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Red Scarf, Texas




January 1880






 




“Do
you hear anything?” Natalie whispered. At seventeen, she was the youngest of
the Webster girls.



 Abigail, the eldest at twenty-two, placed her
finger over her lips as she listened through the door of her father’s study.
She shook her head, and then moved into the large parlor across the foyer from
the study. “I don’t think Mama has told him yet. It’s too quiet in there…”



 “Perhaps we shouldn’t have asked Mama to go
along with our plan,” nineteen-year-old Frances fretted, as she was prone to
do.



 “Don’t be silly, Franny.
Mama wants a dance just as much as we do,” Rebecca told her sister. “You know
that she is the only one who has a prayer of talking Papa into sponsoring a
Sweetheart Dance.”



 “He won’t be happy, though,” Madeline
predicted, and as if on cue, voices coming from the study were heard as a low
rumble in the parlor.



********************



 “I don’t believe what I’m hearing, Lenora! You
did what?”



 “You heard me, Connie! I let it be known that
you are sponsoring a Sweetheart Dance on Valentine’s Day in the Town Hall. I am
heading up the committee to make plans. And I already talked to Mr. McGee about
the music. It will be good for the girls. And you know very well you can afford
the expense.”



 “Hang the damned expense! Lenora Jean Prescott
Webster, those girls are not on the market. They don’t need to be going to some
high falutin‘ dance and have boys fawning all over
them. Why, little Nattie is much too young to go to a
dance!” Conrad blustered, his dark eyes expressing his displeasure with his
wife of nearly thirty years.



 “Connie, don’t be ridiculous. Nattie is already seventeen, and you were courting me when
I was that age! Abby is already twenty-two, and you’ve scared off the last two
young men who came courting. They can’t stay cooped up on this ranch forever.
They want to get married and have their own children. Why, I was pregnant with
Sam when I was Abby’s age!”




 “You do these things to make me crazy, don’t
you, Lenora?” Conrad scolded. He suddenly pushed back his desk chair and said,
“Come here, young lady.”



 “Whatever for?”
Lenora asked, although she was fairly sure she already knew exactly what her
husband intended. He spanked when he was displeased. He didn’t care that she
was a mother eight times over, and forty-seven years old. He believed in spanking, and from the expression in his eyes, and the frown
on his handsome face, she was in for a sore bottom. She’d told herself when she
was organizing this dance that it would be worth a spanking, but now that the
time was here for that spanking to happen, she suddenly wasn’t as sure that the
dance was a good idea.



 “Don’t you look at me with those innocent blue
eyes of yours, Mrs. Webster. You bring yourself here
to me right now, or I’ll take you outside to the woodshed.”



 Lenora didn’t let him finish his threat before
she was around the desk. Being taken outside to the woodshed meant one very
serious punishment, and at her age, it was extremely embarrassing. There
wouldn’t be one person on the large ranch who wouldn’t know exactly what was
happening out there. The last time Connie took her outside for a punishment was
exactly nine months before their youngest was born twelve years ago. She’d
never forget that day, and she did not want a repeat… even though the making up
later that night had been exciting and wonderful, and produced their Zachary.



 “Down over my knee,” Connie took her arm and
hurried her into position. “You are purposely trying to drive me out of my
mind, woman!” Connie didn’t bother whispering, and he chose that particular
moment to flip up his wife’s dress and petticoats. She was certainly wearing
enough of them, he complained to himself. When he reached her pretty,
lace-trimmed drawers, he had the satisfaction of hearing a crack when he
spanked, instead of the muffled thud from before.



 “Ohhhh!”
Lenora kicked her feet. “Connie… please stop! The
children will hear!” she fretted.



 “They will if you start hollering,” he calmly
agreed, not aware that two of his daughters were on the other side of the door,
shamelessly eavesdropping, their eyes wide, as they whispered to their sisters
that their Mama was getting spanked!



 Twelve-year-old Zachary picked that moment to
come bounding down the steps, and asked loudly, “Abby, what are you and Maddy doing?” He knew very well that they were
eavesdropping, and it was fun to watch them jump away from the door. He grinned
in boyish humor.



 Connie immediately stopped spanking his wife,
and bellowed loudly, “If I step into that hallway and catch any of my children
loitering instead of doing their chores, I am going to start cutting switches!”
He lifted Lenora to her feet and walked toward the door in purposeful strides.
He wasn’t the least bit surprised that the foyer was empty. He walked back to
Lenora and pulled her into his arms, “I’m sorry, honey. I wouldn’t embarrass
you in front of the kids for anything in the world. I’m a gruff old man some
days,” he scolded himself.



 “I should have asked you first, Connie,”
Lenora knew when to say ‘sorry’. “I just knew this was important to the girls,
and I said ‘yes’… Please forgive me for forgetting to talk to you first?” she
asked, caressing his cheek.



 “Aw, you know I’m over my mad now, honey. I
guess a dance won’t hurt none, but you’d better make
darn sure you save most of yours for me!” he scolded.



 “I always do, don’t I?”
she teased lightly, kissing him lovingly.



 “You forgot that one time,” he teased right
back, and then dropped his hand to her stinging bottom to give her another firm
smack. “I spanked you right proper for it, too,” he added.



 Lenora blushed. “Yes, Connie, you did. We got
married a few weeks later, too, didn’t we?” she asked, and then giggled when he
stiffened.



 “Did you set out to make me jealous on
purpose?” he asked in amazement, recalling how upset he felt that night. It
brought him to his senses and made him aware he stood to lose the love of his
life if he didn’t take steps to make her his.



 “I did,” she confessed with another smile. “I
wanted to marry you so badly, and you were just taking your sweet time to ask
me…”



 “I ought to spank you for that!” he sputtered,
and then kissed her passionately. “I was afraid you’d tell me ‘no’,” he
admitted. “As long as I didn’t ask you, you couldn’t say ‘no’.”



 “I wouldn’t have told you ‘no’… You were the
only man I wanted, right from the moment I set eyes on you. I still feel that
way, Conrad Webster… You are the love of my life.”



 Connie kissed her again, and then with a wink,
he made darn sure the door was locked!



********************



 “What is this?” Connie was surprised when he
entered the tack room to fix a bridle. “Nattie,
why are you in here crying, honey?” This was his youngest daughter, and
the one who had a smile on her face all the time. She wasn’t prone to tears.



 “I’m just being silly, Papa. Don’t mind me.
I’d better get up to the house and finish the dusting…” she tried to move past
him, but Conrad Webster was a big man, and he moved to block her way.



 “I’m your Papa, and I asked you a question.
What’s the reason for these tears? Did you and Becky get into a squabble?”



 “No… It’s Mama!”



 “Mama? What did you
two fuss over?” He was experienced at dealing with mother/daughter tiffs. They
happened frequently in a house with seven females.



 “We didn’t really fuss. I want a new dress for
the dance, and Mama said I had to wear an old dress of Abby’s. I don’t want an
old dress. It’s just not fair! Abby always gets a new dress for everything
because she’s the oldest. So does Becky, because she’s so tall. Franny does, too, because she’s a bit chubby. Maddy, Dottie, and I all have to wear someone else’s
clothes. It’s okay for everyday, but not for a dance, Papa!!!”



 “Hmmm. Did you tell
your Mama how you felt about this?” he asked cautiously. He and Lenora tried
real hard not to step on each other’s toes when it came to dealing with the
kids. He supported her decisions, and she supported his. If they didn’t agree,
they did it in private, or tried to, but with eight kids that was sometimes
rather difficult to do.



 “No… She just brought out two of Abby’s old
dresses and asked me which one I wanted… Everyone else was so excited, making
plans and all… I didn’t want to upset everybody else just because I was
disappointed,” she explained, so I came out here to be alone. You weren’t
supposed to see me, Papa,” she was embarrassed.



 “I’m your Papa, and you don’t need to be upset
to share your feelings with me, honey,” he gave her a hug, and then said, “You
are a sweet girl, Nattie. Let’s go talk to your
Mama.”



 Nattie was surprised
when her father took her hand and pulled her along to the house. He could hear
all the giggling coming from upstairs in the room Lenora used for sewing… and
he called out, “Is everyone decent?” He never walked into that room without
asking that question, not since the first time he caught Abby in her little
shift when her Mama was making her a new dress to wear on her very first day to
school… She’d burst into tears of shame, and Connie learned his lesson for
life.



 “We’re all dressed, Papa!” he heard Maddy reply, and he opened the door.



 “Ut oh,” Lenora saw Nattie’s face and could see she’d been crying. She looked
at Connie questioningly, wondering what had happened. “What’s wrong, honey?”
she got to her feet to come over and look at her daughter in concern.



 “Nothing’s really wrong, Lenora,” Conrad said.
“Just a bit of a misunderstanding. Do you think it
would be all right for all of the girls to have a new dress for the Sweetheart
Dance?” he asked politely. “I promise not to raise a fuss over the expense,” he
smiled.



 “Really, Papa?”
Dottie asked excitedly,



 “It’s a special occasion, and I think it calls
for new dresses,” he said more firmly, seeing the smile in Lenora’s pretty blue
eyes and realizing that she was pleased and not upset with his interference.
Still, it wouldn’t do for the girls to think he was riding roughshod over her
decisions. “Mama? Clothes are your responsibility… and
I don’t want to interfere, but just this once, may I have the honor of
splurging on my girls… all of them…? I want to see you in something new and
pretty, too… Blue!” he added, much to his girls’ amusement. He grinned when
they giggled.



 “You and your ‘blue’,” Lenora teased Connie,
but she was pleased, and he knew it. He went back to the everyday business of
running the ranch, confident that ALL of his girls were happy. He’d have to
sell a few more head of cattle, but what was money? He could splurge once in a
while without feeling guilty over it, which certainly wasn’t the case when
Lenora married him. He didn’t have a pot back then, and he was still amazed
that she’d seem something in him that he didn’t know he had. She had faith in
him to take care of her, and that simple faith kept him working hard not to
ever let her down in any way. He loved her, and made damn sure he told her so
often. He didn’t feel it made him less of a man in any way to express that
love.



 When Connie returned to the house a couple
hours later, expecting to find the noon meal on the table, the kitchen was
empty… except for Zachary. It was a Saturday morning, and he was home from
school. “Hey, Pa. Good luck on eating any time soon.”



 He grabbed an apple and went to see if Cookie
had something cooking in the bunkhouse.



********************



 The second Connie left the kitchen, he heard
them… ALL of them, and he cringed at the language they were using to describe
each other. Where the hell was their mother and why wasn’t she fetching a bar
of soap? He threw open the door to the sewing room, and seven pairs of eyes
flew to him, but there was blessed silence as soon as they got a good look at
Conrad’s angry expression. “Lenora, are you aware of the time?” he asked
pointedly. A man had a right to expect a hot meal on the table when he worked
hard all morning.



 “Oh dear!” she exclaimed. “I’m so sorry,
Connie! I will get you something to eat right away.” She hurried from the room.



 “I’ve a good mind to send each and every one
of you outside to cut a switch,” Conrad stated seriously, and every one of his
daughters had the grace, and the common sense, to lower their eyes in shame.
“The language I heard while coming up those stairs is worse than the hired
hands use! I won’t have it in this house. Abigail…?”



 “I’m sorry, Papa.”



 “Rebecca…?”



 “I’m sorry, too, Papa.”



 “Dorothy…?”



 “It won’t happen again, Papa, I promise,” she
whispered.



 “Frances…?”



 “Never again, Papa,” she was in tears.



 “Madeline…?”



 “I’m sorry, Papa.”



 “Natalie…?”



 “Me too, Papa.”



 “I think you all are acting like little girls
too young to attend a dance…” When six pairs of eyes looked at him in horror,
he kept his face stern. “I am not going to send you to cut a switch this time,
but I’m still considering sending each of you to cut a sliver of soap and put
it on your tongue, and if there is not a good reason for all of this squabbling
and name calling, that is exactly what I am going to do.” He could see that
they were squirming, and poor Franny had tears
running down her cheeks. “Frances, I want you to tell me what all this fuss is
about.” he resisted the urge to give her a comforting hug. She was the most
sensitive of all his children, and he hated to see her cry. He knew he could
count on her to tell him the truth.



 “We all want a yellow dress, but we can’t all
wear the same color.”



 “I see.” He really didn’t see what the problem
was, but he’d learned a long time ago not to tell a female that he didn’t
understand. It took forever for them to explain, and he still wouldn’t
understand why they couldn’t wear any damned thing they pleased to a dance.
“Abigail,” he used her full name deliberately. It gave them all to understand
that he was not teasing or joking. “Go to the water closet and bring me a new
bar of soap.”



 Abby left the room immediately, her eyes full
of trepidation. While she was fetching the bar of soap, Connie made a great
show of taking out his knife. When Abby returned in short order, he accepted
the bar she held out to him.



 “Abigail, would you be willing to wear a pink
dress to the dance in order to get out of tasting soap?” he asked as he cut a
wedge out of the soap.



 Abby looked at the piece of soap and swallowed
hard. There wasn’t a child in this house who hadn’t tasted soap at some point
over the years, and she did not relish repeating the experience at her age. She
made the decision that pink was a great color. “I’d rather wear pink, Papa,”
she replied



 “You go on down and help your Mama, and tell
her you decided to wear pink.” He nearly smiled when she ran from the room, but
knew he had to remain stern for the rest of his daughters. “Rebecca, would you
be willing to wear a green dress to the dance to get out of a soaping?” Her answer
was the same as Abby’s, and he sent her to help in the kitchen, too. Dorothy
agreed to wear purple, Frances to wear orange, Madeline to wear brown.



 Connie was finally alone with his youngest,
and he was surprised when she gave him a huge smile! “Papa, I get to wear
yellow?” she asked hopefully.



 “No… You get to wear red, or taste soap,” he
said firmly.



 Natalie made a pout, and then looked at him
matter-of-factly, “Mama will never agree to a red dress, Papa. She’ll say it is
too old for me. What about white trimmed in red?” she smiled again, and Conrad
nodded in agreement. The red dress probably wouldn’t go over with Lenora… It
was what saloon girls wore. He held out the bar of soap to Nattie
and said, “You go put this back, honey…”



 Nattie took the soap
and headed for the water closet and Conrad made his way down to the kitchen. He
was going to be totally crazy by the time this dance was over.



 When Lorena joined him in bed that night, she
giggled and said, “Connie, you are a very special man.”



 “I am?” he asked skeptically. “How so?”



 “You made the girls so happy by insisting they
have new dresses… Nattie told me tonight while we
were doing the dishes that you caught her crying in the tack room and made her
tell you what she was upset over. I am sometimes too practical,” she said, then
kissed his cheek. “You understood that they all needed to feel pretty and
special. You are a wonderful father.”



 “What was this business over yellow?” he
demanded. “I’ve never heard anything so damned silly in my life!”



 Lorena laughed. “Zack told the girls that he
overheard Will Kenton telling Mr. Sims that yellow is his favorite color. He’s
a very handsome young man, and the girls are all anxious to make a good
impression. He is single, you know.”



 “No, I didn’t know, and I don’t know that boy
at all. Just because he bought the Bar K from Kinnison
doesn’t mean he’s a decent sort,” Connie grumbled, and then commented, “At
least none of them will be wearing yellow to that dance!”



 “I hope you don’t mean for the girls to stick
literally to the colors you picked for them to wear…”



 “What’s wrong with them… and I’ll tell you now
that not one of them is to wear yellow or blue. Blue is your color… and yellow
is forbidden to all of them.”



 “I’m going to have to modify your choices somewhat.
“Brown is too ugly for a dance… A nice ivory would be nice, like a light brown…
And purple… what about lavender? Peach would be a
lighter shade of orange…” she explained, and then added, “At least you let Nattie have a white dress… Red would have been OUT…”



 Connie frowned… “She told me that you’d say
that.” When she giggled, he swatted her rump. “You can tame
down the colors… but if I see a yellow dress on anyone, someone is getting a
spanking.”



 “Oh dear,” she gasped in dismay. “That is too
bad…”



 “Why? What? Who is disobeying me…?” he growled
as he sat up, ready to deal with it right then and there if necessary.



 “Why, I heard Winnie McPherson was planning to
wear a daffodil yellow…” Lorena said in wide-eyed innocence, and then squealed
when Connie grabbed her and flipped her over on the bed and shoved up her
nightdress to spank her naughty bottom.



 “You are such a bad girl!” he chuckled. “I’m
going to have to give you a spanking you won’t soon forget!”



 “I think you said that last week, too,” she
teased mercilessly, then sighed in pleasure as her husband patted her bare
bottom just hard enough to light a fire between her legs. Lorena felt herself
grow damp, and made sure she wiggled her bottom provocatively to urge him to
spank just a bit harder.



 Conrad was a happy man he decided as he
drifted off to sleep with his lovely wife in his arms. He was going to go crazy
before this Sweetheart Dance was over, but he was a happy man!







Chapter Two






 






 




Will Kenton, Rancher






 




Will
fell in love with the BarK ranch the first time he
set eyes upon it, some ten years ago. He was only fifteen at the time, and on a
horse buying trip with his father that brought them to see JB Kinnison. He thought Mr. Kinnison
was old at the time, and asked him if he’d sell him the ranch someday. JB had
laughed, and Will had said earnestly, “Sir, I am serious. If you ever plan to
sell, I’d like the opportunity to buy you out.” JB nodded, and from that moment
on, he and Will were friends. If folks thought their age difference made a close
friendship impossible, they would have been very wrong. The two had something
in common, and that something was the BarK Ranch.
Both men loved and respected the land. They corresponded over the years, and
once or twice Will was permitted to make the trip to spend a week or two with
JB. True to his word, when JB was ready to let go of the BarK
and go and live with his eldest daughter, he wrote to Will, offering him first
chance to buy the ranch they both loved. Will didn’t hesitate. He packed his
bags, and was on the next train headed to Red Scarf, Texas.



 The ranch was rundown a bit from the last time
he visited, five years earlier, and he knew it was due mostly to the fact that
JB’s health was poor. It would take a lot of work to make the place truly spectacular,
but Will wasn’t afraid of hard work. In fact, he was used to it, and thrived on
it. JB’s three daughters had taken most of the furniture from the house, and it
was still pretty bare, but he didn’t plan on doing much entertaining. He had a
bed in a downstairs bedroom, a table in the kitchen, and a desk and chair in
the office. The rest could wait. It was more important to spend his money on
fixing up the barns and buying more stock.



 “Did you hear about the Sweetheart Dance on
Valentine’s Day, Will?” Ed Sims asked in a friendly manner as he wrapped up
Will’s meager supplies. Mrs. Webster is in charge, and only fittin‘
since Connie is payin‘ for the shindig. She’s gonna do it up real nice, too. You should come and get in a
dance or two with the Webster gals. They’re all of ‘em
real pretty. Course, ole Connie is real short-tempered where they’re concerned.
Don’t think no one is good enough to marry ‘em.”



 “I’m not interested in getting married just
yet, Mr. Sims. I’ve got a lot of work ahead to fix up the BarK,
and I can’t afford a wife,” he grinned. “Guess it wouldn’t hurt none to come in
to the dance and meet some folks. It can get a bit lonely out there in the
evenings.”



 “Marryin‘ up with
one of them Webster gals would keep you from feelin‘
so lonely,” Mr. Sims stated seriously.



 “Their Daddy would take one look at me and say
‘no’. I’m almost flat busted, Mr. Sims. Not fair to ask a lady used to having
everything to marry a man without a dollar to his name. Buying that Ranch
didn’t leave me with much left.”



 “Love ain’t all that
expensive, and I can tell you right now that those girls won’t go hungry. Their
folks would see to it you were set up real fine.”



 “Maybe so, but I’m not looking for a handout,”
Will said firmly. He knew the man didn’t mean anything with his talk, but he
didn’t want anyone thinking he got married to better himself financially. His
sister did that, and she wasn’t a bit happy in the bed she made.



 “Well, you just come on to the dance and kick
up your heels. It don’t cost nothin‘ to have a good
time,” Ed grinned. He thought the young man was a bit too proud, but he was
honest and friendly, and he paid cash. Ed didn’t want to make him mad.



 “You take care, Mr. Sims, and I’ll see you
next week,” Will smiled, and turned to leave the store. He tipped his hat to a
couple of ladies, and felt his face color when he heard them whisper about how
handsome he was. Handsome didn’t have a thing to do with the kind of man he
was. When he did take a wife, he wanted her to love him, not his blue eyes and
red hair. He mounted his stallion, Pride, and headed for home. He had a corral
fence to repair before dark.



 He was almost home when he heard screams.
Startled, he looked around, and spotted a horse and buggy racing precariously
towards him. He urged Pride to a gallop, but before he could reach the runaway
animal and help, the buggy wheel hit a large rock, and tipped over. The horse
broke free and kept right on running, then stopped a short distance away. Will
could see two women lying on the ground, and he rushed to help them.



 Just as he arrived and jumped off Pride’s
back, one of the ladies got to her knees, and crawled over to the other. “Nattie! Nattie! Oh, God… Nattie…!”



 Will lifted the girl to her feet. “Are you
hurt, Miss?” he asked.



 “I’m okay, but my sister…”



 “Let me check her,” Will took charge. He knelt
by the young girl, and checked for a pulse. He found one. “She’s alive.
Probably hit her head when she fell.” He looked up and asked the distraught
pretty young woman, “Can you ride a horse?”



 “Sure,” Franny
answered with confidence.



 “Do you have family around here?” he asked.



 “Our ranch is over that way,” Franny pointed.



 Will wasn’t stupid. The only ranch in that
direction was the huge Webster spread. Unless he was mistaken, these were two
of the Webster girls. “I’m going to put you on Pride’s back and send you to get
help. Are you able to do that?” he questioned. “Pride is a good animal, but he
needs to know who’s in charge. If you let him know you’re scared, he’ll toss
you.”



 “I can ride him,” Franny
replied firmly. “I need to get my parents to come and help Nattie.
I’ll do it. What are you going to do?” she asked.



 “I’m going to catch that horse and get this
buggy upright and take your sister to my place. It’s closer. You might want to
have someone go for a doctor, too,” he bossed.



 “I’ll hurry,” she promised, trusting the man.



 “I’m at the BarK.
I’m Will Kenton,” he introduced himself.



 “I’m Franny Webster,
and my sister is Nattie. Please don’t let anything
bad happen to her…?” Franny pleaded with him, her
blue eyes full of tears she didn’t try to hide.



 “I’ll do my best, Franny,”
Will promised. He easily lifted Franny and put her on
Pride’s back. She pulled her skirts up so she could sit comfortably, and not
caring if he saw her legs. Her sister’s life was at stake. “Pride, you listen
to this little lady… Hear me?” he spoke directly to the intelligent animal.



 “I’ll hurry, Will. Thank you,” Franny turned the animal, and took off at a brisk pace to
get help.



 Will was impressed. Franny
had scrapes and bruises, and had to be shaken up, but she was ignoring her own
discomfort to get help for her sister. Most women would have fallen apart. She
was certainly pretty, too. He was partial to blonde hair.



 Will checked on Nattie
once more, and she was still unconscious. He looked at the buggy, and the wheel
seemed okay. It was going to need some major work on the black canvas, but
hopefully it would get them to the house. Will managed to right the buggy, and
then he approached the spooked mare, speaking gently. He checked her over for
injuries and when he was positive she was fine, he led her back to the buggy.



 He gently lifted the still unconscious Nattie and put her on the seat. He climbed up, still
holding her, and wrapped one arm around her so she wouldn’t fall off the seat.
He drove slowly, and they arrived at his house without mishap. There was no
choice but to carry the young girl into his bedroom and lay her on the bed. It
was the only place available since he didn’t have a sofa in the parlor.



 He poured some water into the basin and took
out a clean cloth and soaked it in the cool water, and squeezed out the excess
before placing it on her forehead. It only took a few seconds for Nattie to come around, and when her eyes flew open, she
looked at him in horror.



 “You get away from me! Where am I? Where is my
sister? Did you hurt her?? Who the hell are you?” She drew back her fist and
took a swing at Will, and if he hadn’t grabbed her hand, she would have broken
his nose!



 “Settle down, little girl. You’re safe,” he
growled.



 “I will not settle down, and I am not a little
girl!” Nattie was highly insulted. “Where is my
sister?” she screamed at him, then tried to roll out of the bed. She went white
and moaned in pain.



 “Where do you hurt, Nattie?”
Will asked in concern, hoping that help would arrive soon.



 “I’m not telling you anything, and how do you
know my name?” she demanded.



 “I’m trying to help you, not hurt you!” Will
was growing more and more incensed.



 “Then tell me where my sister is? Was she
injured?” Nattie’s eyes filled with tears.



 “Franny went to get
your folks. She’s on my mount. You were knocked unconscious,” he filled in the
blanks. “My name is Will Kenton and you’re on the BarK.”



 “Ohhhh,” Natalie
remembered. “A wild boar ran out in front of Daisy, and she spooked. I wasn’t
able to hold her… Papa isn’t going to be pleased,” she bit her lower lip. “Franny is much better with horses than I am… and she was
supposed to be driving.”



 “He’ll be more relieved that you both survived
the accident,” Will predicted. He saw her wince in pain, and he asked, “Where
are you hurting?”



 “My foot,” Nattie
answered. “I hope it’s not broken! The dance is in less than five weeks!”



 “You are lucky to be alive, and you’re worried
about a dance?” Will was surprised at how angry the girl made him. She needed a
damn good spanking!



 “It’s the first dance we’ve had in almost
three years!” she exclaimed, giving him an exaggerated look. “I absolutely will
not tolerate a broken ankle! I will not!”



 “Try growing up, little girl. If your ankle is
broken, then you’re still getting off lightly. You and your sweet sister could
have been killed, and instead of being thankful that your lives were spared,
you’re having a childish tantrum.”



 “How dare you speak to me like that?” Nattie thought Will a very handsome man, but he was
exceedingly rude. She was very happy that she wasn’t wearing a yellow dress to
the Sweetheart dance!



 “It’s about time someone gave you a scolding,”
Will matter-of-factly stated. “Your sister is riding a stallion that isn’t
completely broken to get help for you, and you’re sitting here prattling on
about some silly dance. You should try to be more like Franny.
She’s a sweet and responsible young woman.” She was very pretty, too, unlike
this child.



 “You wouldn’t think Franny
was so sweet if you had to live with her!” Nattie
said with a pout. She was the one that everyone called sweet, not Franny. Franny was too sensitive
for words, and everyone knew she was too plump. Will Kenton was just trying to
make her jealous. That thought made her smile, and she said bravely, “Could I
have another pillow to prop my foot on? And could you help me get my shoe off?”



 Will made a face. He had work to do, and he
didn’t relish playing nursemaid to a spoiled brat. He helped Nattie get her shoe off, and saw that her ankle was very
swollen. He did his best to make her comfortable, and was relieved when he
heard horses coming at a fast gallop. He marched to the front door and hurried
to help Franny dismount. He easily lifted her from
his saddle, and said, “Nattie is going to be okay,
Miss Franny.”



 “Oh, thank you, Will,” Franny
threw her arms around him and gave him an impulsive hug.



 Will hugged her back, and then turned to the
big man glaring at him. “Sir, I’m Will Kenton. Your daughter is inside. Ma’am,”
he nodded politely to a petite woman.



 “Has Nattie regained
consciousness?” Lorena asked.



 “Yes, Ma’am,” Will replied, leading the way
through his bare downstairs and to the bedroom. “This is the only place I could
put her,” he apologized.



 “Natalie, are you all right?” Lorena rushed
forward to hug her daughter while Connie stood by the bed, stiff with emotion
he refused to show.



 “I injured my ankle, Mama…” Nattie replied. “Papa, I’m so sorry about the buggy… I know
you said I shouldn’t drive, but I really wanted to, and I grabbed the reins
from Franny. It’s not her fault…” she declared,
telling the absolute truth. She did love her sister, and now that she could see
how worried Franny was, and her parents, too, she had
to be completely honest.



 “Doc Shreppy will be
here soon, honey, and we’ll have you checked out. Don’t fret over the buggy. It
can be fixed or replaced.” Connie was too relieved to see she was alive to be
angry over a buggy.



 Nattie smiled at him,
and then looked at Franny, “Franny,
are you hurt anywhere? I’m so sorry I spilled us over…”



 “I’m fine… a bit bruised in spots, but nothing
that won’t heal,” Franny smiled emotionally. “You
scared me. I don’t know what I would have done if Will hadn’t come along right
then.” She turned to the handsome man. “Thank you, Will. And thank you for
trusting me with Pride. He’s a beautiful animal.”



 “He was a gift from my father,” Will answered.
“I haven’t had him long, and he’s not fully broke in. You did well to ride him.
You have a good seat.” His face colored when Nattie
giggled.



 “Franny has a big
seat!” she said, and Will’s temper soared. Franny let
out a cry of embarrassment and ran from the room. Will gave the young girl a
dirty look, and hurried after Franny.



 “Young lady, there was no excuse for that!”
Lenora scolded. “You will apologize to your sister, is that understood?”



 “Yes, Mama. I didn’t mean anything by it. We
always tease Franny…”



 “But not in front of a young man, daughter. I
am beginning to think your father is quite correct about permitting you to
attend this dance. You are acting like a thoughtless child instead of a mature
young lady.”



 “I’m sorry, Mama… Please don’t make me miss
the dance…” she begged…



********************



 Will had to run fast to catch up to Franny, but he finally did. “Franny,
stop!”



 “Go away!” she said.



 “I don’t want to go away. Turn around and talk
to me,” he gently scolded.



 “No! Go and talk to Nattie…
You’re wasting your time being nice to me.”



 “I don’t want to talk to Nattie.
I’ll probably strangle her if I go inside right now,” he admitted.



 “Why? She didn’t do anything wrong. I am fat!”
Franny said bitterly.



 “You are not fat. You’re just right,” Will
said firmly, and then took her arm and pulled her around. “Look at me.”



 Franny raised her
eyes to his. “You don’t have to be nice to me, Will. I know I’m the fat sister.
I’m the one no one will ever want. And,” she added dramatically, “I look
hideous in yellow!”



 Will shook his head, and in the next second he
was kneeling on one knee, and his other knee was bent so he could take Franny over his left thigh. He swatted her upturned bottom
once, twice, then three times. “Do I have your attention, Miss Franny?” he asked.



 “Yes!” Franny gasped
in shocked surprise.



 “I think you are a very pretty girl, and I
like you just the way you are. When I hold a woman in my arms, I want to find
soft curves. And if you make one more disparaging remark about yourself, I am
going to toss up your skirts and spank your bottom until it’s a nice shade of
red.”



 “Papa would shoot you,” she protested.



 “I’ll risk it, Franny.”
He waited for a minute, and then asked, “Are you going to be nice to yourself
now?”



 “Why would you care about me when everyone can
see that Nattie is the pretty one?” Franny asked, then hollered bloody murder when Will tossed
up her skirts and started spanking her bottom in earnest. He made sure he
covered every inch of the rounded part of her drawers, and a bit lower on her
thighs. When she sat down, he wanted her to be reminded that he cared about
her… and he would never allow her to run herself down.



 “I will not permit you to speak ill of
yourself, Franny. You are a very special woman, and
any man would be honored to have you in his life. And,” he added firmly, “I hate
yellow!! Are you paying attention?” he demanded with another hard slap to her
bottom.



 “Yes!”



 “Good!” He picked her up and put her on her
feet as if she weighed no more than a child. When he stood, he towered over
her. “I know the timing isn’t right, Franny, but I’d
like to come calling, if you will permit me…?”



 “Why isn’t the timing right?” she asked
breathlessly, unable to believe what she was hearing.



 “I’m not worth much money right now,” he said
candidly. “But, if I don’t speak up now, you’ll be taken, and I couldn’t live
with that. I know my mind, Franny. I always know when
my first impressions are the right ones. I’m willing to wait and give you time
to feel the same way… if you’ll give me a chance to prove myself…?”



 “I would like that,” Franny
said shyly, then added, “You’ll need to speak to Papa first, though.”



 “I intend to do that. No more putting my girl
down, okay?” he asked, then bent down and gently kissed her.



 Connie had heard and seen enough of the
conversation between his little Franny and the young
man to leave him shaken. He circled around and went back to the house. He
already liked Will Kenton, but God help him if he ever hurt his little Franny. He took up a position on the porch, and waited for
them to come to him. It wasn’t long at all, and he had to smile. Either the
young man knew better than take liberties, or Franny
put a stop to it herself. Either way, he was pleased when they came walking up
on the porch, hand in hand.



 “Mr. Webster, I’d like your permission to
court Franny. My intentions are honorable, but I’ll
be right up front and tell you that it’s going to take time to build this ranch
into something respectable. If Franny decides she
wants to put up with me for the rest of our lives, she’s going to have to live
on love and not much else.” He smiled at Franny and
then said to the scowling big man, “I’d like your permission to come calling
and give Franny time to decide whether or not we
suit.”



 “Is this what you want, Frances?” Connie asked
his smiling daughter.



 “Yes, Papa, it is. Will is
special, and I really do like him a lot… and he likes me just the way I am!”
she declared.




 “The way you are is very special, Frances, and
you would do well to remember that,” Connie said gruffly. “If you want a chance
to see this young man, then I will permit it. You know the rules, and it is up
to you to make them known to this young man. Break the rules, and I’ll cut a
switch. Understood?” he asked.



 “Yes, Papa. Thank you!” Franny
smiled happily.



 “You go on inside now, and talk to your Mama.
She’s worried about you.”



 “Yes, Papa,” Franny
did as she was told, leaving Will alone with Connie.



 “I know you don’t know me, sir, but I promise
you I won’t do anything to get Franny in trouble with
you. I’m an honorable man.”



 “I wouldn’t be lettin‘
you near her if I didn’t think that,” Connie stated. “I saw you spanking Franny, and I heard what she said to earn it. A man doesn’t
do that unless he cares. You’ll do, but don’t you ever hurt that girl, or
you’ll answer to me… whether it’s tomorrow or forty-years from now.”



 “You have my word, Mr. Webster.”



Will
became a regular at the dinner table over the next few weeks, much to Franny’s delight. She felt truly beautiful for the first
time in her life, and as she and her Mama worked on her peach colored “orange”
dress, she was confident that Will would find her absolutely gorgeous the night
of the Sweetheart Dance.







Chapter Three






 






 




Luke Taylor, Webster Ranch Hand






 




“What’s on your mind, Luke?” Connie scolded as he picked himself up off
the barn floor and dusted off his britches. It wasn’t like the young man to be
so darn clumsy, and he’d caught Connie off guard when he came barreling out of
the stall and knocked Connie down on the straw covered floor.




 “I’m sorry, Mr. Webster,” Luke apologized. “I
didn’t see you standing there.”



 “Obviously,” his boss said dryly. “Now out
with it. What’s got you so crazy you can’t see straight?”



 “Okay… It’s Miss Nattie…”



 “Nattie?” Connie was
stunned. “What’s the girl done now?” As far as she knew she was confined to her
bed, and told to stay off her ankle for the next few days. It was badly
sprained in the accident she and Franny had. Nattie’s sisters were taking turns keeping her amused, but
she was complaining about being confined to her room, even though Lenora made
it clear she was being punished by having to stay in her room for a few days.
Lenora didn’t want her daughter to suffer the switching she deserved since she
was already in so much pain with her ankle, and Connie left the punishment to
his wife.



 “Miss Nattie
shouldn’t have been driving that buggy, for one thing,” Luke announced. “For
another, she’s too young to be going to some dance. Every man around is going
to talk nonsense to her and she’s gullible enough to believe every word of it.
She’s too young to know her mind, and she’s always wantin‘
to do what her older sisters do. She’s got some growin‘
up to do. I think you should forbid her to go…”



 “It’s a dance, not a wedding, boy.”



 “Maybe so, but Nattie
will believe any cowboy who sweet talks her.”



 “Then maybe you ought to come to the dance and
keep an eye on her, Luke,” was the surprising reply.



 Luke watched as his boss walked away. If he
could have seen the grin on Connie Webster’s face he would have been even more
puzzled.



 Connie didn’t miss much and he’d seen Luke
watching his youngest daughter from a distance… The same way he used to watch
Lenora when he didn’t think she’d give him the time of day. Luke was a good
man, and one day he’d have his own spread, built with his own two hands. Nattie could do a lot worse in picking a husband than to
settle on Luke.



********************



 Nattie came down the
kitchen steps on her backside. She was tired of being cooped up inside the
house. Doctor Clem said she had to stay off her ankle, and her Mama was insisting
she stay in her room and in her bed… as punishment for nearly killing herself
and Franny. All her meals were carried up to the room
she shared with Maddy… but with the dance only a few
weeks away, her Mama and sisters were very busy. She hated being left out of
all the preparations. The one time she’d tried to go to the sewing room and
help out, her Mama made her Papa come and carry her back to bed, scolding her
for not accepting her punishment! It wasn’t fair! She could at least sit on a
chair and keep her foot propped up and be with everyone else… Having an injured
ankle was punishment enough for being so foolish.



 Once Nattie was
safely down the steps, she used the handrails to pull herself up. She peeked
around the door to make sure the kitchen was empty, and when she saw that it
was, she hopped on one foot out the kitchen door onto the back porch. A few
seconds later she was outside, and breathing in the fresh air. She looked
around for her Papa… and didn’t see him. She knew that her older brother wouldn’t
have any qualms about picking her up and taking her back to her bed if he
spotted her, but Sam was away on ranch business, and not due back for another
two days. None of the hands would dare scold her for being outside.



 Nattie sat down on
the porch steps, and enjoyed being outside. She closed her eyes and let the sun
soak into her skin until she heard someone riding closer on horseback. Her big
brown eyes flew open and she immediately recognized the rider as Will Kenton.
She couldn’t believe the man was so besotted with Franny,
but only a fool could miss the fact that they were falling in love. Will didn’t
find Franny a bit plump, and he only had eyes for
her, and none of Franny’s sisters. Nattie didn’t much care for Will, and she knew the feeling
was mutual. He thought of her as a bratty little girl.



 Nattie got to her
feet, wincing when she forgot and put too much weight on her sprained ankle.
She hopped on one foot to the other side of the house so Will wouldn’t see her,
and decided to go and seek shelter in the barn. She wanted to see the new
litter of puppies anyway, and she could hide out in there until it was time for
supper. She’d have no choice then but to go inside, and hope her Mama would
relent and permit her to join everyone at the table… even if it meant putting
up with Will and Franny acting all silly. Nattie loved her sister, she really did, but she’d never
thought that Franny would be the first one of them to
have a serious beau. Abby and Becky and Dottie were all older, but most of the
young men who came to call on them didn’t come back after one or two times. Her
Papa saw to that… but he seemed to like Will.



 Nattie made it to
the barn out of sheer determination and took a seat on a small bench in front
of one of the stalls. Most of the horses were out in the corral, and the barn
smelled of clean, fresh straw… “Taffy, here girl!” Nattie
called. “Taffy…” She smiled when her dog came out from one of the empty stalls,
wagging her tail, and obviously happy to see her. “I’ve missed you, little
Mama. How are your babies?” Nattie asked as she gave
her dog a big hug and pet her coat. “May I see them?” she asked, and when
Taffy’s tail wagged even harder, Nattie took that as
permission…



 Nattie limped over
to the empty stall, and smiled when she saw five cute little puppies. She sat
right down in the fresh straw and giggled at the little ones as they searched
for their Mama… “They’re precious, Taffy,” she whispered, petting her dog once
more. “You are so proud of them, aren’t you?”



 “What are you doin‘
out here, Miss Nattie?” Luke stood in the doorway of
the stall to look down at the young girl.



 “I came to see Taffy’s puppies, not that it’s
any of your business, Luke Taylor!” Nattie tossed her
curls. Something about the young ranch hand made her heart beat just a bit
faster every time she was around him. He had a cute smile, and she loved his
teeth. They were straight, and white… not stained from chewing tobacco like
most of the other hands. He had dark hair, too, and bright green eyes! She found
him very handsome, but he never paid her any attention, unless it was to scold
her about something or other. She knew that her Papa liked him… a lot… because
he was always saying how Luke handled a situation on his own, and that he was
fearless… taking on a couple of rustlers and bringing them in to stand trial.



 “Your Pa said you were to stay off that foot,”
Luke stated. “How did you get out here?”



 “I don’t believe it’s any of your concern,
Luke. Papa pays you to work, not keep tabs on me.”



 “He couldn’t pay me enough money to keep tabs
on you, but if he did, I reckon the first thing I’d do would be to take you
over my knee and give you a sound spankin‘,” Luke
informed her, his glittering green eyes giving her to know he was serious.



 “How dare you speak to me that way?” Nattie felt her cheeks flood with color. It was the second
time this week that a man had told her she needed a spanking! She wasn’t a
little girl!



 “The truth hurts, doesn’t it?” Luke demanded.
He wasn’t about to apologize to Nattie, even though
she was as pretty as could be. Her warm golden brown hair and her dark eyes
were an absolutely perfect combination. Nattie was a
pretty girl, and one day she would be a beautiful woman.



 “What would you know?” Nattie’s
feelings were hurt. “It’s lonely up in my room, and hardly anyone spends any
time with me. They are all getting to work on their dresses for the dance, and
helping Mama with the decorations… I can’t even leave my room for meals!” she
pouted as she complained.



 “It’s your own fault, little girl,” Luke told
her.



 “My fault!”



 “Your Pa told you to let Miss Franny handle the reins. Daisy is skittish, and you don’t
have the patience to handle her. If you’d let well enough alone, Miss Franny wouldn’t have lost control of Daisy and the buggy
wouldn’t have tipped over. You’re lucky you didn’t break your fool neck!”



 “You sound like Will Kenton, and I’ll thank
you to keep your opinion to yourself!” Nattie’s
temper sparked to life.



 “Your Pa should have cut a switch and striped
your backside raw for risking your life and your sister’s life.”



 “Papa was thankful that we weren’t seriously
injured, and you are just being mean! I don’t like you much, Luke Taylor!” she
got to her feet, and then gasped in pain as her ankle made contact with the
straw covered floor.



 Luke hurriedly stepped forward and swept her
off her feet. “You’re going to re-injure yourself, Nattie!”
he declared in a voice filled with worry.



 “As if you care!” she tearfully proclaimed.
“You don’t see me as anything but a bothersome little girl!”



 “You’ll grow up some day,” he predicted, and
then, to his shock, he added, “and I intend to be right here when you do.”



 Natalie looked at him in shock, but before she
could ask what he meant, he headed toward the house, carrying her in his strong
arms. Nattie had her arms wrapped around his neck,
and her fanciful nature let her pretend for a few moments that he was her beau…
Suddenly, she realized he was headed for the front porch and the front door!
There was no way she would escape detection if he did that! “Luke, no!!!
Please, go in the back door! I don’t want anyone to know I sneaked out of the
house!” she whispered frantically.”



 “You sound like a little girl in need of a
spanking,” he chuckled.



 “I am not!” she quickly denied.



 “A grown up takes responsibility for her
actions… good and bad.” He headed for the front door.



 “Mama is going to be upset, and it will be all
your fault!” she accused.



 “How so? I’m not the one who sneaked outside,
little girl.”



 “Please, Luke… Just this once…! I don’t want
to get into trouble again…” her cheeks were pink.



 “Trouble? What kind of trouble?” he asked.



 “Part of the reason I have to stay in my room
is because I took the reins from Franny. Mama said I
needed time alone to think of my actions…” It was either that or missing the
dance, and Nattie couldn’t risk that…



 “You deserve a good spanking for sneakin‘ outside, then,” he scolded. “When you’re bein‘ punished you don’t do what you were restricted from doin‘. Kind of defeats the purpose, doesn’t it?”



 “I know,” she whispered, feeling very small,
and very guilty. “It’s just that I was going crazy all alone upstairs in my
room. I wanted to see the new puppies, and just get outside for a while. It’s
punishment enough not to be able to walk…” she pouted again. “Please, Luke…
Don’t tell on me. I’ll be good until Mama says I can leave my room… Please?”



 Those dark brown eyes were his undoing. Luke
turned and headed toward the back door. He made sure no one was in the kitchen,
and then carried her up the steps and took her into her room, all without being
seen.



 “Thank you, Luke,” Nattie
giggled, pleased that she’d gotten away with her little adventure.



 Luke gave her a grin, then took a seat on her
bed, and calmly flipped her over his knee, careful not to injure her ankle.
“Best you keep quiet, Nat, unless you want your sisters and Mama to come runnin‘ to see what the fuss is all about!”



 Nattie gasped in
outrage as her Papa’s hired hand flipped up her skirts and brought his hand
down on her tender backside with a painful whap. “Ow!
Don’t you dare, Luke Taylor! I’ll tell Papa!” she threatened.



 “Maybe he’ll cut a switch and use it on you
for disobeying your Ma… He should, you know!” Luke spanked her again and yet
again.



 “Ouch! You’re hurting me!” Natalie hissed. It
didn’t stop Luke. He swatted her twice more, then stood up, lifting her
carefully, and placing her on the bed gently, so as not to disturb her injured
ankle. “I hate you!” she told him, thoroughly embarrassed that he’d seen her
drawers. They were the oldest pair she owned!



 Luke leaned down and put one arm on either
side of her, and his nose was almost pressed to hers as he said, “If I catch
you outside without permission, Miss Natalie, I will cut a switch and stripe
you. Is that clear?”



 “You wouldn’t dare!” she retorted, insulted at
the very idea.



 “Try me if you feel lucky,” Luke grinned
wickedly, then left her room, shutting the door quietly, and sneaking out of
the house. He sure didn’t want to get caught coming out of Natalie’s room…
Connie Webster would string him up and whip his back raw before giving him a
chance to explain himself!



********************



 Nattie was very
angry with Luke Taylor. How dare he turn her over his knee and spank her!
Granted, the fiery handprints couldn’t be felt later that evening, but the
memory still burned the following morning. He wouldn’t dare switch her! He
simply would not dare! Her Papa wouldn’t permit it.



 Doctor Clem Shreppy
finally arrived when it was nearly lunchtime, and in spite of Nattie’s impatience to be told she could be up and about,
the man took time to sit down at the table and eat the noon meal with her
father, mother, and sisters before coming upstairs to see his patient.



 “Please tell me I can be up and about, Doctor
Clem…” Nattie begged the man as soon as he walked in
the room. “I am so sick of this room I could scream!”



 “Young lady, you are lucky to be alive. Quit
complaining,” the Doctor gruffly ordered.



 “Natalie, you are acting more childish every
day,” Lenora scolded impatiently. “You might at least say hello to Doctor Clem
before you start badgering him.”



 “I’m sorry, Mama,” Nattie
was embarrassed. “I’m sorry, Doctor Clem.”



 “No harm done,” Clem Shreppy
smiled warmly. Little Nattie was a sweet girl, and
she was just tired of not being able to get about like normal. He understood
that. When his gout flared up, it hurt like hell, and made him grumpy. He
patiently examined Nattie’s ankle, and the dark
purple bruising and the flinches of pain across her pretty face told him the
sprain was not healed enough for her to be up and about. “I’m sorry, honey.
You’re going to have to stay off that foot for at least another week… I’ll come
and have another look at you then, and you should be a lot better.”



 “Oh no!” Nattie
exclaimed. “I don’t want to…”



 “Natalie, you will do as Doctor Clem says, and
without argument,” Lenora said firmly.



 “Honey, you know that foot hurts something
awful when you try to put weight on it, now doesn’t it?” the Doctor wasn’t
stupid, and he knew his patients well. Nattie had probably
been trying to walk on it just to prove to herself that she was fine.



 Nattie nodded
miserably. She was so sick of lying about and doing nothing, and it had only
been three days! Another week was going to kill her!



 “You stay off that foot, and hopefully you’ll
be well enough I can ask you for a dance at the Sweetheart Dance. If you don’t
listen to me, you’re not going to heal, and you’ll be sitting out the dance.
You wouldn’t want that, would you?” he asked gently.



 Nattie cried when
they left the room. She didn’t like being confined to her room, and she just
knew that if Doc would have given her permission to be on her foot for just a
little bit each day, her Mama would have let her join the rest of the family
for meals and in the sewing room. It wasn’t fair! She was going out of her
mind, and not one person cared!



 Natalie was in a full blown snit when Lenora
came back upstairs and into her room. “Mama, I’m going crazy!” she whined. “I
want to come downstairs!”



 “Have you forgotten you are being punished,
young lady?” Lenora asked. “I believe I told you that you would be spending
some time in this room reflecting on your impulsive, willful behavior while
your ankle was healing!”



 “Mama, I’ve been in here for nearly three days
now! And hurting my ankle is punishment enough! Please… I promise I will be
more careful in the future. I want to come downstairs…”



 “Not today, Natalie. You are confined to this
room until tomorrow evening. I’ll have your Papa bring you downstairs for a bit
then… provided you behave yourself. I’ll not have you being rude to your
sisters, or to anyone else. I was appalled at the way you spoke to Doctor Clem.
I am seriously considering keeping you home from the
dance. One more incident of childish behavior, and you won’t be attending,
Natalie. Is that perfectly clear?”



 “Yes, Mama,” Nattie
knew better than give her Mama one good reason to forbid her the dance. Her
Mama rarely punished, but when she did, she was firm and didn’t budge. It
wouldn’t do any good to appeal to her Papa either. If Mama said ‘no’ to the
dance, Papa would enforce that no as strongly as if he issued it.



 “Honey, your Papa and I love you, but it is
time for you to take a serious look at your behavior. You did something very
foolish the other day that nearly cost you and your sister your lives. There
are consequences for that behavior. The fact that I decided you could spend a
few days recovering in your room was to give you time to think, and regret your
behavior. Right now I’m not seeing any regret… I’m seeing a spoiled little girl
having a tantrum because she doesn’t think it’s fair she has to face any
consequences for her actions. Nattie, how would you
feel right now if your sister was seriously injured or dead?”



 “Terrible, Mama,” Nattie’s
eyes filled with tears.



 “You were lucky, daughter. You don’t have to
live with that knowledge. You can accept your punishment like a grown woman,
and have another chance to make things right. A mild scolding doesn’t fit this
time, Natalie. You haven’t even accepted the fact you deserve punishment…. And
until you do, you will be spending your time in this room… thinking, and
hopefully growing up.” Lenora gave her youngest daughter a hug, then left the
room, closing the door firmly.



 Natalie was shocked when there was a knock on
her door later that evening. “Come in,” she called out. No one but her Papa and
brothers bothered to knock on her door. To her surprise it was Luke.



 “Do you feel up to a game of checkers, Miss Nattie?”



 “I’d love to play checkers, Luke,” Nattie tried to smile.



 Luke came on in the room, and left the door
wide open. He wouldn’t have come upstairs if Connie hadn’t given his
permission, but he knew better than to shut the door or do one single thing
that was considered improper. He picked up a table and carried it over by the
bed, and drew up a chair. He quickly set up the board, and told Nattie to go first.



 “Thanks for coming to see me, Luke,” Nattie said once the first game was over. He’d trounced her
without the least bit of effort.



 “I figured you might be kind of lonesome up
here… Didn’t know if you’d be mad at me or not…?” his green eyes looked into
her brown ones, and she was surprised to see that he was genuinely concerned
about her answer.



 “I’m not mad, Luke. I was in the wrong, and
you called me on it. I’m sorry I sassed at you.” She smiled shyly.



 “You really need to listen to Doc… How am I gonna ask the prettiest girl at the dance for a dance if
her ankle’s all hurt…?”



 “You think I’m pretty, Luke?” Nattie smiled.



 “Real pretty, Nattie.
Probably too pretty for the likes of me… You could have any guy you want.”



 “What if I said I wanted you…?” Nattie looked at him, afraid of his answer.



 “I’d say that would make me feel right proud, Nattie… Might concern your Pa, though. I’m a hired hand…”



 “So was he when he married Mama,” Nattie replied, then jumped three of his checkers and
removed them from the board.”



 “That’s what he said, too,” Luke confided.



 They chatted and played checkers, and Luke
wasn’t surprised when Lenora came up to see if they wanted some cookies and
lemonade… A bit later Connie came in to chat a bit and see who was winning.
When he got to his feet and looked at his watch, Luke got to his feet, too.
“I’ll be saying goodnight as soon as I pack up the checkers, Mr. Webster.”



 “See you in the morning, boy. Night, Nattie…” Connie left the room, permitting the kids some
time alone to say goodnight. He really liked Luke Taylor and he was pretty darn
sure Nattie did too. Luke would be good to her…



 “May I come back tomorrow night, Nattie?” Luke asked politely, smiling down at her.



 “Please do,” her brown eyes were shining
brightly. She giggled and asked, “Are you my beau, Luke?”



 “I’d sure like to be, Nattie…”
he smiled once more, and then leaned down to give her a sweet lingering kiss.







Chapter Four






 






 




Monty Fairchild, Banker






 




Abigail
Webster hated going to the bank. She despised having to go in there, in fact,
but her Papa entrusted the job to her each and every time… She supposed it was
the price she had to pay for an afternoon to do as she pleased. At twenty-two
years of age, she was most certainly an adult, but her father was definitely in
charge, and she knew better than give him a reason to find fault with her. It
was certainly no secret that he spanked his own wife if he felt it was
deserved; he’d have absolutely no qualms at all over flipping a daughter of his
over his knee… Connie Webster was head of his family, and he expected all of
his children to tow the line regardless of age, with perhaps the exception of
her older brother, Sam. At twenty-five, Sam was considered a man and had his
father’s respect. Of course, Sam respected their father, too… and was just like
him in so many ways.



 Abby slapped at her riding skirt, trying to
knock off as much of the dust from the ride into town as possible. She really
didn’t care what that balding Ralph Peterson thought of her appearance, but it
was likely she would run into someone else in the bank whose good opinion she
valued. Besides, her Mama hated it that she rode into town instead of having
one of the hands drive her in the buggy. Mama didn’t think a riding skirt was
suitable apparel for a trip to Red Scarf! Her Papa said it was just fine that
she rode into town, as long as she went straight there and was back by
suppertime. He trusted Abby to take care of herself. She was good with the
rifle she carried for protection.



 Abby made a face as she dreaded going inside
the bank. She couldn’t bear the thought of having Ralph Peterson ask her once
more to attend the Sweetheart Dance with him. He was forty years old, bald, and
had a paunch from drinking too much beer. He also smelled bad, and the cologne
he wore only added to the terrible stench. She did not like the man, and she
did not like the fact he seemed to think she was going to change her mind
someday and marry him. Abby was positive she would never become THAT desperate.
She took one more look at the bank and shook her head. She just couldn’t face
going in there… not yet. She whirled around to walk down to Mr. Sims General
Store, and crashed into a solid wall of man.



 Monty Fairchild automatically reached out to
catch the clumsy female, his arms wrapping around her slender body and pulling
her to him. “Are you all right, Miss?” he asked, his voice a rich baritone.



 “I’m so sorry,” Abby replied, flashing him an
embarrassed smile, as she gently released herself from his grasp.



 “Quite all right, Miss…?”



 His blue eyes were sparkling with good humor,
and his smile made Abby feel safe and special, all at once. Her heart was
pounding, and Abby was stunned at her reaction. “My name is Abigail Webster,”
she replied. “I’m not normally so clumsy, Mr…?” she
looked at him helplessly. She’d never seen the handsome man before… She
certainly wouldn’t have forgotten meeting him!!



 “Monty Fairchild,” he tipped his hat. “May I
get the door for you?” he pointed toward the bank, and watched her beautiful
smile turn into a frown as her lovely brown eyes filled with something close to
anger.



 “I really do NOT want to go in there, Mr.
Fairchild. I hate that place,” she shuddered at the very thought of having to
deal with Ralph Peterson…”



 “What is wrong with the bank?” Monty asked in
surprise.



 “It’s the manager… He is rude, obnoxious, and
I cannot stand him. I’d wait until he went to take his noon meal, but he knows
that Papa sends me in every week at this time, so he will just wait me out… I
can’t stand the thought of going in there right now. Please excuse me…” Abby’s
good mood was spoiled, and she briskly walked down the sidewalk to the General
Store. She wanted to buy something pretty for Nattie…
and a new ribbon for Franny’s hair.



 “Well, hello, Miss Abby… How are you today?”
Ed Sims looked up from his ledger to smile at her. “Are you by yourself?” he
asked, trying to look around her.



 “Yes, I’m all alone, Mr. Sims. How are you and
Mrs. Sims?” she asked politely.



 “We’re just fine, young lady. What can I help
you with today?” he asked politely.



 “I want some blue ribbon for Franny,” she explained, “and I’m not sure what I want for Nattie…” her voice trailed off.



 “I heard about their accident from Doc. Hope
both girls are doin‘ okay?” he was genuinely
concerned. He thought all of the Webster girls were fine young women… raised up
right by their good parents…



 “They are fine. Franny
was bruised in a couple of places, and Nattie hurt
her ankle. They were extremely fortunate.”



 “Yes, they were. Hope that Miss Nattie is able to attend the dance… She’d be terrible
disappointed if she had to miss all the fun.”



 “She’ll be there,” Abby smiled. Her little
sister had given their Mama a heartfelt apology for behaving so childishly
foolish… And her Mama had hugged her and asked their Papa to carry her
downstairs. The change in Nattie was remarkable;
she’d grown up almost overnight… and Abby personally thought that Luke Taylor
was responsible for the change in attitude. Both Nattie
and Franny were all smiles… and it was because they
had serious beaus. Abby was trying very hard to be happy for them, and not a
bit jealous… She wanted her sisters, all of them, to be happy. She just wanted
to be happy, too.



 She found a little carving she thought Nattie would love, and picked out blue ribbon for Franny. She then bought a penny’s worth of candy for her
rotten little brother, Zack…



 “Nothing for yourself, Miss Abby? I have some
new perfume…” Ed told her with a smile.



 “Papa hates perfume, Mr. Sims. It gives him
headaches…” she smiled. “I don’t really need anything today.”



 “You never buy anything for yourself, Miss
Abby,” Ed scolded. He looked at her, then walked over to another counter and
picked up a small bottle and brought it over to her. “This perfume is special,
honey, just like you. Put some on and tell me if you like it…”



 Abby didn’t want to hurt Mr. Sims’ feelings.
She’d known him all of her life, and he was always kind to her. She dabbed just
a bit of the perfume on her wrist, telling herself she could wash it off as
soon as she got home so that her Papa didn’t get sick, and then took a sniff. “Ohhhh, this is nice!” she smiled appreciatively.



 “It’s special… just like you. It’s my present
to you, Miss Abby.”



 “Oh, I can’t let you do that, Mr. Sims!” Abby
immediately protested.



 “Nonsense. You are always giving everyone else
gifts… This is my gift to you… When you do wear it, you just remind yourself
that one old man thinks you are a real special young lady… Hear me?”



 Abby’s eyes filled with tears as she smiled.
“Thank you, Mr. Sims. You are very sweet. I will think of you every time I wear
this perfume. I promise.”



 “Just don’t wear it around your Pa,” he warned
with a wink, as he wrapped up her purchases and his gift. “You be careful goin‘ home, now… “



 “I will, Mr. Sims,” she promised, waving at
him as she left the store, a big smile on her face. As she walked down the
street she decided it was time to get her Papa’s banking done. She was going to
be very firm with Ralph Peterson and tell him she was going to sic her Papa on
him if he asked her out one more time. She hated using her Papa’s reputation in
that manner… but it was time to put a stop to the harassment she received each
and every time she walked into the bank, or happened to bump into the man on
the street. She hated that he’d singled her out for some reason…



 Abby took a deep breath, squared her
shoulders, and went inside. To her absolute relief, the only one in sight was
Junior Wray… the one and only teller. She decided that Ralph must be in his
office with a client, and she hurried to get her business done before he came
out and spotted her.



 “Miss Webster,” Junior nodded seriously. “You
are supposed to go to the main office from now on to do your business.”



 “What? Why?” Abby demanded.



 “It’s orders, Miss Abby. I’ll get fired if I
do any business with you,” the man nervously proclaimed, and then whispered,
“Please don’t get me fired. I’m real sorry for whatever I done to offend you…”



 “You haven’t offended me, Junior…!” Abby
declared… then stomped toward the door. She was going to make Ralph Peterson
one very sorry man! She wasn’t Connie Webster’s daughter for nothing! She threw
open the door, only to find that Ralph’s high backed chair was turned toward
the window. She didn’t care. She knew exactly what she wanted to say!



 “Listen, you jerk, what do you mean by
demanding I do my father’s business with you only! And privately!!! I will not
have you intimidating Junior because you are an unscrupulous bastard. If I’ve
told you once, I’ve told you at least a hundred times that I am not going to
see you in anything other than a business capacity. I intend to speak to my
father as soon as I get to the ranch and tell him of your inappropriate
behavior… and ask HIM to do something about it. I’m sick to death of you, Ralph
Peterson, and I wish I was a man so I could punch you in the nose!” Abby gave
vent to her temper… and was shocked when the desk chair turned around and Monty
Fairchild was sitting in Ralph Peterson’s place! “Mr. Fairchild… What are you
doing here?” she asked, thoroughly embarrassed for the second time that day in
front of the man.



 Monty got to his feet, and ran his hand
through his dark hair. “Miss Webster… I think I finally understand the
situation… But it would please me if you would calm down and tell me what’s
been going on with Ralph Peterson. Has he been harassing you?”



 “Why are you here, Mr. Fairchild?” Abby asked.
She felt as though she’d already said too much in front of a stranger.



 “I own this bank now, Miss Webster. Ralph
Peterson is an employee of my father’s… and he was reassigned to another
branch… But if he’s been treating you badly, I want you to tell me about it. My
father will not have anyone working for him who treats his customers
disrespectfully. Please, have a seat… I promise, I’m not trying to upset you,
and if I do, you can send your Papa in here to rearrange my face,” he grinned
at her, his blue eyes full of good humor.



 Abby found herself taking a seat, and telling
him of Ralph’s behavior towards her… Monty frowned a few times, then asked,
“Has Junior Wray treated you respectfully, Miss Webster?”



 “Always. He’s a very nice man. He always tried
to shield me from Ralph,” Abby was truthful.



 Monty nodded, and went to the door of his
office. “Junior, would you come in here for a moment, please.”



 Junior soon joined them, his facial expression
betraying his concern.



 “I didn’t have all the facts, Junior. Miss
Webster set me straight, and I want to apologize to you for accusing you of
wrongdoing. It seems as though you were trying to help Miss Webster fend off
Ralph Peterson’s obsessive behavior towards her, and I thank you for that. It
had to be awkward for you… I’m sorry I made it even more awkward.”



 Junior smiled in relief. “I just don’t want to
lose my job, Mr. Fairchild. I’ve been here for nine years, and I like it.”



 “You aren’t going to lose your job, Junior…
and I think it’s time for a raise. I don’t think you’ve been appreciated nearly
enough in the past, and I want that to change as of this moment. Thank you for
sticking by Miss Webster.”



 “She’s a nice lady,” Junior was blushing now.



 “Yes, she is,” Monty smiled. They heard the
bell on the door tinkle, indicating a customer. “I’ll speak to you later,
Junior…”



 Junior nodded, and left the room smiling, and
Abby was impressed with Monty for apologizing to Junior. It made him a better
man in her opinion. And, she was more than a little relieved to know she’d
never have to deal with Ralph Peterson again.



 Monty shut the door, and came to sit on the
corner of his desk to look down at Abby. “I’ve a bone to pick with you, young
lady,” he said firmly, and she was shocked at the serious look in his eyes. He
reminded her of her Papa right then, when Papa was about to scold and punish…
“I want to know why on earth you didn’t tell your father that Ralph Peterson
was giving you a hard time.”



 Abby felt her face turning pink, and cursed
her redhead’s complexion. Becky never blushed! “I don’t believe that is any of
your business, Mr. Fairchild.”



 Monty folded his arms across his chest. “I
don’t want to give you the wrong impression, especially after what you endured
with Ralph Peterson, but I am very attracted to you, Miss Abigail. I am interested
in pursuing that attraction… with your permission, of course. If you agree to
let me come calling, then it is my business why you didn’t speak to your father
and ask for his protection.”



 Abby didn’t know what to think. On one hand,
she was excited that Monty felt the same attraction she did… and on the other,
she didn’t appreciate being taken to task for something that happened before
they met. She got to her feet and said, “I feel an attraction for you, too, Mr.
Fairchild, and you are welcome to come to the ranch for dinner tonight. You
will need to ask Papa’s permission to call on me, however. Those are his rules,
and I respect them.” She headed for the door, only to stop as he moved to stand
in front of her.



 “I’ll be happy to join you for dinner, Miss
Abigail… and if I learn that you haven’t told your Papa about Ralph Peterson by
the time I arrive, I will take you over my knee and give you the spanking you
deserve for not asking for his protection.”



 “How dare you?” Abby was incensed.



 “I believe I care about you…” he answered
simply, then took her hand and kissed it. “I love your scent,” he raised his
eyes to hers, and inhaled again… “It’s definitely the right fragrance for
you.”



 Abby fled the bank and rode home… her senses
all in a whirl. She debated on whether or not to speak to her father, and
decided against it. After all, Monty wouldn’t dare spank her…! Especially with
her entire family around her. She informed her Mama that she’d invited a
gentleman to dinner, and answered a myriad of questions from her concerned
parent.



 “I think you were very wise to ask him to
dinner to meet your Papa, Abby,” Lenora praised her daughter. He will want to
meet him anyway since we do our banking there.”



 “I don’t think Papa will have any concerns in
that regard, Mama,” Abby smiled, and then added, “He is very kind to Junior and
gave him a raise today.”



 “That’s nice; Junior has been there for a long
time,” Lenora answered. “What do you plan to wear tonight, honey?”



 Abby asked her Mama’s opinion, and listened as
Becky immediately disagreed… Franny suggested
something else, and Abby left them in the kitchen while she went to choose for
herself. When she came downstairs, her Papa called her into the study.



 “Your Mama tells me you’ve invited a young man
to supper tonight?” Connie asked. “How did you meet him?”



 Abigail answered, and something made her
decide to tell her parent the whole story… Connie’s eyes narrowed in anger a
couple of times, but he heard Abby out… smiling a bit when she told him that
Monty promised to spank her himself if she didn’t tell her Papa about Ralph
Peterson’s improper behavior. “Why didn’t you come to me, honey? You surely
didn’t think I’d permit that bastard to treat you that way, did you?” Connie
was concerned. He wasn’t like some people who thought it was a woman’s fault
when a man acted badly towards them… He felt the blame went square on a man for
not controlling himself.



 “At first I thought I could handle it, Papa.
Then, I was afraid you wouldn’t let me ride into town alone if you knew he was
hassling me… I really need that bit of time alone, Papa… I love everyone here,
but sometimes it’s nice to get away for a bit…” She looked at him and asked,
“Do you understand? I just didn’t want to lose my private time because you were
worried about me…”



 “I wouldn’t have punished you that way, Abby.
I would have rearranged Peterson’s face for him and told him to leave you alone
or die…” Connie said so vehemently that his daughter giggled. “You think that’s
funny?” he grinned sheepishly.



 “I know you love me, Papa. I do. I should have
told you and asked you to help me… but I honestly thought I could handle it
myself.”



 “Well, he’s gone now… but if something like
that ever happens again, I expect you to come and tell me right away, Abigail.
Is that clear?”



 “Yes, Papa.” She got up and gave him a big
hug.



 “So, do you like this Monty Fairchild? Am I
supposed to say ‘yes’ to his courting you?” Connie asked. He was aware that his
girls expected him to tell certain guys to get lost… and he wanted to be sure
Abby wanted Fairchild’s attention before he gave permission… IF he decided to
give permission…



 “I like him, Papa… A lot,” Abby confessed. “He
makes me feel special when he smiles. He has kind eyes, too. Like yours.”



 Connie smiled. “I’ll try not to eat him alive
tonight,” he said gruffly.



 Monty arrived early, and Abby was right there
to introduce him to her parents, her five sisters, and her little brother. She
added that Sam was out of town, and did her best to make Monty feel at home.
Monty was relieved when they were joined by two other men, and he learned that Franny and Nattie were also
seeing young men. At least Connie Webster found some men acceptable, and it got
his hopes up that he would pass inspection, too. Everyone seemed to accept him,
and he did his best to handle his end of the conversation, doing his best to
remember names.



 Abby was excused from helping in the kitchen
since she had a guest, and she was happy to go outside for a walk with Monty.



 “Did you talk to your Father about Ralph
Peterson?” Monty inquired.



 “What if I said ‘no’?” Abby asked in a saucy
voice, then wished she hadn’t when Monty pulled her over to the front porch
steps, took a seat, and promptly turned her over his knee and swatted her
backside. “Stop it! Monty! Don’t!” Abby pleaded. “I told Papa… I did! Stop!”



 Monty stopped spanking her, and lifted her to
her feet to look her in the eyes. “You did tell him, Abigail?”



 “Yes!” She ruefully rubbed her bottom.



 “So, you were testing me?” he asked with a
grin.



 “I guess I was,” she looked at him. “It wasn’t
a very smart thing to do. You have a hard hand!”



 “I worked my way through college by working on
the docks,” he admitted, and added, “I always keep my promises, Abigail. If I
promise you a spanking, you can bank on the fact that you are going to have a
sore bottom. I don’t like being tested, either. You can let tonight be a lesson
to you.” Then he kissed her gently, and asked, “What did your father have to
say to you?”



 “Papa made me promise to tell him if anything
like Ralph happens again,” she replied.



 “Will you keep that promise?”



 “Yes. I always keep my word,” Abby smiled.



 “I believe you…” He gave her another kiss,
then asked solemnly, “May I ask your father for permission to court you, Abby?
My intentions are marriage and a large family…”



 “I would like that very much, Monty,” Abby’s
eyes were sparkling.



 Connie was positive he was going to go crazy.
It was the second time he thought he was going to have to rescue a daughter,
only to learn that she was the one testing the boundaries… It was easy to see
that he was going to lose half of his daughters very soon… but at least all of
the young men were settled close by… He went back into the house by the kitchen
door, thankful that he hadn’t been caught snooping. Hell, it was his job to
snoop. A man had a right to keep his girls safe… He liked Monty… and when the
banker came and asked permission to court Abby, he gave it, along with his
standard warning about stomping him into the ground if he hurt his little girl…
and a reminder to his daughter to remember the rules… or he’d cut a switch. His
Abby blushed, but Monty chuckled and announced to Abby that he really liked her
dad. Connie liked him, too, but he wasn’t going to let Monty know it just yet.







Chapter Five






 






 




Paul Alexander, Newspaper Man






 




The
knock on the door startled Dottie because she was on her hands and knees right
in front of the door, scrubbing the floor. She was pretty sure it was one of
the hands because she hadn’t heard a buggy or a wagon… but it was odd for them
to come to the front door… Besides, her Papa was out by the corral. She rose to
her feet, slipped, and landed on her bottom, sending the bucket skidding across
the floor and getting water everywhere. “DAMN! DAMN! DAMN!” she swore, and the
door opened suddenly, hitting her abused posterior just as she was attempting
to get to her feet, and she landed face down in the wed sudsy puddle of water.



 “I’m so sorry!” a male voice said contritely.
“I heard you fall, and thought I should help…”



 Dottie whirled around to see who spoke to her,
and she could see the man was openly laughing… at least his blue eyes were
laughing… He was doing his very best to keep a straight face, however, and she
couldn’t help giggling. Some imp within her reached out and gave his pant leg a
tug, and since his boots were right in the middle of the soapy water, he ended
up sitting in the sudsy mess right along with her. “I’ll teach you to laugh at
me!” she giggled again.



 “You little brat! This is my best suit!” Paul
Alexander had to chuckle at her antics. She was uninhibited and fun. “I ought
to spank you!”



 “You wouldn’t dare!” Dottie taunted him.



 “Yes, I would!” he insisted.



 “No, you would not! My Papa would whip you
raw!”



 “I’m not scared of your Papa,” Paul promptly
announced, and he grabbed the little redhead and pulled her over his lap. “This
is going to hurt me a lot more than it will you!” he stated the old line in a
solemn tone of voice, and the pretty girl giggled even more. He gave her a
swat, then another. “Are you sorry now?” Giggles were his only reply, and so he
gave her a few more smacks that were hardly more than taps.



 “You let me go!” Dottie was breathless with
laughter… and suddenly she realized that she was behaving most inappropriately
and with a complete stranger! Why, she didn’t even know the man’s name!



 “Dorothy Jean Webster! What in the world is
going on in here?” Connie Webster’s voice boomed out, and Paul looked up and
saw his death looming in the big man’s dark eyes.



 “Sir, I can explain…” he said.



 “Damn right you are going to explain.” Connie
reached down and grabbed his daughter by the waist and lifted her to her feet.
He was angry and didn’t care who knew it. Franny had
come running for him, yelling that a stranger was hitting her sister, and Connie
came on the run to save his child, whichever one it was. And where in hell was
Lenora?



 “Papa, Mr….?” she
looked at the man sitting on the floor helplessly… “He wasn’t hurting me,
honest. We were being silly. I was scrubbing the floor… He knocked… I tried to
get up, and slipped, and knocked the water over… He heard me cussing…” her
cheeks turned a vivid pink at the admission…”…and he opened the door to see
what was wrong, and knocked me down again… with the door… and then… well, I
was giggling and pulled him down, so he could get all wet too… He was laughing
with his eyes… and it seemed the thing to do… and I am so embarrassed…” she
exclaimed. “He wasn’t really spanking me, Papa… Just teasing me back…” Dottie
turned to run for the steps, on the verge of tears…



 “My name is Paul Alexander… I think I’m in
love with you, Dorothy!” Paul struggled to get up and stop her before she could
flee.



 Dottie turned to look at him in shock, her
brown eyes full of tears. “I’m such a… mess!” she burst into tears and went
running past a shocked Franny and upstairs to her
room.



 Paul heard the door slam, and slumped down on
the wet floor. “I don’t think I impressed her much.”



 “You sure as hell haven’t impressed me,”
Connie growled. “Who the hell are you, and what are you doing here…?”



 “I’m starting a weekly newspaper in Red Scarf,
sir. I came to speak with Mrs. Webster about the Sweetheart Dance. I apologize
for the bad impression I made.” Paul finally managed to get to his feet, just
as Lenora came from the direction of the kitchen.



 “Oh, look at this mess! Where is Dottie?” she
asked.



 “She’s upstairs crying… and where have YOU
been?” Connie growled.



 “I was in the garden, weeding… and don’t you
take that tone of voice with me, Connie Webster. Who is this young man, and why
is he dripping all over the floor?”



 “Ma’am, I’m Paul Alexander. I came to ask you
for an interview for my newspaper… I want to do an article on the Sweetheart
Dance… but I think it would be best to go home and change, and come back
another time… when it is more convenient. I’ve made a mess of this visit,” he
winced at his unintended pun.



 “Nonsense. You are about Sam’s size. I’ll get
you some dry clothes to put on. Franny, would you
please take care of this mess… I’ll come back and help you in a few minutes,
after I check on Dottie. Why is she crying?” she looked directly at Connie.



 “She’s just embarrassed, Mama,” Franny decided it was best to help out her Papa. “I think
she really likes Paul, and she was a big wet mess… She’ll tell you all about it…”
Franny smiled.



 Lorena could see that her husband wasn’t
happy, but she didn’t have time to deal with his temper at the moment. She ran
upstairs, found clothing for their guest, and brought it downstairs. She showed
the young man to the back porch, where he could change with some privacy, then
she hurried up the back steps and found Dottie in her room, crying.



 “I’ve made such a mess of things, Mama…” she
wailed, and Lorena listened as Dottie told of meeting Paul, doing her best not
to laugh. “Papa is mad at me, and he’ll never even give Paul a chance.”



 “I’ll talk to your Papa; don’t you worry.
Honey, he was just frightened… He thought some maniac was in the house hurting
you… Franny just saw Paul grab you, and didn’t hear
the conversation, and she went for your Papa, which was the correct thing to
do. Papa will be fine. You get yourself dried off, and fix your hair and come
downstairs. I’m going to invite Paul to stay to supper.” She gave Dottie a hug
and a kiss, and then hurried downstairs. To her surprise, Connie was helping Franny clean up the mess in the large foyer, and the job
was nearly finished.



 Connie smiled when Lenora kissed him. “You are
such a good father, Connie Webster,” she whispered. “I know you were
frightened, but try real hard to let it go. It was all a misunderstanding, and
Paul seems to be a nice young man. Dottie really likes him.”



 “Is she all right?” he asked gruffly.



 “She’s embarrassed, and upset that you were
worried.”



 “These girls are making me crazy, Lenora,” he
said with feeling.



 “I know, dear. I know.”



********************



 Paul felt self-conscious as he came through
the kitchen and into the main hallway by the front door. He was embarrassed
that he’d responded to Dorothy’s playful nature in the way he had… She would probably
never give him the time of day… and damn it, he really liked her… more than a
little.



 “There you are… Yes, I thought you and Sam
were about the same size. Come on into the parlor, Mr. Alexander, and have a
seat,” Lenora took charge. She was well aware than Connie was sticking to her
side, and she had to refrain from smiling as she wondered if her husband
thought she needed protecting from the young man. Perhaps he thought Paul would
try to spank her bottom! She bit her lip to keep from laughing at the idea, and
only the fact that Paul was incredibly nervous kept her from giving in to her
amusement.



 “Thank you for the dry clothes, Mrs. Webster.
I’ll have them laundered and return them soon.”



 “There’s no hurry,” she smiled kindly. “Did I
understand that you have questions about the Sweetheart Dance?”



 “Yes, ma’am. I’d like to write an article for
the newspaper I’m starting in Red Scarf.”



 “A newspaper! Oh, that is wonderful. Connie,
we’ll have a paper right here… Won’t that be nice?”



 Connie grudgingly had to admit that it was
something needed for a long time. He nodded in agreement with Lenora. “We need
a paper. Folks will be pleased.”



 “I sure hope so. I’ve put almost everything
I’ve got into buying a press and a building for my office… There’re rooms
upstairs to live in… but I’ll be doing all the writing, setting type, and
printing all on my own.”



 “It sounds very interesting. You will need
advertisers… perhaps Connie and I can suggest to some of our friends to place
ads… What will you are charging for your paper?” Lenora asked.



 Paul answered her, and was relieved when she
nodded.



 “That sounds quite fair. What day of the week
will you publish? We’ll want to make sure you hold a copy for us each week.”



 “Thursdays, ma’am,” Paul responded. He was
happy to have at least one bonafide customer.



 “There you are, Dottie,” Lenora called to the
doorway, and Connie was amazed yet again how the woman seemed to know exactly
which of her eight children was coming down the steps when she couldn’t see
them. “Come in and join us, honey.”



 Dottie was embarrassed, but she had no choice
but to make an appearance and make her apologies.



 Paul smiled when the pretty little redhead
entered the parlor, and stood politely. She was simply beautiful, and he felt
his heart beating rapidly for the second time that day. His smiled brightened
when she looked up at him. “You are so pretty…”



 Dottie couldn’t help it… There was something
about this man that brought out the imp in her, and she started laughing… “At
least I’m not wearing old clothes and dripping wet!”



 “You were pretty then, too,” Paul forgot her
parents were in the room, until Connie snorted.



 “I apologize for pulling you down on the
floor, Paul. At the time it seemed… funny… but I’m afraid my sense of humor is
not exactly conventional…”



 “Neither is mine… I shouldn’t have swatted you
before I introduced myself,” he grinned again, and suddenly they were both
laughing, and the world was ‘right’ again.



 Connie looked at Lenora and she was smiling.
She looked over at him, and winked, and Connie was shocked to find himself
winking right back.



********************



 Dottie somehow managed to convince Abby to let
her ride along with her into town a few days later. She promised that she
wouldn’t be a bother, but Abby said she was more than welcome to join her and
Monty for lunch if she wanted to, and she made sure to remind Dottie that they
needed to head for home on time. Papa was very strict about being home by
suppertime… and being late could very well mean they wouldn’t be permitted to
go again for several weeks. Dottie promised her sister she would meet her at
the appointed time, and headed for Paul’s office. She was anxious to see where
he worked… and to see if they were still attracted to each other. Her Mama
certainly liked Paul, and once her Papa was convinced Paul didn’t need killing,
he’d learned to tolerate him. It was so hard to believe she, Dorothy Jean
Webster, had a beau of her own! She felt rather sorry for Becky and Maddy. They were the only two of her sisters who weren’t
being courted, but the Sweetheart Dance was approaching, and perhaps they would
meet someone there…



 Dottie found the newspaper office, and smiled
at the name Paul chose: The Red Scarf News. He’d explained he didn’t want to
put ‘weekly’ in the title because he might start printing the paper a couple of
times a week, or perhaps, someday in the future, extend it to a daily paper!
While that was unheard of in small towns, he felt it could eventually happen.
He wanted a name to represent the town… and he’d painted the window himself, in
red and blue letters. It looked very nice, and Dottie was duly impressed. She
opened the door and went inside. Not sure what to expect. There was a counter
to separate the large room into a work area and a place for customers to wait
for attention, and a curtained off room in the back.



 Dottie assumed that Paul was in the back
because she could hear voices… and she decided to simply surprise Paul. She
opened the swinging gate, and walked through a maze of tables, and stepped
through the curtain into the back room. She spotted steps leading upstairs to
the living area, and knew she didn’t dare set foot up there unless one of her
sisters or Mama was with her. Her Papa would cut a switch if she did something
so reckless with her reputation. Still, she heard raised voices, sobbing, and a
woman came running downstairs, crying hard, and Paul chasing after her. Neither
of them spotted her standing close to the curtains.



 “Don’t you dare run away from me, little
girl,” Paul scolded. “How do you know you’re pregnant?”



 Dottie’s heart fell right to the floor, and
she wanted to die. She let out a cry, then turned and ran through the office.
Paul had another girl pregnant…!!



 Paul’s eyes widened in disbelief as he spotted
Dottie just before she took off running, and he said, “Don’t you budge from
this spot, Theresa. If you do, I’ll tan you within an inch of your life…” He
chased after Dottie, and spotted her going into the bank. By the time he got
there, she was crying in her sister’s arms, and Monty Fairchild looked as
though he would like to tear him apart with his bare hands.



 “I think you’d best leave Dottie alone,
Alexander. She’s not a girl you can trifle with and expect to get away with
it.”



 “I’m not trifling with her, Fairchild. Dorothy
Jean, I’m close to paddling you proper. Stop this crying and listen to me. I
need your help.”



 “Help with what? Taking care of your pregnant
girlfriend?” Dottie accused, her brown eyes full of hurt.



 “You are going to be very sorry you said that,
honey,” he said matter-of-factly, and then added, “You’ll be damn lucky if I
don’t take you over my knee and teach you that running away from a situation
without getting the facts straight is not acceptable behavior in my eyes.”



 Dottie straightened up and put her hands on
her hips, “Just what can you say to make the situation any different, Paul?”



 “That little girl is my baby sister.” He saw
Dottie’s eyes widen in surprise, and then fill with guilt. “I could use your
help right now, honey. Please… I give you my word that you are the only girl in
my life.”



 “I didn’t know any of your family was here…”
Dottie was puzzled.



 “Theresa came in on the stage about half an
hour ago,” he explained.



 “Dottie, I think you should go with Paul,”
Abby gave her a gentle push.



 “I’m sorry for wanting to break your skull,
Alexander.”



 “I’m not sorry,” Paul said candidly. “It means
you care about Abby and her family just as much as I care about Dottie and her
family… It’s good to know we can count on each other,” Paul added as he offered
Monty his hand.



 Monty smiled in understanding, and shook
hands. “If you and Dottie want to join us for lunch, just meet us at Myrtle’s
at noon.”



 “Thanks,” Paul replied, then took Dottie’s
hand in his and led her down the street. “I really am going to turn you over my
knee for jumping to conclusions,” he promised, and when she gave him a stricken
look, he relented just a bit and added, “I won’t spank you too hard this time,
though.”



 Dottie swallowed hard. If her Papa said that,
she knew it would definitely happen. But, did Paul really intend to spank her…?
They were back at the newspaper office in short order, and Paul made the
introductions. It was easy to see the family resemblance, and Dottie felt like
a fool… especially when she could see that Theresa was even younger than Nattie! Why she appeared to be fourteen or fifteen… much
too young to be expecting a child.



 “Dottie is the woman I hope to marry someday,
Theresa, and I don’t keep secrets from her. I want to know what happened… Did
some guy force himself on you?” Paul asked as gently as possible, sensing his
sister was fragile and scared to death. She was shaking, and he didn’t know
what to say, or how to help her. The front door opened, and Paul really didn’t
want to deal with a customer, but he couldn’t afford not to. I’ll be right
back,” he promised, and hurried out front, a smile on his face, even though he
was simmering with anger on the inside at the thought of someone taking
advantage of his baby sister.



 “Let’s sit down over here,” Dottie pointed to
a table and chairs in the corner of the storage room. “I know you don’t know
me, but I have five sisters, and I’m used to listening to girl talk… Are you
sure you are pregnant?” The girl nodded miserably. “How many times have you missed
your monthly?” she asked, and Theresa blushed a fiery red. “It’s okay, honey.
That’s how we can tell how far along you are…”



 “I haven’t missed one,” Theresa whispered.



 “You haven’t?” Dottie asked in surprise,
wishing Abby were here to help. “Theresa, how do you know you are pregnant?”
she asked.



 “I let Guy Masters kiss me, and he put his
tongue in my mouth… Molly Simpson said that’s how babies are made… but I didn’t
know that… and now I’m pregnant and I don’t know what to do! I hate Guy
Masters, but Molly dared me too… I didn’t mean it…” she cried



 Dottie got up and came over to give the
frightened girl a comforting hug. “You aren’t pregnant, Theresa. You cannot get
pregnant from kissing a boy. There is a lot more to it.”



 ‘Are you sure?” Theresa looked at her
hopefully.



 “I heard all about it from my Mama, and she
has eight children, so she knows.” Dottie took a deep breath, and decided it
would be in Theresa’s best interests to tell her how babies were made… That way
she wouldn’t accidentally get pregnant. Her Mama felt it was important that
girls knew about all that stuff before they were caught unaware… And Dottie
suddenly realized just how smart her Mama was, and vowed she was going to give
her a big hug when she got home later and thank her for being so smart. She
talked softly to Theresa, and let her ask questions, answering the ones she
could, and telling her she didn’t know yet when she didn’t have the answer.



 When Paul returned, Theresa jumped up and
hugged him happily. “I’m not pregnant, Paul. Molly lied to me about
everything.”



 “I’m glad, honey,” he hugged her in relief,
and rolled his eyes when the front door opened again. This time it was his
father, looking for a runaway daughter. Once the situation was fully explained
to him, he took his daughter in hand and announced they were going home, and
she was going to apologize to her Mother for running away… He hugged Paul, and
smiled at Dottie and thanked her for her help with Theresa.



 “I hope to marry Dottie someday, Pa, if she’ll
have me,” he added with a grin.



 “She could do a heap worse, son,” his father
said, and then as quickly as he arrived, they were on their way home… hoping to
be there by dark.



 “Is he going to spank Theresa?” Dottie asked,
absolutely positive that her father would do just that if one of them ran away
like that.



 “She’s been through a lot… and Pa will leave
it to Ma to handle,” Paul replied. “Thank you for your help, honey. I didn’t
know what to say to her. I thought she’d been raped or seduced. She’s just a
baby!”



 “I’m truly sorry I didn’t give you a chance to
explain what was going on, Paul. I jumped to conclusions and thought the worst.
I feel terrible about that,” she admitted.



 “Which is why you are getting a spanking,”
Paul said firmly, taking her arm and walking over to the chair his sister had
used earlier. He sat down, and pulled the unresisting Dottie over his knee.



 Dottie was shocked when Paul tried to toss up
her skirt and found it was a divided riding skirt, and couldn’t pull up. He
stood her on her feet, and said, “Take down the skirt, Dorothy Jean, I won’t
spank you over anything but your drawers… and after we are married, you won’t
be permitted to keep those either.”



 “What if I tell you I don’t want you to spank
me?” Dottie asked.



 “I’d think you weren’t as grown up as I
thought you were, and I’d put off asking your Pa for permission for us to marry
a lot longer,” he answered seriously.



 Dottie didn’t want that. She undid the
fastenings on her riding skirt, and pushed it down.



 “That’s a good girl,” Paul praised her,
meaning no disrespect whatsoever. Part of being an adult was accepting the
consequences of your behavior. He wasn’t out to hurt his pretty Dottie, just
make a point. He spanked the seat of her drawers until she was crying, and then
he asked, “What have you learned, Dorothy Jean?”



 “Not to jump to conclusions… and not to run
away without talking to you, Paul. I’m sorry…” Just that quickly the spanking
was all over. Paul helped her up, and waited until she righted her clothing
before giving her a hug and telling her that he really did love her.



 “I won’t ever mistreat you, Dottie, but I will
spank your bottom once in a while… and sometimes just for fun,” he grinned at
her and kissed the tip of her nose.







Chapter Six






 






 




David Price, Texas Ranger






 




One
second Maddy was minding her own business, and in the
next moment she was facing the barrel of a gun in the hand of a man who looked
like he would love nothing more than to shoot her dead on the spot. She thought
about going for her rifle, but quickly dismissed the idea as stupid. The man
was a cold-blooded killer, and she was going to have to do some fast thinking
to save her life.



 “Get off the horse, bitch, and don’t make me
tell you again.”



 “What do you want?” Maddy
asked. The man was letting her see his face, and that was not good. Papa always
said that if a man wore a mask he didn’t want to be identified. This man didn’t
care. He was desperate, and he intended to kill her. She wasn’t going to let
that happen, not if she could prevent it in any way.



 “I want that horse, bitch, and you’ve got five
second to get off his back.”



 Maddy knew her
father would go after the man and track him to the ends of the earth if need be
to get back her precious Blackie, but the thought of turning the gentle gelding
over to this cruel man was nearly unbearable. If he was on the run, he would
ride Blackie to death. She wasn’t going to let that happen either.



 “Blackie has been sick. This is his first time
out of the corral in a week… He won’t take you far.”



 “You’d better hope you’re lyin‘,
bitch,” he threatened her. “Get off that horse now.”



 “I’d at least like to know the name of the man
who is planning to steal my horse. You will hang for it, you know,” she hoped
to scare him.



 “Lady, hanging for stealing your horse is the
least of my worries. If you don’t get off that horse, though, I’m gonna take you with me, and have some fun with you when I
lose that lawman on my tail.”



 “I doubt I would be much fun,” Maddy persisted in arguing with the man, trying to slow him
down since she knew the law was after him. Suddenly, the man reached up and
grabbed her arm and jerked her out of the saddle.



 “Damn you, bitch. You gave him time to catch
up to me, and I’m gonna use you raw after I kill that
fucking Ranger.”



 Maddy forced herself
to go completely still. The killer would only tighten his grip if she
struggled. Papa told her that was human nature. The lawman was wearing a badge,
just like in her dreams, and she wondered if she’d magically conjured him to
appear when she needed him most. He was so close she could see his eyes, and
he’d come through the trees so they wouldn’t see him.



 It was David’s worst nightmare come true, and
it took him a minute to shake his head and realize he wasn’t dreaming. Although
he’s seen the woman in his dreams countless times, this was a life or death
situation for them both. He knew exactly what was going to happen next, and he
was powerless to stop it.



 “Let the girl go, Amos. She hasn’t done
anything to you.”



 “She ain’t getting
out of this alive, Price, unless you do what you’re told. Drop your guns now,
or I’ll blow her brains out.”



 David knew he meant it. Amos Carson had raped
and killed his way across three states before coming to Texas and continuing
his crime spree. David been sent to bring him in, and he’d spent months
trailing the hate-filled man. He killed people like some people swatted flies.
“Let her go, Amos. Take the horse, and we’ll live to fight another day.”



 “I’ll live, and I’ll take this bitch with me,
unless you want me to kill her. It’s the only way you’ll keep me from takin‘ her.”



 Maddy wasn’t scared.
She was angry. Both of the men were talking about her as if she didn’t matter
in the scheme of things… and that was a huge mistake. Carson had his left arm
wrapped around her neck, holding her tight, but it wouldn’t help him a bit in a
moment. She knew his attention was on the lawman, and she also knew the lawman
was going to drop his gun any moment… She couldn’t let that happen. Carson
would kill him without a qualm.



 Maddy said a quick
prayer, and hoped she lived to thank her Papa for the lessons he’d drilled into
all his daughters on how to fight if that was the only choice available. She
was sure he would agree that this was one of those times. She suddenly jabbed
Carson as hard as she could with her right elbow, then quickly followed the jab
by swinging her arm up and letting her balled fist connect with his nose just
as hard as she could. When Carson cursed and released her, she heard a gunshot,
and Amos Carson was dead before he hit the ground.



 Maddy sat down with
a flop, and did her best to catch her breath.



 “Are you all right, ma’am?” David Price
dismounted and knelt beside her to ask gently. “Did he… hurt you in any way?”



 “I’m fine. Just fine,” Maddy
answered. “A bit shaken now that it’s over, and I certainly am relieved you
showed up when you did. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get away from him all
on my own, but I was certain he wasn’t going to take Blackie.”



 “He would have killed you without blinking an
eye,” David told the stubborn woman.



 “That’s why I kept him talking,” she
announced, getting to her feet. “Come on to the house, and Papa will send some
men out here to get his body and take it to the Sheriff. Papa is going to want
to thank you for saving my life.”



 “It’s the other way around, Miss…?”



 “It’s Maddy… Maddy Webster. And you are…?” she was direct.



 “David Price. I’m a Texas Ranger.”



 “I can see the badge,” she grinned. She got a
stick and poked it in the ground, then took off her kerchief and tied it to the
top of the branch. “I can tell the men where to look…”



 David was amazed. Most women would be having
hysterics right now, but not this one. She was pretty as could be, and tough.
And, he felt as though he knew her. She’d been in his dreams for years…



 “You are a bit older than I thought you would
be, David,” Maddy said in her normal, direct way, and
when he gave her a look, she grinned. “I’ve seen you in my dreams. You have a
perfectly rotten temper.”



 David roared with laughter, and then nodded. “Yes,
Miss Maddy, I have a perfectly rotten temper. Most
women won’t give me the time of day because of it,” he replied.



 “And why is that?” she already knew the
answer, but wanted to see if he would tell her the truth. She’s seen this man
upend her over his knee in too many dreams not to know exactly how he acted
when a woman dared to push him too far.



 “It’s because I have absolutely no qualms
about taking a hairbrush to a bare fanny when it’s deserved,” David replied,
looked at her shrewdly, and asked, “But you already knew that, didn’t you?”



 “Sure did. I won’t put up with a lot of bull,
David. And if you spank me, you’d best make sure I really have it comin‘ to me first. I’ll shave you bald while you’re sleepin‘ if you don’t!” she dared to threaten him, and
laughed when his face turned red. “Yes, I know you sleep like the dead…”



 “This is weird,” he told her a few minutes
later.



 “Yeah… Just wait until my Mama sees you… She’s
going to faint dead away.”



 Maddy wasn’t far
from wrong, either. Lenora took one look at David, saw his badge pinned to his
vest, and sat down on a kitchen chair with a thump. “It’s him, isn’t it?” she
looked at her daughter.



 “Yes. He saved my life, too. Where is Papa
hiding…? I need his help.’



 “He saved your life… oh, Madeline Sarah… you’d
better not be telling me the part about the killer is true, too…?” Lenora
paled, and then roused herself to run to the doorway and call out, “CONNIE!
CONNIE, COME QUICK!!!!”



 Connie had only heard Lenora use that tone of
voice a few times during their marriage, and it meant trouble. He jumped up
from his desk and ran for the kitchen. Lenora grabbed him, and wordlessly
pointed at David, who was watching the scene unfold in something akin to
amusement.



 Connie crossed the room in three long strides
and grabbed Maddy to him and held her tightly. “It
happened, child?”



 “Yes, Papa, and I did everything you taught me
to do, and it worked. David shot the killer, and saved me.”



 Connie had tears in his eyes when he turned to
David. “Thank you, son. Our Maddy is precious to her
Mama and me… to all of us. She’s told us since she was a little girl that she
dreamed about you… and about that killer. Hell, I taught her and all the girls
to protect themselves a bit, just because she was so positive she needed to
know how to save herself. I never believed it would happen, though…” he hugged Maddy again. “That bastard is dead, I hope?”



 The man’s tone of voice told David that if
Amos wasn’t dead, he soon would be, and David decided that he’d much rather
have Connie Webster on his side than fighting against him. “He’s dead, sir. He
took aim on my Maddy and I shot him. Couldn’t miss at
that range, but Maddy is the one who saved us both.
She’s one brave girl, and I’m proud as I can be of her.”



 Connie didn’t miss the ‘my Maddy‘,
and he smiled. He didn’t understand how these two were so connected, but they
were, and he wasn’t one to argue what was just because he couldn’t explain it.



 “I was hoping you could have a couple of the
men take Carson’s body into town, Papa… David is exhausted, and he needs to
sleep before he keels over.”



 David was surprised that Maddy
knew he hadn’t slept in nearly three days, but the fact was, he hadn’t, and he
was ready to drop. He’d reached his limit hours ago, and it was meeting Maddy that kept him going the last couple of hours. Without
realizing quite how it happened, he was put to bed, and he slept deeply.



 Connie made sure that David’s superiors knew
where he was, and that he wasn’t going to be disturbed until he woke up on his
own… not for any reason. When he returned home, he went looking for Lenora, and
wasn’t surprised to find her in Maddy’s room. Their
daughter was sleeping peacefully, and Lenora was sitting beside her on the bed,
stroking her hair. “Is she all right, honey?” he asked hoarsely.



 “Yes, she is fine… I’m the one who is scared
half to death and shaking. My God, Connie, I just thought it was some silly,
scary dream that kept playing over and over in her head, and that she somehow
made it keep happening. It’s so shocking to know how close she came to being
killed… That man wanted Blackie.”



 “I know, honey. She’s safe now, and David is
sleeping too. They got through this together.” He took her hand and held it…
and decided she didn’t need to know what he learned while he was in town. Amos
Carson was a rapist, and he killed his victims when he was done with them.
Carson had hated women, and there were at least twenty of them who had found
death at his hands.



********************



 David woke suddenly and sat up in bed. He looked
around the room, and his memory came flooding back. The sun was high, and his
hosts must think him the laziest person alive. He got up and splashed water on
his face, shocked at his appearance. Someone had put his saddle bags in his
room, and he had clean clothes folded neatly and lying on the dresser. David
shaved his face, wondering what he would think of Maddy
now that he was wide awake… and more importantly, what would she think of him?
He couldn’t believe he collapsed into bed and left Connie Webster to clean up
his mess…



 Once David was presentable, he made his way
into the hallway, and downstairs. There was a young boy at the bottom of the
steps, looking at him curiously. “You really a Texas Ranger, mister?”



 “I sure am. Who are you?”



 “I’m Zack Webster. The other kids think it’s
cool that you’re stayin‘ here. How many men have you
killed?”



 “Zachary, you have chores to do.”



 “Aw, Ma!”



 “Now, young man,” Lenora said firmly, and Zack
headed outside. “Come on into the kitchen, Ranger, and I’ll fix you something
to eat.”



 David followed her, and was happy when he saw Maddy. She looked so pretty in a dress. “Mornin‘,” he said.



 “It’s afternoon, David,” she giggled. “You’ve
been asleep for over twenty-four hours!”



 “I have?” he was stunned.



 “You were exhausted. I’m surprised you didn’t
shoot me instead of Carson.”



 “I’m better than that, missy,” he growled at
her, not taking her teasing seriously. “You sure do look pretty today,” he told
her.



 “Thank you, and I much prefer your face
without all of that black hair on it,” she was ever the honest Maddy.



 David grinned. “I’m a handsome devil, ain’t I?”



 “You’ll do until something better comes
along,” Maddy was quick to retort, and just that
quickly David was pulling her close.



 “You know better than tease me like that, Miss
Maddy. I’ve never tolerated that, and I won’t now.”
He was shocked when she smiled.



 “Just checking to make sure you are really
you…” she stated candidly.



 “I am me, and you know it, too.”



 “This is just great… My sister is loony and
planning to marry another loony… Your kids will be double loonies,” Becky said
tartly. “Papa, they are utterly foolish.”



 “Just because you don’t understand something,
Becky, doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist,” Connie said firmly. “Maddy
and David have had the same dreams… It means something, and since we can’t
claim to understand it ourselves, we aren’t going to call them foolish.
Understand me, Rebecca?”



 “Papa, you have always encouraged Madeline to
such nonsense. She’s besotted with a dream, for goodness sake.”



 “Are you arguing with me, Rebecca Noreen?”
Connie asked quietly.



 “Of course not, Papa. I’m not completely
foolish, unlike some people in this house!” she answered, then left the room.



 “Don’t mind Becky, David,” Maddy
said with a sigh. “She’s just unhappy.”



 “Unhappy about what?” Connie demanded,
wondering why he was always the last to know anything around this house.



 “Now that David is here, Becky is last… and
her pride is wounded.”



********************



 David wanted to take Maddy
with him when he left, but her father said ‘no’ and told him that he was going
to have to court Maddy for a while, so they could
both be sure that marriage was what they wanted. David was sure enough for both
of them, but Maddy told him he wasn’t going to change
Connie’s mind. She sent him on his way with a kiss, and promised she would see
him when he returned from the job he had to take.



 The entire time he was gone, David couldn’t
get Maddy off his mind. He missed her, and wanted to
be with her. He quickly wrapped up the job in three days time, and went to
headquarters and turned in his badge. He didn’t know what he was going to do
with his life, but he wasn’t going to spend his time away from Maddy. He wanted to marry her, and he wanted to get home
before that Sweetheart Dance on Valentine’s Day. David wasn’t about to let her
dance with anyone but him… For the first time in his life, he was completely in
love.



 He hurried back to the Webster Ranch, and as
he was getting closer, he spotted a horse racing at breakneck speed. He urged
his mount to a gallop, positive the rider was in danger. He drew a bit closer,
and was shocked when the rider suddenly jumped up into the saddle to balance
precariously as the horse continued to run. David watched in horror as the
rider did several other tricks that only a daredevil would attempt. He decided
to grab the youngster, whoever it was, and haul him home to his Pa for a trip
to the woodshed. It was exactly what he needed for acting like such a damned
fool.



 When the rider stopped, and hopped down, David
was shocked to realize that he not only recognized the mount, he suspected his
very own Maddy was wearing men’s britches. He urged
his mount to a quicker pace, and before he’d gotten much closer, Maddy had her rifle in her hands.



 “Madeline Webster, are you out of your mind?
Are you trying to break your neck?” he demanded, jumping from his mount. He
took Maddy’s rifle from her hands, and placed it back
where it belonged. “I cannot believe you are wearing britches! And don’t you
dare tell me your Pa knows you are doing something so dangerous…”



 “I can’t tell you anything as long as you are
talking, and no, Papa doesn’t know. One of the hired hands taught me to do
trick riding a couple years ago… before Papa fired him for drinking on the job.
It’s fun,” she said, and when he swore under his breath, she added, “I was
looking forward to having you come home, but now I’m having second thoughts.
You look thoroughly upset… and where is your badge?” she raised her shocked
eyes to his.



 “Do not change the subject, little girl. You
are in so much trouble…”



 “Why? I know what I’m doing…”



 “If your horse stumbled, you could be killed.
And you’re out here all alone, Maddy. Don’t you tell
me your Pa would approve.”



 “Okay, I won’t tell you, and Blackie doesn’t
stumble. I trained him better than that.”



 “There could be a hole.”



 “I walked the ground first! I’m not a fool,
and you can just stop yelling at me, David Price!”



 “Fine. I’m done yelling. I’m ready to start
blistering your butt.”



 “No! Noooo! NO!
David, don’t you dare!” Maddy put up a good fight,
but David was simply too strong and too determined to paddle her backside. It
didn’t take him long to pull her over to a fallen log, where he took a seat and
tugged her resisting form down over his lap. “David, don’t!”



 David’s only answer was to bring his hand down
on her bottom several times… hard.



 “Please stop… Please… Can’t we discuss this?” Maddy begged of him. “Please…? I don’t want you to do
this…”



 “You’re the one who told me to stop yelling at
you…” David countered, continuing to make his displeasure known on her bottom.
He rather doubted she was getting the full effect, but he couldn’t very well
bare her out here in the open… and certainly not before they were married. It
wouldn’t be proper, and she was damned lucky that it wasn’t. “I won’t have you
risking your neck like that, Madeline.”



 “Okay! I get the message!”



 “You’re going to get the message a whole lot
more times before I stop,” David promised. “You’ve earned a damned good
licking, and if we were married, young lady, I’d be cutting a switch and taking
it to your bare bottom. Is that clear?”



 “Ow! Yes… I’m sorry,
David.”



 “Are you going to do any more trick riding?”
he demanded.



 “Noooo!” Maddy mentally crossed her fingers behind her back.



 “And, are you ever going to put on a pair of
britches again?” he was incensed. He could see the outline of her shapely
bottom as clear as day, and if he could, so could every other red-blooded man
within sight. He wasn’t having it. He spanked her a bit lower, making sure that
sitting was going to be extremely painful.



 “I won’t wear pants if you don’t want me to,
David. Please stop. I’m hurting so much!”



 Maddy was crying,
and her tears stopped him cold. Maddy didn’t cry
often, and he knew it was time to stop. He lifted her up, and held her on his
lap. “Are you mad at me, honey?” he wanted to know.



 Maddy shook her head
‘no’, and then looked up at him with her tear-filled eyes. “We’d best ask Papa
to let us get married soon, David. In my dreams, you always make love to me
when we make up after a spanking.”



 “I promised your Pa we wouldn’t do that…” She
looked at him again, and smiled knowingly. David nodded, and said, “I’ll speak
to your Pa tonight.”







Chapter Seven






 






 




Michael Rich, Attorney






 




Michael
wondered if anyone would see his ad in the newspaper and come to inquire about
the job in his law office. It was true that he couldn’t afford to pay much, but
surely someone in this town was interested in the law, and willing to work more
for the experience than the money. There had to be a young man who wanted to be
a lawyer… He really needed help… and fast. His office was a mess, he couldn’t
find anything, and it took him forever to use the new typewriter to make up a
will or a deed. He kept making mistakes and having to start over. Michael
needed help, and he hoped the advertisement found him the right person to make
his life easier. If not, he was going to write to his old law school and see if
they could recommend someone.



 It was midmorning when the first knock came on
his door. Michael jumped up and answered the door. “Yes, may I help you?”



 “I come for the job, sonny. I can run papers
all over town for you,” the bewhiskered old man smelled of whiskey, and Michael
immediately knew he couldn’t hire the man.



 He told him politely that he wasn’t qualified
for the position, and the man was happy to amble away, probably to the nearest
saloon.



 The next man who came to see him couldn’t
read. The third one was just released from jail, and thought it was Michael’s
duty to give him a job since he’d put him in jail. Michael disabused him of
that notion, and returned to his desk, shaking his head. Wasn’t there one
person in this town he could hire and know they would be dependable? A few
minutes later there was another knock on the door, and Michael prepared himself
to be disappointed.



 When he opened the door, however, one of the
Webster girls was standing there. “Miss Webster, please come in and have a
seat.” Once she was seated, he asked, “What can I do for you?”



 “I’ve come to apply for the position as your
clerk, Mr. Rich,” Rebecca stated clearly.



 “But, you’re a woman!” he exclaimed in
surprise.



 “How observant you are,” Rebecca replied with
a touch of sarcasm.



 “That isn’t what I mean,” he said, a bit
flustered.



 “Then what DO you mean, Mr. Rich?”



 “I intended to hire a man for the position.”



 “What on earth for?”



 “The job requires regular hours every day. You
must be able to read, file, and keep appointments, and use that infernal
machine to make legal documents and write out letters.”



 “Do you think that those are things that only
a man can do?” Rebecca was very irritated with the man, and not afraid to show
it.



 “Those machines are very difficult, Miss
Webster. I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to decline…”



 “Without asking me if I can actually do any of
those things…?” Becky was incredulous at his manner.



 “Very well, Miss Webster,” Michael decided to
get it over with. “Do you know how to use a typewriter?”



 The smirk on his too handsome face gave her to
know he was positive he already knew the answer, and she couldn’t wait to prove
him wrong. “Of course I do. We have one at the ranch. I do all of my father’s
letters.”



 Michael raised an eyebrow in disbelief. “Would
you like to prove that, Miss Webster?”



 “Of course,” Becky got to her feet and moved
to the other side of the cluttered work table. She found a half-written letter
on the paper, and where he’d scrawled it out on a tablet. A short time later,
the letter was neatly typed, and ready for his signature. Once Michael finished
looking it over, Becky said, “Well?”



 “You’re hired, Miss Webster, provided your
parents approve.”



********************



 “I have an announcement to make,” Becky waited
until dinner was nearly over. “I’ve been offered a position in Michael Rich’s
office. I’m starting in the morning.”



 “Doing what, Becky?” Abby asked
conversationally, sensing her parents were too stunned to know what to say, and
positive that Becky would turn the situation into a royal battle if someone
didn’t calm her down and take the sting from her words.



 “A lot of the same stuff I do for Papa…
filing, writing letters, and typing them up.”



 “Do you want to be a lawyer like Mr. Rich,
Becky?” Zack asked curiously, earning a big smile from his normally
sharp-tongued sister.



 “No, Zack. Just sit in an office all day and
do things you would find very boring.”



 “But, you don’t need to work, dear,” Lenora
sputtered, clearly not happy with the idea of her daughter working in an office
every day.



 “I don’t need to work, Mama, but I want to. I
need something different to do with my time each day. You have all the help
here you need, and you must admit, I am the very last one you ask to bake
something, or to help cook a meal. I’m terrible at domestic things, and I would
like to work. Michael said he would hire me provided you and Papa approve.”



 “I don’t know, dear,” Lenora looked to Connie
for help.



 “I think it’s a fine idea, as long as you can
be home each night for supper. I won’t have you out later than that. If Rich
can accept that, I’ll agree to your working,” Connie stated, surprising each
and every person at the table. “I also expect him to pay you a fair wage, and
treat you with respect…”



 “I’m sure he will, Papa,” Rebecca smiled at
her father.



 “I’ll make certain of that. I’ll take you to
work in the morning and have a few words with Rich to make sure he understands
my feelings on the subject.”



 “Papa!”



 “Rebecca, if you want to work, you’ll do it on
my terms.”



 Connie wasn’t sure that she would come down in
the morning, but she did, and she looked very business-like in her black skirt
and white shirtwaist. She had her dark brown hair pinned up, and Connie made
sure to tell her she looked very pretty. He drove the buggy, after tying his
stallion to the back so that he could make the trip home after speaking to the
attorney.



 Rebecca had to admit that her Papa didn’t go
out of his way to embarrass her, and Michael Rich was honest and told him that
he couldn’t afford to pay much for her services, but she was being paid the
same amount he would pay a man he hired for the same job. Connie asked how much
that was, and then nodded his head. Rebecca personally thought the amount was
extremely fair. She promised Connie she would be home on time, and then stood
on tiptoe to kiss his cheek and politely thank him. She knew he loved her, and
would do the same to make sure any of his children were treated fairly… Connie
Webster paid his hands well, and he expected them to work hard… Rebecca
understood that he expected her to earn her pay, and she would. She was his
daughter!



 Michael wasn’t sure what he should ask Becky
to do first, but she seemed to have it all figured out. She told him to go
ahead and work on anything he needed to tend to, and she would start by sorting
and filing papers. When the clock chimed the hour at noon, she was startled
when Michael told her to take her lunch break. She put her hat on her head, and
picked up her purse and went outside, shocked to find all of her sisters
standing there, waiting for her.



 “What are you doing here?” she asked.



 “We’ve come to take you to lunch to celebrate
your new job, Becky!” Abby gave her a hug, and Becky was pleased… and touched.
All of her sisters had beaus, but they were treating her as though she’d done
something truly wondrous and special. She didn’t let on that she would gladly
trade places with them… She longed to have a man who loved her and thought her
special, but she was tall, and most men did not give a woman who was taller
than them a second glance.



 Michael grew to depend on Rebecca the next
couple of weeks. His office was neat as could be, his papers all filed, and she
could make that typewriter work miracles. Michael was very pleased, with the
exception of one thing… Rebecca spoke her mind, always. While he didn’t mind it
so much when they were alone, it was embarrassing in front of a client when she
scolded him for not putting a paper in the right folder on his desk… And it was
worse when she told a client to stop being foolish and shut up and listen to
him. He’d had to scold her several times, and he was fast losing patience.



 “Becky, Mrs. Grayson is coming to see me today
at two o’clock. I would like for you to be polite to her.”



 “I’m always polite, Michael.”



 “The last time Mrs. Grayson was in here you
told her to stop wasting my time… That is not being polite.”



 “She was wasting your time. She had no idea of
what she wanted to put in her will… How can she expect you to write it if she
can’t decide how to divide her estate?”



 “It’s my job to guide her… and you did offend
her.”



 “Okay, I will be nice.”



 “I hope so, or you aren’t going to like the
consequences.”



 “What consequences?” Becky promptly asked the
handsome man, but before he could reply their first appointment of the
afternoon showed up.



 Becky sat at her desk, trying her best to
ignore the conversation Michael was having with Billy Hatfield. He wanted to
sue his neighbor over some water rights, and the discussion was boring. She
decided it was more fun to wonder if Michael would ever realize she was a
woman. The Sweetheart Dance was next week, and she so wanted him to dance with
her. She was coming to care for him very much… and there were times she thought
he felt the same way about her. But, she despaired, she was simply too tall.
Most men wanted petite women like Maddy and Abby and Nattie. Even Franny and Dottie
were a good bit shorter than she was… Becky knew that was why she had no beaus,
and it just wasn’t fair!



 All the while that Michael was with his
client, his mind was on Becky. It was getting harder and harder to be with her
everyday and not want to kiss her… After be pulled her down across his knee and
spanked her to a better disposition!! Most of the men in town were terrified of
her, and so were the women. His little Becky was too quick to criticize and tell
people how foolish they were. She was too sweet to act like such a shrew, and
he was going to have to make her realize that.



 However, Rebecca Webster was NOT like most
women. She was smart, maybe even smarter than he was, and she was absolutely
beautiful. She carried herself proudly, and he liked the fact that the top of
her head came right to his nose! He hated dancing with women who were so short
he had to bend over to take them in his arms. Becky was a woman he could hold
in his arms, and kiss over and over… if only she would stop acting like a
shrew. Michael made a face; Miss Becky’s razor-sharp tongue should have earned
her a dose of razor strop long ago, and once she was his, that is exactly what
would happen.



 He smiled when he saw her tap her pencil
impatiently on the desk when Billy Hatfield’s words became too boring. It was a
sure sign she was losing patience and becoming irritated. It was time for him
to end the conversation with Hatfield.



 Rebecca was relieved when Michael interrupted
the long diatribe, and explained the water rights on Billy’s land in language
he could understand. Billy got to his feet, and offered Michael his hand,
completely satisfied with his explanation, and his mind relieved.



 Billy walked over to Rebecca, and smiled at
her, “Miss Becky, you be sure an’ tell your folks I said howdy. Your Pa is a
good man, and I’ll never forget how he helped me out when I lost my barn.”



 Becky smiled graciously, feeling a bit peeved
with herself for being so impatient with the man earlier. He was a good person,
just not very well educated. “Papa thinks highly of you, Mr. Hatfield, and Mama
is always telling us that Mrs. Hatfield makes the most beautiful quilts.”



 “She sure does, girlie, and when you get
yourself married up, she’ll be giving you one she made special…” His face
turned a fiery red, then, and he stammered, “I wasn’t s’posed
to tell you that, Miss Becky. My Mary wants to surprise all you girls…”



 Becky smiled warmly, touched deeply, “It will
be a wonderful secret to keep with you, Mr. Hatfield. We wouldn’t want to spoil
her surprise, would we?”



 “Naw, we wouldn’t.
She can’t wait to see you girls open them,” he nodded his head, and then bade
them both goodbye.



 “Now, why are you looking so sad, Becky?”
Michael noticed as she took out her handkerchief and surreptitiously tried to
wipe away her tears.



 “It’s not easy being the ugly duckling in a
bunch of lovely swans, Michael,” she allowed her control to slip.



 “I hope you are not talking about yourself,
Rebecca Webster?” Michael felt his own temper coming to the surface. “You are
breathtakingly beautiful.”



 “Oh sure I am… That is why I have so many
beaus!” she scornfully stated, feeling sorry for herself. “I’m taller than
ninety percent of the men in Red Scarf, and the other ten percent all want
little women like my sisters.”



 “That’s not true, and you are this close to a
sound spanking,” he held his thumb and forefinger a scant quarter inch apart.



 “If it’s not true, then why hasn’t anyone ever
called on me, Michael? I’m twenty-one years old, and no man has ever wanted to
kiss me… except Papa… and he has to because he’s my father!” she jumped to her
feet in agitation.



 “Have you ever considered that it might not be
your height, Becky? Or have you looked in a mirror lately? You are as beautiful
as your sisters, and to me, even more beautiful.”



 “Okay, Michael… I’m beautiful, and I’m not too
tall!” she said, her blue eyes filled with anger and simmering rage. “So what
IS wrong with me?” she demanded, her hands on her hips, and her whole demeanor
threatening.



 Michael stood up, put his hands on his hips,
and gave her the angriest glare he could muster. He watched her eyes widen in
shock and surprise, and then fill with trepidation as she took a step
backwards. He was clearly frightening her, just as he intended to do. “This is
how you treat people, Becky,” his words were gentle. “You use your height to
intimidate them, just as I am doing to you right now. Your father should have
spanked you silly a few times for pulling that crap.”



 “How do you know he didn’t?” she demanded.



 “Because, honey, you don’t pull it on him
because he’s your father, and he is bigger than you are. You bully people,
Rebecca, and it is not attractive, and guess what, honey, you are going to get
spanked each and every time you do it from now on… unless there is one damn
good reason for it.”



 “Oh really, and just who is going to spank
me?” Becky demanded, taking up her defensive stance once again, and unable to
believe she was having this conversation with Michael. Why, he was truly acting
as though he cared about her… and he’d said she was beautiful!



 “I’m going to spank you, and I’m going to
start right now,” Michael decided.



 “You wouldn’t!” Becky backed up a few steps.



 “I would. I am.” Michael hoped her smaller
desk would support his weight as he snagged her wrist and pulled her behind
him. He sat on her desk, mindless of the papers he was squashing, and pulled
her over his knee. “This is going to get a bit embarrassing for you, Rebecca,
so I’m going to tell you up front that I consider you mine. And if your Father
and Mother agree, we’ll be married soon…”



 Rebecca was stunned when he abruptly put her
on her feet and placed his hands on her shoulders to look her directly in the
eye.



 “I am going to spank you, but it occurred to
me that I should tell you first that I’ve fallen in love with you during the
last few weeks. I love your fire and spirit. I love the way you smile. I love
how you dress and wear your hair… I love how you make me more comfortable each
and every day. I am in love with you, Rebecca Webster, and I do want to marry
you… But I need to know how you feel about me? Would you consider marriage to
me, Becky? Do you feel the same as I feel?” Michael knew his heart was in her
hands, and he wouldn’t be a bit surprised if she dropped in on the floor and
stomped it to death.



 Becky felt tears of joy fill her eyes. “I love
you, too, Michael, and I was hoping you were feeling the same about me. I just
didn’t think it was truly possible…” She threw her arms around his neck and
kissed him, very sweetly.



 Michael kissed her back, and held her close,
only letting her go when the door opened and Mrs. Grayson walked into the
office without knocking first, as the sign clearly stated.



 “Hello, Mrs. Grayson. Please come inside,”
Michael invited her.



 “Hello, Mr. Rich. How are you today?”



 “I’m fine, ma’am, and yourself?”



 “I’m getting on. Rebecca, how is your sweet
Mama doing?”



 “She is fine, Mrs. Grayson. She’s hoping you
will be attending the Sweetheart Dance…?”



 “Well, I certainly would like to attend, but
it will be so late when it is over, and my eyes aren’t that good to get home on
my own,” she said matter-of-factly.



 “Ma’am, that won’t be a problem. I’ll make
sure to tell Mama you will need an escort home, and we’ll see to it that you
are safe.”



 Mrs. Grayson smiled, “That is very nice of
you, Becky. Thank you, dear.”



 Michael was proud of Becky, and his smile and
warm look told her so. The warm feeling lasted for about half an hour, and when
Mrs. Grayson couldn’t seem to make a decision yet again, he could feel Becky
losing her patience. Ten minutes later, the inevitable happened.



 “Mrs. Grayson, Mr. Rich has another
appointment scheduled in a few minutes. You need to make up your mind. Frankly,
I don’t know why you are so worried about what other people think. It’s your
property, and your money. You should leave it to whomever you want to, and hang
what anyone else thinks. If you think Jacob is going to squander Lucy’s part,
then put it in trust for her. If you want Michelle to inherit, then do it… It
truly doesn’t matter… You won’t be here to have to deal with any fallout, and
it is their problem then.”



 “Rebecca, apologize immediately to Mrs.
Grayson,” Michael got to his feet, ready to paddle her right in front of the
elderly woman if she didn’t comply.



 Becky looked at the hurt expression in the
elderly woman’s eyes, and felt her cheeks flood with shame. “I’m so sorry, Mrs.
Grayson. I’ve been told I have a sharp tongue, and I guess I just proved it to
myself. I was raised better than that, and I apologize. It’s none of my
business what you choose to do with your estate.” She looked up at Michael.
“I’m sorry…” He was going to spank her, she realized with a start. There
wouldn’t be a reprieve the next time he took her over his knee… and what’s
more, she deserved a spanking. She’d been so unbelievably rude.



 “Mr. Rich, Becky may be outspoken, but in this
instance she is quite correct. I wish to leave the sum of one dollar to my
reprobate son-in-law, and one thousand dollars to my daughter, in trust, with
you as administrator. Meaning, you will approve any money she asks for… and it
is not to be used for foolishness. If she becomes widowed, then she can have
control of her money. I wish to leave the balance of my estate to Michelle. If
you have the papers drawn up, I will sign them next week when I come to town.
Will the same time be acceptable?” she turned to Becky to inquire.



 “Yes, ma’am.” Rebecca wrote down the
appointment in the book… and walked over to the door with the elderly lady. “I
am so sorry for being so rude, Mrs. Grayson.”



 “From the look in that young man’s eyes, and
the fact he was kissing you when I walked in here, I’d say you are in for one doozy of a spanking when I leave…” Mrs. Grayson predicted,
and then added, “A spanking is just a firm expression of love, dear. I’m so
happy you found the right man to love you… And don’t worry, dear. I am not a
gossip. But, I hope you will permit me to tell everyone I know that I was the
first to know about your romance…”



 Michael overheard the whole conversation, even
though Mrs. Grayson was trying to whisper, and he couldn’t help chuckling at
Becky’s expression. She was dumbfounded, but she gave the woman a big hug and
said, “I respect the truth, ma’am… and you truly are the first to know. Why,
Mama and Papa don’t suspect a thing…”



 “Now, I’m sure you are wrong about that, dear.
You’ll see.” She looked at Michael and bade him good day, and promised to see
them both next week. “You might want to lock the door so someone else doesn’t
just walk in. My Thomas spanked on the bare…”



 Michael chuckled once more when Rebecca turned
the lock on the door and leaned against it breathlessly. “You really are going
to spank me, aren’t you?” she asked of him.



 “You’re a very smart woman, Becky; what do you
think?”



 Rebecca squirmed uncomfortably, but looked
Michael in the eye and said, “I think I certainly deserve a spanking.” Her face
had to be an uncustomary red, but Becky prided herself on being painfully
honest, always.



 “I happen to think you are right,” Michael
agreed with her. He took a seat on the front of his own desk this time and
motioned for her to come to him.



 Becky didn’t want to, but she walked over to
Michael. “I don’t want people to dread seeing me come into a room, Michael. I’m
ashamed of myself,” she tearfully admitted. “Will you please help me change?”



 “That’s what husbands who love their wives
do,” he gave her a reassuring hug. “I do love you, Becky, and I promise I’ll
take the edge off your sharp tongue.” He guided her over his knee, and promptly
tossed up her skirts. It didn’t take him much longer to untie her drawers and
lower them to her knees. He was sure that Connie Webster would pound him into
mud if he learned that Michael bared his daughter’s bottom for a spanking
before they were married, but Michael didn’t believe a spanking on a grown
woman did a bit of good unless it was given on her bare backside. Rebecca
wasn’t protesting, and knowing her as well as he did, she agreed with him, or
she’d be raising twelve kinds of hell all over him.



 Rebecca wasn’t surprised that the first spank
hurt like the very devil. She hadn’t been spanked in years, in spite of her
Papa’s threats. And, if she were honest, she’d certainly earned a few spankings
since her last one. Michael loved her, and she wanted and needed this
correction at his hand. Still, it was going to hurt, and that part scared her a
lot.



 Michael spanked Rebecca soundly, raising
bright red handprints on her delicate skin. She cried out often, but she didn’t
beg him to stop, even though he heard her say how sorry she was. He made sure
that her upper thighs were just as red as her bottom, and he finally picked up
a ruler from his desk, and applied it to her tender sit spot. Becky took the
spanking well, staying in place, and not putting her hands back to cover her
lovely bottom. Michael knew she was sorry, but he wasn’t sure if she’d had
enough. “Are you going to behave now, Rebecca?” he asked sternly.



 “Yes, Michael. I’m so sorry…” Becky was
crying, and praying he would stop soon. She wasn’t going to be able to sit
comfortably for several days!



 Michael carefully pulled up her drawers, and
pulled down her skirts, then gently lifted her to her feet. “I won’t permit you
to act like a sharp-tongued shrew, Becky.” He kissed her tenderly, and held her
for a very long time.



********************



 Connie wasn’t a bit surprised when he saw the
man riding in the buggy with his most difficult child, and he walked into the
kitchen and gave his wife a playful smack on the bottom, ignoring the giggles
from Abby and Maddy, who were helping Lenora fix
supper. “There’ll be one more at the table tonight, honey.”



 Lenora looked at her husband and smiled.
Connie loved being ‘right’, and while she hadn’t believed him, it certainly seemed
he knew their Becky better than she did. A few minutes later, she saw with her
own eyes the love shining in Becky’s eyes as she looked at the man carefully
lifting her from the buggy.



 “Papa and Mama, this is the man I want to
marry. He’s promised to make me a sweet-tempered Angel…”
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“I am
going crazy, Lenora, and I swear, if you ever do this to me again, I’ll be
taking you to the woodshed,” Connie Webster promised his wife. “This house has
been in an uproar for the last five weeks, ever since you came up with this
idea of a Sweetheart Dance! And, now, it’s not even necessary!” he grumbled.



 “Not necessary? Why not, Connie?”



 “The girls all have beaus, and I’m going to go
broke paying for weddings for all of them… Becky came to me last night and said
that since she was the last to find a beau, she should be the first to get
married. Of course, Abby overheard her, and says that since she is the oldest,
she should get to go first. Franny says that since
she was the first engaged, she should marry first. I swear, none of them are
too old for a damn good spanking.” He looked at his giggling wife and said,
“I’m not in a good mood, Lenora Jean Prescott Webster, and I am of a mind to
spank someone, and I don’t much care who at this point.”



 “Calm down, Connie,” Lenora walked over to
give him a kiss and a hug. The dance will be over tonight, and life will return
to normal.”



 “You call planning six weddings normal?” he
growled. “I am going crazy…”



 Lenora made the mistake of giggling again, and
this time she was close enough that Connie instantly pulled her down over his
left knee and on to their bed. He pushed her nightdress up to reveal her bare
bottom, and started spanking her, clearly exasperated.



 “Connie, I have too much to do today to have a
sore bottom… Stop it now! What did I do, honey?” Lenora kicked and fussed at
her husband.



 “Did you make yourself a pretty blue dress?”
he suddenly demanded.



 “Yes!” Lenora shook her head at the man. He
really was going crazy!



 Connie lifted her up to sit her on his lap.
“I’m a mean one sometimes. I don’t know why you put up with me…”



 “Because I love you, even though you are truly
crazy,” she smiled tenderly, and kissed him. Breakfast could wait, she decided,
but her man couldn’t…



********************



 “We have to find a way to settle this before
Papa comes up with one of his ridiculous plans… like choosing what color
dresses we are to wear this evening,” Maddy told her
sisters when they gathered in the kitchen. It was odd their Mama and Papa
weren’t down yet, and Abby was already busying herself with breakfast, and Franny and Dottie were helping her.



 “I think it should be by age,” Abby stated.



 “I think it should be over who was engaged
first,” Franny spoke up immediately.



 “I think I should get to marry first since I
was the last to find someone,” Becky made her point of view known.



 “I think we should draw names,” Maddy put in her suggestion.



 “We could use our fiance’s last names, and
marry in alphabetical order,” Dottie suggested a way to let her and Paul marry
first.



 “I’m the youngest, and just once, I would like
to be first,” Nattie said passionately.



 “It’s traditional for the oldest girl to marry
first,” Abby protested.



 The argument was on, and none of them noticed
Zack and Sam enter the kitchen and take a seat at the table. Sam winked at
Zack, then let loose with a loud whistle. The screeching stopped immediately.
“I have the problem solved,” Sam said with authority.



 “You do?” Abby looked at him hopefully. He was
her big brother, and he normally sided with her against the younger kids. She
loved him passionately, and would make him the biggest batch of sugar cookies
ever if he sided with her now.



 “Yes, Abby, I do. I am going to be first,” he
stated, then leaned back in his chair and waited all of five seconds for the
news to sink in. He laughed when his sisters besieged him with questions, but
he shook his head and said, “Wait for the old people to join us. I’m only going
to tell it once… And, Abby, I hope those are flapjacks you’re making…?” he
added with a boyish grin.



 “I want some eggs… and potatoes. Becky, will
you make them for me?” Zack asked. He knew his sister would be so flattered to
be asked to cook that she would jump at the chance.



 “You bet, Zackie,”
Becky immediately jumped to her feet. “Nattie, will
you peel potatoes for me?” she asked politely. “You need to sit today so your
ankle doesn’t hurt tonight… I’ll get them and bring them to you…?”



 “Sure, Becky,” Nattie
was happy to be included, and treated like an adult. She was tired of sitting
around and not having much to do besides the mending her Mama requested she do.



 “Sam, you can set the table…” Abby nudged him,
and then leaned down to whisper, “What is her name?”



 “Maribeth,” he
whispered back, and winked. He and Abby had a special bond. He loved all of his
siblings, but she was special. He made himself helpful by setting the table,
and put Zack to work too.



 When Connie and Lenora entered the kitchen,
they looked at each other and smiled. “Now this is a sight!” Connie teased his
children.



 “And one that Papa and I would love to see
more often!” Lenora added. “Something smells wonderful.”



 “Everything is almost done, Mama. You and Papa
have a seat, “Abby bossed, clearly in charge. “We are having a celebration feast.”



 “We are?” Connie questioned, looking at
Lenora. “What are we celebrating…? The Dance…?”



 “They are not allowed to tell. It’s my news,
and I want food first,” Sam stated. “I’m hungry.”



 “It’s all ready,” Becky announced. “Zackie asked me to make him eggs and potatoes, so I made
enough for everyone… Hope you’re hungry, Papa?” she questioned.



 “I have quite an appetite this morning,”
Connie admitted, then smiled as Lenora blushed. He smiled at her, and then
walked around the table to pull out her chair. “Mrs. Webster, may I seat you?”



 Lenora loved her husband in this playful mood,
and she giggled, curtseyed, and said, “Thank you, kind sir.” Connie bent down
and kissed her neck, then took his seat, not a bit self-conscious in front of
his kids. He loved their mother, or none of them would be here.



 “This is wonderful,” Lenora said
appreciatively. “Everything looks so good.”



 “Tastes good, too, Ma,” Zack didn’t give
compliments often, but when he did, they were sincere. “Thanks, Becky.”



 “Now, how about sharing your good news, son?”
Connie looked at his eldest child, and smiled.



 “I met a girl named Maribeth
while I was away, and she’s agreed to put up with me for the rest of our lives.
I’m getting married!” Sam went on and told of their meeting, and answered a
multitude of questions.



 “When do we get to meet her, son,” Connie
asked, a bit shocked that his son was getting married, too.



 “Tonight at the dance, Pa. Her family is
making the trip, and staying at the hotel.” We want to make wedding plans.”



 Connie managed to get through the rest of the
meal, trying to absorb the news. Every one of his adult children was getting
married. Pretty soon it would be just him Lenora and Zack. He wasn’t sure he
was ready for that. He thanked his girls for fixing a wonderful breakfast, and
went outside to make sure the ranch was running smoothly. The house was going
to be a chaotic mess the rest of the morning, and he would be thankful when the
dance was over… The prospect of several more months of constant upheaval, and fighting
over who was to marry first upset him more than he would admit. He knew for an
absolute fact it was going to end up being his decision to make, and then the
other children would think he was playing favorites. He couldn’t win, no matter
how he decided. It wasn’t fair to put it on Lenora, either. She wanted all of
them to go first.



 Inside the house, preparations were underway
to make the trip into town. Lenora rented a suite at the hotel so the girls
would have a place to dress and do their hair. They were going into town early
so that Lenora could make sure the decorations were in place, and that the food
was prepared, and everything all ready for that evening. Sam wanted to be in
town when Maribeth’s family arrived on the stage, and
Lenora made sure that Connie knew he was to bring Zack along with him.



 “I think he should go with you, Lenora,”
Connie had things to do.



 “Nonsense. He would be bored, and wanting to
run all over town, and he’ll tease his sisters and make them cry. He needs to
spend time with you today.” She flounced off, and Connie swore under his
breath. He had things to do… but maybe Zack would be good company.



 “Son, your Ma packed your good clothes, didn’t
she?”



 “Sure, Pa. She’s got yours, too. She doesn’t
trust us to remember ties,” he’d heard her telling Abby that little tidbit.



 “I hate ties,” Connie said with a grimace.



 “Me too, Pa. Too bad we can’t forget them,
huh?” Zack stated mischievously.



 “Just tell yourself that it’s for one night,
Zack.”



 “Pa, I don’t like to bring this up, but we’ve
got a bunch of weddings comin‘ up. And engagement
parties… Ma’s gonna make us wear ties all the darn
time.”



 Connie was as horrified at the idea as his
son. “Come on, son. We have us a day planned.” Connie’s wife and daughters
would be horrified if they knew what he was planning.



********************



 “You too?” Maddy
whispered to Becky when she caught her rubbing her bottom after the ride into
town.



 “Michael is teaching me to watch my tongue and
not be so sharp with people,” Becky explained to her sister. “He spanks me when
I forget,” she admitted, and then asked, “Why did David spank you?”



 Maddy grinned. “I
put on a pair of pants to clean out Blackie’s stall, and David has very
definite opinions on women wearing pants. He saw a piece of harness strap
hanging on the wall, and he set my seat on fire.”



 Franny overheard the
last part, and added her own experience. “Will spanks when I say rotten things
about myself. I still can’t believe he thinks I’m pretty.”



 “You are pretty,” Nattie
gave her a hug. “We were all mean to tease you, Franny.
Luke overheard me say something mean to you the other day, and he switched me
for it. I promise I won’t do it again, Franny. You
are a beautiful person, and I love you. I didn’t mean to make you feel so bad
about yourself.”



 “What about you, Abby? Has Monty spanked you?”
Becky asked curiously.



 “Just once,” Abby blushed. “He felt I should
have told Papa something that happened, and insisted I tell him, or he would…
and then spank me for not telling. I did tell Papa… Monty was right that I
should have told him sooner… but when Monty asked me about it, I let him think
I didn’t talk to Papa. He spanked right then, and when I admitted I had told,
he said I was just testing him to see if he would keep his word.”



 “Were you?” Nattie
asked.



 “Of course,” Abby responded with a little
smile. “Dottie, you are being quiet. What about you?”



 “You recall that day I was so upset, Abby?”
Dottie smiled at her older sister.



 “Yes… Paul spanked me for jumping to
conclusions. And, he spanked me a few days ago for making a smart comment to
Mama. He is big on respect…”



 “Mrs. Grayson told me that a spanking is a
firm expression of love. There are times I feel very loved,” Becky giggled. “I
always thought men didn’t like me because I am so tall, but Michael says it’s
because I intimidated them. I don’t want to be like that anymore. Will you all
please tell me if I hurt your feelings…? I do love you, and I want you to love
me, too, and not be afraid to talk to me.”



 “We love you, too, silly, and don’t you dare
make us all cry. We have a dance to get ready for,” Abby hugged Becky, and
suddenly they were all laughing and giggling, caught up in helping each other
look as beautiful as possible.



********************



 “It’s a good thing you’re too big for a whippin‘, Pa,” Zack looked up at his Pa in awe and respect.



 “I reckon you are right, son,” Connie grinned,
even though he was nervous as hell.



 He and Zack waited patiently, and were soon
joined by Will, Luke, Michael, Monty, Paul, Sam, and David.



 When the women appeared, it was all together,
and Connie was positive he’d made the right choices when he picked out the
colors he wanted them to wear. Abby, looked so sweet in the light pink velvet
dress. Becky looked elegant in the dark green satin. Dottie’s was a beautiful
lavender, trimmed with black velvet. Franny’s was a
pretty dark peach, and Connie thought it looked lovely on her. Maddy’s brown was more of a cream color, and her eyes were
sparkling, and Nattie’s white dress was trimmed in
the red that Connie picked for her. Every one of his daughters obeyed his
edicts, and he thought they couldn’t be lovelier.



 The most beautiful of all his ladies was his
own sweet wife, and Connie walked up to the steps to offer her his arm. “Would
you do me the honor of accompanying me to the Sweetheart Dance, Mrs. Webster?”
he asked in a voice hoarse with passion.



 “I would be honored, Mr. Webster,” she reached
up and straightened his tie. “You are a most handsome man, Connie.”



 “I am a very lucky man,” he stated, hoping she
would still be smiling at him later that night. “You look so pretty in blue.
It’s my favorite color.”



 “No…!” she pretended to be shocked, and Connie
chuckled. “Why do you think nearly all of my dresses are blue, Mr. Webster?”



 Connie gave her a peck on the cheek and asked,
“Is everyone present and accounted for?” He waited for everyone to speak up,
and then said, “Good, this is a very special evening for this family, and I
want all of you to look back years from now and know how proud I am of you
all.” He led the way down the street to the Town Hall.



 The decorations were absolutely beautiful, but
Lenora was a bit surprised to notice a few subtle changes throughout the hall.
She glanced at Connie, but he was deep in conversation already. She moved about
the room, and was pleased to see the music was all ready to begin, although it
was still a few minutes early. Her daughters’ dresses were beautiful on the
dance floor, and other couples joined in with her daughters and their beaus. So
far, the Sweetheart Dance was a huge success, and the evening was still early.



 More and more people arrived within the next
hour and everyone seemed to be enjoying the evening. Lenora thought Sam’s
bride-to-be a beautiful, well-mannered young lady, and was sure they would get
along well. She’d spent some time with Maribeth and
her Mother during the afternoon, and loved the fact that she was a spirited
young lady who could hold her own with Sam. Marrying a Webster man was not for
the weak.



 Connie came over and took her hand and led her
onto the dance floor. “Our girls are pretty, aren’t they, Lenora?” he asked
seriously.



 “Yes, they are, Connie, but they are even
prettier on the inside. You should have seen them helping each other today,
laughing and talking, and so excited. They are in love… every last one of
them.”



 “You don’t have any misgivings about the men
they chose…?”



 “Not a one. I was concerned about David being
a Texas Ranger, but when he turned in his badge and took over as Sheriff here
in town, I felt a lot better. I know it is dangerous, but of all our girls, Maddy can handle it. And, she’ll have Abby, Becky, and
Dottie right here in town for support if she needs it. Franny
will be on the ranch bordering ours, and Nattie right
there with us since Luke works for you.”



 “Until he buys a place of his own, and he will
in a few years. I like Sam’s girl, too,” he sated
candidly. “Her folks are good people, too.” He looked into his wife’s eyes and
found that she totally agreed with him. Lenora was certain their children were
fairly well settled. It made the rest of the evening that much better. She just
might not shoot him. When the dance ended, there was another, and Connie danced
Lenora around and around the floor until they were right in front of the band.
When the music stopped, he raised his voice to get everyone’s attention.



 Lenora had a funny feeling in the pit of her
stomach that Connie was in one of his impossible moods, and the tight grip he
kept on her hand told her he was extremely nervous. She couldn’t imagine what
the man was up to, but when Connie Webster asked for attention, he usually got
it. People were smiling expectantly, and for the third time that day she felt
as though she was being left out of a very important secret.



 “Ladies and Gentlemen, thanks for your
attention. Tonight is a special evening for my family. My Lenora worked real
hard, along with a lot of other folks, to plan this nice Sweetheart Dance. I
guess most of you know by now that my girls have been doing their best to make
me crazy.” He grinned when there were chuckles and laughter, and Lenora gave
him a warning glance… which he chose to ignore. She was going to be even madder
in a few minutes. “I know a couple of you men have daughters, but far as I
know, I’m the only one with six of them here abouts.
I love them all,” Connie said without a bit of shame. “I would give any one of
them the moon if I could, but how do you give one moon to six daughters?”



 “Connie, what are you up to?” Lenora
whispered.







Chapter Nine






 






 




 “As most of you know, this is a surprise for
my girls, and my new daughter-in-law… And I expect Lenora is going to pin my
ears but good for not asking her first, but sometimes a father has to do what
he thinks is best for his family.” There was more laughter, and so far so good,
Connie decided with a grin. “Men, you all know what to do.”



 Lenora watched in disbelief as chairs appeared
in the middle of her dance floor, and people started taking seats. All except
her son, daughters, and their intendeds. She was going to kill Connie if he
ruined this night for his daughters!



 “Since this is Valentine’s Day, and this is a
Sweetheart Dance, I thought it would be a right proper time to have a wedding.
My girls all wanted to be the ‘first’ to get married, and I didn’t know how to
make that happen. I figure that they are as pretty tonight as they ever could
be, and I asked Reverend Shepherd to perform seven weddings at the same time.
Zack, you’re too young to get married, son…” he grinned at his youngest son,
and then added, “So, I ‘spect we’ll both have to put
on a tie once more when you pick a bride, but that’s a long ways off yet…”



 Lenora couldn’t believe that her husband was
actually holding a wedding for all of her daughters at the same time… and at a
public dance! Only Connie Webster would come up with such a crazy plan.



 “Lenora and I are very happy with the young
lady our son has chosen for his wife, and we are equally happy and very proud
of the men our daughters have fallen in love with.



 I’m hoping with all my heart that my girls…
all seven of them,” he included Maribeth, “will look
back on tonight and cherish the memory.” He looked towards his daughters and
the room was very quiet… “Abby, Becky, Dottie, Franny,
Maddy, and Nattie, I love
you all, and if any of you choose to wait and plan your own wedding, I’ll
accept your decision.”



********************



 “Thank God you warned me, Michael,” Becky
smiled up at him.



 “Is that a yes, my dear?”



 “Most definitely a yes,” she kissed him.



********************



 “Abby, would you rather wait…?” Monty asked,
uncertain of her reaction.



 “Did Papa force you, Monty?” Abby didn’t know
whether she was mortified or ecstatic.



 “He came to me and asked, and said if I
preferred to wait, he would accept my decision with no hard feelings. I love
the idea, Abby. I love you, and I want you for my wife. Everyone is here
tonight, and you are a beautiful bride. Will you marry me tonight?”



 Abby gave him a dazzling smile. “I will,
Monty. Oh, yes, I will!”



********************



 “Your Pa is a brave man,” Luke told Nattie. “Are you happy with the idea of getting married
tonight?”



 “Yes. Are you?”



 “It didn’t cross my mind to say ‘no’,” he
smiled. “I didn’t figure he’d consider me good enough for you, Nattie, and then, I figured he’d make you wait a couple
years. I don’t want to give him a chance to change his mind.”



 “Me either,” Nattie
giggled.



********************



 “Oh, Papa!” Franny
could feel her face burning.



 “You do want to marry me, don’t you, Franny?”



 “Yes, with all my heart… but…”



 “But what…?” Will asked in concern.



 “They are all so pretty… and…”



 “And you are beautiful, Frances, and if you
don’t smile right now, I’m going to be spanking you on our wedding night,” Will
promised, and then kissed her. “We are getting married. Hang your sisters. I
want you.”



 “I love you, Will. You make me believe I am
special…”



 “You are special, and I promise to show you
just how special later tonight, after I swat your pretty bottom…” he whispered
in her ear, causing her to blush.



********************



 “Your family isn’t here, Paul!” Dottie was
stricken.



 “You are here, and you are my life, Dottie. My
folks will understand.”



 “Are you sure?” she whispered.



 “Very sure. I love you, Dorothy Jean. Will you
please marry me and share my life?”



 Dottie wanted a white dress… but she wanted
Will even more. She smiled and nodded, then laughed happily when he picked her
up and swung her around and around.



********************



 “Mama is going to kill Papa. She is tapping
her foot, and that is never good,” Maddy declared.



 “I told him he was risking an untimely death,”
David said under his breath. “He made me promise not to lock your mother up for
murder… said she would be justified.”



 “That’s the pure truth, but just look at him.
He’s so darn proud of himself. He’s pulling off seven weddings and giving the
town a Sweetheart Dance all at the same time. Katie Jefferson got engaged
tonight, and Byron Smith said he’s planning to ask Courtney to marry him when
he escorts her home tonight. Love is in the air.”



 “Did I mention that I love you for agreeing to
this without a fuss?” David smiled at her.



 “Like you gave me a choice!” Her voice dropped
several octaves to mimic him, “‘Your Pa arranged for us to be married tonight.
If you say no and make a scene, I’m going to spank your ass in front of the
whole room, and then you’ll get married anyway…’ How romantic is that?” Maddy teased.



 “Not very,” he admitted, and then shocked her
by dropping to one knee right there. “Maddy, I love
you with all my heart and soul. We belong together, always. Will you please
marry me tonight?”



 Maddy’s eyes filled
with tears as she reached out to caress his cheek with her soft hand. “Always,
David. Always…”



 David took her hand and kissed it, his eyes
full of remembered love.



********************



 “Is your father always like this, Sam?”



 “Yep.”



 “Mama thinks this is so romantic.”



 “I think it beats the hell out of a formal
wedding,” Sam smiled.



 “We were going to elope!” Maribeth
pouted.



 “Yeah… But this is almost as good,” he
grinned. “You’re so cute when you pout.”



 “You ever do this to our children, Sam, and I
will geld you.”



 Sam whooped with laughter. Maribeth
had one sassy mouth on her… and he loved it. It would give him a good excuse to
spank her rounded bottom every so often.



********************



 Reverend Shepherd took his place in front of
the room, and Connie escorted Lenora to the back of the room. She was shocked
when Connie produced bouquets of flowers for the girls, and touched when he
hugged each daughter in turn, and told them the white flowers were in place of
the traditional white dress.



 Lenora could see her girls were all excited
and happy, and not one of them was upset with their father. Once more he’d
managed to rule the day… The band switched to music more appropriate for a
wedding, and Lenora was floored when her Zack stood in front of the room and
sang a song that he knew to be Becky’s favorite, and one that was most
appropriate for a wedding.



 The Grooms, all seven of them walked single
file to the front of the room. Zack then offered Maribeth’s
mother his arm and walked her up front and seated her, then returned and waked
her to the front, seated her, and sat beside her. He gave her a huge grin, and
then pulled out a lacy hanky and handed it to her. “Pa said to give you this,
‘cause you’ll need it,” he whispered.



 The music changed, and Maribeth’s
father stepped forward and took her arm, and then slowly walked her to the
front of the room. He gently took her hand and placed it in Sam’s, kissed her
cheek, then took a seat beside his wife, who was already crying. He put his arm
around her and patted her shoulder.



 Connie was up next, and didn’t know what he
was going to do if his girls threw a fit over who was walked down the aisle
first. Abby stepped forward, and he took her arm, walked her down the aisle,
and handed her over to Monty. Becky was next, and Connie realized the girls
were going from oldest to youngest. There was no fussing, and all of them were
smiling. He told each of them that he loved them, and promised he would always
be there for them, no matter what.



 Connie was finally finished and took his seat
beside Lenora, who promptly pinched him hard. He captured her hand in his and
held in on his right thigh. He was going to have to paddle the woman if she
didn’t settle down real fast.



 “When Connie came to me today to ask me to
hold a wedding tonight for seven of his eight children, I thought he was joking
with me,” Reverend Shepherd smiled happily. “But, we all know that Connie does
things in a big way. We also know he has a big heart, and he was hurting
because he didn’t know how he could choose which daughter to permit to marry
first without letting the others think they weren’t as important to him. He
thought that Valentine’s Day would be a perfect time to hold a wedding, and
here we are tonight.”



 Lenora couldn’t help crying as she watched her
children marry. Her son was tall and strong, and so handsome… like his father.
His eyes were full of love for his bride as they spoke their vows. Each of her
daughters was beautiful… Becky was standing tall, and Franny
was crying tears of joy. Dottie and Paul were laughing, and Maddy
and David looked as if they’d been together forever. Abby wasn’t aware of
anyone but Monty, and her youngest had grown up overnight.



 “I now pronounce you all husband and wife.
Gentlemen, you may kiss your brides.”



 There was much clapping in the room, and it
didn’t take long for the dance floor to reappear. Lenora was once again shocked
to see that a huge wedding cake was placed on another table, and there were
even gifts on several tables. She looked at Connie and shook her head, then
threw up her hands and went to congratulate her children and their spouses. Her
house was going to empty out in one fell swoop, except for Nattie
and Zack. It was overwhelming.



 The evening passed swiftly, and Connie and
Lenora were busy accepting congratulations from everyone, and watching as their
children opened wedding gifts. It was amazing that people found out about the
wedding just that day, and still managed to find time to bring gifts… and some
of them were very nice. Mary Hatfield had made quilts for all of her girls, and
even had one to give to Sam and Maribeth. They were
so beautiful, too, and she was so proud of her girls for hugging the elderly
woman and thanking her. Becky made a point of pointing out the different
patterns.



 Finally, it was time for the last dance of the
evening, and Connie came to take her in his arms, and to her everlasting shock,
he sang to her… in a room full of people… as he danced with her. When the song
ended, he kissed her, and made a point of gathering Zack and heading for home.
When Lenora insisted she needed to help clean up, he shook his head firmly.
“None of the ladies are cleaning up, Lenora. I hired it done. It’s been a long
day, and we are going home now.”



 Lenora knew it was pointless to argue with the
man, and she joined him in telling their children goodbye. She felt as though
she should have had time to talk to each of her daughters, and reassure them if
they had fears about their wedding night, but Connie didn’t give her that
opportunity. He scooted her out the door, and hurried them on their way. “How
are Natalie and Luke getting home?” she asked testily.



 “They aren’t coming home tonight, honey.
Neither are Sam and Maribeth. Stop fussing.” She was
just about to let fly, and Connie cut her off. “Didn’t Zack do a great job on
that song tonight?” He did want to praise his son, but he also wanted to remind
his wife that Zack was still with them. They did NOT argue in front of their
children. It just wasn’t a good thing to do. He knew that Lenora would hold her
peace until they were alone… and he was sure it would end up in the normal way.
He’d turn her over his knee and spank her bottom until she was ready to listen,
and then he would explain himself. If she was more amendable, that would be the
end of it. If she still wanted to fuss, she’d have her say, and then get
another spanking to settle the matter. Before they went to sleep, they’d be
happy with each other again… He would make sure of that.



 “Zack, you did an amazing job. I know your
sisters were pleased.” Lenora was proud of Zachary and wanted him to know it.



 “Pa dared me,” he grinned. “Bet me a dollar I
would chicken out, but I didn’t…”



 “You dared him?” Lenora used her prim and
proper voice.



 “You see me in the study in the morning after
Church, son, and I’ll pay up. What you going to do with your money?”



 Lenora shut her mouth as Zack spent the dollar
at least ten times over, with his father encouraging him to think of even more
ideas.



 “You might want to leave your gun in your
study and not take it up to the bedroom tonight, Pa,” Zack whispered as his Ma
headed for the house, her skirts swishing angrily. “Ma is pretty mad.”



 “She’ll be fine in the morning, son. She’s
just surprised that the day didn’t go exactly the way she thought it would.”



 “At least we don’t have to wear a tie seven
more times this year,” he grinned unrepentantly. “And, about what you said…
When I get married, I ain’t gonna
wear no tie, and you don’t have to wear one either. We’ll wear regular clothes,
or there won’t be a wedding.”



 “You hang on to that thought, son,” Connie
grinned. “Get on to bed. And thanks for your help today. I enjoyed your
company.”



 Zack surprised him by giving him a hug, then
turning and running to the house. Connie smiled, and tended to the horses.



 Zack tapped on his parents’ bedroom door. It
opened immediately. “I’m goin‘ to bed, Ma. Night.”



 Lenora gave him a hug and a kiss, and to her
surprise he kissed her cheek. “If you get lonely, Ma, just let me know and I’ll
talk to you. I’m not the girls, but I love you, too.”



 “Oh, Zack… I know that, honey. I love you,
too…”



 “Don’t cry!” he scolded her, and then ran for
his room. He didn’t want her to see he had tears in his eyes, too. He was going
to miss his sisters. Who was he going to pick on?



 Lenora felt numb as she undressed. She put her
new dress on a hanger, and put it in her wardrobe, then stripped out of her
under things. She pulled a soft pink flannel gown over her head, then unpinned
her hair and let it fall. Connie came into the room just as she picked up her
hairbrush and started brushing her long red hair.



 “I love watching you brush your hair. I still
remember the first time… it was our wedding night. You were so beautiful… our
girls get that from you, honey.”



 “Connie, I’m mad at you, so stop sweet talking
me!” Lenora snapped. “How COULD you do such a thing!”



 “I solves a lot of problems, honey…”



 “No… you took away your daughters’ choices,
and you denied me the right of planning their weddings with them.” She tossed
the brush on her vanity and got to her feet. “You are so damned bossy and
autocratic.”



 “Lenora, am I going to have to take you over
my knee before you’ll hear me out?”



 “You just try it, Conrad Webster, and I will
slap you silly!”



 “One…”



 “And you can stop that infernal counting! I’m
not a child! You are not going to bully me, and this is one damn time you are
going to get on your knees and admit you were wrong! My God, are you growing
senile? You didn’t even ask those girls if they wanted to get married at the
same time! You treated them like your damned cattle!”



 “Two…”



 “Go to hell!” Lenora picked up the first thing
she could grab and threw it at his head. Of course he caught it and said ‘three’,
which made her even more furious. She hadn’t thrown a full blown temper tantrum
in years, but the man was totally impossible!



 Connie ducked when Lenora’s next missile was a
book. It bounced off the wall. He put the perfume on the nightstand, then barreled
across the room and lifted her off her feet before she threw the crystal bell
Sam brought her from New Orleans. “You’ll cry if you break that, honey,” he
said calmly, prying it from her fingers and sitting it gently on the vanity
once more.



 Lenora knew that the big man was going to
spank her, and she knew she’d earned it. Connie Webster didn’t tolerate
tantrums. Still, she had to put up a fight, and she managed to get in one or
two good jabs before he turned her face down over his knee and brought his hand
down on her bare bottom. Her darn nightdress had worked itself up while she was
struggling to free herself, and Connie wasted no time in taking advantage of
the situation. His large hand landed on her rounded bottom several times,
leaving burning red handprints. Lenora wanted to beg him to stop, but her pride
wouldn’t let her.



 “You haven’t had a good spanking in a long
time, have you, honey? I’ve neglected my duty, but I’m not going to neglect you
tonight, I promise.”







Chapter Ten






 






 




 “Connie, I am so angry with you! And this is
just making me even more furious!” Lenora struggled to free herself. “I don’t
want a damn spanking! You’re hurting me, and it isn’t the least bit funny! You
are responsible for my temper!”



 “Maybe so, honey, but I will not put up with
you throwing things and calling me names. You know better, and if you don’t,
you will by the time we’re done with spanking tonight.”



 He was quite serious, and Lenora could tell he
wasn’t going to be sidetracked from his purpose. The spanks grew harder, and
she was feeling them even more on her bare skin. “I am going to get even with
you for this!” she promised, unable to shut up. She was only making the
spanking worse each time she opened her mouth.



 “Let it all out, Lenora,” he calmly spanked
her, making sure to set her cheeks on fire before he started on her upper
thighs. When he spanked her there, Lenora gasped and cried out in pain. Finally
he was making an impression.



 Her temper was receding, and Lenore struggled
to hold onto her anger. It was justified. Still, the spanking hurt badly, and
she wanted it to end. “Stop it, Connie… Please!”



 “You don’t sound sorry yet.”



 “Damn you!”



 “That’s what I thought.” Connie spanked even
harder, and within a few minutes Lenora was crying. “Do you still feel like
throwing things? Or smacking me?” he wanted to know.



 “No!” Lenora cried out. “Please stop. I’m
sorry.”



 “You’re sorry you’re getting a spanking…” he
told her in a no-nonsense tone of voice.



 “Yes, I am… It hurts, honey… Ouch! Please… No
more…” Connie was concentrating on her sit spot now, and Lenora was sobbing. “Nooooo! Not there! Please, Connie… I’ve had enough!”



 “That’s up to me to decide, and I’m not
hearing genuine remorse yet. You threw things at me, wife, and you swore at me.
Is that the way for a loving wife to behave?”



 “No, Connie. I’m so sorry.” Lenore was lying
completely still now. The spanks still hurt, but she wasn’t going anywhere
until her husband made sure she couldn’t sit comfortably for a few days.



 “Are you ready to hear me out?”



 “Yes…”



 “You don’t have to agree with me, Lenora, but
you do need to hear me out, and speak respectfully to me. Is that understood?”



 “Yes,” she boohooed the word.



 Connie stopped the spanking, but held her in
place to say, “I am not at all sure we are finished with this spanking, Lenora.
If you raise your voice again, or throw one single thing, I will take your
hairbrush to you… and I just might decide to do that anyway. When I let you up,
I want you to go and stand in the corner for a few minutes until you think you
can be calm. Then, and only then, we will talk.” He helped her up, and then
gave her a smack on her red bottom to speed her toward the only empty corner in
the room.



 Lenora was thoroughly embarrassed. She
couldn’t remember the last time Connie made her stand in the corner! He
explained to her a long time ago that he did it to give her time to control
herself so that he wouldn’t have to spank her so hard… and in that split second
she knew that he planned to spank her again! She was dismayed. Why did she let
her temper get the best of her at times. All Connie wanted was a chance to
explain his reasons to her, and she’d called him autocratic and bossy… and what
was she really angry about? The girls were all so happy… “Connie, I’m ready to
talk now… Please…?” she called to him.



 “Come on over here, honey.” He opened his arms
to her and was pleased when she came right to him. He settled her on his lap,
and could feel the heat from her spanked bottom through his good pants. The
poor little lady was going to have a tough time sitting tomorrow… and the day
after… She still had a good spanking coming to her… and he knew that she
expected it. “I am bossy and autocratic at times,” he admitted. “I have to be,
Lenora. It’s my job to think ahead, and do the best I can to keep the family
happy. You saw what it’s been like the last few weeks. All six of them working
on you to get a dance… Then once they got their way, they all wanted to wear
the same damned color dress. If you’d let one of them have yellow, the other
five wouldn’t have give either of us a moment’s peace. Then they started
bickering over places at the table. ‘You can’t sit there because I want Monty
in that seat.’ ‘Will has as much right to sit beside me as Monty does to sit
with you…’ On and on. It was something every damn day. And then David comes,
and Becky is last to find a beau. She turned meaner than a rattlesnake, and
that’s why I let her take a job with Michael.” He paused, and after a moment’s
reflection, he continued, “I’d seen her giving Michael the eye in church a few
times, and I thought she’d be safe working with him… and it would give us some
peace here for a few hours each day… All that was on top of Nattie
sneaking out of the house…”



 “She what?” Lenora turned to look up at him,
her eyes flashing. “When did she do that?”



 “A couple days after the accident. Luke caught
her out, and she begged him not to tattle on her. He carried her upstairs, then
smacked her little fanny for her, and gave her a scold. Luke come to me the
next day and asked if I had any objections to his spending time with her, and I
thought he was the one. He knows how to bring out the best in Nattie. She hates being younger than Abby.”



 “I’ve noticed,” Lenora said dryly.



 “The point I’m trying to make, honey, is those
girls all love each other, but they’re so jealous they can’t stand it. Franny wants to be thin. Becky wants to be shorter, Nattie wants to be the oldest. Maddy
wants to wear pants… Dottie is a brat, and Abby wants to boss. I nipped the
dress thing in the bud before it got too serious, but how do you decide which
girl gets to marry first when they all want that privilege? I knew we were
going to go through at least a year of arguing over dresses, colors, dates,
parties… with each one of them wanting to outdo the others. I didn’t want them
fighting, Lenora. They are sisters, and we love each one of them… I didn’t want
to keep stepping in to settle disputes, and I didn’t want you to go through
trying to make all six of them happy.”



 Connie tugged on her hair, and admitted, “I
had a lot of selfish reasons, too. I hate ties, and I didn’t want to plan and
host six engagement parties… and go to six different weddings… all with the
very same people attending. It just seemed practical to do it all at once.”



 “Why didn’t you tell me, Connie? I was
shocked, and embarrassed in front of everyone.”



 “You would have given me ten million reasons
why it wouldn’t work, honey. And you would have been worried sick all day. I
saved you a lot of work, worry, and fussing.”



 “Women love to plan weddings,” she said. “I’ve
dreamed of planning six of them… all different… and I didn’t get to do one
single thing!”



 “You raised those girls to be fine women. They
were proud and confident today. You taught them to know their own minds… and
you arranged that whole dance. All I did was talk to the guys, and Reverend
Shepherd, and arrange for a cake… and ask everyone to pass the word that it was
to be a surprise. The rest just happened. We had a small rehearsal with the
guys so that they’d know where to stand… “



 “And you tricked our youngest into singing.”
She giggled and shook her head. “He was so sweet…”



 “I knew we needed music, and I’ve heard Zack
sing in church. He was cheap. I planned to up the bet to ten bucks.”



 Lenora couldn’t help it, she laughed. “You are
a lucky man, Connie Webster. All six of your daughters could have refused and
made a fool of you today.”



 “They are in love with good men. They wanted
to get married. Now they are.”



 “That simple.”



 “That simple.” He looked at her and asked,
“Are you still mad at me?”



 “No. I’m sorry I lost my temper, Connie.”



 “You ready to finish up this spanking so we
can get to making up?” he asked quietly.



 “Can’t you pretend we already finished?” she
wanted to know.



 “Have I ever permitted you to have a full
blown tantrum and swear and throw things?”



 “No… but I haven’t done it in a long time, and
you have to admit that I had extreme provocation today,” she wheedled.



 “You haven’t done it in a long time because I
always make sure you can’t sit for a few days without remembering it isn’t a
good idea to act that way.”



 “I’m sorry, Connie.”



 “I know you are, and now you’ll take the
spanking you have coming.” He gave her a gentle push to put her on her feet.
“Go bring your hairbrush here.”



 Lenora knew it was pointless to argue with her
husband. He was going to give her a sound spanking, and knowing Connie, she
would be wanting it to end several minutes before it did. She went and got her
hairbrush from her vanity and carried it over to the bed and handed it to her
husband. “I’m sorry I yelled at you, Connie, and lost my temper. And that I
threw things. I was upset, but I should have heard you out.”



 “I’ve always had to spank your butt to get you
to listen… but when you finally calm down, you are the most understanding woman
on the earth. There aren’t many who’d put up with me, Lenora. I know that, and
I love you. I’d love nothing more than to just say ‘forget it’ right now and
get straight to making up… but it’s not the way we do things in this marriage.
I don’t throw things at you, and I don’t call you names, and I always hear you
out.”



 “Yes, you do… I’m always so ashamed of myself
when I lose my temper like that, honey,” she tearfully admitted.



 “You always feel loved when the spanking is over,
so come on and get over my knee, and pull up that gown. I know you are sorry,
and I know you were surprised tonight. I’m going to take all that into
account,” he promised.



 Lenora smiled bravely, and put herself over
her husband’s lap, making sure her gown was out of the way. Her backside was
already burning something awful, and it was going to hurt even worse in a few
minutes. The thought made her close her eyes in dread. Connie was a thorough
man, and she knew from experience that he meant for a spanking to hurt so much
she would not want another any time soon.



 Connie brought the back of the hairbrush down
on Lenora’s bottom, and she yelped in pain. He did it again, to her other
cheek, and she cried out. He was quite deliberate, giving her time to feel the
spank before another one landed. He also reminded her of the reason for her
spanking, and gave her time to plead for mercy, and beg him to stop. He didn’t,
of course, not until every inch that he’d spanked previously was thoroughly
spanked again.



 Lenora was in extreme pain. She was sure she
couldn’t stand any more, and she begged Connie to please stop. “I promise it
won’t happen again, Connie. No more, honey.”



 “It’s all over now, honey… Don’t cry,
sweetheart. We’re okay now.” Connie gently lifted Lenora and turned her over so
that her upper body was on the bed. He kissed her tears and held her close,
giving her comfort, and letting her know that he treasured her.



 “I’m so worried about our girls…” Lenora cried
harder.



 “Why, honey?” Connie asked, surprised, as
usual, at the things she admitted to him after a sound spanking. It seemed to
loosen her tongue and get her to talk about things that she normally kept to
herself.



 “I should have asked them if they had any
questions about their wedding night… What if they are frightened?” she cried.



 “You talked to those girls, and they all know
what to expect. And those young men all promised me they would be loving and
gentle when I reminded them that my girls are innocent. If any of them come to
you crying, I want to know of it, Lenora. That is not up for discussion,” he
bossed. “I’ll not have them used or abused.”



 “You talked to Monty, David, Michael, Paul,
Will, and Luke?” she asked in surprise.



 “And to Sam,” Connie nodded. “I was pretty
frank.”



 “Oh my…!” She should have known that Connie
would seek to make sure his daughters would be treated carefully on their
wedding night. He was an over protective father. “What did they say?” she asked
curiously, trying to picture their possible reactions.



 “Monty promised that Abby wouldn’t be rushed.
Michael said that Becky would let him know if he was going too fast, and he
would respect her wishes. Paul said he had sisters, and he understood my
concerns. Will said he would take my advice. David said that he and Maddy would be fine, and Luke turned red and stammered
‘Yes, sir’. Sam told me to mind my own business.” He frowned. “I think that
wedding should have happened a bit sooner.”



 “Oh my… How do you know that?” Lenora was
shocked at her son. He knew better!



 “Just the way they touch each other,” Connie
explained with a smiled. He shook his head, and added, “They’re married now,
and that is what matters. Most folks look the other way if the first child
comes a bit early.”



 “Did Sam tell you that they’re expecting?”
Lenora was startled.



 “No, and I could be all wrong, honey. They
just seemed more intimate than the others.”



 “I guess it’s none of our business,” Lenora
commented, longing to rub her bottom. It was burning something awful, and
rubbing it would relieve some of the sting… It would also earn her another
spanking. Rubbing was not permitted after a spanking… and she knew better than
think Connie wouldn’t flip her right over and spank her again if she tried to
ease the pain a bit. It hurt to lie there, with her bottom touching the soft
mattress, but she was reluctant to move. She loved the way Connie’s hand
absentmindedly stroked her body, and it was making her think of other things…



 “You were the most beautiful woman at that
dance tonight. I am so damn lucky you saw something in me, Lenora. I wouldn’t
have amounted to a good damn if you didn’t make me want to give you everything
in the world.”



 “All I’ve ever wanted was you, Connie. I knew
you’d take care of me and any children we were blessed with.”



 He snorted in amusement, his hand continuing
to explore her, to stroke and caress, “We are certainly well blessed.” His lady
giggled at his little bit of humor. “You are my sweetheart forever,” he said
solemnly.



 “I surely hope so, Connie,” she squirmed even
more as his hand moved between her legs. “You are making me crazy!”



 “That’s the whole idea,” he leaned over to
kiss her thoroughly.



 Much, much later, she startled him by
giggling.



 “What’s so funny, young lady?” Connie drowsily
demanded. He’d been just about asleep… thoroughly sated, relaxed, and happy.



 “I was just thinking about all the other
things the girls could fight over next…”



 “What?” Connie sat up, looking at her in
alarm.



 “Oh… the first thing that comes to mind is
baby names… “They’re all going to be having babies around the same time, and
you can bet they are going to all want to name the baby ‘John’ or ‘Susie’. It
will be a race to see which of them can deliver first.”



 “Humph,” Connie laid back. “That is something
they have no control over, and the first one to have a baby gets the name.”



 “You know our girls,” Lenora sighed deeply.



 “What?” he turned on his side to face her, and
damned if she wasn’t acting like she had a secret!!



 “Well… if they are all pregnant at the same
time… and if they all want to same the baby the same
name… they’re going to be quite creative in coming up with ways to make sure
they are first…” Lenora smiled warmly.



 “Like what?” he growled.



 “Oh… Maddy will
probably attempt to ride Blackie, doing bareback stunts…” Lenora predicted.
“And Becky will go on a cleaning frenzy… Dottie…” she broke off when Connie sat
up and started pulling on his pants. “Where are you going?”



 “To cut switches…”



 “You can’t… They’re married now!”



 “I’m not going to switch the girls,” he
muttered darkly, looking at her. “I’m going to stripe you!”



 “Whatever for?” She could see that he wasn’t
really serious… at least she HOPED he wasn’t. Her bottom was still stinging
like crazy.



 “Because you are purposely trying to drive me
out of my mind!” he stated, and then smiled when Lenora’s soft laughter soothed
him.



 “Will you still be my valentine?” she asked
innocently.



 “Every day of
the year,” he promised. “Every day for the rest of our lives.” He pulled her
into his arms to sleep spoon fashion, and they were both happy and content.
“Grandbabies, huh?” he whispered into the darkness and smiled. And all because
he fell in love with his sweetheart… He could always insist that he wanted to
name all of their first borns… made it a family
tradition of sorts, and then tell them all Lenora wanted a turn, too… It
sounded crazy, but it could work…






 




The End





 






 










 




Blushing
Publications thanks you whole-heartedly for your purchase with us!





 




There are
plenty more stories such as the one you’ve purchased from Blushing Books! Visit our online store to view our might
selection!





 




http://www.blushingbooks.com





 




This book
is intended for adults only. Spanking
and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only, intended
for adults. Nothing in this book should
be interpreted as advocating any non-consensual spanking activity or the
spanking of minors.





 






 






 






 




themedata.thmx


cover.jpeg





