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CHAPTER 1

&

t was a beautiful warm, sunny fall day and Brad

Livingston was enjoying his afternoon on patrol in the
small town of Peidmont. The leaves were in full color, and it was
seventy-two degrees outside with a slight breeze. The weather man
was calling for a chance of a pop-up storm, but in his opinion, right
now it was the perfect day.

That is, until he turned the corner and started down the back
alley behind a row of houses. He was sure he saw someone slip
behind a house that was presently empty. The sweet little lady that
had lived in the house as long as he could remember had passed
away just a couple weeks ago. He'd been in her house a few times
and knew she had a good number of antiques. He'd been keeping
an eye on the house, and planned to continue to do so, until he
knew what was going to happen to it. She was a sweet old lady and
he wanted whoever inherited it to see it exactly as she'd left it; not
after being broken into and stripped of the family heirlooms and
antiques she'd been so fond of.

He quickly formed a plan to drive past the house slowly to see if
he could see any trace of the person he was sure he'd seen. If he
didn't, he'd follow the alley back to the main road and pass by the
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front of the house and park in the drive, where he could get out
and look for any signs of who may have been there. They were
probably gone now, but he wanted them to stay gone. Hopefully
they were still close enough to see the police car in the driveway,
and that in itself would be a deterrent.

Brad did just that, and soon turned into the driveway of the
house. To his surprise, he didn't have to look for any signs as to
who may have been there. She was still there! Not only was she still
there, but she was standing on a bucket, trying to break in through
a window!

Parking the cruiser and getting out quietly, he pulled his gun,
something he wasn't used to doing in this small town, and made his
way closer to the lady, where he could see her better. He was
amazed to find a small female, he'd say not over fifteen or sixteen, in
jeans, a tee shirt, tennis shoes and a baseball cap, who was concen-
trating totally on trying to get a window out. He looked at the
young girl carefully, and seeing no weapons, he quietly put his gun
away, but kept his hand on it just in case. “Do you need some help
with something,” he asked, watching her carefully in case she ran.

She jumped and had to grab onto the window sill to keep from
falling off the bucket. She looked back at him and frowned. “Yes, |
do. T can't get this dang window open,” she growled. “And don't
scare me like that. I almost fell.” She went back to working on the
window.

Brad shook his head a bit. What was this girl up to? That
certainly wasn't the reaction he'd expected. “Can I ask why you're
trying to break into this house?”

“Because I don't have the key.”

“If you don't have a key, perhaps you shouldn't be trying to get
in” He sounded as frustrated as he felt, but he didn't care.

“Well, how else am I going to live here, if I don't find a way in?”

“Okay, Miss, I think we need to talk a couple minutes. Come
down here and tell me who you are and what makes you think
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you're going to live here? You can't just find an empty or aban-
doned home and move in”

She looked over her shoulder at him, clearly not happy with his
questions. “I'm sorry, but I really do need to get in here. My name is
Chloe Sindell, and I'm not breaking in; I own this house.”

“Miss Sindell, I'm going to have to ask you to step down off that
bucket and over here for a second.”

“Why?”

“Because I need some answers. You can answer them here or we
can go down to the station, but I'm not going to stand here and
watch you commit a felony.”

She paused long enough to look at him with another frown.
“Felony? What are you talking about?”

“Breaking and entering is a felony.”

“Not if it's your house,” she insisted.

“Lying to a police officer is also a crime.”

“Which is why I'm not doing either of those things.”

She turned back toward the window and started working again.
Brad had had about enough and needed some answers. He took out
his handcuffs, stepped up closer to the annoying girl, and in one
quick swoop brought her hands behind her back and put the cuffs
on. He then wrapped an arm around the waist of the young lady
who was now struggling to get free, and picked her up off the
bucket. He carried her to his cruiser, then put her back on her feet
and turned her around to face him.

“What the hell do you think you're doing? You have no right!”
The little lady was furious!

“I have every right, and watch your language, little girl! Now
maybe you'll answer some questions for me. You said your name is
Chloe Sindell. What did you mean when you said this is
your house?”

“Take these handcuffs off me right now or I'll have you arrested
for police brutality!”
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“I don't think so. Now answer my question. What do you mean
this is your house?”

“Are you kidding me? What's not to understand? I know this is a
little hick town, but are all the people here really this dumb, or just
you? This is my house means just that; this is my house, and I plan
on living here, at least for the time being.”

Brad took a deep breath and tried to grab onto what little
patience he still had. “You, little girl, are a true, genuine brat, and
what you need is a good spanking. Keep up that smart mouth of
yours and you'll get just that. Now, I need a few answers, without
the attitude. What exactly is your connection with this house?”

“Stop calling me a little girl. 'm a woman, and this is my house.
As in, I own it. I don't know how I can put it any simpler, to where
maybe even a Neanderthal like yourself would understand it.”

“This house is in your name?”

“Very good. You're starting to listen.”

“Now it's your turn to listen to me, little girl.” He emphasized
the last two words and smiled at her reaction to them. “You have to
be twenty-one to have real estate in your name in this state. I'm
getting tired of this and I want some answers now. Who are you
really, and do you have any actual connection to this house or are
you just a common thief, as it would appear?”

“You really don't listen, do you? Either that or you really are a
Neanderthal. Listen carefully and see if you can understand this.
My name is Chloe Sindell and I own this house. Yes, I said [ own
this house. I'm twenty-four years old, and I own this house. Do you
understand any of that yet, or should I say it a few more times so it
can soak in?”

“You really know how to try a man's patience, don't you?”

“I don't know. If there was a man around we could ask him.”

Brad glared at the little brat, and she glared right back. “Okay, if
you own this house, [ assume you have a deed?”

“Of course.”

“And I assume you can show that to me?”
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“Tassume I could if you'd take these damn handcuffs off me.”

“Watch your language,” he admonished as he took the key from
his pocket.

He unlocked the cuffs and took them off a moment too soon, as
she swirled around and stood on her toes to stand as close to eye to
eye with him as she could. “You can shove that 'watch your
language' warning up your — oomph!”

Brad wasn't sure exactly why, but this little lady and her big
attitude had gotten under his skin. Before she could finish her
sentence he had her whirled around and face down over his
police car. He could tell it had taken her by surprise, which was
good. He wasn't sure what she expected next, but judging by her
stunned reaction, it apparently wasn't the sharp swat he landed on
her bottom. She opened her mouth to object, but he gave her
another swat, harder than the first, and he started talking at the
same time. “Now you listen and you listen good, little girl. I don't
care if you're sixteen or twenty-six or eighty-six. That is no way
for a lady to talk, and I've had more than enough attitude
from you!”

He continued to spank her bottom, and he seemed to have
finally gotten her attention. He gave her a couple more swats. “Are
you ready to lose the attitude and answer my questions now?”

“Oooh, I'll tell you what I'm ready to do now! I'm ready to file
charges against you for assault, and police cruelty. | want to talk to
your general, or major, or whatever you call the top cop in this
little fleabag town!”

Brad was shocked! He thought she'd settle down and be ready to
talk to him in a civil manner. Apparently not yet! “Fine,” he said.
“First off, I'm the chief of police, so I guess that means I'm the top
cop in this town. If you want to file charges against me, we can do
that. The first thing I'll have to do is take you back to the station so
I can get the camera and take pictures quickly before the evidence
fades.”

“Take pictures of what?”
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“If you want to file assault charges we'll need pictures of your
bare bottom to show the results of the little spanking I gave you.”

“You want to take pictures of my ass? What a pervert! I don't
think so!”

“Again, the language,” he said, shaking his head. “We'll need
pictures of your bottom showing the spanking. How else will you
be able to show the judge and jury what I did to you so you can
prove your case?”

“What do you mean show the judge and jury?”

“If you file charges we'll have to have a trial. You can explain to
them what happened, that I spanked you, and I'll tell them why,
because you were being a brat and wouldn't tell me why you were
trying to break into a house. But you'll need the pictures so you can
pass them around to the jury to prove what you're saying. So let's
go back to the station and we can get them now. I didn't give you
much of a spanking, not nearly what you deserve, so there's not
going to be much evidence to begin with, but if we don't get the
pictures right away you won't have any evidence, and without any
evidence you won't have a case.”

She glared at him, and this time he was the one glaring right
back at her. She sighed. “Fine. I won't file charges this time, but
don't let it happen again.”

“Don't cuss and give me attitude again, and I won't,” he warned.
“But if you do, it will indeed happen again. You've been warned this
time, though, so if it happens again it won't be over top of
your jeans.”

She swirled around to stare at him yet again. “Meaning what?”

“Meaning if it happens again the spanking you get will be on
your bare bottom.”

“You wouldn't dare!”

“Don't dare me, little girl,” he said in an ominous tone. “Now,
can you show me the deed you say you have that names you as the
owner of this house?”

“Yes, 1 can, but probably not today. My stuff is supposed to
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arrive tomorrow. All I brought with me is what I'll need for tonight.
Now, if youlll kindly move out of my way, I need to get this
window out.”

“You're not taking any window out until I have some kind of
proof that this is your house. How and when did you become the
owner of it? Do you know the lady that used to live here? If so, how
did you know her?”

“That's a lot of questions, and most of them are none of your
damn business!”

Before she could finish her latest tirade, Brad had her by the
upper arm and was leading her to his police car. He held her tight
while he reached into his glove box and took out an envelope. With
his hand still on her upper arm he led her to the front door of the
house. He opened the envelope and took out a key, which he used
to unlock the door. He ushered her inside, and turned and locked
the door behind him.

She was surprisingly quiet, he assumed speechless, as they
entered the house. He remained silent as he led her to the living
room and sat down on the couch. She was looking around as he
swiftly picked her up and placed her over his knees. In no time he'd
reached underneath her and unfastened her jeans and pulled them
down. As he was pulling her panties down she found her voice.
“What the hell? If you had the key to the house, why didn't you tell
me that? Now let me up!”

“I will let you up as soon as I teach you a lesson, little girl. Your
language and attitude are in dire need of revision. You are much
too pretty to be talking like that, and that attitude is going to get
you in trouble.”

“How is it going to get me in trouble? And let me up, you
jackass!”

“Jackass? Really? Ignore for the moment that I have a police
uniform on, and in fact I told you I'm the top cop here, as you put
it. [ have you over my knee, your bare bottom, cute as it may be,
offered up before me for a good spanking, and you decide it would
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be wise to call me a jackass?” He chuckled. “You may be a pretty
little thing, but you're apparently not the sharpest crayon in
the box.”

He started spanking her bare bottom, and smiled when he got
more of a response than he did outside when he swatted her
bottom a few times over her blue jeans. That had been meant
simply to get her attention. In here, where they had the privacy to
bare her bottom, he intended to teach her a lesson. If she wanted to
press charges, so be it. He'd lost his last ounce of patience with this
little brat.

“Oww! Stop that right now! Oh, it hurts. Please stop!” She was
crying now, but he continued.

As he spanked her with solid, steady swats, he started talking.
“Chloe, if that is your real name, I asked you those questions for a
reason. | knew the sweet little lady that lived here, and I will not
allow someone to break in and steal anything she had. Not on my
watch! She had a heart of gold, and if a family member gets this
house [ want them to get it the way she left it. I want them to see it
and everything she had in it, just how she left it. It will probably
mean a lot to them to see it that way. Hopefully, they'll be able to
see her in their mind when they look at some of the things in here,
by the memories they evoke. She was a wonderful little lady and
her family deserves that much.”

Chloe was crying hard now, but he had a feeling it wasn't all
from the spanking. He assumed it was because she felt guilty about
trying to break into this house. He stopped the spanking, but kept
his hand on her bottom. Before he could say anything else she
whispered, “Thank you for that.”

His eyebrows shot straight up. “Are you thanking me for
spanking you, Chloe?”

“Oh, hell, no. You had absolutely no right to do that,” she said
between sobs. “But thank you for not letting anyone change
anything in here. It's exactly the way I remember Aunt Helen's
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living room.” After a few sobs she added, “Or at least the parts I
can see.”

Brad was now momentarily speechless when he heard her refer
to Aunt Helen. He gently pulled her up and sat her down on his lap.
She tried to get up and get away from him, but he wrapped his
arms around her, hoping to comfort her a bit. “No, stay right here,
Chloe. I think I owe you an apology.”

“Yes, you do,” she said between sniffles. “That hurt and you had
no right to do it.”

“Oh, I'm not apologizing for spanking you. You deserved every
bit of that.”

“I did not,” she insisted.

“Oh, yes, you did.”

“No, I didn't. But if you're not apologizing for that, what are you
sorry about?”

“Who's your Aunt Helen?”

“My Aunt Helen Armstrong, the lady that lived here and gave
me her house.”

“Helen was your aunt?”

“Yes,” she said, still sniffling.

“That's what ['m apologizing for. I thought you were just someone
trying to break in and take what you wanted. Helen was a wonderful
lady and I wanted her family to have her things; not some stranger.”

Brad could tell Chloe was sore, but she also now seemed
humbled, even contrite. “I'm glad you did. As I look around, I see so
many things that bring back memories. I used to come stay with
her sometimes in the summer when I was little.”

The two of them shared several minutes of quiet while they
looked around Helen's living room. Eventually he looked down at
the little lady on his lap. “I'm sorry for your loss. Your aunt was a
wonderful lady.”

“Thank you.”

“You said she gave you this house?”
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Chloe nodded her head. “About a month ago.” Fresh tears
started down her cheeks, which she tried to swipe away with her

¢

sleeve. “We were supposed to live here together after I graduated
from college” She swiped a few more tears away as she quietly
went on. “I graduated two and a half weeks ago and she was there,
at my graduation. She looked good.” There were a few more sniffles
and a few more swipes at the tears. “I was going to move in last
week. But then she died, and I couldn't bring myself to do it.”

Brad felt sorry for her. He rubbed her arm and was a little
surprised when she leaned in against him, resting her head on his
chest and shoulder. “But then I thought she'd want me to live here.
So I decided it was time to put my big girl panties on and move in.
So here [ am.” She was crying again as she managed to add, “But I
forgot my key and now you think I was trying to break in.”

He tightened his arms around her a bit more. “Sh, it's okay,
Chloe. I did think that, but you've explained it to me now and I
believe you.”

She turned her face into his chest and cried. He rubbed her back
gently. “I know this has to be hard for you. Take all the time you
need, and let all the tears out, Chloe. I'll hold you right here where
you're safe. You go ahead and let all the hurt out.”

She looked up at him with a confused expression, then did just
as he suggested. She cried. He watched as she started to pull herself
together, but then cried again. She once again seemed to calm a bit,
but then collapsed into tears again, still leaning against his chest.
He wasn't sure what exactly was going through her head, but he
knew all the tears were from more than just the spanking, so he
kept his arms around her.

He would have been surprised to learn that she was in fact
crying for the aunt she'd lost, and for all the memories her house
was bringing back to her. He would have been happy to know she
cried for how terribly she'd acted, and how embarrassed she was
that Brad deemed it appropriate to spank her. And that spanking
hurt, so a few of the tears were for the pain. He would have had to
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hide a smile if he knew she then cried because she hated crying in
front of people, and she'd just cried in front of this man that hadn't
deserved to be treated the way she'd treated him, and was now
being so understanding to her, even if she didn't deserve it.

As he watched her, he could tell she was just starting to gain
control of her emotions and her tears when the sky outside lit up,
followed by a loud clap of thunder. She jumped, grabbed his shirt,
and cried again.

Although Brad didn't know what all the tears were from, he
sensed some of the feelings fighting inside her, and quietly tried to
give her some assurance. “You're okay, Chloe. You're safe here. Try
to relax.”

Just as she was beginning to relax a little she saw another streak
of lightning, followed by another clap of thunder. Again she
jumped and clutched his shirt a little tighter.

Brad felt her jump both times it thundered and knew she had a
real, genuine fear of storms. He gave her a little hug, and gently
rubbed one of her arms. “It's okay, Chloe. Once you've lived here a
little while you'll learn that these little late summer storms pop up
quickly, but they're generally over with just as quickly. If you're
outside when one pops up you need to get inside, but you're safe in
the house.”

He felt her start to relax a little, so he kept talking softly and
rubbing her arm. He told her how often she could expect these
little storms to pop up and what the weather was normally like this
time of year. It seemed to be helping her, so he kept it up as the rest
of the short-lived storm passed.

He waited until it was over to make a suggestion. “Chloe, I think
we got off to a bad start. How about if we start all over?”

She looked up at him, looking confused. “What do you mean?”

“Let me help you up, then I'll show you.” He stood her up in
front of him, with her back to him for the sake of privacy, and
helped her get her pants and panties back in place. He turned her
around and said, “Chloe Sindell, I'm Brad Livingston, chief of

11



MISTY MALONE

police here in Peidmont. Welcome to your new home.” He held his
hand out and was happy when she smiled and reached out to shake
his hand.

“Thank you.”

Her face was red and he knew she was embarrassed, but he took
the opportunity to actually look at her for the first time and was
very impressed. She was a petite lady, not much over five feet tall,
and looked young, although now that he could look at her closer he
could believe she was early twenties. She said twenty-four, and he
supposed it could be possible. She had very pretty long auburn hair
with just a touch of curl in it, and beautiful brown eyes that right
now held too much sadness for his liking.

“I'm sorry if I was a little quick to doubt your intentions,” he
told her, “but I thought an awful lot of your aunt. One of her sisters
came by to check on the house last week. I saw her here and
stopped in to be sure everything was okay. I told her I've been
keeping an eye on the house since she passed away. This lady
seemed very nice, and she thanked me and gave me a key so if
something didn't look right I could check it out. Was that your
mother I met last week?”

“Yes, it was. | had planned on moving in, but when Aunt Helen
died so suddenly I just couldn't do it. Mom said one of us should at
least come by and check on it and make sure everything was okay. I
couldn't do it. I had envisioned living here with Aunt Helen after I
graduated, and I just wasn't ready yet to see this house without her.
I know it sounds crazy, but I really had to get my head wrapped
around the idea that she wouldn't be here.”

“It doesn't sound crazy at all,” Brad assured her. “I understand
completely.” He thought a few minutes. “I think I also understand
now the attitude you had earlier. This was hard for you, and I now
see that I didn't make it any easier for you.”

“No, but that wasn't your fault. I'm sorry. I didn't get to see her
much for the last seven years. We moved four states away and
didn't get to visit her often, and then I left for college and was gone
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for six years. We used to be really close, and I was looking forward
to getting that closeness back again. I think we both were. Anyway,
now | won't have that opportunity, and I've been angry. Then I
forgot my key, and I was angry about that, too. [ took that anger
out on you, and I'm really sorry. I had absolutely no business doing
that. Mom and Aunt Helen would be so upset with me right now.”

Tears started again, and it about broke Brad's heart. He sat back
down on the couch, taking her down with him so she was sitting on
his lap again, and put his arms around her once again. She laid her
head back against his chest. “I'm not so sure they'd be as upset with
you as you think, Chloe. I think they'd both understand how you
must be feeling right now. [ know I do. This has been a very diffi-
cult day for you, a very emotional day, and that's understandable.”

He'd been talking softly and rubbing her arm again, and he felt
her calming down. He tucked that into the back of his mind as a
useful piece of information he could draw upon in the days to
come. As that thought crossed his mind he realized that he hoped
there were days to come between them. He felt a connection with
this little lady and wanted to get to know her better, but he knew
they'd had a rather rough beginning to a relationship. He wasn't
sure she'd be willing to give him that chance, but he knew he had
to try.
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