel powerful, erased all conflicts between them. 
 
   He put the heel of his hand over the butt plug and pressed it forward, enjoying her groan. “What is our rule about sex?” he demanded.
 
                 “I am always available to you.” 
 
                 It was a rule Claire loved, because she said even if she was not in the mood, the idea that refusing him would be a spankable offense, immediately put her in the mood. 
 
                 “Spread your knees for me, Claire.”
 
                 She widened her stance obediently and he slapped his hand between her legs, punishing her pussy. She jerked in surprise, her bottom listing away, but immediately returning to position. He delivered three more spanks before stripping off his clothes. 
 
                 “Put your knees back together,” he ordered, straddling her legs. 
 
   She gave a pleading moan, pushing back, eager for his entrance. They were so ready for each other, he slid in without needing a hand for guidance. Hot. Wet. Lush. Libidinous. He closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of her tight muscles gripping his cock. By the sounds she made, she could orgasm at any moment.
 
   Reaching forward, he cupped his hand under her chin, lifting her upper body upright into a backbend. “Do not come until I tell you,” he growled.
 
   He didn’t know where that had come from-—they’d never played with orgasm denial before. Claire’s wail of protest almost sounded like panic, she was that close, that needy of release.
 
   “You were a naughty wife.” He pumped into her, rocking her forward on the bolster with each thrust. “Naughty wives get whipped before they get fucked.” The slap of flesh against flesh was the symphony accompanying their dance. “And then naughty wives get fucked hard.”
 
   Claire was whimpering continuously now. “Please, please, please, please,” she begged.
 
   “That’s right.” He pounded harder. “Beg for it, Claire.”
 
   “Please. Please.”
 
   His own release thundered forward. He let go of her chin, fearful he might hurt her as his thrusting became erratic and rough. He gripped her hips instead, plowing deeper, giving a shout as his orgasm crashed in all around him. “Now, Claire!” he gasped.
 
   She let out a scream and her vaginal muscles convulsed, tightening all around him, sucking his seed forward in the action so perfect for conception. He had not pulled one like this out of her in months. She reached back, grasping his hips and pulling him deeper still, holding him tightly against her firm little ass.
 
   They panted together, collapsing in a tangled heap. His lips found her shoulder and he kissed it, then nipped. 
 
   “Mmm.” He loved the sound of contentment from her throat.
 
   He pulled the bolster out from under them and gently removed the butt plug and brought it to the bathroom for cleaning. Claire sprawled in a boneless bliss on her back and he nuzzled in beside her when he returned, drawing spirals around her breasts, down her flat belly.
 
   “Too bad today is only day eight of my cycle,” Claire said at last.
 
   He propped up on an elbow and gave her his sternest look. “Are you still tracking? That’s another spanking.”
 
   She gave a rueful smile. “Sorry. I forgot. It’s a hard habit to break.”
 
   He rolled her over and she threw her hand behind her to cover. “No, please. I’m too sore. Please, Luis?”
 
   He gave her four hard spanks and rolled her back over, kissing her with all the love in his heart.
 
   She must have felt it because she burst into tears. “Oh, God, Luis, I love you so much. I love you so much…”
 
   “I love you, too, querida. Por siempre.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   In the morning, Luis found Claire in the kitchen while the boys were still in their rooms. She had risen early and was churning out stacks of fluffy banana walnut pancakes, crispy bacon and scrambled eggs. 
 
   He wrapped his arms around her from behind and kissed her neck. “Buenos dias,” he murmured.
 
   “Good morning, yourself.” Claire never attempted to speak Spanish to him, though she understood it well enough. Her father was of original Spanish descent, like so many in New Mexico, but she had not spoken the language in the home. His own sons were similar, as his ex-wife hadn’t spoken it. They understood him, but seemed embarrassed to speak it themselves, even though their pronunciation and accents were flawless. 
 
   “I want you to clear your schedule for this coming weekend,” he informed her. 
 
   She turned around. Already dressed for the day, she looked radiant—the stress erased from her face, her skin as luminous as her gold hoop earrings. “Oh yeah?” Her voice had a seductive tinge, and she pressed herself against him.
 
   “Yeah. We’re having boot camp around here.” He leaned forward and nipped her neck. “Someone needs to learn her place again, even if it means she spends the entire. Weekend. Over my knee.” 
 
   Claire’s head dropped back, her eyes dilated. He kissed her glossed lips, his hand dropped to her ass. Unfortunately, Sam wandered in and he pulled away, giving her a wink. She whirled to face the stove and he knew his little wife was blushing. 
 
   The boys were enthusiastic about the home-cooked breakfast, thanking her and praising her until she giggled, looking pleased. They ate every morsel of food she put out, wolfing it down before it was time to grab their books and head out the door for school. 
 
   He gave her a kiss. “Be good,” he said, patting her bottom, making her blush and swat his hand away. 
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   Claire’s clients did not seem nearly so tiresome that day as they had over the past few months. Her own body felt relaxed and her outlook had brightened. Luis was amazing. She felt so far removed from the distress she’d been experiencing, she almost floated. During her break between clients, she pushed the Feldenkrais table to the side of the room and put on a song. She hadn’t even begun work on the dance Luis had requested, though she had told Kristen, the director of Ballet Arts, that she might have a solo for the show. Kristen had responded with enthusiasm, saying she would leave a place in the program.
 
   Finding a beautiful instrumental by Torque et Houpin, she cranked up the volume and began to improvise. 
 
   It had been years since she’d danced professionally. Not since her pelvis was shattered after she was hit by a taxi in New York City. In Taos, she’d been teaching again, but she hadn’t performed. Just follow what comes out. When you get stuck, go back and start over from the same place. She remembered the advice of one of the teachers at Julliard. And she had a starting place—this dance already had a theme. It was the overriding theme of her life at the moment—yearning.
 
   She followed the music, closing her eyes, exploring movement that seemed to fit both the emotion of yearning and the sounds of the song. She discovered yearning was about being on her knees. It was about reaching. It was about twisting and falling and recovering and falling again. It was about looking heavenward. It was about fists and tugging on clothing and writhing in discomfort.
 
   By the end of the hour, she had half the solo choreographed, the feeling of accomplishment further lifting her mood. 
 
   At dinner, Luis pulled another surprise on her. “I cancelled the appointment with the fertility doctor, but I made you an appointment with an acupuncturist here in town who specializes in fertility. Did you know acupuncture improves the chances of in vitro fertilization by 60 percent?” 
 
   She opened her mouth, but before she could say anything, he waved his hand defensively. “I’m not saying we’re going to do in vitro fertilization.”
 
   She giggled. “I know, I know.”
 
   “So you’re going.” He gave that flick of an eyebrow that always made her toes curl.
 
   “Yes, sir.” She grinned. They spoke that way in front of the boys, though usually with a teasing tone. Even Danny and Sam sometimes mocked their father with a “yes, sir,” when he issued an order, which always made her laugh.
 
   Friday rolled around and she waited for instructions about their weekend, wondering if he planned to take her up to his—no, their, now that they were married—condo at the ski valley. When she didn’t hear anything, she started wondering about dinner—whether she should plan on cooking or if he’d be taking her out. 
 
   She texted him in the afternoon, Please give me a clue about this weekend? Need to know if I should get groceries??
 
   He text replied, Yes, please buy everything we’ll need to hole up at ski valley this weekend.
 
   Holing up for the weekend. It sounded divine. They hadn’t had alone-time like that since their honeymoon almost a year ago. She drove to the natural food grocery store to load up for elaborate meals. As a woman who loved to cook, she took pleasure in using her skill to express her devotion to Luis. 
 
   He met her at home and they packed quickly and drove up to the condo together, where she baked salmon filets and steamed broccoli with lemon butter for dinner.
 
   After dinner, Luis instructed, “Go to the bedroom, take off your clothes and kneel in the corner.” He fixed her with an implacable look that sent shivers of excitement running up her spine.
 
   “Yes, sir.” She hid her smile.
 
   In the bedroom, she stripped and chose a corner to kneel in. It was a ritual Luis often used for punishment, but it seemed tonight was more for play. 
 
   He made her wait for a stretch, but her humbled position had already turned her mindset to submissive, an almost hypnotic state of obedience that overruled logic. She did not turn when he entered, just stared at the convergence of two walls as she waited for his instructions.
 
   She heard him moving around, unzipping his suitcase and sitting on the bed. 
 
   “Come, Clarita.”
 
   She stood, the blood returning to her legs as she closed the distance between them. He looked as sexy as ever—still in his button down shirt from work, the collar open wide at the neck. He rolled up his sleeves in the classic preparation for delivering a spanking, one that always tweaked her. 
 
   His face was inscrutable, but his eyes glittered as he reached for her and guided her to straddle one of his knees, laying her torso on a diagonal over his leg and on the bed. He had a pillow for her, always the gentleman in assuring her comfort before he delivered pain.
 
   She caught a glimpse of their leather paddle beside him as she bent into position. Leather was always a relief over wood. The kiss of leather was stingy, but the pain remained on the surface. Wooden paddles, she feared. 
 
   She felt the cool implement laid across one cheek to prepare her, to let her know or guess which one he’d selected. He peppered her bottom with a dozen light spanks before speaking. “Claire,” he began, increasing the intensity of the smacks. “This weekend we will engage in domestic discipline boot camp.” He spanked even harder and she began to emit little cries as her hips bobbed over his thigh in a vain, but instinctual response to avoid further pain. 
 
   “It will be a chance for us to reconnect and strengthen our individual roles and to grow closer as a couple. I know you have been trying very hard to obey me and be a good wife this last week and I appreciate your efforts. This weekend is not to correct you in any way. It is only for us to deepen our dynamic.”
 
   His reassurance released something in her she didn’t know she harbored—a worry that she was still not good enough, not living up to her commitments or being the wife she wanted to be. The sadness of it welled up in a rush of emotion. 
 
   “I will give you three spankings a day—a light, moderate, and severe punishment, although, as I said, it’s not to correct. You will be punished immediately, however, for any infractions, no matter how small, and I will be instituting various rules to test your obedience.”
 
   His words sent her into the deepest submission. It affected her like a drug, causing her insides to turn molten, her body pliable. She relaxed into the paddling he delivered, hardly registering any pain with the steady strokes. The unshed tears from her self-criticism a moment before still pressed at her, though, begging for release. 
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   Luis paused in his spanking and rubbed Claire’s beautifully reddened cheeks. He’d felt her go limp, indicating she had reached full submission. He lifted her torso so she sat on his thigh, expecting to see desire in her eyes. Instead, he found guilt.
 
   Domestic discipline was a tricky thing, he’d learned. For him, spanking was an erotic power, a wielding of dominance that turned him on. He loved Claire’s tight little dancer’s ass, loved marking it with his hand or implements, loved the cries and whimpers she made. He wasn’t a true sadist—causing her real pain bothered him, but he certainly enjoyed bringing her to the edge.
 
   For Claire, it was something more complex than having attention paid to an erogenous zone. There was shame tied in, and yet, somehow, it was part of the turn-on for her. The expression she wore now was one he often saw after she received a genuine punishment spanking. Sometimes, he could spank past it—get her to release her guilt in a puddle of tears and start fresh again. Sometimes, she would remain quiet and cowed for a few days after. He hadn’t expected it now, since he’d made it clear the spanking was not for correction. Still, his wife was so hard on herself she had gone there anyway. 
 
   He touched her face. “Looks to me like tears would be beneficial. Bring me the hairbrush.” He enjoyed making her fetch implements—the added humility of presenting him with it was a turn on. 
 
   “Luis, no,” she whined, even as she stood up to obey.
 
   “There’s no telling me no during boot camp, querida. You just earned yourself an additional spanking.”
 
   She whirled in dismay, the brush in her hand. “I wasn’t telling you no,” she protested, “I was begging you ‘no’.” 
 
   He kept his face blank. “I’ll take that into consideration.” He offered his hand to help her over his lap. Her eyes pleaded and he saw she was already close to crumbling. He settled her, this time with both her legs over one thigh, his other leg scissoring over the top. He spanked slowly, steadily, at a medium intensity, giving her time to find her emotions and bring them out. She knew her tears were his goal, granting her permission to completely let go. 
 
   Twenty-five strokes in, she began to shake with sobs. He lightened the intensity and spanked a little more, to be sure she got it all out. Then he set the brush down and rubbed her back, smoothing his hand across her silky skin. He was disappointed the spanking had turned out this way—he’d had grand expectations of it being the preamble to hot, kinky sex, but he knew it would still foster intimacy. 
 
   He lifted below her knees and rolled her torso over to cradle her in his arms like a baby, standing and walking to the side of the bed where he settled them both. She curled into him, pressing every part of her body against his, as if she couldn’t get enough contact. He responded by taking off his clothes to bring them skin to skin. Her tears wet his neck but her hips pressed forward in a needy request. 
 
   It took him a moment to shift gears from tender caretaker to lover, but his cock got in gear before his brain, responding to the feel of her wet heat rubbing over it. He slid into her without any need for guidance, her slit ready and positioned for his use. Groaning, he moved inside her, pressing her to her back and resting on his forearms to maintain maximum contact. Her arms were in a strangle-hold on his neck, her legs wrapped so tightly around his waist he could not withdraw at all for a good in-stroke. Instead, he pinned her pelvis to the bed, pushing in and up, grinding into her until her fingernails dug into his shoulders with need.
 
   “Please.” Her voice sounded so small.
 
   He drew away and pinched her nipples between his thumb and forefinger. “Please what?” he demanded.
 
   “Please...… fuck me, Luis? Please?”
 
   He lost all control, the vulgarity on her lips turning him primitive as he plunged in and out of her with a frenzy, growling like a wild animal.
 
   “Oh yes, oh yes,” she whimpered, still clinging to him as if her life depended on it. 
 
   His balls tightened, cum shooting down his cock, spurting into his beautiful wife at the same moment she tightened around him. Her orgasm milked his cock for its seed, drawing him deeper within her. It was strong—the kind of orgasm that could make a baby. It hadn’t been wild and kinky, but it was beautiful, just the same. 
 
   He rolled to his side, still inside her, collecting her into his arms to hold her close. She fell asleep in less than ten minutes. He lay still, listening to the sound of her deep, slow breaths, knowing in every cell the honor it was to be her man.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
   Claire woke still wrapped in the comfort of Luis’s body. Bliss. She still couldn’t believe how lucky she was to have found a man like Luis, who understood her needs so well. She stood up and walked to the bathroom. When she returned, she threw on a t-shirt and headed toward the door to make breakfast.
 
   “Where do you think you’re going?” Luis’s voice was sleepy. “I didn’t say you could leave the bed and I didn’t say you could put clothes on. Get back here.”
 
   She giggled, crawling back on the bed and straddling him for a kiss. He stroked up and down her sides inside the t-shirt, his thumbs arriving at the puckered tips of her nipples, where they lingered. 
 
   “Why is this still on?” he asked irritably, tugging on her shirt. 
 
   “Sorry.” She pulled it off and threw it across the room in one motion.
 
   “Mmm, that’s better,” he rumbled, cupping her breasts in his palms and squeezing. “Are you ready for your first spanking?”
 
   She bit her lip, remembering his promise about boot camp. Three spankings a day— light, moderate, and severe. Would they be in that order? She felt the familiar sensation of fear mingled with excitement as she ran her fingernails over the light fur on his chest. 
 
   “Okay,” she squeaked.
 
   He gave her flank a squeeze. “Good girl.” He lifted her away from his body so he could sit up leaning against the headboard, then patted his lap. “Come.”
 
   He positioned her the way he wanted, arranging her bottom to give him the optimal target before stroking her backside in a gentle caress. She relaxed, despite her knowledge of the pain to come. Luis started with slow, lazy smacks with plenty of rubbing and fondling in between. She loved how he took his time—loved being his sole focus, without the distractions that often turned her spankings into quick, clandestine affairs. After a time, he built up the speed and intensity, causing her heart rate to increase.
 
   “Okay, mi amor.” He patted her bottom. “Your warm up is over. Now, for the real spanking.”
 
   “Aw,” she protested, not ready for real pain.
 
   “Muévete,” he said, giving her a gentle shove to move off him. He stepped out bed and arranged the pillows into a pile near the edge. 
 
   She swallowed. He had meant it when he said “real spanking.” She positioned herself over the pillows without being told. “I’m not in trouble?” she asked, though he’d already explained the spankings were not for punishment.
 
   Luis bent over his suitcase, presumably rummaging for an implement. He emerged with his belt. It was a wide, pliable leather belt—her favorite belt for a spanking. It was so much better than the thin, stiff ones. Even so, the sight of him doubling it and walking toward her caused her heart to pick up speed and her palms to sweat. 
 
   She grabbed a corner of the blanket and pulled it to her mouth to bite on. 
 
   “No, mi corazon, you are not in trouble,” he said, just before he delivered the first stripe. 
 
   She gasped, cringing as the line of fire crossed her bottom.
 
   “The purpose of the spankings is for us to practice our domestic discipline skills. Your very sweet, oh-so-luscious ass will stay sore all weekend so you remember your place as my obedient wife.”
 
   He laid three more stripes across her cheeks, hard enough to make her bob on the pillows in reaction. She hid her head in her arms. 
 
   “And I, as your head of household, will be governing your every move.”
 
   The combination of his words and the pain of his continued whipping sent her flying into submissive headspace. 
 
   “You will call me sir. You will remain naked at all times. Don’t worry—we can leave the fireplace lit so you are not cold.”
 
   She lifted her head from her arms, her logical brain picking back up and with it, returning the sensation of pain. She gave a loud yelp of protest. “Are you sure? Ack! I brought some things you—ouch!—might enjoy seeing me in.”
 
   Luis stopped whipping her. “Hmm… you have intrigued me. All right, little wife. I may deviate from that rule in favor of other pre-approved outfits.”
 
   She giggled, reaching back to rub her smarting cheeks.
 
   Luis snapped the belt across the backs of her legs and she screeched in protest. 
 
   “You certainly know better than to rub in the middle of a spanking.”
 
   “I’m sorry, sir,” she said, yanking her hand back to safety.
 
   “You’d better be.” He applied the belt with vigor several times.
 
   She hid her head again, whimpering. 
 
   Luis trailed the belt over her thoroughly tanned cheeks. “Tell me the truth now, Clarita, was that enough of a spanking to keep you sore until this afternoon?”
 
   She hesitated. She wanted the whipping to be over. But regardless of how intense a spanking felt in the moment, the results rarely lasted more than an hour or two and this one was no exception. She did not lift her head, but gave a small shake.
 
   Luis rubbed her low back with his large hand. “Thank you for your honesty, sweetheart.”
 
   She hunched her shoulders, knowing he would begin again. He did—with force. She counted twenty more stripes—the kind that took her breath away. If it had been a punishment, she certainly would be crying by now. Funny, how the different intent behind a spanking could change her entire reaction to the same level of pain. But dancers were natural masochists. She could take a lot more than most.
 
   It ended at last and Luis scooped her into his arms on the bed, cradling her like a baby on his lap. She trembled in his embrace, her body still in shock. 
 
   “Good girl,” he said, kissing her hair. “You took your spanking so well, Claire. Thank you for being so brave.”
 
   She snuggled in, his praise, his strong arms the only balm she needed to recover. 
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
   Luis held his little wife until she stopped shaking, murmuring every endearment he could think of. The sight of her freshly whipped ass excited him, perverse though it was. He liked spanking her far better when it was for play rather than punishment. He pulled her back over his lap, and knew the spanking had been sufficient by the fearful gasp Claire gave. 
 
   “No, I’m all finished spanking, mi corazón.” He ran his hand over her swollen orbs. “I just like to inspect my work.” He stroked her for a few moments, then parted her cheeks, looking at the pucker of her anus. Reaching to the side table, where he’d previously installed a few toys, he picked up the bottle of lube and squeezed a dollop onto her orifice. She flinched and he gave a gentle slap. “Stay open for me.”
 
   “Yes, sir.” Her voice quavered.
 
   “Good girl.” 
 
   He lubed his finger and pressed at her entrance until she relaxed and allowed him entry. 
 
   She gasped, tightening her thighs but keeping her cheeks relaxed. 
 
   He worked his finger in and out, making her squirm and whine with need. When she seemed sufficiently wound up, he removed his finger, reaching for the stainless steel butt plug. 
 
   Claire lay panting across his lap, the muscles in her back taut in anticipation. He coated the plug in lubricant and nudged it against her back hole, gradually gaining entry and earning several keening cries as he pushed past the largest diameter before it entered fully.
 
   “You will keep this plug in to remind you who you belong to,” he said, his voice thickened with desire. He wanted to take her right there, but his idea was to make them both wait—to keep her on the edge of desire for several hours before allowing any release. He wanted another baby-making orgasm out of her.
 
   He gave her bottom a pat. “How about breakfast?”
 
   She lay still, as if adjusting to the idea they were not having sex at the moment. “Yes, sir,” she said, her voice tinged with surprise. “Do you want to screen my outfits?” She scrambled up from his lap and climbed off the bed.
 
   He grinned, leaning back for the show. “Yes, please.”
 
   She reached behind her, touching the plug in her reddened ass—an incredibly beautiful sight. Catching him watching, she blushed and ducked her head, walking to her suitcase. She pulled out a black satin bustier that laced up the front and barely covered her breasts. 
 
   “I approve.”
 
   She giggled, pulling out a pair of thigh-high fishnet stockings. 
 
   “Yes, I approve,” he said, not waiting for her to model them. “I’ll jump in the shower and look forward to the picture you’ll make cooking breakfast like that.” His cock saluted her as he walked to the bathroom.
 
   After he showered and dressed, he found her in the kitchen. 
 
   Por Dios.
 
   He was not going to make it a few hours. The visage of Claire standing at the stove in nothing but a pair of stockings and a corset was too much. Framed between the black garments her pert little ass displayed the butt plug and the red lines of his whipping. He couldn’t make himself sit back and enjoy. He needed to touch, to claim, to have what belonged to him.
 
   He wrapped his arms around her from behind, his fingers reaching between her legs.
 
   Her pussy dripped with moisture, the folds plump and swollen for him. 
              “Oh God, Claire. You’re so ready for me.”
 
   She pressed her hand over his, urging his fingers deeper. 
 
   “You want more?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she pleaded. 
 
   “Turn off the burner,” he commanded, though the vegetables were only half-cooked.
 
   She obeyed, turning to face him with an eager expression. 
 
   He pointed to the overstuffed chair in the living room. “Bend over the arm of that chair.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   He followed closely behind, his hands on her hips the moment she bent over. Pressing into her, he gave the butt plug a shove with his low belly. 
 
   Her startled cry had a wanton pitch. “You’re my wife to fuck, and I’m going to fuck you hard, Claire.”
 
   “Yes, sir.” The excitement in her voice was the only encouragement he needed to take her as roughly as he desired. Grasping her shoulders, he drove into her, bumping the plug each time to give her the sensation of double penetration. She moaned for more, even as her cries told him his force approached her limit. 
 
   “Yes, Claire, oh God, yessss!” He came sooner than he’d wanted to but with full satisfaction. Claire followed moments later in a series of contractions and sobs of pleasure. 
 
   He leaned against her, his cock still twitching within. Stroking the front of her neck, he pulled her head back toward him. “Beautiful girl. So sweet.” 
 
   “Luis,” she murmured. 
 
   He withdrew from her and went to get a washcloth, then realized the importance of keeping his seed within her. He scooped her legs up and slid her onto her back on the armchair, lifting her legs in the air. “Hold your legs up here, sweetheart.” He helped her grasp behind her knees.
 
   He stroked her thigh and bottom, then fingered the plug. “How does this feel, Clarita? Can you leave it in or are you getting sore?”
 
   “Sore,” she admitted.
 
   “We’ll take it out, then.” He eased it from her body. “Sweet girl. You’ve been so good.”
 
   She blinked, blushing and smiling. 
 
   He kissed her muscled calf. “You just lie here, I’ll shower again, then finish breakfast. What were you making?”
 
   “Omelets.” She blew him a kiss. 
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
   She could get used to being cared for this way.  
 
   She should enjoy it to the fullest, because this could be the last time the two of them focused only on each other for many years, if they managed to have a baby. A stab of pain broke through the gratitude before she shoved it back. 
 
   Why couldn’t she just revel in his love and attention, just be in the moment? Why did she always have to look at what they lacked? A tear escaped the corner of her eye, dripping toward her ear. 
 
   Gah. Enough of the same bitter drama. 
 
   She resisted the urge to sniff, not wanting to alert Luis to her little bitty-pity-party. Instead she stuffed the pain back inside, watching her handsome husband as he stood at the stove, taking stock of what she had started.
 
   He showered and dressed, then finished cooking, while she remained with her bottom in the air. “Okay, Claire, come to breakfast.”
 
   She sat on the washcloth he’d brought her since her bottom was still bare. It felt awkward to eat at the table without panties, and Luis made it worse.
 
   “I think I’m ready for the corset to come off,” he informed her. 
 
   Her cheeks grew warm. “Luis,” she whined.
 
   “Instant obedience. Or you will be punished.” He pulled a wooden spoon from his back pocket and waved it.
 
   Her face grew even hotter as she fumbled with the hooks in the back to free herself of the top. Her breasts sprang free from their pushed-up position, overlooking her plate of food. Discomfort with the situation sparked irritation until she caught the smolder in Luis’s eye as he smirked at her. She lifted her chin. “Enjoying yourself?”
 
   He raised an eyebrow. “Come here,” he beckoned.
 
   Her knees felt weak as she stood and walked around the table to stand before him. He pulled out the spoon again and gave her three sharp whacks on her bottom.
 
   “Ooh!” She danced away, but he caught her wrist and pulled her to stand trapped between his knees.
 
   “Enjoying yourself, what?”
 
   She stared, confused. “Oh. Enjoying yourself, sir?” she amended.
 
   He grinned. “Yes. Quite a bit. You may sit.”
 
   She scampered back to her seat, eating the tasty omelet. “Thank you for making breakfast...sir.”
 
   He beamed. “My pleasure.”
 
   She imagined the way he would take care of her when she was pregnant and the pang of yearning returned.
 
   “After breakfast, we are going to have an Appreciative Inquiry. Do you know what that is?”
 
   She shook her head.
 
   “It’s a method of evaluation. We will examine our relationship—both the domestic discipline side and our marriage in general.”
 
   She licked her lips, feeling irrationally nervous. Of course, nothing got by Luis. 
 
   “There is nothing to worry about, querida. Remember, boot camp is not to correct, it is to grow.”
 
   She flashed him a grateful smile and wiped her lips with her napkin. “Would you reconsider clothing?” Then hastily tacked on “—sir?”
 
   He gave her a wicked grin. “No chance. I was just looking forward to watching you wash the dishes like that.”
 
   She rolled her eyes, but took his cue, standing and collecting their plates from the table to clean up. True to his word, Luis leaned back in his chair, interlacing his fingers behind his head to watch with a leer. When she finished, he called her to the couch. 
 
   “Now, consider yourself lucky, mi amor. Some heads of household require their subs to sit on a hard wooden surface for the assignments. I don’t see the benefit in that, though. Of course, I’m assuming I did spank you hard enough that you’re still sore?”
 
   “Yes!” she said hurriedly.
 
   He laughed and handed her a piece of paper with questions typed on it and spaces for her answers. Giving her a pen, he said, “Take as much time as you need to answer these questions for our first assignment.”
 
   “Our assignment?”
 
   With a movement so swift she did not even guess it was coming. Luis pulled her to stand and peppered her bottom with sharp smacks with the wooden spoon.
 
   “Sir!” she hollered. “Sor-ry! I meant, ‘our assignment’, sir!”
 
   “That’s better.” He pushed her back to sit. He went on as if the little spanking interlude had never happened. “Yes, I will be filling out a similar worksheet and we’ll discuss our answers when we are through. The first topic relates to DD.” 
 
   She picked up the pen he offered and scanned through the questions.
 
    
 
   1. What things can I do to help you feel submissive? What things do you do to help yourself feel submissive?
 
    
 
                 She chewed on the end of her pen, then wrote:
 
   Things you do:
 
   —Give me the stern look
 
   —Issue an order, particularly one that seems meaningless, so I don’t feel guilty—like telling me what to wear
 
   —Spank me (duh!)
 
   —Hold me down when we have sex
 
    
 
   Things I do:
 
   —Dress with you in mind
 
   —Cook for you
 
   —Wash and iron your clothes
 
   —Suck your cock
 
   —Kneel (I guess I don’t do that without being ordered, so that should be moved above)
 
    
 
   She read the next question: 
 
    
 
   2. What moment(s) stand out where my dominance worked?
 
    
 
   Her jaw trembled as she remembered the way he had tried to wrest control of the pregnancy project from her. She regretted the way she’d reacted to his scheduling of the appointment with the fertility specialist—she’d shut him down without appreciating the effort he was making to rid her of stress. Blinking back tears, she wrote:
 
    
 
   “Taking over the pregnancy project. So grateful—I love you.” 
 
    
 
   She read the third question:
 
    
 
   3. What rules do you love? What rules would help you grow?
 
    
 
   She wrote: “I love all your rules. I love when you give me rules. I love obeying your rules.” 
 
    
 
   She thought about it more and realized there could be many rules she wouldn’t love. She had read about DD head of households with very strict, controlling expectations. She would hate that. She amended. “I guess I wouldn’t love all rules if you made too many, though. I like that your rules are fair and reasonable. I like arbitrary ones when they are outlandish enough to make me smile,” she wrote, remembering when he had given a playful spanking for letting the house run out of toilet paper.
 
    
 
   She put her pen down.
 
    
 
   “Are you finished?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Read them to me.”
 
   She cleared her throat, feeling shy, and read her answers. When she looked up, Luis looked at her with warm affection.
 
   “I notice you didn’t mention, spanking me to tears,” he probed.
 
   She dropped her eyes, hands tangling in her lap. She did not like it when Luis second-guessed himself as the head of household or asked if a punishment was too harsh. She needed him to be in charge. What was she supposed to say, that she enjoyed being spanked to tears? She could admit it was often what she needed, but it was not something she was going to request. 
 
   He put a finger under her chin to lift it. 
 
   She dragged her eyes to meet his gaze. “I like the way you handle me,” she admitted in a small voice. That was as much as she would say on the matter. 
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
   Claire always grew awkward when he tried to get feedback about the way he disciplined. He understood the embarrassment of it, and also that she might be reluctant to admit a spanking worked. 
 
   “Do you want to hear my answers?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “I feel dominant when you call me sir. And I love when you give me your big-eyed look.”
 
   “This one?” she asked, grinning and making her eyes round and child-like.
 
   He chucked her cheek. “Esta. And I adore when you play housewife for me—I can feel your love when you cook and take care of our household. And what I’m learning—what I’d like to do better, is help you handle your stress.”
 
   Claire blushed and blinked back tears. “I think you’ve figured it out,” she mumbled. 
 
   He brushed a strand of her thick brown hair out of her eyes. “I think I’m onto something.”
 
   She picked up his hand and gave it a quick kiss.
 
   “Want to go for a walk?”
 
   “Am I allowed to wear clothes?” She grinned.
 
   “Hmm,” he said in mock consideration. “I guess so. Just this once.” He gave her a wink.
 
   They hiked the ski valley, holding hands, enjoying the relative quiet since the ski valley had shut down a few weeks prior. The river raged, swollen with the snowmelt, the green shoots of spring sprouting all around. The air was chilly, but the sun was strong and warm at the high altitude. 
 
   When they returned, he took her hand and led her into the living room, in front of the gas fireplace, which he clicked on. He tugged her shirt over her head, cupping her bra-covered breasts in his hands. Running his lips over her neck, he unhooked the undergarment. She shivered when he ran his thumbs across her taut nipples.
 
   “Are you cold?”
 
   “No,” she whispered.
 
   Unbuttoning her jeans, he slid them over her hips, running his hands down her legs as he crouched to help her step out of them. He could hear her breath had already quickened. 
 
   “This is the way I like you. Completely naked.” He ran his hands up and down her sides. “Vulnerable,” he murmured in her ear. “Ready for anything I might like to do to you.”
 
   Her head dropped back, her thick silky hair brushing his chest.
 
   “It’s time for your next spanking.”
 
   She did not tense or catch her breath at all, already aroused. 
 
   “I rather liked that position I had you in after sex this morning.” He led her to sofa, and pulled her to sit on his lap. “Lie with your back down on the couch.”
 
   She reclined and lifted her legs, holding behind her knees, her pelvis propped on his lap, bottom angled perfectly for his hand. His cock, already hard from undressing her, strained against his trousers. He loved the diaper position for erotic spanking because it was ideal for slapping her pussy at the same time. For a serious punishment with his belt, she hated it. She said her flesh stretched too much to provide any padding, her pussy lay unprotected from the leather and the eye contact while he lectured was unavoidable. He had only punished her in the diaper position once, when he had been truly annoyed with her behavior. 
 
   But this was her light spanking.
 
   He relished the heady sensation of having her bared bottom and sex so close—even closer than if she were lying across his lap, so close he could smell the scent of her arousal as he began to slap and rub the sting away. 
 
   “My sweet little wife,” he crooned as his hand began to strike with more force, making her jump and gasp. He spoke with love, determined to keep her in the erotic headspace. He spanked until her flesh was red all over, and the color began to hold. 
 
   Placing his hands under her pelvis, he lifted it toward him, lowering his mouth to meet her sex, licking into her, despite the unusual angle. Her ankles wrapped around his head, urging him deeper and he penetrated her with his tongue, then licked and teased the swollen nub of her clit until she moaned with desire. 
 
   “Do not come,” he ordered thickly. 
 
   Her body stilled, her eyes wide and questioning. 
 
   “I’m keeping you hungry until bedtime.”
 
   “Luis,” she pleaded. 
 
   He gave her several slaps right over her sex. “Who is in charge of you?”
 
   “You are!” she gasped. 
 
   “Good girl.” He repeated the exercise several times—torturing her with his tongue, then spanking hard until they both were groaning with need. Pushing his own desire back, he said, “It’s time for our second assignment.”
 
   He lowered her pelvis and helped her to swing her legs down and torso up, ignoring her look of disheveled confusion. Handing her the worksheet he’d made for their exercise, he read out loud: 
 
    
 
   1. What makes you feel loved by me?
 
    
 
   2. What more could I do to help you feel loved and/or supported?
 
    
 
   3. What ways do you like to show your love?
 
    
 
   4. How can we build on what we have?”
 
    
 
   Claire blinked, as if still dazed from her near-orgasm. He handed her a pen with a wink.
 
    
 
   ~.~
 
    
 
   “Shall I go first this time?” Luis asked after she had written her answers.
 
   She stole a glance at him. He radiated nothing but warmth and openness. She had been silly to act so timid about opening up to him before. “Sure. I mean, yes, sir.”
 
   “I already told you how much I appreciate your cooking and cleaning. It makes me feel dominant, but it also makes me feel loved by you. The thing is, querida, I don’t really care about whether the house is spotless and if you hated cooking, I would gladly tie on the apron. But because we’ve agreed these are your chores—to be backed up by spanking—it means you think about me when you do them—and so I feel your love. If you were afraid of me or truly afraid of punishment, I would hate it.
 
   “Really any act of submission—when you offer yourself to me to be spanked or to be led by a decision, your trust is a sign of love. Every time you submit, I feel honored by you.
 
   “What I’d like to build on, is understanding my role when you’re stressed. I’d like to know when to give you leeway and when to make you toe the line. Because life throws us curveballs and sometimes you need a break. Sometimes you need help and compassion. But that also seems to backfire.”
 
   “You’re right,” she said, her words tumbling out in her hurry to meet him. “Just like my submissive acts make you feel loved, your dominant acts do the same for me. I wrote I feel loved when you make and enforce rules, when you notice I’m down, when you take charge. 
 
   “But yeah, letting me off the hook just increases my guilt for failing at my basic responsibilities. When you spank, I get your full attention. You listen to me, you look me in the eye, you try to fix it for me. And sometimes I do just need to have a chance to let it out with a good cry. You were asking earlier about spanking me to tears and I didn’t want to admit it, but yes—I need it. I like it far better than feeling like my life is out of control and I can’t handle it on my own.” 
 
   Her eyes filled with tears. “When you take charge of me, I can let go of my worries—all I need to focus on is the simple things, like cooking your dinner and matching your socks.” Her mouth twisted into a wry grin.
 
   Luis opened his arms and she crawled into his lap, snuggling her head into his shoulder. “You see, sweetheart—we already have so much together. We’re just building upon greatness.”
 
   His words filled her with warmth.
 
   “Even if we never had a baby, we would be all right.”
 
   In a flash, her heart hammered in her chest, her body broke into a cold sweat. 
 
   Never had a baby.
 
   “Would we?” she whispered, looking at the worst possible outcome full in the face.
 
   “Yes, mi amor.”
 
   Tears spilled down her cheeks. Was he right? She didn’t feel it, but she trusted him. Her own fears could be overwhelming. Luis often had a better understanding of situations—even of her—than she did.
 
   “Promise?” she asked, her voice breaking.
 
   He stroked her hair. “I promise, my love. I promise.”
 
   She burst into tears, sobbing into his neck. “Are you sure?”
 
   “I’m sure.”
 
   He held her and rocked her until her tears ran out. When they were exhausted, a buoyancy filled her chest, as if some great load had been lifted.
 
   She wiped her face and sat back. “Are you ready for me to make you dinner? Sir?”
 
   Luis smiled. “Sure. Want some help?”
 
   “No, sir.” She grinned. “I have grand plans.”
 
   “Mmm, I love the sound of that!”
 
   She got up to make him dinner, both embarrassed and turned on by cooking in the nude. She broiled bacon-wrapped steak with blue cheese crumbles, rosemary potato wedges and French cut green beans. She made his favorite salad—herb mix with tomatoes, avocado, red onion, feta cheese, and kalamata olives and served everything with a bottle of red wine, which she left on the table for Luis to open.
 
   He strolled up behind her in perfect timing, his disheveled hair only making him look more like a GQ model. “Shall I open this?” He picked up the bottle of wine.
 
   “Yes, please, sir.”
 
   He popped the cork and poured them each a glass of wine. 
 
   “May I please get dressed for dinner, sir?”
 
   He considered her, his lips twisting up at the corners. “Do you have any other special outfits?”
 
   She grinned again. “Yes, sir!”
 
   “Show me,” he conceded, jerking his head in the direction of the bedroom.
 
   She beamed. “Be right back, sir!” She put on a little black see-through teddy that laced up loosely in the front with matching G-string panties. When she returned, she spun in a circle and gave him an exaggerated curtsy, which she meant to be courtesan-style, but came out more like a ballet reverence. “Does this meet your approval, husband?” she asked in a syrupy-sweet voice, her lashes fluttering.
 
   Luis’s lips twitched and he crooked his finger at her. “Come here, little wife.”
 
   She strutted over to him and he caught her by the nipples protruding through the gossamer fabric, using them to pull her closer. She gasped, jumping toward him. 
 
   He cupped her ass, holding one cheek in each hand, kneading them as he made a low growling sound in his throat. Finding the string on the back of her panties, he gave it a tug, tightening the small triangle of fabric across her pussy. She whimpered, standing on her tiptoes.
 
   “Yes,” he said, his voice roughened. “This will do.”
 
   She melted against his body, absorbing his heat and masculine hardness.
 
   “Serve me dinner, woman, before I forget it, altogether.”
 
   She grinned and peeled herself off him, piling the food onto his plate before getting her own. There were many times when her meals became foreplay—the mouth-watering delicacies serving to stoke their appetites for more gluttony. This was one of those nights. Luis rolled his eyes with pleasure as he chewed, making appreciative noises, claiming he was having a “taste-gasm.”
 
   He helped her clean the dishes afterward and they watched an action movie sitting so close she was practically on his lap. When it ended, though, she panicked. One spanking left, and it was the “severe” one. She was not in the mood for a severe spanking. Her gut tensed.
 
   As if he read her mind, Luis gave her a cool look. “Getting nervous for your spanking?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she muttered.
 
   He stared at her with an inscrutable look, his dark eyes glittering. He touched her nose. “I’m not going to give you a harsh spanking—I don’t think it will serve us tonight. The purpose, for boot camp, is to show you just how bad a punishment could be, but you are an angel wife and you never deliberately disobey me. I’m sure you can simply use your imagination to understand how I might spank for a severe infraction.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she agreed. 
 
   “Come, let’s go to the bedroom. You may pick the implement.”
 
   “Belt,” she said immediately. It was the least onerous as far as implements went, sometimes tied with a wooden spoon. “The one you used this morning.”
 
   Luis began rolling up his sleeves, causing the familiar flutter from her diaphragm. He patted her bottom as they walked and gave her G-string a little tug. “You can leave your outfit on,” he said, his voice already deeper. 
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said in her best bedroom voice.
 
   “Bend over the bed.”
 
   She complied, her bottom already flinching and shivering in anticipation. She sensed Luis’s eagerness, normally so tightly-leashed. She smirked into the bedspread, thinking his orgasm denial for her had made him the one out of control. Indeed, he whipped her rapidly, as if hurrying to be done. After about twenty strokes, the whipping stopped and she heard the sound of his zipper.
 
   He checked her readiness with his fingers. “Mmm.” A moment later he pushed inside her. 
 
   She spread her legs, pushing back at him. As odd as it seemed, she’d wanted more from the spanking than quick foreplay. He pumped in and out of her, the sensation satisfying physically, but the transition too quick for her mind to get on board. 
 
   Luis must have realized she wasn’t accelerating to the same level he’d reached, because he pulled out. “On your hands and knees.” He gave her butt a slap.
 
   “Spank me again?” she asked timidly as she crawled up into position.
 
   “With pleasure,” came his rumbling reply. He pushed her torso down so she rested on her forearms instead of her hands, a humbled position, much like the Buddhist prostration.
 
   The sting of the belt came as a welcomed bite, her every nerve alive and craving the stimulation. She panted, leaning into the pain, opening to it, drinking it in. This time Luis did not stop too soon—she crossed the threshold of tolerance, burying her face in the blankets and whimpering for his mercy before he stopped. 
 
   This time when he entered her, her need for him was beyond measure—he could not take her hard enough. “Oh God, yes,” she moaned. “Now, Luis. Please…”
 
   Luis grabbed her hair, tugging her head back as he continued to plumb her depths. The domination sent her over the edge. 
 
   “I’m coming!” she squealed. 
 
   “Come, Claire!” he shouted, still pounding into her. 
 
   She spasmed, her knees slipping out from under her, only Luis’s strong hands on her hips held her in place as he pumped to his completion. His shout of joy drew her own orgasm out, her muscles continuing their clenching around his thick cock.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   “Ugh. Tell me again why we’re going to see ballet again?” Danny kvetched as they climbed out of the SUV in front of the Taos Center for the Arts.
 
   “Because Claire and her students are performing and this show means a lot to her.”
 
   “Yeah but—” Sam trailed off when he leveled him with “the look,” perfected through the last year and a half of dominating Claire. 
 
   He paid for tickets and squeezed in amongst the scores of parents and grandparents of the little dancers. The show was cute—both Claire and Kristen, the director of the dance studio had real talent at choreographing dances that made the children look good. Despite his boys’ protests about attending, neither one appeared bored or impatient. 
 
   Claire’s solo “Unmet Desire” came close to the end. The lights came up on her sitting on her shins in a black gossamer tunic with long, open sleeves, the center draping to reveal her flat belly, short black shorts making her muscular legs look a mile long. She traced two fingers on the floor, as if she were in a raft, trailing them in the water beside her. A dreamy, wistful quality emanated from her, amplified by an angelic expression on her face.
 
   He sensed the entire audience drawn in, mesmerized by her beauty and the story she told with her body. His sons leaned forward in their seats, eyes widened. Her dance was like a prayer, a conversation with God. Through her face, her gestures, her execution of intricate and lovely dance moves, she conveyed the sense of longing, of desire. Yet it had none of the literal movement interpretation of ballet. It was purely a sense of emotion.
 
   The piece ended with the stage reduced to the circle under a single blue spotlight, Claire reaching an undulating arm toward the heavens, her face lifted in expectation as the lights faded to black.
 
   The audience gave a collective sigh of satisfaction, then burst into enthusiastic applause, a chorus of “bravo!” and a few whistles.
 
   When the show ended, he sent the boys to wait outside and went backstage with a bundle of roses. Claire was smiling and nodding, receiving the congratulations of countless parents and community members. She caught his eye and gave a little wave. Taking his cue, he slid in beside her, handing her the roses and scooping her in for a kiss.
 
   “You were wonderful. Absolutely radiant.”
 
   She drew back to see his face, beaming.
 
   “Great job, Claire,” one of the mothers said, passing by. “Did you choreograph that yourself?”
 
   “Yes, I—” Claire stumbled back against him, catching her breath. “I—”
 
   Luis caught her as her body went limp, lowering her to the floor, where he cradled her torso in his lap. “Dr. Mulholland!” he called out to one of the parents, a surgeon at Holy Cross.
 
   Claire’s eyelids fluttered open and she looked at him with confusion. He put on his very best poker face, hiding the fear tightening his throat. He winked. “You passed out, querida.”
 
   Dr. Mulholland crouched beside them, taking her pulse. “Are you feeling a little dizzy, Claire?” he asked.
 
   She smiled weakly. “I-I guess so.”
 
   “Have you eaten today?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Could you be pregnant?”
 
   Claire’s eyes widened, flashing to meet his. There was no mistaking the wild excitement.
 
   “I—”
 
   “That’s a possibility,” Luis said, coming to her rescue. “I guess we’d better pick up a test on the way home, no?”
 
   Claire beamed at him. 
 
   “How are you feeling now?” the doctor asked.
 
   “Okay.” She struggled to get up. 
 
   He helped her stand, then scooped her up into his arms. “Luis!” she protested, kicking and laughing. “I can walk!”
 
   “I don’t care if you can roller skate, I’m carrying you out,” he said firmly. 
 
   She giggled and someone handed her the canvas bag with her things and the bouquet of roses from the floor. Carrying her out to the SUV, he deposited her in the front passenger seat while the boys snickered at the intimacy of it. He made a quick stop at the grocery store, where he ran in alone for the pregnancy test. Electricity filled the car as he drove home. He could feel Claire’s excitement, her nervous fear of disappointment. He prayed this wouldn’t be another let down.
 
   “You are on day thirty of your cycle,” he told her when they were shut up in their bedroom alone.
 
   “I know.” She smiled. 
 
   He wagged his finger, making a tsking noise. “You were supposed to stop counting!” He scanned the directions from the box. “So you could be a day or two late?”
 
   “I could be.” Her voice was charged with emotion.
 
   “So it says the first urination of the day is more accurate. How about if we do one now, and if it comes back negative, try the second one in the morning?”
 
   She nodded, holding out her palm for the stick.
 
   He followed her to the bathroom, taking the test wand from her when she finished peeing and holding it so they both could watch. 
 
   For a solid minute they stared at the blank window in silence. A faint color began to appear but it was too soon to tell what shape it would take. He squeezed Claire’s hand. 
 
   “It’s okay,” she said, as if reassuring him. “Whatever happens is okay. You taught me that during boot camp.” 
 
   He gazed into her beautiful face, her trust radiating. “Look at it, mi amor.” He flicked his eyebrows toward the test stick.
 
   She stared at the pink plus sign forming in the window. 
 
   “Positive.”
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