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CHAPTER ONE

Tiffany Morgan did not need the officer behind her to yedpsiren just to let her
know she needed to pull over. She could see the flashingdddwmlights reflecting
ominously in her rearview mirror just fine. Thank youywstuch. With a wince, she
slunk down guiltily in her seat. She'd wished and hopethfsy except now she'd
wondered if she hadn't been just a little too rash hethplan.

Gazing into her side mirror, Tiffany could feel hearend clench with dread as
Officer Kyle Andrew Sinclair slowly rose out of hisrand purposefully strode over to
hers. Why couldn't he be like a normal guy and justhaslout? Why did he make her
resort to these childish tactics just to get his atiafit And dear God, why did he have to
look so gorgeously edible in his dark blue winter uniform ap?cHer insides gave a
little flip at the thought of talking to him again. Ahe could do was hope and pray he'd
end up reacting as pleased as she'd envisioned him.

However, this wasn't the first time she'd gotten omtiteeng side of the
handsome, but very strict, officer-of-the-law. Aihgrobably wouldn't be the last.
Although, she'd much prefer being on his good side, she \gas &ahave him on any
one of her sides--top, back, right, or left. Just igiim next to her made her knees
grow weak. He made her feel desirable, feminine and petite.

At five feet six, though not terribly tall, there weltemany men in town that
could make Tiffany feel tiny and delicate. However, Kalways could, and with
nothing more than a crook of his finger and a single ftdstis rich, dark brown eyes.
They were hidden now behind those dark mirrored sunglasstes¢he so popular. Even
so, she had no doubt they were thinly narrowed and scowlimgr aight then.

He tapped on her closed window. Swallowing, she pressdulitizen lowering
the thin glass barrier that separated them. "Yes¢c@ffinclair?" she asked trying to
make her voice sound innocent, yet sexy.

"l believe you should know the routine by now, Miserglan. License and
registration, please."

"Yes, sir," she replied deferentially in an effartdase his anger a little. When
she'd gotten into trouble before, she accidentally disedviat it pleased him when she
deferred to him as "sir."

Handing him the documents she had ready and availalbthe@eat beside her,
she watched as he perused them, probably just to make suna&dstidet either of them
lapse. That could get her in hot water with him, togleKvas a stickler for following
rules and regulations, which was very unfortunate for heoking up at his stern
features, she patiently waited for him to pass judgment.

He jotted something on the pad he held. No doubt rerdee number. He fully
intended to give her a ticket, except she had other plaske had the nerve to carry
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them out, that is.

"Did you realize you were going 45 in a 20 mile per homeZo A school zone?"
he asked in his official police officer voice.

"Yes, sir," she answered, knowing there was littlexppmi denying it. She had
been speeding on purpose in hopes she'd catch the 'sfttention. The kiddies were
all safe in school, so she wasn't being reckless, lgxactt speeding. Was it possible to
barely break the law?

He pushed his glasses down his nose to glare at hghstoai. "You knew you
were speeding?" he asked, incredulity stamped on his rugatenlefs.

"Yes, sir," she answered, looking up at him and giving hinblast ingenuous
smile.

Pocketing his pad along with her license and registratiemook a single step
back. "Step out of the car, please, Miss Morgan, ha@ged, his tone revealing a barely
suppressed anger.

Closing her eyes, Tiffany swallowed for courage, theptd out into the crisp
January air as he'd commanded.

"Turn and place your hands on the roof of your car, plede insisted, his hand
on his gun.

Though she did as he ordered without comment, she thbeghas really
carrying things a bit too far this time. What was he goirndp® Shoot her for speeding
in a school zone? Frisk her for hidden weapons? Shedyalphis strong hands did
exactly that. She arched her back, unable to suppresdlaysyaa at the impersonal, yet
strangely erotic, pat down he gave her.

"Spread your legs, please," he commanded next, placingdgstdetween her
thighs to ensure her compliance.

Though tempted to lean back and ride the firm thigh presgamst her
backside, she restrained herself. His action hadillylgeen necessary, since she had no
intention of disobeying him, but now her panties werdljos@aked through. She was
only wearing a jacket and a short, tight skirt, havingHef coat in the car, so it wouldn't
have taken much for him to check her there, too. Howéeewas conducting his search
in a totally impersonal manner. Damn him.

When he was done, he stepped back. "You may turn aromwnt m® advised,
anger still simmering just beneath the surface of higigo

Tiffany knew he hated it when she drove over the speed IHe considered it
reckless driving, which he refused to tolerate. She wdtakéne pressed his glasses back
up his nose and took out his pad again.

"I'm giving you a ticket and recommending you attend mandakovgr training,
this time, Miss Morgan." Though she couldn't see his el#fany suspected they were
simmering with spirals of fury about now. "What you knogly just did is stupid,
reckless and totally unacceptable,” he informed her, hé ¢bpped and cool.

She gazed up at him through lowered lashes. That wasiber'Um, officer?"

She saw one eyebrow arch above his glasses aswerads"Yes?"

She wet her lips and provocatively gave her hipsla &tving. "Perhaps we
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could work something out, instead?"

Glasses immediately came down again. "Pardon me?"

She pointedly gazed at his crotch. The evidence thatune her attractive was
blatantly obvious. "Perhaps, | could find a way to ease giscomfort, and you could
forgive this small lapse of judgment on my part?" 8élkberately ran her tongue over
her lips just in case he hadn't gotten the messageSgatetimes men could be a little
thick.

If his eyes could physically glare daggers, she'd balead cookie by now. "Are
you attempting to bribe me with oral sex, Miss Morgar€inguired silkily.

She gave him the most suggestive smile she had, theer@asWwAmong other
things...."

"That's it!" he growled, yanking out his handcuffs andiing her so her face was
smooshed against the very cold roof of her car. Beloeecould even say 'don't' he had
her hands cuffed behind her back and was marching her okisrolice car.

"Ow, Kyle. You're hurting me," she complained, strugglmgnéatch his long
stride in her tight skirt and shiny black stilettos tsiae¢'d hoped made her legs look ten
miles long. His grip on her arm lightened slightly, bther than that he was cutting her
no slack. She made absolutely no attempt to resist lmog she already knew it would
be useless. Besides, this was what she'd been hopjmig fo?

"Get in," he commanded, pressing down on her head to proasdbe settled her
none-too-gently, she might add, into the back of his arui§aen leaning in slightly with
his head, he said, "You can just stew there for a fewtes and think about what you
did while | decide what to do with you." Then he slardrtiee door.

That ominous little warning had Tiffany's backside twitchaggin.

Sitting obediently where he'd put her, Tiffany fumedesdily. This part had not
been in her plan at all. She'd imagined him so oveedoyrhis passion for her that he
would sweep her up in his arms, place her on his lap, @ndodmssionately kiss her. He
was not supposed to slap handcuffs on her wrists, &ygstb his car, then slam the door
and lock her in.

Yeah, he might be a really handsome guy and all, mnithcles a girl could drool
over, but he was also a chauvinist pig sometimes.w@besorely tempted to stick out her
tongue at him, especially since his handcuffs had effectotetailed her from giving
him the one fingered salute, which she'd also like to thmewvay right now. It would
definitely make her feel better.

Except he stood in the front of the car with his backdr now, so her infantile
gesture would be totally lost on him. Scowling at his bao&,serunched up her nose
and stuck out her tongue at him anyway, then groaned whiegldhep his index finger
in response. One. Oh, God, that meant he was lggepunt and she was in for it now.
She slunk back against the seat and waited.

Kyle was so angry with Tiffany for her deliberate redsiness that he feared he'd
lose his temper with her. So, rather than tempt hinfigettier by giving her a well-
deserved scolding, he slammed his cruiser's door and stretéatbbefore the hood of
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his car, where he crossed his arms over his chest ande@uswhat he should do next.

She had absolutely no regard for her own safety. He Kmawsince the summer
she'd turned ten years old and went swimming in the raoleawPentucket river after
her parents had wisely forbidden her to go anywhere hedhough only seventeen and
little more than a kid himself at that age, he'd managasdve her. Then, once he'd made
sure she hadn't been hurt by the river's rough handlifdypbben angry enough to give
her five hard swats on her pink swim suit covered hdekthat day. Afterwards, she was
wailing as if he'd beaten her black and blue, so he'd jisthike a bit and gently rocked
her in his arms as he quietly scolded her for riskindifeeso foolishly until she'd finally
calmed.

Then putting her aside, he ordered her back home to chahgéleer wet suit.

He thought she'd run back to her Daddy and complain abottheliadone, but she
hadn't. Instead, the very next day she'd actuallyestéotlowing him around like a
pesky younger sister, remaining his permanent shadowwatiyears later, when he'd
left and joined the army to train as a medic.

He knew she'd become smitten with him, since during thesegears she'd
occasionally try to get his attention, often by doingp#l girly things. Still, all it took
was a sharp word or look from him and she'd promptly séttlen and behave again.

Despite having a nearly constant tail on him, theyydwld very little contact
with each other until she'd turned eighteen and he founselfinescuing her again. This
time from a near rape by one of the cretins she'd baemgd&yle had joined up with
the police force by then, so he did the "right" thinghgatening the guy with arrest
first, despite the fact he wanted to knock out a fethefidiot's teeth. However, some
guys were just too stupid to live, he guessed, since this eindokit didn't have the sense
God gave a peacock to lay low.

As Kyle had leaned against the door of his cruiser arehést while the moron
continued to spew epithets at him that should never havespeden in a lady's
presence, he merely kept an eye on his watch and waitdtefeecond hand to swing up
to twelve at which point he informed the imbecile thaiMas officially off-duty and
clocked him one, knocking him out.

He'd gone to Tiffany then, who was still crying after httack, and picked her up
in his arms to cuddle and reassure her, despite his deepoaegéer complete lack of
judgment in the guys she dated. He'd discovered prettylgulek she'd filled out quite
nicely over the years, and he was attracted to hemiay that made it difficult for him to
keep his distance, even though he was determined to try.

So, when she'd finally settled, he first made sureaser lhadn't hurt her, then he
spent time talking to her. Okay, maybe he'd been lecturarg than talking, but she'd
needed a good scare in his opinion. She could have belgrbadif he hadn't
"happened along.” And that thought alone made him maddeativasp with an
agenda, as well as supremely protective.

Had she remained scared and tearful, he probably wouldusivescorted her
home after he'd finished giving her a sternly worded wgramthe perils of dating guys
who had more body ink than brains. However, Tiffany tadkeene umbrage over his
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well-intentioned reprimand and began to Iéth off for daring to lecture her. Theshe
in a very unwise move on her part, started shouting sdrttee same filthy epithets the
dickwadhe'd just cold-cocked had dared to spout earlier.

Carefully governing his temper, and showing remarkableaiasthe'd warned
her three times that she was treading water in danggraces. And when she topped
things off by hitting him in the chest and calling him a sametiious bastard, he growled
that he had run out of patience with her. And withoutwng, he flipped her over, so
she lay stomach down on his lap, pushed her panties dovadamdistered fifteen good
whacks on her bare bottom for insulting a police efficHe only stopped when she
tearfully pleaded out an apology and promised to do whateveaid in the future.

After the punishment was over, he made her stay iniposihile he spread a
medicinal lotion over her bright pink posterior. Shesva very fair green-eyed redhead
who bruised far too easily, in his opinion. Though the pepjm-scented emollient
served to soothe and protect fair skin, it stung like tie devil when first applied to
firmly paddled bottoms. God, you'd have thought he wiiagkiher with the way she'd
struggled, screamed, begged and cried. She carried on s wbile he was spreading
the creamy liquid over her curvy backside than she haa Wwée originally punished
her, except his grip was unbreakable.

When the lotion's anesthetic properties finally kickedshe calmed down and let
him finish tending her, occasionally expressing her apptowgiving soft little moans of
pleasure. Unfortunately, he couldn't help but admiredwand and now rosy pink
buttocks as he continued to stroke her, and really dicmit to stop. When his erection
grew too painful to ignore, he helped her turn back oveshsacould sit up, but he didn't
let her go. He couldn't. She was simply far too delicfousim to release, and she
wanted to be kissed.

Kyle was all too willing to give Tiffany anything and everythslge wanted at
that point. He kissed her deeply, surprising her a littlen he pressed his tongue into
her mouth. However, she quickly responded with equabfeas he praised and
complimented her between his kisses. She clung togughing her small, though
delightfully firm, breasts against his chest, and Kyénted so much more, despite his
inner warnings against getting involved with a sexy, curvaceoublemaker.

She was a warm armful that he enjoyed kissing and holdhrigsdap almost too
much. Still, she'd had a harrowing day, so he insisted dipging her home. She'd
agreed in a suspiciously meek manner, which made him ilystearty. Tiffany was
anything but meek. He finally understood the reason fouheharacteristic
subservience when she asked him to please not tell her.fat

Kyle had agreed, somewhat reluctantly, primarily becaedeelieved the older
man would only be hurt to learn what had almost happened tmby girl, and also
because he felt he had already seen to her punishmentfhimgst effectively. Seeing
her to her door, he gave her a final kiss and warnetbhieke care, since he'd be
watching her carefully from then on. Then he'd ledlying to put any wayward
thoughts he had about romancing the stubborn little mingfdus mind.

Despite his efforts to keep his distance, Tiffany wouldagionally end up
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standing in front of him for something stupid or recklglss'd done. For some reason, he
always seemed to be the one who'd catch her at Heshioess. If he didn't know that

she really hated it when he punished or scolded her, hgild toesuspect she was
purposefully doing things so he'd catch her.

Though he was finding it harder and harder to maintaidisiance, he always
did his best to treat her like a very strict older beothReckless stunts, anything that put
her life in danger, he dealt with swiftly and harshly, llgwgith her ending up panties
down over his knees for a firm paddling. However, heengpanked her really hard or
long, and would only use his hand.

She'd always cry a little and want to be comforfeehaards, and yet, over the
last few months or so, he was beginning to think she wairig his punishments very
seriously. How could she, when he kept catching her doupadsy reckless things far
more often, the older she got? And her stunts, thoughlyisaa critically dangerous,
were getting more and more serious.

Even so, he was sensitive to her tears and usuallgdetghat the first sign of
them to give her a warm hug. He tried to limit theikigsbut found it extremely
difficult when she'd catch him opened mouthed and mid-sesteBecause when Tiffany
put her tongue in his mouth, Kyle had a hell of a timereoiprocating. If the stunt she'd
pulled was merely stupid, he'd usually let her go withmgpk scolding and a warning
that if he caught her at it again, she'd be spending & fonger time over his knees.

Now, three years after he'd saved her butt from gettiped by an asshole, he'd
caught her recklessly speeding--on purpose. And he was amgugh this time to give
Miss Tiffany Anne Morgan's bare backside a lot more endew light swats. Except
Kyle knew if she agreed to the punishment he intended to gedpat he would not be
able to let her go this time. And though he wasn't a titkivad he felt, deep down,
that Tiffany deserved someone better than him. At leaselt that way until he caught
her, through the reflection in his glasses, stickingdwegue out at him.

With an inward grin, he lifted his index finger to let keow he saw, and he'd
just added one swat to his already mounting count. Héneawyes widen and knew
she'd gotten his message. Then he watched as she submssinklgtown in the back
seat.

With a nod to himself, Kyle removed his glasses and husig tin his belt then
opening the driver-side door he turned off his light bar,tiyughut the door, opened the
back door and leaned in to gaze down at the girl he'd dels@ladeded to have in his
life. Seeing she remained in her submissive pose, he"géidl, Miss Morgan. It looks
like you have a very important decision to make."

Tiffany sat up a little straighter and gazed at him thraligintly curious and very
wary eyes.

"Here's what | propose,"” Kyle said leaning down a littteser to her. "You can
either spend a night in jail for attempting to bribeotige officer... Orrr," he paused for
effect as she listened breathlessly for his next wo't@s, you can spend an indefinite
amount of time with your panties off, your front sideplrd over my knees, and your
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delightfully cute bottom spanked with two swats for ewdiBH you went over the limit,
as well as an additional five for attempting to bribe are one extra for sticking your
tongue out. | believe that currently brings us to a gtatal of fifty-six swats," he
added, one eyebrow arched as he awaited her reply.

"Fifty-six swats! Are you crazy? | wouldn't be atbesit for weeks if you did
that to me. You must be a fucking pervert to even suggesta thing!"

"That will be five more swats for swearing, young laddnd if | hear you say
"fucking" again, I'll add washing your mouth out with soapdarypunishment."

Tiffany clamped her lips together and glared at him. Kdlesv from past
experience that he'd make good on any threat or warningveehga, so she had good
reason to guard her tongue.

He gave his head a slight tilt. "Your little languagp slakes it sixty-one now,
and | await your reply."

"You can't be serious, Kyle," she said finally.

"You should know by now that | don't joke about anything theeatens your life
or well-being. And reckless driving resides at the togheflist."

"l won't do it," she stated, her lovely green eygarkling with inner fire.

"That is your choice, of course. I'm sure your fathillrbe heartbroken to learn
his little girl has to spend a night in jail because gsiiteed a police officer with a blow
job in a very unwise effort to avoid getting a speediokgti.”

"You wouldn't!" she spat back him.

"Oh, honey. | definitely would." He stood back, reéalglose her door.

"Kyle!" Tiffany called, genuine worry in her voice.

He popped his head back in. "I'm going to give you five minotésink about it.
If you refuse to give me answer, | will assume you wisipend the night in jail.
Unfortunately, it will mean you'll have a record, andi{ichave to be finger-printed, but
I've heard the cots at the station aresttuncomfortable.”

"Bastard!"

He smiled. "The count just went up to sixty-six, honeg kintend to start
adding swats the longer you thwart me in this. So thamkfally about it, Tiff. You
have a lot at stake here."

"Argh!" Tiffany growled at him as he shut the door. Kytailed, then after
checking his watch, he went back to stand in front®thr again.

When he'd flashed his lights, Tiffany had pulled off telatively deserted park
area near the school. He knew he could dispense her puntshitieut attracting the
attention of anything more than a few nearby birds andredgsimno matter how much
she screamed, begged and cried. And he intended to deliverseradrie threatened.

This time he wouldn't be dissuaded by tearful pleasies of pain. His darling
girl was going to learn there were consequences forelkless behavior and breaking
the law. Although, admittedly he had been intrigued lmypheposition.

Crossing his arms over his chest he chuckled over ¢msany of just how
surprised she'd been when he stuck his tongue into her nSh¢would have been at
least ten times more surprised if he'd let her do exadist she'd suggested.
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Checking his watch again, Kyle walked back and opened the dgour five
minutes are up, honey. Have you made your decision?"

Watching Tiffany take a deep breath, Kyle was not atl shgorised when she
said, "Look, Kyle, | want to be reasonable about this--"

"I'm very pleased to hear that," he concurred agreeably.

"However, sixty-six swats is not reasonable by amstatrof the imagination.”

He shrugged. "I guess this is where you and | will hawagtee to disagree."

"It's ludicrous, insane and totally out of the question.”

He leaned in closer. "Tiffany Anne Morgan, schooleepeed limits are
established for a purpose, and there are penalties fatimgpthem. Severe penalties.
What's worse is the rest of this neighborhood has eddpeit of 35. So, even if | were
to discount the school zone violation, you were stillidgwen miles an hour over the
limit. In the middle of January. With patches of klé&@e covering the road. And that,
my sweet, is totally unforgiveable and deserving of eveat $wive you." When she
opened her mouth, he raised a finger to let her know hetviastied, yet.

"Furthermore, since your five minutes are up, I'm goingltbane swat for every
minute you delay in giving me your decision."

"You're insane!" she spat back at him.

He tapped his watch. "Thirty seconds, sweetheart, ahve wp to sixty-seven
now. Tick tock."
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CHAPTER TWO

Tears welled in Tiffany's eyes as she glared at himKiplat shook his head.
"Though I find your tears distressing, they are not goirgay me this time. You are
going to be seriously punished today, one way or the tther.

"It's cold," she complained softly.

"Move over," he ordered, sliding in beside her and brongire door to a near
close. The backdoors on his cruiser did not have anyésrsti he couldn't shut the
door all the way, however, he could help make her mongfartable. Reaching down,
he retrieved the blanket he kept in the car for vicamdg witnesses who would
occasionally go into shock, and wrapped it around her shsuldBetter?" he asked,
using his thumb to wipe away a couple of new tears.

"How can you be so nice to me one minute, then threéateeat me black and
blue the next?" she asked with a sniffle.

"Trust me. You'll be sore, but there won't be a braisgou.”

Her head jerked up at that. "You plan to use that fieebottle stuff you have
that's masked as a peppermint-scented lotion on met yoor?"

"It'll prevent any bruising," he told her, resolved to kdegt from happening.

"I think I'd rather be black and blue."

He brushed another tear from her cheek. "You might| wouldn't. So, you're
overruled on that one, too, | fear.”

"You don't get two votes to my one," she declared, sogvelt him.

He tapped her on the nose. "In matters that coryoennsafety and well-being,
sweetheart, you don't get any votes at all.”

Giving a wince and a tiny squirm, she asked, "Can't we négatmthis?"

He shook his head. "Not this time, I'm afraid.” He &kedchis watch again.
"You're up to sixty-eight now, Tiffany. So, | suggest yoake up your mind soon."

"I can't do it," she finally said on a whine. "I'd ratlspend a night in jail."

He gently swiped his thumb along her chin. "I understamdptetely. | don't
agree with your decision, even though | do understanbatsaid, giving the door a small
push to open it. "You will be allowed one phone calewlwve get to the station. |
suggest you call your dad, first. He's going to be prettyt ugysthis, I'm afraid."

He started to step out and shut the door, when she tigd)"

Turning back, he gazed down at her. "Yes?"

She crumpled upon seeing his resolved expression, thesdgiawcry in earnest.
"Okay. I'll do it," she finally managed to get out.

Arching a questioning eyebrow at her he asked, "You're sure?"

She nodded her head. "Could you at least unfasten thdircsiffs

He considered it for a moment. Having her cuffed weulsure she kept her
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hands out of the way, but she'd struggle against thent feegewhich could hurt her
wrists badly. He gave a little circling motion witlsHinger, and she obediently turned
her back to him. When he unlocked and removed the cofis lier, she promptly
covered her face with her hands.

Getting back into the car, he brought the door to acleae again and drew her
back against his chest. "l don't like seeing you so nibgerdiff. But even though it
breaks my heart, | am not going to relent on this. llllve honest and warn you it's going
to hurt. A lot. And you'd best think up a plausible excogelt your dad why you can't
sit comfortably for a couple of days. However, | clo goromise that your luscious
bottom will suffer no lasting marks from this punishmeNb marks at all, if | can help
it."

"That's not very comforting, Kyle," she whispered, presback to get closer to
him, so he wrapped his arms about her and simply held hesheid settled a little bit
more.

Then gently pushing her from him, he used his best policeeotirresting voice
and said sternly, "This is a punishment, Tiffany Anne. Ansuagé I'm going to do my
best to make it very uncomfortable for you in many wayse lifted the blanket from
her shoulders and set it aside. "Now, lower your udrel place yourself in the proper
position on my lap. I'm not going to help you this timau need to do it yourself."

She covered her face with her hands again. "I cahgwhimpered.

"Yes, you can." He turned her so she faced him and ediapstern expression.
"Underwear down. Now, young lady. Unless you want netdd adding swats again."

Tiffany's face immediately crumpled and she lookeddie would wail again,
but she held it together and, with great reluctanceylgldid as he'd instructed. When
her bottom was bare, he leaned back against the sepathed his lap. "You know the
position. Take it now please."

She began to shake her head until he arched an eyebh®n, she let out a small
sob and inched her way across the seat on her han#segslwith all the speed of a
snail until her stomach was properly positioned ovefaps Once there, she lay down
with her head resting on her crossed arms, and legsh&tdeout behind her. Kyle
considered tucking her legs beneath his right thigh, thedettagainst further restraint
at this time with the full understanding that it couldlvprove necessary later. Since he
intended to make this a long and very painful session fagithis

"Skirt needs to be raised above your waist," he rerdinalems at his sides.

After letting out another little sob, she shifted aqdismed on his lap until her
skirt was raised and her bottom was completely expaskuirt, then she lay back down.

She was being a very good girl, so he lightly rubbeddrea moment in order to
get her to relax a little. If she could keep from tegsier muscles, the spanking
wouldn't be nearly as painful or intense for her. Haswvehe knew from experience that
asking or expecting her to relax in that way was praltyiempossible.

Speaking in a low, soothing voice, he said, "You havewapetty bottom,
Tiffany Anne Morgan, and | hate having to be so harsh iyiind you." She let out a
sigh that bordered on a sob, but he felt her relax.



ARRESTED BY LOVE Kathryn R. Blake 11

"Good girl," he praised, then keeping to his word, he ¢shie command he
knew would totally push her over the edge. "When youadyd need you to beg me to
begin your correction."

"Kyle!" she protested, jerking her head up and tightenindgptitocks with
resistance.

He continued his gentle rubbing. "I'm sorry, Tiffany, hatts the way it needs to
be. You recklessly endangered your own life--on purpd@$erefore, | need you to
admit aloud, both for yourself and me, the reason yeubaing punished today, and beg
me to administer a well-deserved and necessary paddlimgtioecthat yomeverexhibit
such dangerous, juvenile behavior again.” Though he didgset & voice, he made sure
his tone grew sterner with every word he said.

That set her off as she collapsed back down on his@pvailed, then tried to
talk between her sobs. "I'm sorry, Kyle. | promis@¢wer break the speed limit again,
but please don't make me beg you to punish me. | can'tuskt®p humiliating."

He didn't say anything for a moment as he continuedolyirub her until she
settled a little more. Then he asked, "Tiffany, do gocept that | only want you safe?"

She gave her head a little shake.

"Verbal acknowledgement, please," he reminded.

"Yes, sir," she conceded a little wetly.

"Do you know what it is that you did wrong, and whai punishing you for?"

"Going over the speed limit?" she answered softlyjnmagg to relax again.

"No. That's not it."

"Driving recklessly?" she offered uncertainly.

"That's part of it, yes. And why do you think | consitet to be so bad?"

"Because | could get hurt. But Kyle, forty-five mikas hour isn't that fast. It's
not as if | was driving ninety through the middle of town."

"Tiffany, are you going to argue with me about this now?"

"No, sir," she answered a little sullenly.

"Smart choice. Now given that | am concerned famrygafety and feel you
recklessly endangered your life with your shenanigans tadayou believe my
punishment fair?"

She gave a little snort at that, and he respondedavitiint smack on her
buttocks.

"Ow," she murmured, turning back to scowl up at him.

"That, sweetheart, was a love tap compared to whatbut to give you. Now,
answer the question, please."

"Truthfully, I think the number is more than a litHarsh," she admitted, putting
her head back down again.

Though Tiffany was no longer crying now, Kyle knew thaiswt going to last
long. "Perhaps you do think it's harsh, but as | saitkeahe number is not negotiable."
She turned back to look at him again. "Yeah? Then,whgour opinion, is

negotiable about this, Officer Sinclair?"

"From your point of view, absolutely nothing . Howew&nce you seem to have
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trouble grasping this, | will outline my reasons agairueliberately sped twenty-five
miles per hour over the limit in a school zone ondoeered streets. And you did this
solely in the hopes of gaining my attention. Once youtggbu brazenly attempted to
bribe me with sexual services in order to avoid gettingkatt Just considering those
things alone, sixty-eight swats on your bottom withimaynd is light compared to what |
ought to be doing."

He stopped and took a deep breath. Getting riled withdvemras not going to
help the situation at all. After a moment, he addea, dblubt you'll have a little trouble
sitting for a few days, but given the alternative consecgenf your action, if you had
lost control of your car for even a second, | beliasore bottom is a small price for you
to pay." He waited for a beat, then added, "Now, | ay@ir humble request for me to
begin your well-deserved spanking"

She let out a small groan, then said, "I regret migisii behavior and reckless
driving, Officer Sinclair. And ask that you please pracegh my punishment.”

It wasn't begging exactly, but Kyle took it as permissm commence. Holding
her firmly in place with his left hand, he began tomoout each swat he delivered at a
steady, firm pace. Though he took care not to hit heh&od or in the same place too
often, his swats were heavy-handed enough that by theyocofuhirty his palm stung
and her butt cheeks were bright pink.

Though she cried out in protest with every stroke, andregdirand bucked a few
times during the first twenty, she refrained from callmm any names out loud.
However, he suspected she still did it between heedritteth.

He'd carefully laid out the rules of this particular pament before, and she
knew if she made any attempt to block his swats or insultié'd add one stroke as a
penalty. However, when he called out thirty-one s#tgbingly begged him to stop, and
threw her hand back to protect her sore rear end.

With a shake of his head, he simply drew her arm up aindfdle way, then
repositioned her so that her legs were firmly restchioy his thigh.

"No!" she cried out, once she realized what he dedn

"You know the rules, Tiffany. You are being restrainamre firmly now because
you broke them, and you will receive one extra swatrfoving your hand in my way."
Then he grimly continued carrying out her punishment.

At forty she was crying so hard that her pleas for tu stop emerged as little
more than sobbing burbles. A part of him felt bad for causemghis much pain while
another part of him knew if he stopped now she'd think ghielaveasel herself out of
trouble every time with just a few tears. He hade® this through to the end, though he
did lighten the intensity of his strokes quite a bit. kHew they still smarted since his
hand still hurt with every stroke he delivered, justa®badly.

At fifty she stopped begging for him to stop and just ga$pebreath as she
continued to sob, and he figured she was crying too hard nfmsbantelligible words.

By the time he reached sixty, her bottom was bnigtitand she lay totally limp
across his left knee. She wasn't sobbing, crying or makingamyd at all. Worried he'd
been too harsh with her, he lightened the intensitysoéwats so much, the last nine



ARRESTED BY LOVE Kathryn R. Blake 13

swats he gave her were little more than pats on hdslyeinflamed butt.

The moment he delivered the sixty-ninth stroke he heardjive a water-logged
sob of relief, which filled him with no little amount eelief in return.

She lay like a wilted flower on his lap with no stréntgft to move. Her butt was
almost purple it was such a deep red by now and his handweasrgy pretty badly, too.
So he suspected her nerves had shut down. When they ezedakhe would be in for a
lot of pain. A lot. Unfortunately, the lotion he ¢t to use was going to awaken those
sleeping nerve endings with the effect of an electrack.

He vacillated for just about a second whether oheathould use it, except he
didn't like the way her flesh was turning an even deeg@oon as he watched.

Knowing she was too weak to protest anything he did, he teewottle from his
pocket, flipped its cap and poured a good-sized dollop of timalat the base of her
spine, which he hadn't touched. She gave a small jerkeakdew it was due to the
coldness of the liquid. He could have warmed it firshviais hands to lessen the shock,
but the cool temperature of the balm helped to ease the pé#e an ice pack. After her
brief movement, she tried to pull away as though she suddealized what he intended.

"No!" she cried. "Oh, God, please no! That stuft wiill me."

Pressing down on her shoulders, he said, "It wohydaul." However, the
moment the lotion touched a sleeping nerve, Tiffany artiee back and screamed. She
didn't buck or jerk, but held completely still, like it htwo much for her to move. Then
she screamed so loud his ears rang.

"Tiffany!" he yelled back so he could be heard overscri&Count backwards
from ten!" he ordered sharply. The counting would hedgpract her, and it usually took
less than ten seconds for the lotion to provide easelmbad it completely spread over
the area.”

Except rather than count, she just continued screaming.

Realizing yelling wasn't getting him anywhere, he lowereddise to a murmur,
kept his grasp firm, and his touch light. "I know its mgtreally badly now, Tiff,"
Another scream. "But this will help, | promise.” Adefrantic yell. "Just count back
with me, sweetheart. Please." A sob. "Ten," henpted and she repeated it after him.

"Good girl, stay with me here. "Nine, Eight, Sevemn, Bive...."

She dutifully repeated each number after him, thoughdwétdieed to go any
lower than five, for she lay down again with a sigh exldxed completely.

"That's my girl. It's much, much better now. gt

"Mmm." Was the only response he received from heheskept up a one-sided
conversation as he continued to very gently work thiedanto her skin.

"I know this wasn't easy for you, and it certainly wasa%y for me. Even so, I'm
proud of the way you finally accepted your punishment, Tyibu're a very brave girl,
and you handled yourself like the lovely young woman yeu'ar

She snorted at that, but didn't contradict him.

When the color of her buttocks had gone from nearlylpugpa bright pink, he
was satisfied the lotion had been properly dispersedihandh he loved rubbing her
backside, and could do it all day long, he knew it was for her to get back home. Her
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parents would be worried.

"Okay, sweetheart. Let's get you up and dressed nowglaP't

She let out a disgruntled groan at that pronouncement.

"Yes | know you're finally comfortable and really domdnt to move, but your
mom and dad are going to be worried about you if you dontiayeé soon.” He moved
his leg and shifted her so she was lying flat again, recey@hgnother groan of
disapproval for disturbing her. "Up you go, sweetheartyirged helping her rise to her
knees. "Let's get your panties on first, okay?"

She shook her head. "Don't want to. It's gonng'fshie protested with a pout.

Ignoring her he reached on the floor for her discardeémwvear, then held them
out to her. "Sit down, and we'll get these back on you."

"You're joking. Right?" she asked, staring at him sbdlief. "You really think |
can sit right now?"

"Yes, | do. It's going to feel a bit like sitting omeally bad sunburn, but you can
manage it."

She shook her head. "I don't think so, Kyle. Thighseat is really hard, and
cold.”

"Tiffanny...," he warned softly, letting her know this wax the time for her to
be arguing with him.

She winced then moved very gingerly. The moment herhliutie seat she
jerked back up and tears instantly filled her eyes. "Owd! @w! Oh, God, it really
hurts, Kyle!"

"You want me to try to put on more lotion?" he asked shetquickly vetoed that
suggestion with a vehement shake of her head.

Reaching over, he gripped her arms near her shouldenssaid, "There's not
enough snow outside to help, and | don't have any ice, 'se gat to do this on our own.
I've got you and I'll help you down slow and easy, Tiff. @an, sweetheart. You can
do it. Besides, the seat's coldness should even help."

Though she managed to sit this time, she didn't hesitaowl back at him. " |
really do think | hate you right now. You beat me to gpul

"Trust me, you're lovely backside is nowhere near pMpw, let's put these on.
Okay?"

She narrowed her eyes to glare at him, but allowed diput her legs in their
proper holes and pull her panties up to her knees. ThgnstHeoked at him.

"Just a little more, sweetie. Raise your hips up.t'Slitad’ Despite her loud gasp
and wince, he managed to slip her panties up over her 'figmod girl." She gave him
an even angrier scowl for that one.

"l must say, you're not acting very penitent, Tiffaékryne. | would think you'd be
more apologetic to me now."

"Dream on," she muttered under her breath, but he heard

He reached for her again. "Come here," he saidrgjad lift her to put her onto
his lap.

"No, Kyle. Oh, no, please. Oh, God! | really dohibk | can...."
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He very gently lowered her to his lap. She groaned, sbély said, "Ow."

Clasping her face in his two hands, he leaned forwatdkissed her, then drew
back.

She looked at him uncertainly, then said, "More."

With a pleased smile he kissed her again and shetlef saft moan, then with a
sigh rested her head against his chest.

"It doesn't seem to hurt as much when you do that. ®agbuld sneak you up
to my room where you can just keep kissing me until | feeéebet'm sure my parents
won't mind."

Kyle laughed at that. "Actually, honey, | think theygimt."

She sighed, content to be held, and he was contenldtdidilo He placed his chin
on the top of her head and rocked her slightly.

"Ow. Ow. No rocking. Please, no rocking. Okay?"

He instantly stilled, then whispered into her earddi't know if you realize this
or not, but this punishment, despite its necessity, hurtsmeh.”

She snorted. "Yeah. Maybe. But not as much astitnfe’

He turned her so she looked at him. "More actuadlgabse | was the one
responsible for causing you all this pain, and | receigelaktely no enjoyment at all in
hurting you."

She scowled at him. "So, why do it?"

He pressed a light kiss on her forehead. "Becaus@sisomething you needed
very badly."

She shook her head and opened her mouth to refute hiva,cd off further
words by kissing her deeply. It pleased and delighted him tharehe could say when
she openly and eagerly responded to his kiss.

When they were both breathless, he simply held Herwanted to make love to
her so desperately that he was positive his groin wesrgahim far more discomfort
than her bottom was causing her. However, he knew givinghia desires in that regard
wouldn't be wise for several reasons, the first belegwas too sore to enjoy it and the
second being that he wasn't about to deflower the womaddred in the very
uncomfortable back seat of a police cruiser.

Holding her to his chest, he attempted to get his own walyneeds under
control while she rested with her head near his shoahttoyed with the silver badge
pinned to his uniform. Finally she looked up at him and sdidpn't get it, Kyle. Why
would you choose to punish by hitting me if you don't likettimaight of hurting me?"

He looked at her then, and could see that she waseaoys in her question.
"Well, first of all, | don't consider a good-old-fashiangpanking to be the same as
hitting." He received yet another snort in reply td gtatement. "And even though |
don't like to cause you pain, | also felt that you needguyaical nudge today to prove
just how serious | am about you obeying our traffic lasxpect you to be much more
circumspect and careful from now on. That means-speeding,” he commanded, giving
her upturned nose a slight tap.

She wrinkled her nose, but respectfully answered,,"sies
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He gave her a nod of approval. "Good girl. The poithias| believe | only did
what was absolutely necessary today for you to leatmemember this lesson. You
aren't going to forget it very soon, are you?'

Her eyes widened and she gave a vehement shakelwddubr

"No, | didn't think you would. However, if I'd not beenfson with you, the
impression | left wouldn't be quite so lasting. Would k&€ asked.

He watched as she carefully considered that for a mbloedore she said.
"Perhaps. But it wasn't really necessary for you a&eryour impression permanent, was
it?"

He chuckled at that, pleased that she wasn't neaclyvesd by the experience as
he feared she'd been earlier. Then he regarded her ofedys "Tiffany Anne Morgan,
| would like to go out with you. Officially. On a date

Her eyes opened wide at that and her small pink tongue @atnte wet her lips.
He groaned inwardly as he considered all the ways ike'tid play with that tongue, and
pleasure her with his. He watched as she considersdduggstion for a moment, then
with a sweet blush tinting her cheeks, she saidhiriktl'd like that, too."

He raised one eyebrow. "Considering it was the iméason you were speeding
in the first place, | am probably undoing all the goalitliwith that spanking by
encouraging you in this way." When she merely gaveahgmxy smile in reply, he
groaned and kissed her again, then quickly put her asiddulca place her back very
gently on the seat, before he stepped out of the @aljust his increasingly confining
trousers. Looking back, he could tell by her expressiantis brusqueness had
unsettled her a bit. Then again, if they continued tée thvey were going, he feared he
would do the very thing he was struggling so hard not to do.

She pointedly gazed at his crotch and said, "From thatrteour pants I'd say it
was pretty obvious that you are attracted to me iressmmall way...." He grimaced at
her use of the word small, but let her finish. "I'magly willing, so why push me away?"

Leaning back into the car he stretched out his handipdhle out as he said, "I'm
not pushingyouaway as much as | am attempting to exert a littlerobater myself"

She accepted his offer of help, then asked in a smakytdon't you want to
make love with me?"

"Oh, honey," he answered drawing her close. "You havdea just how much |
would love to do that. But this just isn't the time, orpleece. So, would you like to go
out on date with me this Saturday?"

At her pleased nod, they set the time he'd pick hethep, he carefully walked
her back to her car.
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CHAPTER THREE

Kyle treated Tiffany like a princess for the next faand a half months. On their
first date, he came to the door in a finely made sullyitey a corsage, which he gave to
her. Tiffany didn't think men still gave women corsagesl yet it was such a romantic
gesture that she felt like she was going to her high $gnom with him.

He acted so old-fashioned and formal that even herrfathe secretly amused
when Kyle promised to have Tiffany home no later thawezt o'clock. Tiffany wanted
to remind him she was twenty-one years old now, and menisaactually did let her stay
out past midnight without grounding her, but she held dmgue. Something told her,
given the way he was acting, that he'd scold herdargodisrespectful if she said
something that sarcastic.

For their first "official" date together, Kyle hadeeted A Night in Paris as their
restaurant. It was one of Tiffany's favorites, siglbe loved French cooking. Though she
usually shied away from it when going out on a date, becaiusll the garlic. However,
if they were both eating it, perhaps it wouldn't be sth ba

Afterwards, he took her dancing at the Regency Ballrodhe establishment
pretended to be an American Almack's, but the kids wdeanop there usually took over
the music by 10 P.M. and bribed the live band to drop thize&gand go for something a
little more contemporary.

Kyle actually frowned when Tiffany started gyratingyihat's Love Got to do
With It, then he reluctantly joined her. He was a littlef atitimes, so Tiffany was
determined to loosen him up. She wanted him to kiss hehio not just give her a peck
on the back of her hand, which was far more likelylittey did was waltz together.

Even so, there was a lot to be said for slow dancsiee rested her head against
his firm chest, her cheek pressed a little above hig,heaad wrapped both her arms
around his broad shoulders. She loved the way his sheudaded sharp and
disciplinary in his uniform, however, she practically@es over the way his silky suit
draped his upper body, as though it had been made espeaidliynfo

Holding her close, almost in a cuddle on the dance,flemhandled her gently,
but with the firm assurance of a man who knew how wolked to be touched.

He danced with both of his hands resting at the srhakioback, and his arms
securely wrapped around her waist. Not so tightly thatcsluldn't pull away if she
wished to, and yet with enough pressure to let her knomalsehere and he would and
could protect her if it became necessary.

Those same hands had severely spanked her just ayswagia She'd
appreciated their firm strength then, but now she lutedian the way they rested against
her, just above the area he'd so thoroughly punished wheokéer over his knee. His
firm domination combined with his gentle handling had hetipasoaked so badly, she
was afraid she'd end up embarrassing herself.
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When he'd determined their date was over he took hee hgawe her a warm and
sexy kiss at the door, then waited until she was safsigle and said good-bye to her
parents before he turned and left.

Even though Tiffany really didn't want to admit it alogte realized she'd fallen
head over heels in love with Kyle from the first tilmed spanked her, when she was only
ten. Once she realized he intended to paddle her, sha'dhgey and outraged over his
domineering stance and attitude. She wasn't his littlersestd he had no right to handle
her so strictly.

She'd wailed and cried, and even threatened to tell dedypabout his
mistreatment of her. Except she wasn't that badlly Only her pride was. He'd clearly
cared enough to risk punishing her for having needlessly enddrigaréfe. And even
though the spanking was painful, his cuddling and reassuraeceaids almost made
the punishment worth it. Enough so, she'd occasionaliyhts to see if he'd do it again.
Much to her surprise, delight, and occasional dismapdowery sore backside, he'd see
to it that she had trouble sitting down if her actionsl@¢tave proved hazardous to her
safety or well-being.

He was clearly a dominant, alpha male, which greahpged her at times,
especially when he thought it necessary to lecture Bet.it was those same protective
traits that attracted Tiffany to Kyle. Okay, not soah the lectures, perhaps, as much as
it was his quiet strength and demonstrated ability to lots aer. She'd felt the power
beneath those muscles many times when he'd proteataelgd her out of harm's way
as if she weighed nothing.

True, she wasn't exceptionally heavy, but she wasghavieight by any means,
either. However, it was the lengths she was wilttngo to just to get his attention that
usually got her into serious trouble with him.

Except now that they were actually dating, Tiffany nogker had to go to those
extremes to get Kyle's attention. He gave it to hetintnggly. When they were together
every bit of his attention was focused on her, as ifng®the only other person in the
world. It was a heady feeling, and a little embarrasairtgnes when he'd probe her with
personal questions because she was acting bratty, craoky of sorts.

In the four and half months they dated, he hadn't spardeaince. Possibly
because she hadn't given him a need to. When she huthdrgmeriod, he'd confirm the
reason for her snapping at him with quick efficiency, tbemfort her with lots of kisses
and a warm hand on her tummy to ease the crampingudlly worked better than
Ibuprofen.

The longer they dated, the more Tiffany wanted Kyle &iariove to her. Except
he was insistent on being a gentleman about it. Heschkid even pet her until her toes
curled with pleasure, but he wouldn't consummate thiatieaship by claiming her
virginity. Though he clearly wasn't a prude about sexeshe most willingly gave her
many orgasms--sometimes with his very talented lips @mglue, and even more often
with his long, probing fingers.

Tiffany wasn't a total innocent. She knew from thetra he almost constantly
sported that he desired her. She also knew for a nt@miain as erect as a flagpole, and
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not do anything about it, could keep him in a very uncomfortadnelition. But no
matter what she did, he refused to cross that finaldodo penetrate her. What's more,
he became a trifle testy over the subject when shenpted to push him on it.

Finally, she offered to ease him with her mouth, ater giving her a look that
showed he remembered her offer a few months back,é@edl He wouldn't ejaculate
into her mouth though, however much he may have wanted to

After going out every Friday and Saturday and seeing eaeln oh Wednesday
night for four and a half months, Tiffany finally confted him when he refused once
again to make love to her despite her pleading. She avag,land though his fingers
felt wonderfully soothing against her most intimate plate wanted more. She wanted
him and she let him know what she wanted by pulling his hahdfder panties when
they were necking in the backseat of his car, and 'Saidat exactly do you want from
me, Kyle Sinclair?"

His expression of surprise at her sudden attack wasgs&ahd would have
made her laugh if she hadn't been so frustrated with Wilfhat do you mean?"

"We've been dating, and necking and petting, but we aren'nghavywhere.
You never take me to your place. We just sit in thefoadling and getting each other
so worked up until | am ready to scream.” His eyebramgbed up at that because she
had actually screamed a couple of times when he'd plebisareexcept that wasn't her
point. "So, what is it exactly that | am to you? J&anhe girl you can pick up and play
with a bit on the weekends? Or do | mean something tooreu?"

His eyebrows came low and together, a sure sign héegasning to lose
patience with her. "What dguthink, Tiffany?"

Yeah, he was angry. Then again, so was she. Shedmaatre, but he seemed
happy to just keep doing what they were doing until they wetleeir shawls and
rocking chairs. "The point is Kyle, | no longer know whathink about what you want
out of this relationship, which is why | am asking you."

He sat up straighter then, and looked down at heeir Tieight difference was
just enough to make her back down anytime he used it ighdlglintimidating manner.
And the glimmer of anger that currently shined in hisseyad her immediately slinking
back down in the seat and lowering her gaze to the fl8be was such a coward when
he displayed a little muscle, because she knew the pgmtand those arms and the firm
strength of those hands--intimately.

Finally, he reached out and tilted her chin up so she woaldat him. "So, tell
me, my spoiled little rich girl. Do you think you coulgdion a cop's salary?"

That got Tiffany's attention right away. Was he aghier to marry him? She
thought for a moment, then answered with a touch of égpé&rhis isn't the early
twentieth century, Kyle. | do work, and make a pretty gealdry myself."

"That's nice, honey. But, do you think I'm going to wani jo work after we get
married?"

Tiffany thought her jaw dropped to the floor with that gieest "This is the
twenty-first century, Kyle. Don't you think it's timewyarawled out of your dark little
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cave and came into the light of women's equality?"

He bent closer, and his eyes were so intently fatoseher, she felt like he was
seeing into her mind. She immediately shrank back frensithmering anger she saw
reflected in his gaze. Tiffany wasn't scared he'd hent Not really. But her tightly
clenching bottom definitely respected the dominance hedweldit. "Do you want
children, Tiffany?"

Puzzled, she gave a slight shrug. "Yeah. Somedaybd/ifter a few years."

His eyes remained fixed on her face "How many?"

"Um, kids?" she asked more than a little uncertaifd/his nod, she said, "Two
or four, | guess. | hadn't really thought about it."

"Well, | have, little girl. It is all I have beeahinking about lately, and | do not
want you working and trying to raise my kids at the same.t When she opened her
mouth to refute his possessive pronoun, he added. "lI'veremouble-duty like that
does to women, and | do not want that for you. But | datwids. Lots of them. If you
only want four, | could live with that, even though I'dliéke to have a lot more. So,
I'd like to start as soon as possible.” When her eyebroge at that, he gave her another
nod. "Yes. Perhaps now you understand. | earn around §8&ra That's nowhere
near the 250K your dad probably makes. For us to maintainsehold with children,
we would have to scrimp to save pennies. Cut costs whemowd. If you want to
work until you're pregnant, I'll let you. However, tim@ment your doctor confirms your
pregnancy, | would expect you to turn in your resignatimh@ncentrate on taking care
of yourself for our baby."

That was the second time in under five minutes th&yffelt her jaw drop.
Keeping her thoughts to herself, she beleaguered the #acthtd fallen completely for
a stupid, dominant, alpha male who appeared stuck in tine 3ige.

Though his gaze had not shifted from her face for a sedaffahy knew him
well-enough by now to realize he was waiting for heprimcess what he'd just said. She
pulled away slightly and straightened her back .

Dropping his hand from her chin he asked again, "So, dohyokiyou could
live on a cop's salary?" Then waved that question asidesked, "Do you even think
you could manage to live on a budget?

Tiffany honestly didn't know how to respond to him. Slae furious he thought
he could be so high-handed with her, expecting her tolsifp over and let him do it.
However, it also pissed her off to acknowledge thatoddcand she would. But to have
him think she couldn't be as fiscally responsible asd® wked her to no end.

Not sure which bothered her more, his high-handedness tmvwbpinion of her,
she replied to the one that hurt her pride the mostoK| Fred Flintstone, I'm not
Wilma. | can work and take care of a family at theeséme. As for managing my
money, | can live on whatever budget you give me, and imaveey left to spare.”

He looked doubtful at that statement, and she realljdn't blame him. She'd
never had to actually control her spending before. dfvgainted something, Daddy gave
it to her. Not a ringing endorsement for financial @stiousness by any means. And
being the smart-assed male he was, he took her up ohdllemge by telling her if she
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could live for one month on the amount of money hdaeter, and at the end of that
time actually show him how she had saved the remaindeerafalary, without going to
daddy for help, he'd ask her to marry him.

As a proposal, it sucked big time.

Kyle decided that Tiffany should be able to manage on $15e&.wWShe didn't
have to pay for food or rent, so the money was measdver her lunches with the girls,
and whatever other fripperies she wanted. He considenaaré than generous. Except
for Tiffany--the dollar figure he'd set was a supremelehgk. Used to spending more
like $500 a week, this budget of his put a major crimp in hestijfe.

So, sitting down in her room, Tiffany made a list of wla¢ considered to be her
essential weekly expenditures: the hair salon, atlns(manicure and pedicure), one pair
of new shoes that usually went on sale during her deenabn a week at Burman's
Department Store, where she also dutifully purchasethbke-up, perfume, lacy
lingerie and at least one new outfit.... Oh God. EV¥ehe stopped there, she was
already twice over her $150 a week budget. So, what tdoaek? She decided most of
her curtailed spending would have to come from her Burmap'sThe rest were simply
too necessary for her to give up without feeling she wasddterself go.

Still determined to at least try to meet Kyle's chralks she watched her spending
carefully only to discover that the first week she'ddrio manage her money, she ended
up spending $50 over her supposed allotment. Feeling like & Kaile in some way,
Tiffany cried about it, but was totally honest with hirnem he asked.

"I'm sorry. | really was trying," she sobbed out againstchest as he held her
close and rubbed her back.

“It's all right, Tiff. Don't cry, honey. I'm naingry." Then tilting her chin up, he
kissed her until she finally settled down and stopped weepindpn't expect you to be
perfect. However, | do expect you to take this tesbgsly, that is if you seriously wish
to marry me. So, perhaps you can redouble your effortspamd ©nly $100 next week."

Tiffany took that warning to heart.

When she totaled her money for the second week shevdisd she was $100
overbudget, which when added to the $50 last week put her $150 ovbe fomonth so
far. Tiffany just couldn't face Kyle and tell him she'defd again. His disappointment in
her would eat away at her self-esteem and make Hdefeble. From his reaction last
week, she suspected he wouldn't get angry, but he would gyi\eelécture on the
necessity of frugality as well as suggest she didntssglyi wish to be his wife. And that
was one lecture she didn't want to hear. So, shemgtlup her mad money stash, to see
if she could make it up that way. When she discovered®#iyin her envelope, she
knew that wouldn't work. Realizing there was no hopetfpshe went to see her father.

"Daddy, Kyle and | are conducting a little test."

"Yes, | know, pumpkin. He told me."

"Well, Burman's had a sale on this cute little dreas ltheally, really loved. So, I
got it, and now I'm over budget--again."

"Gee, that's too bad. | suspect Kyle's going to be disgppointed with you."
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Yeah, she knew that, too, which started to make her cry

"Come here, pumpkin,” her father said, opening his arms to"B&h. There's no
need to cry about it. I'm sure Kyle will understand, tholgimay insist you take that
dress back."

"But, | can't do that," she wailed "I've already wiron one of our dates, and
accidentally spilled some wine on it."

"l see," he said patting her back. "The problem is, pumpkhink Kyle has a
very good point. It's past time you learned to manage yoneyn Daddy won't always
be there to bail you out when you get into trouble."

She looked up at him with tears streaming out of her eijles.father had never
refused to give her money before when she needed d.néw when she needed it the
most, he was going to back Kyle. "But, Daddy, I'm afraid."

Her father looked concerned. "Of what, pumpkin? Areafoaid Kyle will hurt
you in some way?"

"No. I'm afraid he'll say I'm too irresponsible now lfiam to consider marrying
me. And that means I'd have to live with you and méorever" Hugging her father
she gave another mournful wail.

She could feel her father's chuckle as he hugged heegally doubt Kyle would
be that strict with you, Tiffany, and | think you oweathim to be completely honest."

She nodded. "I've got two weeks to make it up, Daddybd'fleally careful.
Can't you help me out just this once?"

Patrick Morgan sighed, then reached into his pocket.u'Rfmw how much |
hate seeing you unhappy, don't you? And though | really thinislyould face Kyle
with the truth, | will help you. But just this onceffany. And | expect you to make up
the difference over the next two weeks. Understand me?

"Yes, Daddy," she said very submissively as he handeth&&100. Her father
really was a pushover when it came to her needing simgethough Tiffany still loved
and respected him. Reaching up on her tiptoes, she kissdwhlks c'Thank you,
Daddy. | really, really, really appreciate it." Th&me smiled at him, so he shook his
head and gave her chin a little pinch.

"Yeah, | know you can wind me around your little finger, plam, but | don't
think Kyle is going to be that easy for you to manipuladad though I'm sure he loves
you very much, he could get really angry with you if yautd him about this," he
warned her as he gently wiped away one of her te#ira.nbt totally blind to your
shenanigans, darling. And from what I've noticed, affeweof your interactions with
him when he obviously felt you needed a bit more than ldiagp | really don't think
you want to test him on this. Men are funny in that.waiiey can forgive a lot.
However, a lie is something that is very hard for therexcuse."

"I know that, Daddy," Tiffany said, loving her father fus concern.

"Good. | caution you to tread very carefully on thiepdarling. | don't want to
see you get hurt, but | have to say I'd back whatever puarghidyle thought you
deserved if he caught you in this lie, even though I'madgrto blame for it. So, think
carefully about what you really want to do here, Tiffd
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"Yes, sir, " she answered knowing he was right, exdepteally didn't think she
had any other choice. Kyle was such a stickler abatainehings that he could refuse
to marry her until she could pass his test. Unfortupagigzen her record over the past
two weeks, Tiffany doubted this was a test she could ewst pand she didn't want to
lose Kyle over something so trivial in her mind. Howeweanks to her father, she was
back in the black again. Though she couldn't say sh@reasl about what she was
doing, she did feel it was somewhat justified. Aftéreaten after they got married,
Daddy would be around to help them if they needed it, tegiat he'd just told her.

So, when Kyle asked how she'd ended up that week, Tiffatythen felt
extremely guilty about it. She'd never actually lieKyle before. About anything. So,
she found herself avoiding his direct gaze as much asfmssirom the way he gently
asked if she had something to tell him, Tiffany was pretty barsuspected she wasn't
being entirely truthful with him. However, when sheillsthand assured him everything
was fine, Kyle told her how proud he was and then showeldisi@ppreciation in a far
more tangible way. Tiffany went to bed that night stivirgin, but a very happy virgin.

The next week, despite her best efforts to make up tieeatice, she was still
$25 over budget, making her $175 over budget for the month ségry with herself
for her lack of success, she simply dipped into her m@ristsh. She didn't mind losing
the money, it was the potential of losing Kyle along withrespect that bothered her.

Then she gave herself a pep talk. One hundred seveatgdillars was not a
tremendous amount. She'd worked really hard to come downhieo usual $500 a week
expenditure. If one looked at it that way, she'd doneetypgood job of managing her
money after all. Feeling more than a little pleasd&t her progress, she put her failure
out of her mind.

However, this time when she lied about her week's desiyishe felt even guiltier
given the way Kyle effusively praised her. She got so upsletherself over her deceitt,
she almost failed to come when he used his oh-so-taleanigde to bring her to orgasm.
She could tell by the way he carefully regarded herttbatias suspicious something was
up. Usually Tiffany practically came when Kyle just crookethger at her. So, for her
not to go totally limp after he'd pleasured her was not ontisual--it was unheard of.
Seeing his frown, and wanting to avoid any questions, sgkténed her smile and
pretended all was right with the world.

When, by the end of the fourth and final week she was sigain, she was
feeling thoroughly depressed and cried in her room for Herdai Her overage wasn't
very high this week, only $35. But when added to her dedieén that small amount put
her $210 over for the month. And that made Tiffany fexld ® her stomach. Though
she was able to make up the difference again with hert@rsvash, her accomplishment
felt hollow. She'd failed Kyle, in a sense, and had mags worse by actually lying to
him. Except she was in too deep now to tell him théntrut

When she told him again that she'd met his requiremermrdw her into his
arms. "I'm so proud of you, Tiff. | thought it would beich harder for you than it was,
but | had every faith that you would try your best. Somga, | got you this."

Dropping down on one knee, he held up a small velvet baxeioto open.
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Tiffany winced. Pretty sure she knew what she would fisetle, she opened the

box and looked down at the most gorgeous engagement arftpghever seen, because
he had bought it for her. Feeling more miserable than @vffany handed the box back

to him and promptly burst into tears.
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