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Chapter One

It was the same, uncomfortably familiar memory presented as a dream; the one
that her body replayed for her almost perfectly from the events as they happened. Even
years later, the dream left her panties soaking wet and the area they cradled literally
throbbing from the memories that were so skillfully and vividly spun by her sleeping
mind . And, as always, it left her unfulfilled and without him.

His ethereal voice, deep and dark as the night in which he appeared to her, still
washed over her like the cold Maine surf on a broiling hot day, as it had at the time in
real life. “Come here, Sugar,” that liquid, black velvet tone rumbled from deep in his
broad chest, “I can see you still need to be reminded to obey me.”

In the dream, she was taken back to the events of the day before her twenty-first
birthday, and she had graduated from college nearly a year early. Cash Daughtrey firmly
believed in rewarding good behavior.

Unfortunately for her in particular, he also firmly believed in punishing bad
behavior. He never seemed to take much interest in what anyone else did, but he paid
extremely close attention to every single detail about Sugar, and had since the moment
they had met years ago when she was a gawky, fatherless, adolescent girl.

Now, at twenty-one, but still very firmly under his thumb, which was right where
he preferred her to be, he had caught her preemptively driving the vintage Corvette he
was intending to give to her at the party she was having tomorrow to mark the auspicious
dual occasions. The one he had expressly told her to keep her hands off until he’d given
her the keys to it tomorrow night .

She knew what was coming, and even in her dream-memory she bit her lip in
anticipation of the distinct discomfort she knew she would be experiencing in the next
hour or so, hoping she could keep herself in check. Cash also didn’t believe in hurrying
corrections. Luckily for her, they were the only two home tonight. Danielle, their
stepmother, was out carousing, as usual, and Patty, the cook/housekeeper, was visiting
her sister until tomorrow morning. The party was being catered, except for her cake
which Patty herself was making, and she would do that as soon as she got home
tomorrow so that it would be fresh.

Or maybe, on second thought, that wasn’t such a lucky thing. Sugar was
beginning to think she would have preferred that there was someone else in the house, no
matter how embarrassing it was that someone else might hear her cry, beg, scream and
moan as he took her to task for being impatient enough to break one of his rules — any of
his many rules for her.

It wasn’t as if they hadn’t heard it before.

He had extended his hand to her in silent command, as he was wont to do on
occasions such as this, of which there had been entirely too many as far as Sugar was
concerned, and, just as she had done in real life, her dream self hesitated for several long
seconds before resigning herself to the inevitable and allowing her small hand to be
engulfed by his big, rough paw. She could just run away, couldn’t she? She could refuse
to give him her hand and stamp her foot and tell him no, that she was too old to be put
over his lap to be spanked like a five-year-old. She could just turn and turn and walk —
perhaps run might be the better choice - out of the huge garage complex and into the
house.



However, he was standing in front of the only door.

Hell, she’d been telling him exactly that occasionally, when she just couldn’t
stand it any longer, since the first time he’d done it to her, and it hadn’t made one whit of
difference — at least not for the good. Instead, it had just caused that awful self-satisfied
grin to spread across his face, the one that made her want to slap it right off, not that
she’d ever had the guts to do it.

She’d certainly wanted to.

Then he’d chuckle softly and reach out and take her hand, no matter how hard
she’d tried to avoid letting him catch her, even when she’d done her level best to back
quickly away from him, he was much, much too fast for her and too damned big and too
strong and too dominant . . . and . . . and . . .the list went on and on.

Cash Daughtrey was just too everything. One of the reasons she rarely tried to
run from him was that she knew she had no hope of actually getting away from him for
more than a few seconds before he caught up to her, and she knew from previous
experience that the slow smile and soft chuckles were both lies. He didn’t find any
resistance from her in the least amusing. Quite the opposite, in fact. He would, once he
had her in his lair — the big office that her father used to occupy and which he had taken
over almost immediately upon moving into the house — inform her that her childish
efforts at delaying the chastisement that he had already judged to be thoroughly
warranted and necessary had only earned her more — and worse - of the same.

Sugar had clung to the idea that eventually, he would certainly decide that she
would become too old for him to bend her over his knee, but that had never happened. In
fact, the older she got, the stricter his rules — and the punishments he inflicted on her
when she broke them - became.

Luckily, she was a naturally well-behaved girl not prone to being bratty in
general, and she loved school. So far, he had only spanked her once, but the threat was
always there. All he had to do was give her ‘that look’ at the dinner table.

His rules for her during high school in particular, were positively draconian, and
although she chafed against them verbally to him — with which he was perfectly fine as
long as she was respectful about it — she still minded them carefully so as not to be
subject to any further chastisement.

When she turned eighteen, things had changed drastically somehow, as if
someone had flipped a switch. Cash had called her into his study and asked her what her
plans were. Sugar’s eyes had widened. Everyone in the household knew she was going
to college. She’d hardly made a secret of it. It had been all she had talked about for the
past year. She’d gotten early acceptance at UVM, and that was where she wanted to go.
Her good grades had earned her nearly a full scholarship, and part of her inheritance from
her father would more than take care of the rest.

“But you intend to come back here on during your time off? You intend to
continue living here?” he asked pointedly, watching her with that hawk-like gaze to
which she’d never grown accustomed

Sugar’s mouth had gone dry. “Y-yes,” she stammered, hating herself for
sounding so weak and mealy-mouthed in front of him.

“Great! 1 was hoping you’d say that.” His smile seemed genuine, and he reached
over the desk and cupped her cheek in his hand gently. “This is your home, honey. This
is where you belong.”



Sugar got up, but as she turned away from him towards the door, she heard him
sink back into the huge leather desk chair. “Just remember, though, Sugar, that even
though you’re legally a woman now, you’re agreeing to stay here of your own free will.
Which means you will still be expected to abide by my rules, and be subject to my
discipline while you live under my roof.”

‘Haven’t I been already, technically?’ she wondered to herself angrily. Except
that it wasn’t his roof, it was their stepmother’s roof. Everyone on the place had always
deferred to him as if he owned it, but that was just the kind of man Cash was.

Danielle, Sugar’s stepmother, had never been much interested in dissuading
anyone of that notion. All she wanted, once Warren had passed on, was to drown her
sorrows and have a good time. As long as the money was deposited into her account
every month, she was happy. Sugar had never gotten any help from Danielle regarding
the way Cash simply took over raising her, even though it would have been much more
natural for her stepmother to have stepped into that role. Danielle didn’t seem to have
much interest in it, and Cash most certainly did.

Sugar wasn’t up to his weight by far yet and didn’t feel like correcting him right
now.

However, his words did have their desired effect, halting her in her tracks,
although she didn’t turn back to look at him, even when he’d continued in his low,
gravelly tone, “Now the gloves are off.”

A sharp, downright uncomfortable shiver ran up her spine that tightened her
nipples into painful peaks, although she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of
acknowledging it o him. However, she wasn’t even sure what he really meant by that,
although she had an idea. Instead, she held her head high and walked out the door. At
least she’d be away from him for the majority of the year, and she’d do her best to spend
as many of her vacations as possible, elsewhere.

Sugar snorted to herself softly as she made her way to her bedroom. She had a
crush on Cash from the moment she’d seen him. Most of her friends and nearly every
woman he came into contact with, felt the same way. He was just one of those men that
drew women to themselves without any effort on his part. He wasn’t model-gorgeous,
far from it. Cash’s nose had been broken countless times from fights over the years; also
from the fights and the many years working cattle alongside his father, his big body bore
many scars. He had worked with his father from an obscenely- and probably illegally-
young age, and didn’t need to fight or work with cattle any longer, but on occasion, he
did.

Cash wore his masculinity naturally and unapologetically. He was chauvinistic,
but not sexist, politely opening doors and having a “women and children first” attitude
even as it applied to his female vice-presidents. He’d worked his way up from the
bottom and had built his businesses from the ground up from the nearly useless bits his
father had left him. He wasn’t at all afraid to turn his hand to anything anyone in the
company did, and could probably do it better than those he employed.

He hadn’t had it easy as a youngster. His biological mother had died of alcohol
poisoning when he was just a baby, which was why he never touched the stuff. His
father had done the best he could to care for him, but Hollis Daughtrey had never been



anything other than an itinerant cowboy, dragging his son from ranch to ranch, working
for a short time and then moving on as if the Devil himself was chasing him.

When he met wealthy ranch owner Danielle Hamilton, both their fortunes
changed entirely. Years later, after Danielle was widowed by Cash’s father, she met
Sugar’s dad, Warren Maillheux. Cash and Sugar were thrown together and expected to
develop a brother-sister relationship when there was no blood between them and Cash ten
years her senior.

Sugar’s almost instant crush on the man who was supposed to be her stepbrother
had continued until she become a woman. Those feelings - especially when, after that
pronouncement and his punishments for the smallest of infractions, which only made her
that much more uneasy about them — became something so wild that she did her level
best to give him as few excuses as possible to chastise her. Time spent over his lap was
an unbelievably humiliating experience- as she was a woman who was naturally very
modest and who found it unbearably mortifying to be divested of her jeans and panties
each and every time. However, when she realized that he was stirring feelings in her that
she would much rather not confront, she almost feared herself more than she feared him,
more than she feared his broad, flat palm . . . or the reinforced paint stick he used . . . or
the paddle he’d found at a flea market that said “psychology” onit. . . or, one time,
when she’d stayed out two hours past what she considered to be the positively medieval
curfew that he had set - considering she was a legal adult - his own well worn leather
quirt.

She had no idea how to handle the fact that, although he always left her with a
bottom that felt as if there was no strip of flesh left unsinged by whatever implement he’d
chosen, still she wanted more, somehow. More of him, she knew, but on a much more
troubling level, more of the pain it seemed only he could bring her that was now mingled
with a pleasure she didn’t want to experience. She didn’t know how to control those
unwanted feelings. They made her supremely uncomfortable to the point where she’d
made sure, for the last six months or so whenever she spent a rare moment at the house
prior to graduating, that Cash was never given any reason to punish her.

That was not an easy task. until that night that she replayed over and over again in
her dreams, almost word for word.

It had been a supremely stupid thing to do, and she knew it wasn’t going to end
well the moment she’d backed the big beastie out of the garage. Perhaps that’s why
she’d done it in the first place, but then Sugar didn’t want to consider her motives too
closely in any case.

Apparently her subconscious did, though.

But damn! that car was fun to drive! She was careful not to go too fast —
although it certainly wasn’t easy to keep her speed under control- that baby wanted to fly!
Before she knew it, the car was doing ninety on 1-20, and she knew that wouldn’t work.
It seemed to her that Cash knew everyone on every police force in the state, and she knew
if she was pulled over it would be even worse for her than if he discovered she’d taken
the car out for a joyride before he’d formally gifted her with it.

That would not be good.

She’d managed to avoid one pitfall, but not the other, because when she drove the
beauty back into the last bay of the five-bay garage where it had sat for nearly a month,
she knew, just waiting for her to claim it tomorrow night, the headlights had revealed his



tall, imposing form leaning none too casually against the frame of the only door attached
to the house, his big arms crossed over his chest, eyebrows furrowed worriedly.

As the garage door closed automatically behind her, she found herself neatly
trapped, watching him press the button that locked all of the garage doors.

Ever courteous, of course, he’d come over to open the car door for her and offer
his hand, but then she knew that it wasn’t really an offer, and once she put her hand in
his, she wouldn’t regain any control of her fate for some time.

Sugar made the fatal mistake of looking into Cash’s eyes, and all was lost. His
own were as black as coal, matching his thick, dark hair and, she was quite sure, the
depths of his soul. “I’ve said this all along, but I’ll say it again: you, my dear, need a
keeper. All you had to do was resist just one more night, and the car would be yours to
go out joyriding in. Instead, you took it out the night before, without even coming to me
and asking if you could take it out early.”

Actually, it hadn’t even occurred to her to do that, she was surprised to realize.

He walked with her towards the house, reaching for the door, then turning to pin
her with a look. “But then, that’s exactly why you did it, isn’t it? You need a good
thrashing.” Cash had to smile at her confused look. She was so afraid of her own
feelings that she couldn’t acknowledge them, even to him.

Or maybe because of him, he thought with a frown.

“You know where I expect you to go,” he said in that terribly intimate, stern
manner she’d become all too familiar with over the past few years. He patted her bottom
and encouraged her to walk to the desired location as he made sure the house was locked
and keyed in the system-wide security code.

When Cash arrived at his now thoroughly soundproofed study, she was where she
knew he required her to be: her nose pressed in the corner nearest his desk. He liked her
here, close enough that he could correct her with a sharp swat to her bare behind if she
got fussy, which she often did, at least at first, until she realized that that just added to her
discomfort. She stood, as he expected her to stand, with her jeans and plain white panties
at her ankles, cute pink checked t-shirt ending at her natural waist and framing her bottom
just perfectly. And, oh God, she loved it here, drinking in the scents that reminded her so
much of him: leather, the faint, spicy scent of his aftershave, and just the slightest tinge
of a horse and sweat mixture that was surprisingly intoxicating

Even though Sugar called them “granny panties”, her underwear were the only
type of undies he allowed her to wear. He refused to allow her to wear what he
considered to be obscene underthings, such as thongs and the like. Cash didn’t know
how he knew it, but plain white cotton underwear was what he liked, and was the only
thing he allowed Sugar to wear in his house.

She would have received far worse if he had seen a thong atop her jeans instead,
but she knew better than to get caught wearing that. It wasn’t as if she didn’t defy him
while she was away, she was just careful to dispose of what she knew he would consider
inappropriate underclothes before she came home. It was an expensive habit, but what
else was she going to do with them? She liked frilly underthings, but she wasn’t willing
to pay the price she knew he’d extract from her if he caught her wearing something he
didn’t like.

She also knew better than to put it past him to check.



It seemed to her now that as she was an adult, he decided that he had to clamp
down on her even harder than he had when she was growing up, which he did,
unhesitatingly.

The problem that Sugar was having was that she knew that she should have
rebelled more strongly than by just buying frilly panties when she was away at school.
She should have been planning to live somewhere other than the ranch to get out from
under his ultra-watchful eye.

Instead, she found she craved the structure and stability he provided for her. She
detested every ever-loving minute of every punishment, but, to her horror, she found
herself replaying scenes from previous sessions with him in the dark of the night, when
she was alone, her roommate spending the night with yet another lover.

She couldn’t rebel. No one had ever quite measured up to Cash, and she was
beginning to doubt anyone would, especially considering that she tortured herself through
all three years of college with nightly wet dreams about those horribly intimate
punishment sessions.

It was going to be much worse for her if he was suddenly going to become
insightful and realize that she had taken the car without his permission in a
subconsciously rebellious act designed to get him to thrash her. As she was barely able
to deal with the idea herself; she certainly didn’t want him thinking about it at any length.

As usual, he didn’t immediately turn his attention to the matter at hand. There
was work piled up on his big mahogany desk, as always, and Cash believed that naughty
girls needed to spend a certain amount of time considering their misdeeds while crammed
tightly into the corner with their bare bottoms sticking out, ankles tethered together by the
jeans and panties they wouldn’t be needing for the rest of the evening.

If he had anything to do with it, and he had everything to do with it, she wouldn’t
want to pull anything back up over her bottom by the time he got through with it,
anyway.

Sugar was doing her level best to stay still, although it wasn’t easy. No one on
the internet mentions that standing with your nose in the corner is just damned
uncomfortable! As soon as you’re not supposed to fidget, that’s all your body wants to
do, especially her feet, which definitely objected to being hobbled by her jeans. So she
began to do that “naughty girl” shuffle, that she knew, sooner or later —

Crack!

Sooner, apparently, Sugar thought wryly, quickly sucking in her breath through
her clenched teeth, desperately wishing she dared to reach down with one of the hands
that was neatly folded at her back and rub that neatly singed spot. She knew, without
having seen him, of course, that he had swatted her without even taking his eyes off the
contract or whatever he had been reading.

He’d taken care to make sure that the corner she was standing in was that
convenient for him to chastise her during corner time. He seemed to think of everything.

Damn him.

Yet he had never taken things that one step further, the step that she literally
ached for every night she was alone at school, even more so when she was alone in this
house with him. She knew he was just a door down from her, as he had taken over the



master bedroom suite when Danielle announced she no longer needed it; as she spent so
little time at the ranch.

Sugar had spent much time with him in the past three years naked from the waist
down; and although his fingers couldn’t help but brush some very sensitive spots on
occasion, she never felt that he hesitated as if he wanted to probe any further, as if he
wanted anything more than simply to punish her, to teach her to obey him.

Sugar wasn’t at all sure that she could be happy with just that from him any more.
She was rapidly realizing that she wanted everything from him that she could get, as
much as it frightened the bejesus out of her. No one but he would suffice, as no one
knew her anywhere near as well as he.

That was why she had never really been tempted by the young college bucks who
had come sniffing around her. She wasn’t a beauty queen, nor was she a crone, but she
knew she was average-looking at best; better when she bothered to doll herself up. Those
times, frankly, were few and further between, mostly because Cash hated when she wore
makeup, and preferred her in jeans. He hadn’t even allowed her to wear makeup until she
was eighteen, and then he banned it entirely from the house, much to Danielle’s disgust.

The next swat caught her entirely unaware, searing the identical place on the other
cheek, even though she hadn’t moved a muscle, which she pointed out to him in a
supplicating tone.

“Yes, but you were thinking about moving your hand down, and that kind of
thinking needs to be discouraged.”

How had he known? The man was a mind reader, and not the good kind!



Chapter Two

From that point on, whether she’d been dancing in place or trying to sneak a bit of
comfort, she occasionally received several well-placed smacks. These set her bottom on
fire and made her rise up on her toes, keening long after he’d returned to his work. And
the worst part? She knew this wouldn’t even be considered a part of the actual
punishment!

Finally, after what seemed like an absolute eternity spent with a sore bottom and a
crunched nose, Sugar heard him close his laptop and put it away in his bottom drawer.
The problem was that she knew then what was coming next.

He leaned back in his chair and she felt that big hand curve around her slender
waist, tugging her closer to him. She had to move carefully, because of the way her
ankles were restricted. He gathered her close, his hand covering her already burning butt.

“You know the drill, Sugar. I want you to go to the cupboard and take out your
paddle -” He completely ignored the way she drew in her breath as if he’d just told her
she was facing life in prison — “and bring it back to me. Now be careful and go slowly.”

That was for his benefit, she knew. She could feel his eyes on her every step —
half step, really — of the way as she shuffled across the room, then bent down, giving him
a humiliating show, she was sure, while he leaned back in his big leather chair, and she
then hobbled back.

As she carried the implement — a wicked one-half-inch thick one he had found
somewhere on the Internet, with holes drilled at specific intervals all the way down —back
to him, Sugar began to have second thoughts, although she knew that this was hardly the
time or the place for such things.

Was she out of her mind to want what was about to happen? She’d been down
this road too many times before. She knew how it always ended. There was never any
overt pleasure in it for her, except that which she found on her own later. Cash had never
evinced even the slightest romantic interest in her. He just seemed to get his jollies from
controlling — and, of course, punishing — her.

She handed him the hated implement with a dramatic sigh, which didn’t go
unnoticed. Something was different about her, and he hadn’t quite puzzled out what it
was. His desktop was nearly immaculate anyway, and it only took him a matter of
seconds to completely clear it off as she nervously awaited a fate with which she was all
too familiar. -Her bottom was already tingling from the smacks he’d delivered during the
interminable corner time. As much as she had come to some sort of realization about how
much her body needed what he gave her in this vein, she wasn’t at all looking forward to
the next few minutes, because, in whatever Cash did, he was a perfectionist - in this
aspect of his life, too.

She felt his rough fingertips on the small of her back, encouraging her to bend
over the end of his desk. He’d already courteously tucked a small pillow in front of her
hips so that she would be comfortable. Cash was very keen on the idea that the only
place he wanted her to experience any degree of discomfort was the specific area to
which he was attending.

Sugar had a tendency to try to keep her feet on the carpet, to try to retain some
form of control, he supposed, but he never allowed that. His desk was relatively high
because he was a big man, but every time she bent over it, at first, she made sure her toes



were still in contact with the floor, even though she knew he was going to force her to
readjust.

“Lean forward more, Sugar. You know better than to leave your toes touching the
rug.” He gave her a surprisingly hearty whack with the paddle that had her scrambling to
obey him and her feet dangling well above the thick pile carpeting, making leaving-her
just that much more helpless against him.

He did not need to force her to acknowledge that he was physically stronger than
she was. The requirement that she place herself in the correct position for a punishment,
and correcting her until she made herself as submissive as possible to him and achieving
the position he prescribed, served as a subtle psychological reminder that he insisted upon
every time since she’d come of age.

It was a small thing but a necessary one. He knew she hated it, and yet he
continued to require it of her, and would continue for the foreseeable future.

Although she was just a little bit of a thing, she had a wonderfully generous
bottom, and he took a moment to admire it. Sugar could feel his eyes on her as if he was
using that plank-like hand of his to caress-her rather than spank her.

“Reach up and grab the edge of the desk and don’t let go.” His voice was nearly
always soft and gentle, in direct contrast to his treatment of her rump.

Somehow that seemed to stir her even more, and she began to genuinely worry
that she was going to soil the pillow beneath her hips.

He tucked his left hand around her far hip, successfully keeping her from trying
to dodge his well-aimed swats, his grip very loose and endeavoring in every way to keep
from hurting her.—This also ensured that she stayed in position and that his palm, or the
paddle, landed exactly where he intended it te, and not somewhere that might cause
injury due to her jerking around, trying willy-nilly to get away.

Cash placed his palm over her bottom, fingers splayed to claim as much territory
as he could. “Tell me why you’re here, Sweetie.”

She sighed, hating this part nearly the most.

The required confession of her misdeed-was nearly as embarrassing as the
physical punishment itself. “I — I took the car out before it was m-mine.”

Normally, the punishment would have begun immediately at the end of her
sentence, as long as he was content that she had confessed completely.

This time, however, he reached down and pulled her jeans the rest of the way off,
as well as her panties. The lower half of her body was completely exposed to him,
dangling helplessly over the edge of his big desk, her bottom plumped out perfectly due
to the pillow he’d given her so chivalrously.

She was entirely unprepared for him to step boldly closer and press himself
against her, not quite between her legs, but close enough; the fingers of the hand that had
always been so scrupulously chaste when disciplining her, then glided slowly down those
rounded, already slightly pinkened cheeks to that natural cleft. With no warning, he
reached with infinite gentleness into those dark, silken folds.

Sugar was unable to suppress a moan at his unexpected explorations, but then she
realized exactly what it was that she was letting him do, and what it was he was likely to
discover about her if she allowed him to continue, so she immediately crossed her legs,
successfully stopping those fingers by squeezing them.



He brought his left hand into play and let it descend, open-palmed, on her bottom
until well after she had surrendered her grip on those invading digits and relaxed her legs,
even opening them a bit in hopes of halting the terrible furor of swats raining down on
her.

“Cash, please, no!” Being reduced to begging so early on didn’t bode well at all
for her, especially since the official punishment hadn’t even begun yet.

He said nothing, but continued to apply smack after crisp, smarting smack until
her entire backside was the exact hue he desired, wishing to make an impression that she
would carry with her for some time about where, exactly, he wished to take their
relationship.

Not winded in the least, despite the physical exertion, and, as always, completely
composed,-even as he had-reduced poor Sugar to a wailing, weeping mass, Cash said
calmly, “All you had to do was ask me to stop, Sweetheart. Don’t presume to take the
choice from me. Have I made myself perfectly clear?”

Still sobbing quietly, her bottom blazing, Sugar nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

“Now, because you were so naughty to think you could stop me like that, I’'m
going to do exactly what I intended to do. I’m not going to hurt you, Sugar, but [ am
going to touch you in a way I haven’t before. Try to relax. I’ll be very gentle, but you
must not resist.” She could feel, to her intense embarrassment, that his voice alone was
making her literally drip cream onto the pillow in front of her.

“Y-yes, Sir.”

Cash squatted down, very close to her, saying softly, “Let me know if I’'m hurting
you, hmmm? Because that’s the last thing [ want to do here.”

Sugar, who could feel his breath on her still sizzling, bare flank and could hardly
believe what was happening, replied with a faint, “Yes, Sir.”

The problem wasn’t that his fingers were hurting her, quite the opposite. She’d
craved his touch there for so long that she was having a hard time stifling her sighs and
moans of pleasure. His fingers were so much bigger and more naturally demanding than
her own, their skin so rough as they rasped her own delicate skin. She nearly reached a
climax before he even found that which she most wished to deny him: the shameful
secret she’d withheld from him for what seemed like decades.

To her surprise, he was the one who groaned with the discovery. “Ah, Jesus,
Sugar.” There was no denying the anguish in his moan. The hoarse depths of it surprised
her. “Why didn’t you tell me about this long ago?”

She let go of the far edge of the desk, trying to dislodge those fleshy probes and
flee to her room, anywhere that was away from him, but he wouldn’t allow that. She
should have known better than to think that he would ever let her get away, especially
once he discovered her secret.

Slowly, inexorably, his free hand found the spot between her shoulder blades and
pressed her back down, back into the position he had prescribed for her. “Hands,” was
all he had to say. He was never angry, never loud nor did he ever yell, even now: he was
constant and consistent.

Her hands crept towards where she knew they should be, where she knew he
wanted them, fingertips gripping the far edge of the desk so tightly they were nearly
numb. He, held her still, top and bottom, the fingers of his right hand still well lodged



between her legs but quiet for the moment,-continuously drenched in her juices even now,
as he forced her to obey him.

Because he forced her to obey him, and they both knew it.

When she had resumed the correct position, her hot, wet cheek laid on the cold
wood between the framework of her outstretched arms, he began again, wiggling those
fingers, and pressing them just slightly further inside her. His deft examination,
reaffirmed what he had barely dared to hope against hope.

She was still a virgin. She’d not succumbed to any young hot blood at college.
For one thing, she was a bit of an academic nerd. She liked school above anything else,
and the majority of her friends were female, not that he had any concerns in that area.
He’d been pretty sure she hadn’t, but Cash knew that this was the only way to be
absolutely certain.

She’d never known it, but he had both a private detective and a very discreet
bodyguard watching over her, just in case something happened that she couldn’t handle,
and he was more than happy to have wasted all of that money for the past three years.
She had gone to a few questionable parties during her freshman year, but who hadn’t?
Drinking had never been her thing; he hoped he’d been a good influence on her about that
and she’d never developed a taste for it. There had been a couple of romances early on
but they had fizzled out almost immediately and she’d buckled down to study and spend
time with her friends.

He hadn’t been very happy with the amount of time she’d chosen to spend away
from him, but he couldn’t say he blamed her, considering how often he chose to punish
her when she was home. On the other hand, knowing what he now knew, what his careful
examination was showing him, maybe he could blame her . . .

She was most thoroughly wet. His hand was positively drenched, and he was
rock hard and very nearly drooling from want of her. She had the singular ability to
reduce him to his lowest common caveman denominator. He’d never met or dealt with a
woman that he’d wanted to bop over the head — okay, bottom — and drag away into his
cave, more than Sugar.

She was his stepsister. He’d never really been able to think of her as that, even
though he supposed, technically, they were, although there were absolutely no blood ties
between them. If anything, he was more of a pseudo father to her, considering that he’d
been much more of a parental figure to her than her actual stepmother had been. Then
again, Danielle had no real ties to either of them, either.

Cash hadn’t wanted to take a fatherly role with her, not really. He’d just wanted
to make sure she felt safe, and he knew that rules and routine made children feel safe.
The one spanking he’d given her when she was younger was just a deterrent to let her
know that he wasn’t going to put up with any adolescent crap — even though it was barely
a spanking at all - and it had worked like a charm.

She hadn’t been the only one without succor in the past years, despite ample
opportunity. He hadn’t been able to look at another female since he’d met Sugar, long
before she would have been ready for him. Hell, he’d even known when she was
eighteen that she really couldn’t handle him and what he would demand of her sexually.
He’d simply upped the ante of punishments based solely on something he would have
eschewed if anyone had called him on it - a strange vibe he got from her whenever she
was near, but most especially when he punished her.



Now, here they were. He wiggled his fingers again, carefully, experimentally,
and heard her sharply indrawn breath, even as he knew she tried to avoid him hearing it.
He thought his cock was going to explode right there in his pants. There was no denying
the copious amounts of evidence from her own body about just exactly how she was
feeling, although he knew she wasn’t going to want to own up to it — at least not at first.

She got turned on by his spanking her! -He’d suspected it all along and
uncharacteristically, unwilling to confirm it, in case he was wrong. He’d allowed them to
go on as before, until this evening, simply because he hadn’t wanted to lose whatever it
was they already had.

However, circumstances were forcing his hand. She was graduating from college,
and had made plans to move out of the house and into an apartment with a friend that was
several states away. He didn’t feel he could rightfully stifle her attempts at
independence, even if they took her away from him. She was a young woman, and it was
more than natural for her to want to test her wings, as much as the idea of watching her
walk out the door nearly drove him to his knees.

He didn’t want to force her to stay. He could — there was an easy way to do it that
had recently presented itself from an entirely unexpected corner. A method had
conveniently cropped up that would invoke a certain amount of guilt and would call on
what remained of her sense of familial obligation, which he knew was strong. Despite
the fact that their blood ties were non-existent, Cash didn’t want to do that to her. He
wanted her to stay with him because she wanted to be with him. Not because she felt she
had to stay.

He wanted to be strong enough to keep his fingers where they were, to not let
them wander that scant bit downwards, to what he hoped was an eager reception
elsewhere, but he was unable to resist. He needed to know the whole story tonight. His
fingers left their cozy home and traveled just slightly south, searching avidly but gently
as he tried to settle her by rubbing her back with his left hand, unsuccessfully, it seemed,
because she fairly keened with every movement of that big paw between her legs.

When the rough pads of his fingers brushed over the top of her fully engorged clit
for the first time, it was very nearly all over for her, too. Sugar couldn’t suppress a low,
ragged moan of pleasure that had him groaning with her, expelling the breath he’d been
subconsciously holding as he waited to find out the truth.

She was truly his.

This changed everything.

One more slow, deliberate pass over that trembling, yearning bud as he leaned
over her and spoke in that soft but commanding tone of his, directly into her ear as his
body covered hers, “No coming without permission, Sweetheart.”

Her “Yes, Sir” response was so raw it was barely intelligible as Sugar fought for
control, not wanting to know what the penalty might be for disobeying that kind of a rule.

Far too quickly, he withdrew the comforting presence of his body against hers,
even the invasive one of those tantalizing fingers between her legs, but then she heard
him sniff loudly and deeply, saying, “I don’t think I’ll ever wash these fingers again.”

Completely unable to prevent the all-over blush she knew he’d sought to provoke
in her — and succeeded beyond his wildest dreams, she was quite sure - Sugar kicked her
feet a bit in protest, arching her back while trying to bury her head between her arms in
shame at the same time. “Cash! Don’t say that!”



There was no denying the hoarseness of his response, and he didn’t try to mask it.
“Why not? It’s true. I love your scent. I love that you make it for me, Sugar, and I’'m
going to happily drown in it in the near future.”

“But - she was brought abruptly back to the matter at hand , by his hand on her
backside. “— we have something to finish here before we can go on to more pleasant
matters this evening.”

It was amazing how quickly the ecstasy he’d incited within her melted away
under his vicious palm and stern lecture, which was almost worse.

“For all intents and purposes, Eden Leticia Maillheux, you are an adult, and
you’ve lived in my house long enough to know better than to go taking things that are not
yours without permission.”

She knew it would do her absolutely no good to point out to him that the car
would be hers in one measly day, so she kept quiet, hoping it would help. If the swats he
was peppering over her bottom and the backs of her thighs were any indication, it
wouldn’t. She was in for it - she could tell by his tone.

“Therefore, I think you need a very thorough paddling once I finish your warm-up
spanking. You need a very thorough paddling, indeed.”

If she hadn’t already been crying, she would have begun at those words. He
couldn’t possibly mean to take the paddle to her bottom when it was already scorched
just from the tender attentions of his hand! But Sugar knew that Cash didn’t make idle
threats, and soon enough, she felt him pause long enough to take up the paddle she knew
he’d kept close by, and then she felt him place it against her bottom in preparation for the
first swat.

The volume of her sobs rose to an almost hysterical proportion at that small
gesture.

His voice, impossibly soft and warm and undeniably sincere, Cash posed the
question he always asked her at times like this, “Why do I take the time to punish you,
Sugar?”

She raised her head enough that she could be heard and understood, and said,
haltingly, throat still full of tears, “B-bec-cause you c-care about m-me!” It was nearly
always yelled at him, not that he minded, because her emotions were already so raw and
uncontrollable.

The first stroke fell on the word “care”, making it louder than the rest, and he
continued to wield that implement with all of his not inconsiderable skill as he chastised
her both physically and-verbally “Yes, I do care about you, Sugar. Because I do, I expect
that you will obey me. You’re more than old enough to know that what you did was
wrong, yet you did it anyway. That’s smacks of deliberate -’ the paddle fell particularly
hard on that word, making her shriek and jump with it, wishing heartily that the thought
had never crossed her mind to take a joyride a day early in her birthday present —
“disobedience, which I will not have in my house.”

By the time he finished, her entire rear was an angry fire engine red color, sore
and swollen and very uncomfortable-looking. It was probably one of the worst paddlings
he’d ever given her, right up there with leaving the gate to the southern pasture open.
They’d had to spend money and time during roundup, when they didn’t have either, to
find a herd they’d already found once. Then there was the time that she had ignored the
doctor’s orders by going to a friend’s house when she was supposed to stay home and rest



up from a bout of pneumonia. He’d actually waited on delivering that last session until
the doctor himself had released her from his care, when her lungs were back to normal.

Sugar had just been happy he hadn’t told the doctor why he was demanding the
certification. She’d been terrified that he would do just that.

Until now, he had always helped her up and hugged her — rather stiffly, usually,
because he always found himself tremendously aroused by punishing her, and he hadn’t
wanted to put her off by that fact. Hell, he didn’t even want her to know it; much less
give her a chance to feel offended by it. That was exactly what he was trying to prevent.

But now, he saw no such impediment, and, in fact, intended to indulge himself
this evening as no other. So he reached out and removed her fingers — cramped and
crimped as they were — from the rim of the desk, massaging them back to normal, then
scooping her up into his arms and holding her on his lap in his big chair.

“Cash, no!” Surprised by his actions, Sugar, who was still struggling to breathe
and sob at the same time, tugged very unsuccessfully at the hem of her favorite shirt,
knowing she was going to ruin it, but for some reason she felt a compulsive need to cover
herself in front of Cash if she wasn’t being punished by him.

Cash pressed his forehead to hers, whispering calmly, “Stop, now,” placing his
hands over hers. “Sit with me. Let me hold you and comfort you.”



Chapter Three

She was too tired and overwrought from the spanking to argue with him,
especially considering she knew she could very well end up back where she had just been
if she argued too much. So Sugar just collapsed against him bonelessly, knowing she
wasn’t going to be allowed to win against him.

Somehow, she wasn’t at all willing to dissect how right now — or maybe even ever
— that was all right with her. It made her feel safe, loved, and cared for, much more so
than nearly every other young woman she knew.

He had very carefully placed her on her side in his lap, so that her ravaged butt
wasn’t in contact with his jeans at all, but there was no mistaking that ridge poking up
insistently into her hip. He was aroused. Sugar had never known that about him before;
that spanking her had turned him on. That knowledge only added to the desires that were
already beginning to rise rapidly within her, despite the throbbing pain in her bottom.

Or, more probably, if she was ruthlessly honest with herself, because of it.

It was strange to be sitting here on his lap, so close to him. Every single part of
her wanted to wrap her arms around him and plaster her body to his, but she didn’t quite
have the guts to do it. So she crumpled, instead. Let him decide. That’s what he wanted
to do, anyway.

Cash took the opportunity of her surrender to tilt her head and kiss her, really kiss
her, for the first time. They’d shared the usual family pecks on the cheek, and hugs, of
course, but nothing that smacked in the least of desire or romance, until now.

Both were in his mind as his mouth took hers — first and foremost desire.

He hadn’t anticipated the way their mouths would meld-together so perfectly. At
first, Sugar was unusually yielding, like putty, letting him kiss her, slanting his lips across
hers, his tongue demanding entrance to her mouth. Suddenly-she seemed to come back to
life, one arm twining its way around his neck somewhat tentatively, then the other joining
it as her tongue peeked out and tickled his, her lips suckling gently, even teeth nipping
just slightly.

She was at least as hungry as he was, he was delighted to realize.

As much as he knew it might well be a mistake, he couldn’t keep himself from
reaching for the same hem she’d been trying to pull down. He was successfully pulling it
up over her bra when her hands interfered modestly, trying to push it down again, until he
said, “Sugar,” in that very particular warning tone he reserved only for her.

She did stop immediately, but didn’t look very convinced, although the condition
of her bottom did that for her, he thought, because she did put her arms down, however
reluctantly.

Now, bras were something he didn’t make any rules about, except to insist that
she wear one. So her bras were very pretty, lacy concoctions that often drove him crazy
if he got a glimpse of them. Apparently, she even wore really pretty ones under regular t-
shirts, because this one was made entirely of pale pink lace, and it only seemed to
enhance her already considerable natural beauty.

“You are just gorgeous, you know,” Cash breathed, reaching a hand up to the
back of her neck to draw her forward against him, his tongue washing over her lazily,
collar bone to jaw.



Sugar could barely breathe. She couldn’t even believe where she was, much less
what he was doing to her. She’d already begun chanting in her mind, “It must be a
dream,” but it never seemed to end. He kept kissing and touching her, claiming more and
more of her body as his own with those huge, insistent hands of his.

He didn’t immediately grab for the back clasp of he bra, as she knew many men
would have, once he’d taken off her shirt. Instead, he admired her for an uncomfortable
moment with his eyes, then brought her mouth to his for a long, slow kiss, releasing her
only to keep his hands at her face long enough to drag them down her neck, down her
shoulders, fingertips trailing down each arm to her hands that were limp in their
collective laps.

Then those same fingertips began again at her collarbone and trailed down, over
her still covered breasts, directly over those telltale nipples — making her jump and him
chuckle softly — then to grasp her hips gently, mindful of the delicate condition of her
backside.

Cash sat back in his chair, catching her eye. “You’re nearly nude already, Sugar,
or hadn’t you noticed?”

Her bright blush was his answer.

“Take your bra off for me, honey. I want you naked on my lap.”

Those deep black eyes showed no mercy, and she’d come to expect none from
him. They were placid pools of unrelenting dominance. He always walked — and spoke
— softly, and for her, he carried a big paddle.

Sugar wanted to say no. She would have felt better if he hadn’t pointed out the
fact that she was almost nude already. She knew she wouldn’t like the consequences if
she disobeyed him, as she was still sitting on her hip rather than her butt.

Her hands reached around to unhook her bra, but she took her time actually
removing it, watching him closely and judging just how far she could push him, until he
raised one eyebrow.

Then the offending garment fell to the floor, and Sugar looked anywhere but at
him. He caught her chin and forced her to meet his eyes as his palms took possession of
her breasts for the first time, gently but firmly touching them everywhere, not forgetting
the soft undersides. He squeezed slightly, adjusting his touch to the quality of her sighs
and moans; those fingers still plucked and tugged just a bit roughly at those swollen buds
as if he knew exactly what they craved.

“Mmm, Cashhhhhhh,” Sugar moaned, biting her lip, her head rolling back a bit as
he milked her breasts in a manner she’d never even thought of, his big hand over the top
of them, those callused thumbs at the bottom of her nipples, squeezing and pulling all of
her at once. He concentrated the sensations by squeezing those already sensitized bits
between his thumbs and the sides of his index fingers rhythmically, easing off and then
increasing the pressure until she cried out from it again and again.

“Do you remember what I said about not coming, Sugar?”

Her head snapped back up and she gave him a guilty look. “Yes, Sir.”

“Well, it still goes. I’d hate to have to put you back over the end of my desk
before we go upstairs. You know that a mistake like that would be more than enough
cause for about ten good strokes of my quirt, and then a round of my belt on your
backside.”



She knew he’d do it without hesitation, too. Regardless of what he’d already
given her moments before.

“Yes, Sir,” she barely whispered, entirely unsure she was going to be able to save
herself from the horrible punishment he’d just described.

“Good. I just wanted to let you know what you were in for if you disobey me.”
Cash shifted her a bit, forcing her to plant each knee on the seat of the big chair, next to
his hip, so that she was resting on her knees instead of her bottom as she sat nearly astride
him — although he had no plans to complete that connection His left hand remained
behind to alternately stroke, pull and pinch her already overexcited nipples while his right
hand wandered quite determinedly down the center of her body, right into that small
patch of hair between her legs, and beyond, into that moist, decadent grotto that only he
had ever known.

He seemed to know exactly what he was doing, burrowing carefully past the point
that Sugar so wanted him to dally at, to chuckle deep in his throat as his hand was again
bathed in even more generous amounts of her juices. He dipped three of his fingers
carefully into her well, wetting them thoroughly before bringing them back to the spot
she preferred and settling there; middle finger atop, index and forth fingers astride that
most eager bundle of nerves.

Sugar jumped when he finally settled there, where she’d most wanted him for so
long, but then he didn’t move. Not one bit. It began to drive her absolutely crazy very,
very quickly. She began undulating her hips, which really wasn’t at all satisfactory,
unfortunately, only to have him reach down with his left hand and deliver a tremendous
crack to her rear. So she received a considerable punishment with very little reward.

“But Cash!” she keened, desperately wanting some sort of stimulation down
there, any kind at all. He was right there, but he wasn’t doing anything about it, damn
him!

That left hand had crept up from where it had hovered over her bottom, ready and
willing to deliver more correction, should it be necessary, to begin pinching each of her
nipples very hard in turn, pulling and twisting and them as his fingers cruelly crushed the
warm hard nubs. “No,” he said, as casually as if she had asked him if he wanted a soda.

All of a sudden, Sugar realized that she didn’t know what to do with her hands,
besides smacking him, and she knew that wouldn’t go over well. She so desperately
wanted to let them finish what he wasn’t even starting, but she knew she couldn’t do that.
She was nude, and there didn’t seem to be a safe place to put them.

Finally, Cash took pity on her and said, his tone so gentle and understanding that
it nearly had her in tears, “Lace your fingers behind your head, Sugar, before they get you
into trouble.”

Oh, dear. That wasn’t going to be good, either. That would make her arch her
back, which would press her entirely too full breasts even further into that demonic hand
of his, and would slide herself against his fingers simply by virtue of that natural
movement.

But defying him was also not a possibility, and she knew he wouldn’t wait forever
for her to decide to do as he’d asked. He looked so relaxed right now, almost as if he was
asleep, although the stinging slap she’d just received was all the evidence she needed to
the contrary, so she began inching her hands towards their inevitable destinations as
slowly as she dared, despite her misgivings about doing so.



Then there was the pleasure that coursed through her body unbidden, even though
he wasn’t moving that blasted hand of his. The unbearable, undeniable pleasure of
obeying him, of being subtly forced to obey him. The way his hand closed over her breast
as her back assumed the required arch, and, most starkly, the way that tender flesh
between her legs was dragged against those enveloping fingers, making her breath sizzle
through her teeth as she forced herself not to let her true ecstasy loose, barely, by the skin
of those same teeth.

If there was any consolation at all to this position, it was that she could more
readily feel the iron spike that had been poking into her hip as it pressed against her
mons, and it jumped nearly as readily as she did, nearly doubling in size and hardness,
which she would have bet was an impossibility.

Cash leaned forward and pressed his lips to that area just between her breasts,
kissing her wetly. “I’m going to make you come, Sugar, just -”

That was when Randy Travis’ version of “Forever and Ever, Amen” burst rudely
into her dream, throwing her out of his warm arms and into the stark realization that
she’d been dreaming a memory again, and that he was calling her in the middle of the
night — which was never a good thing