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Chapter 1 – Arriving






Brianna’s
parents helped her carry her things to her room. They were being very
quiet. This was going to be especially hard on them. After eighteen
years of caring for their daughter, the time had come to let go, a
little.

Her
parents were hardly letting her carry anything. She was already
embarrassed by all the water her father was carrying up to her room.
He had to make several trips. Others were already starting to stare
at him. The last thing she wanted was to draw attention to herself.
She hated having to explain. She was hoping that she could get out of
that here. No one had to know, just the school nurse, whom her
parents had said was already informed.

Her
mom made up her bed, hiding the electrical blanket under the sheet
and fluffing her daughter’s pillows.

A
girl came in and gave Brianna a thick book, telling her to read it.
Brianna thanked her and nodded that she would. The girl gave her a
funny look and moved on to pass out the rest of her books.

Brianna
helped her mom hang her clothes up in the closet. She unpacked her
desk things. Her father had finished piling up her water against the
wall under the window.

He
turned to his daughter with tears in his eyes. Her mom was also teary
eyed. Brianna stepped forward and hugged each of them.

“Take
very good care of yourself,” her father scolded her. That was his
standard line. He said it every time they separated, even if she was
just going to the grocery store with her mom.

“I
will, Dad. You don’t have to worry.”

Her
mother turned her into her arms and hugged her again. “Be very
good, and do as you are told. Don’t disappoint us.”

That
was new, Brianna thought. She was always good, never having had a
chance in life to actually do anything that could disappoint her
parents. She was a model daughter. “I’ll be good,” she answered
confused.

“They
place great value on that here. To the letter.” Eva’s eyes
glanced over to the book she had been given.

Brianna’s
eyes followed hers, and she nodded. She would read the rule book. She
was used to things like that. They had them at hotels and in
hospitals. You could look up when lunch was served, and it would have
the telephone number of the emergency services.

Her
parents each hugged her again, and then they went to the door.
Brianna followed them out. She stood in her door and waved to them as
they left. She also had tears in her eyes.

Still,
her parents looked worse than she did.






Scott
walked past Brianna. He looked at her curiously before he continued
down the hall. The girl had returned to her room. The goodbyes in the
other rooms weren’t as peaceful. He stopped and listened at one
room the girl inside whined that she didn’t want to go to college.

Scott
would have his work cut out for him again this year. He shook his
head and stopped at Hannah’s door. He knocked, and she opened the
door right away. “Did you pass out all the books and tell them to
read it?” he asked her.

“Sure
did. I was really clear without being obvious.” She gave him a
devious smile. She had been in their position last year. Hannah had
learned the hard way not to interrupt or feel sorry for others when
they were learning their lessons.






Someone
knocked on Brianna’s door. She laid her finger in the page where
she was reading and went to open the door.

Brianna
was almost finished with the book. She had been marking important
pages, highlighting and making dog ears by the things that she felt
were important to her.

She
was surprised to see a young man outside of her door. He was probably
less than ten years older than her.

Scott
looked at the book in her hand surprised.

She
automatically looked at her hand and at the book, and then she looked
back at him, guessing who he was in the grand scheme of things here.
He was to be avoided at all costs.

“Hall
meeting in the lounge.” Scott pointed to his right. He moved on to
the next door.

Brianna
nodded and went to get her shoes and lay the book down. She was one
of the first ones in the lounge. Chairs had been set up in a circle.
Nervously, she sat down very on one. She was already scared, and she
hadn’t done anything. Nor was she planning to.

A
couple other girls came in and sat down with a huff. Three others sat
down with disinterest. Brianna wondered how the other girls could sit
there so disrespectfully after reading their student handbooks. Six
other girls who all seemed to know each other filled up the empty
chairs. They at least looked a little nervous too.

The
man who had knocked on her door showed up last and stood in the
middle of the circle.

Brianna
noticed that two of the girls looked at him admiringly. They
whispered to each other and looked at him.

Brianna
had to wonder if they were suicidal.

“Welcome
to the 3rd
floor of Polk Hall. For those of you who don’t know me, my name is
Scott. I am the floor monitor and the disciplinarian for this floor.
Earlier you were all given a handbook, and you were told to read
them. I would like to play a game so we can get to know each other. I
want you to introduce yourself and then answer the questions.”

Brianna
noticed that all the girls that seemed to know each were shifting in
their seats. Scott turned to her first. He smiled at her, but she
couldn’t return it. “When are students allowed off campus?”

She
sighed relieved. She knew that answer. “Only with special written
permission or in the case of a medical emergency. Oh, and my name is
Brianna.”

Half
of the girls sighed in relief along with Brianna.

“What
time is curfew?” Scott asked another girl.

She
was still shocked that they were never allowed off campus. “My name
is Jennifer, and I also have a question. What if I need to go into
town and make some purchases? Surely at least on the weekends.”

Scott
let the young girl with short ink black hair girl talk for a bit
before he stopped her. “Brianna just explained that you could leave
with special written permission. I gather that you didn’t read the
handbook. I will see you in your room later on, Jennifer.”

Scott
turned to the next girl, “Same question.”

“Um
– My name is Paris. Curfew is at eight.” She had figured that if
they weren’t allowed to leave school, then they would have an early
curfew too.

Scott
raised an eyebrow at the blond who had so confidently lied to him.
“You are guessing, and you guessed wrong. Curfew is at six. I will
also see you in your room later on.”

“What
is the exception to curfew?” He asked a girl with long red hair and
green eyes.

“My
name is Maureen, and the exception can only be those people who
actually have a life.” She high-fived the girl next to her.

Scott
wanted to rub his temples. This was going to be a difficult year. “I
will see you later in your room too.”

“You
bet cha.” She gave him a seductive smile.

A
couple of the girls laughed a little.

“I’ll
be there. You can count on me, Maureen. The exception is extra
curricular activities,” he answered his own question.

He
turned his attention to the next girl who seemed to already be
Maureen’s best friend. “What are the consequences for talking
disrespectfully to a person of authority?” He looked extremely mad
now.

The
girl even leaned back away from him a little. “My name is
Stephanie, and I would say the punishment would be suspension.” She
had short hair and looked solid, like she did a lot of sports.

“Wrong,
I will see you later too.” He moved over to the last girl. She had
her blond hair pulled back into a ponytail. She was obviously the
cheerleader type. “Same question.”

“My
name is Gretchen.” She was playing up her southern accent. “And
I’m afraid I haven’t had a chance to read the book yet. I was
busy getting settled. You understand, don’t you?” She pushed her
breasts out a little and gave him a demure smile.

“No,
Gretchen, I don’t understand. I will visit you in your room later
on too. Only one of you took the time to read the handbook about the
school rules and regulations. You were given one thing to do today,
and you didn’t do it. If you had, then you would have been able to
answer my simple questions, and you would have read about what kind
of discipline we use here.”

“Rachel,
what kind of discipline does this school use?”

“Corporal
punishment,” Rachel answered, turning red.

“That’s
right. And as your floor disciplinarian I will decide when and what
you will receive. I am your judge, your jury and your executioner.
Now, corporal punishment is namely; bare bottom spankings depending
on the severity of your transgressions it can also include paddling,
strapping, birching and caning.”

He
looked pointedly at Maureen. “All of your parents were informed
about exactly how our school works. Crying home to them won’t help
you. They are paying a lot of money for you to get exactly this kind
of care. All of you didn’t work up to your full potential.”

Scott’s
eyes fell on Brianna, who didn’t seem to fit in here, but she would
probably goof up soon and prove that she too belonged here. It was a
first though that someone had actually read the handbook. He
remembered her waving to her parents. Maybe they had started his work
for him over summer vacation.

They
did their daughter a favor if they had.

“Your
parents were unable to help motivate you. I won’t have any problem
at all giving you exactly what you need. I will make sure you all
behave, whether this is your first or second year here.” He stared
at the older girls who were shifting in their seats again.

“I
guarantee that every one of you will meet the academic goals that I
will set for you, without exception, or you will be caned in this
room in front of the others at the end of the trimester. I have
worked out your respective potentials. I will discuss them with you
in your rooms this evening. At that time, I will administer all the
punishments that have been earned up until now.” He smirked to
himself for a second. “Are there any questions?”

The
girls were all too shocked to ask any.

Brianna
had promised her mother that she would ask about first aid kits, and
all the things that mothers worried about, but she just couldn’t
sit here with this mood in the room and ask what she was supposed to
do in case of an emergency. Things like that didn’t appear to be in
his area of expertise anyway.

Brianna
would stop by the nurse’s office tomorrow after class and discuss
that with her instead. She was relieved that she had found a way to
keep her promise to her mother.

“You
may be excused to your rooms.” He turned to a couple of the older
girls and talked with them while he watched that every girl actually
went into their own room. The swaying long skirt on the one who could
read caught his eye. He watched her go into her room.

Once
the doors all closed, he turned back to the girls and asked them
about their summer vacations. He wanted to know if any of them had
been accepted to colleges after this year.

A
couple said, yes. He needed to hear that what he was about to do
would bear fruit.

“Has
that ever happened before?” Hannah asked.

“Has
what ever happened before?” he asked her.

“That
someone actually read the book?”

“Hannah,
don’t worry about what they do or don’t do. I thought you learned
that lesson last year?”

She
blushed and nodded. She did indeed remember the paddling that he had
given her for that exact reason.

“But
to answer your question, no. I was a little shocked myself.” He
wondered how that was going to work out. Usually, it was good that
all the girls knew right from the beginning that he would indeed make
them bare their bottoms and lay themselves over his knees so he could
spank them. He hoped this wouldn’t cause problems later on.

Their
little crowd dispersed.

Scott
went to his room to get his files. He looked through Brianna’s
file. Her grades had all been okay, and her aptitude wasn’t as high
as the other girls. He remembered wondering about that when he set up
the grades that he would be expecting from her. They were the lowest
he had ever expected from anyone.

Maybe
her parents bribed someone to get her into here. From the look of it,
she liked to skip classes a lot, days and weeks at a time even. She
had pushed her sick days to the limit every year.

It
didn’t matter, he’d beat that out of her. He started his visits.






Brianna
straightened her room up again and brushed her hair over the sink in
the corner. She was grateful that she had a sink and a mirror in her
room. Having to share a shower with the other girls would be bad
enough, but maybe if she planned it just right, then she could be
alone in there.

A
girl screamed. Brianna couldn’t believe that they had a system like
this at college level. She was no stranger to it. It had been the
same way at the private school she had gone to up until now. It had
also been an all-girl school.

Something
like that was very important to her father. She smiled thinking that
he was the only one who had ever taken her over his knees. He was a
firm believer in discipline. She had been a very good girl, but even
good girls slipped up now and then. Her father’s method made sure
that it didn’t happen very often.

Now
she could hear smacking as well as crying. He was getting closer.
Then she heard the strap. Her bottom clenched up in sympathy. That
was her father’s preferred method too.

Brianna
had already finished reading the book. She decided to look through it
at least once a week so she could keep him away.

She
heard a girl scream out ‘Yes, sir’ in between her sobs. This went
on for about an hour. Brianna was starting to feel sick. At school,
they had the girls go to the principle’s office for their
punishments with a paddle. The teachers only whipped hands with
rulers in the classrooms.

She
was proud that it had never happened to her. She was always present
when she was in class, answering questions at the appropriate times,
she turned in her homework whenever she could, and she never back
talked.

It
had been quiet for some time now. She was contemplating getting ready
for bed and sleeping. Today had already been so tiring. She wasn’t
used to this sort of atmosphere.

There
was a knock on her door. She slowly walked to the door. It was him.
She stepped aside so he could walk in. She closed the door behind
him, but she didn’t like the idea of him being alone with her with
the door closed, but it had been pretty clear in the handbook. Plus
she didn’t want anyone to hear them talk about her grades.

He
took her desk chair, moving it so it was facing the bed. “Sit down,
Brianna. I want to talk about your grades.”

She
knew that they hadn’t been that great but considering they were
okay. Unfortunately, not good enough for the kind of college that her
parents wanted her to go to. She sat down across from him.

He
was looking at her water collection. He had already labeled her as a
spoiled brat. Mommy and Daddy were probably ready to do anything for
their precious little girl. “What’s with the water?” he asked,
motioning with his chin in the direction of the twenty crates she had
under the window.

“It’s
the best kind. It doesn’t have any limestone that could build up in
your blood vessels or anything like that.” She was babbling very
nervously.

“I
see.” He fought with himself not to roll his eyes. “Well, the
reason I am here this evening, is your grades. I have your schedule
right here.” He handed it to her.

She
took it and studied it. She even smiled like she was eager.

“On
this sheet, I have written down what I expect you to get in each
class.” He had decided that straight B’s would be okay for the
floor’s little princess.

She
took the sheet from him. Okay, she thought that shouldn’t be a
problem. She was looking forward to going to school and attending
regular classes every day. This was something she had been dreaming
about for a long time. “I’ll do my best.”

“I
decided that your best are B’s or higher. Anything lower, and I
will punish you. I get regular reports from your teachers, and I
won’t hesitate to spank you. I am warning you now not to step out
of line. Do you understand?”

“Yes,
sir.”

He
was surprised that a sir flowed so easily from her lips, but
then she had probably heard what he had to do to get the other girl
to say it.

“If
you don’t turn in an assignment, get a bad grade, or you are late
for class, I will hear about it, and we will talk about it, and then
I will make you bare your bottom, and I will spank you.” He looked
her straight in the eyes.

He
received a very meek ‘Yes, sir’ for his efforts.

“If
you skip class, then I will use the strap on you. Again, consider
yourself warned. I decide if you are too sick to go to your classes
in the morning.” He gave her a look that said that she better not
try to play sick with him.

“So
you have been informed.” She hung her head. She had hoped that she
could keep it a secret.

“Of
course, I have. I know all about you. I won’t put up with any crap
like your parents did. You are here to learn, and I will see to it
that you do.”

Brianna
nodded. She tried to hold the tear back that she felt forming in her
right eye. The left was following suit. She hadn’t expected him to
be so mean about it.

People
were normally especially nice to her. Then again, she had said she
didn’t want any special treatment.

“I
will be back in a second.” She watched him leave. He left the door
open. She took the chance to wipe away her tears.

Scott
was shaking his head. Water so her blood doesn’t get full of
limestone. She may not be full of lime, but she sure was full of it.
He grabbed a glass from his room and went back to hers. He went right
to her desk. There she had already started a bottle. He poured some
in his glass while she stared at him wide-eyed. It was just water,
damn.

He
turned to the mother load and picked out a bottle from the middle of
her stack. He opened it and poured himself another glass. That bottle
was also just water.

He
looked at her confused face. “I will keep on checking. If I ever
find anything other than water in those bottles, you will be severely
punished. This school has strict rules about alcohol. The legal
drinking age in Texas is twenty-one.”

“Oh,
no I don’t drink, at all. You don’t have to worry.” She had
finally figured out what he was doing. Alcohol wasn’t something
that she would want to get anywhere near. With the medication that
she was taking, it could put her into a coma.

“Again
consider yourself warned.”

“Yes,
sir.” She looked up at him.

“Good
night.” He left.

She
whispered ‘good night’ at the closed door, and then she jumped up
and locked it.

Brianna
went to bed, wondering what he would accuse her of next. She didn’t
drink, smoke or do drugs. Well, not the illegal ones. And she didn’t
play sick.

In
fact, she had often gotten spankings for pretending to be healthy
enough for school when she wasn’t.

The
thought of her cutting class to have fun was absurd.

He
probably had her pegged all wrong. It didn’t matter. She wasn’t
planning on ever getting into trouble around here anyway. She would
see to it that she didn’t have anything to do with him.






Brianna
fell asleep and dreamt that he was chasing her with his belt in his
hands. She was so weak, and her heart hurt, and then she stumbled,
and he was upon her.

He
brought his belt down, and she woke up. Her heart was pounding in her
chest.

She
scolded herself for letting her feelings runaway with her.

She
got up and tipped toed across the hall to the bathroom.

Her
room was the closest to it. She was thankful for that.

She
could hear him spanking someone. The steady rhythm was brutal to
listen too. She had tears in her eyes as she went back to bed.

She
hoped for better sleep once she was used to being here.





Chapter 2 – Making Friends






Brianna’s
alarm went off early the next morning. She reached over to shut her
alarm off and saw that it was five a.m.

She
dragged herself out of bed, still tired. Another couple hours of
sleep would have done her good. Her first class was at eight.
Breakfast was first at seven. She had a map of the campus in her
book. She would highlight the way to all of her classes after she had
showered.

Brianna
grabbed her robe and a couple of towels. She had her shower things
ready before she tiptoed to the door to listen. Everything was quiet.
She locked her room and tiptoed into the bathroom.

She
listened again at the shower door to make sure no one else was
around. If she hurried, she could be all alone.

The
water was very cold at first, but it slowly got warmer. Her heart was
pounding, reacting to the cold water and her fear that someone may
see her. She quickly washed her hair and finished up.

Once
she was almost finished, the water finally got hot.

Brianna
wrung out her long hair and wrapped it in a towel. She dried the rest
of herself very quickly. She left the towel wrapped around her body
before she put her robe back on. Her heart was pounding with fear
that someone could walk in on her.

She
sighed relieved. She didn’t want to have to explain to anyone. No
one had seen her. Day one, check. Only two years to go.

She
smiled to herself. She would listen to hear when the next girl got up
and went into shower. Maybe she could sleep a half hour later
tomorrow.

She
smiled as she left the shower room. Her pajamas were slung over her
arm, and she held her shampoo and soap bottles in her hands. She
stepped out into the hall.

“Shower
times are from six in the morning to ten in the evening.”

She
jumped sky high when she saw Scott standing there.

“You?
I didn’t figure it would be you. Nevertheless, no exceptions.”

“But
it didn’t say that in the handbook? I looked,” she protested as
she grabbed the front of her robe and covered herself up even more.

“Do
you want to argue with me?” He gave her a look that said he would
love it if she would argue with him.

“No,
sir.” She imagined that if he spanked her right now, it would end
up being in the nude. Her robe would fall away from her. That would
have defeated the whole purpose of her getting up at five in the
morning.

“You
were warned, see that it doesn’t happen again.” He walked slowly
down the hall.

She
stepped the two paces to her door and got her key out of her pocket.

Brianna
unlocked her door and slipped in. She locked the door and leaned
against it. She wasn’t sure what she had done, but she had a
feeling that he hated her in particular.

Brianna
gave herself a mental shake. He was probably just marking his
territory, letting everyone know how tough he was even though he was
so young.

She
had to stop being so sensitive.

Brianna
quickly got dressed and combed her hair. She braided the top half of
it into a French braid. Brianna looked at herself in the mirror. She
looked cute.

Brianna
opened the door to her bedroom. Scott was leaning against the wall
again. She could hear the shower going. She was about to close her
door.

“Brianna,
what are you up to now?” he asked.

“That’s
all right, Sir. I can go to the bathroom later.” She closed and
locked her door before he could say anything. She went to her map and
looked for the best ways to get to her classes.






Scott
figured that Brianna would probably end up being the worst of all of
them. She was so stuck up and was pretending to be polite. Just like
that blond last night who had threatened to sue him.

He
had to laugh as he thought about that.

The
next one was coming out. “Shower times are from six in the morning
until ten in the evening.”

“Scott.
You scared me. Why, I didn’t see you there.” Gretchen reached out
and laid her hand on his arm. She even took the time to feel his
muscles. She looked up into his eyes.

He
looked very mad at her. “Gretchen, what are you doing?”

“I
was just so surprised that anyone else was up at this time. You gave
me a start.” She flashed him another smile.

Gretchen
was from the south like he was. She had probably been using her charm
to get her through life as much as possible. It wouldn’t work with
him.

“Gretchen,
go to your room and get dressed. I will not tolerate this kind of
behavior. I will visit your room again this evening. We will have a
long talk about this. I hope it will be the last talk for this
reason.” He looked at her hand on his arm, pointedly.

She
removed it, gave him a pout and left.

Why
would that girl do that, he wondered?

Didn’t
she realize that she put herself down when she just saw herself as a
sex object?

He
looked at his watch. The others could get up anytime they wanted now.

Now,
all he had to do was catch the late sleepers.

His
thoughts returned to Brianna, who had been finished and dressed. She
was dressed more like a teacher than a student. She was from the
south too. Sirs flowed easily from her lips.

Scott
had a feeling that this year was going to be particularly bad. All
the girls were difficult. He had a couple of spoiled brats, a girl
who looked like she came directly from the crypt, and what looked
like three sluts.

He
was starting to hate his job. Two more years of this, and he would
have enough money to go to graduate school.

He
felt like he was the one being punished.






Brianna
was the first person at breakfast. She wasn’t sure what to do. She
hoped that she could follow the other girls, but the others weren’t
ready yet.

Brianna
looked around for someone to point the way. A group of teachers had
gathered at a table. They were drinking coffee and talking about
their summers. She saw someone in the kitchen and caught her eye.

“Morning,
honey. Are you new?” the woman asked Brianna.

“Yes,
ma’am.” She smiled back apologetically.

“Well,
the trays are over there, and the food for breakfast is set up over
there. Help yourself, honey.”

“Thank
you, ma’am.” Brianna walked over and started right in helping
herself. She sat down at a table by the window.

She
watched as other started coming in. No one came to sit by her. She
was used to that, even if she had hoped to maybe make some friends
here. She was never at school often enough to make friends, and the
other children’s parents didn’t want the responsibility of taking
care of her.

Besides,
girls tended to want to be friends with someone who is likely to show
up at school every day.

There
had been a group of girls that were always nice to her when she could
go to school, but she never got a chance to get to know them better.
She hadn’t been allowed to take part in sports after school, or
musicals, or anything that would have given her a chance to get to
know anyone better.

She
got up a half hour before class started and put her try away. Brianna
got her map out and followed the yellow brick road that her
highlighter had made for her. She looked around a bit before she went
into the right building. Everything was small and homey here. She
could see tennis courts and the track from where she stood. It was
all very cozy. Maybe she could feel at home here.

This
was her first taste of independence, and she wanted to enjoy it.

She
went into the building and found her classroom. All of her classes
would be in this building.

Brianna
had already mapped out the way to the nurse’s office and to the
music rooms, which had piano rooms, her mother had told her. She
would do that to let off some steam. She longed to be able to play
tennis and basketball like the other girls did.

Brianna
went in and sat down with a group of other girls. They talked a
little about being spanked last night; all saying it was their very
first time. They all retold the same story with the student hand
books.

Brianna
joined in because the girls didn’t seem to know each other. She
didn’t admit that she had read the book. They gabbed until the
teacher came in. 


Brianna
was proud of herself because she had opened her mouth and talked to
the other girls. She was getting less and less shy. She was an adult
now, she thought, she could do this.

The
teacher entered the room, and then he laid the rules down straight
away. He had a pointer in his hands that he moved around as he
talked. He informed them very clearly that he would not tolerate
tardiness. Be it in form of late assignments or lateness to class. He
expected them all to be prepared. And, he then stared the girls down;
he would under no circumstance tolerate backtalk. The teacher
informed them that he demanded respect, and he would get it.

Brianna
had read that only Scott was allowed to punish the girls from their
floor. The teacher was putting on a show for the masses, she thought.

She
let her eyes dart around. It was working too. Most of the girls were
sitting there scared stiff.

He
then handed out an itinerary. He went over it point for point. It
took all hour. In the last minute, he told them what their homework
was and then sent them on their way.

A
whole herd of girls moved the same way she did. She recognized
Jennifer from her floor. Brianna moved to go stand next to her.

Jennifer
looked her up and down and then rolled her eyes.

Brianna’s
feelings were hurt again. She gave herself another scolding about
being entirely too sensitive.

Jennifer
was obviously her opposite. She looked like what her father would
call a punk. Dyed jet black hair, cut short and formed into spikes.
She had make-up on that made her look pale white and black lipstick
and eye make-up. She wore all black clothes with chains on them.

Jennifer
was also studying Brianna. She noted that Brianna had long brown hair
that reached the middle of her back. She wore no make-up, but her
green eyes stood out anyway. She was wearing a soft pink blouse,
which was buttoned all the way to the top. To top off the soccer mom
look, she had a light brown sweater thrown over her shoulders, and
she was wearing a light brown skirt that went to her calves. Light
brown suede shoes finished off the outfit.

Only
a string of pearls was missing, and Brianna would look like a
Stepford wife, Jennifer thought to herself.






Brianna
made it through the day. It was lunchtime. Stephanie from her floor
had been in her last class with her. She gave herself an inner push
and walked with Stephanie to lunch. Stephanie griped to her about her
bad day.

Brianna
listened and sympathized. She was thrilled that one of the girls was
talking to her. Others joined them at their table.

Brianna
smiled and enjoyed being in the middle of things and not an outsider
who only watched. Only Jennifer was missing.

The
girls all quieted down when Scott walked by and scanned their table.
They all sighed loudly once he was gone. They giggled because they
had all sighed.

“Say,
why are you afraid of him?” Maureen asked her. “You didn’t get
spanked.” Her words were loud, and girls from the other tables
looked over at them.

“Umm
– He doesn’t seem to like me. I think he is out to get me. I had
another encounter with him this morning as I came out of the
bathroom.”

“I
didn’t see you at all this morning. I thought that you had
overslept.” Paris looked at her cocky.

“I
didn’t sleep much last night, so I gave up at five and showered. He
pounced on me when I came out. I almost had a heart attack. He said
that showering times were from six in the morning to ten in the
evening. He waited for me to sass back, but I didn’t.”

“He
scared me by the showers too. I get another visit this evening,”
Gretchen admitted. “I did sass back.” The girls laughed lightly
at that.

All
the girls got up together.

Brianna
told them that she would come along later; she had an appointment
that she had to go to now. They said goodbye, and Brianna got out her
map again.

She
found her way to the nurse’s office. She was embarrassed, but this
would make her mom happy.

Brianna
sat down on a plastic chair and waited for her turn. She got her
history book out and read about the Renaissance. She reread the
chapter too.

Brianna
could hear a girl begging the nurse to let her go home. Brianna’s
heart went out to her.

Scott
came in through the door. He gave her a mean look. Brianna pushed
herself up against the wall as he stared her down.

The
nurse came out and got him. He went in, and everything got very
quiet.

Brianna
answered the questions at the end of the chapter, exactly like the
teacher assigned them to do. She got out her next book and continued
to work. She finished her math homework. It was pretty easy. She was
happy to be over half way finished with homework.

In
her advanced German class, they were going to read a book. Brianna
spoke perfect German. Her mom was from there. They were reading a
book that they had at home. She had read it a couple of times before.
She figured the nurse and Scott would get things settled up soon, so
she reread the children’s book for German class instead of starting
something new.

Brianna
figured that she could easily stop off and play piano for a couple of
hours before she returned to the dorms.

She
was getting more and more stressed here. The environment reminded her
too much of the hospital. Playing the piano would relieve that
stress.

What
was taking them so long? Scott wouldn’t spank her for wanting to go
home, would he?

Scott
came out with a sobbing Jennifer. He gave Brianna a very mean look as
he passed her by. He would probably have to come right back to get
her, he thought. Damn, this would be his worst year ever. The one he
had in his arms wanted to go back to her cult. He was being spared
nothing this year.

“You
can come in now, Miss,” the nurse called out to Brianna.

“Yes,
ma’am.” Brianna walked into the room and pulled out her file and
gave it to the nurse. “Hello, ma’am. I’m Brianna Banks. You
were informed about me.” She sat down and waited for the nurse to
finish reading her file.

The
nurse put the file down and looked at Brianna. “Well, how are you
feeling today?”

“I
feel fine. I just promised my mom that I would stop by and introduce
myself. She worries.”

“That
I believe. So tell me what is the worst case scenario.”

Brianna
could tell that the nurse was nervous to have someone like her here.
“I have been told that if I take all of my medicine and follow the
rules, that I may never have to have the worst case scenario ever
again.” She cleared her throat. “But I would guess my heart would
either speed up or slow down, and then I would pass out. If I didn’t
get immediate help, I would die.”

“Does
your floor monitor know?”

“Scott.
Yes, I asked him, he said he had been informed.”

“Really?
Then he’s lucky. This was news to me. We will need to take blood to
test you once a week, and you can stop by anytime you feel any pain.
I’d rather send you to the hospital than have anything happen here.
I just don’t have the facilities to take care of you here. Why
don’t we be extra careful and do a blood pressure check twice a
week?”

Brianna
nodded. When she left, she had her next three appointments. Every
Monday morning, the nurse would take blood and send it off to the lab
that her parents were paying to check it out. Tuesdays and Fridays,
she would go in for her blood pressure check after lunch.

Brianna
got out her map and walked to the music room. She had to sign in for
the private piano room. It was soundproof.

The
woman didn’t seem to trust Brianna not to pull anything in there.
She lingered at the door. Brianna smiled to herself and let her
fingers dance over the keys. She may not have been able to attend
school every day, but her parents made sure that she practiced every
day.

The
woman lingered a little longer and watched Brianna pulled out her
sheet music. She settled down and went to work on the classical
pieces that she was working on.

When
Brianna thought to look back to see if the woman was still there, she
wasn’t. Brianna shrugged and continued to practice.

After
an hour of that, she played more contemporary songs and sang along.
This was where she got rid of all of her extra stress.






Brianna
was one of the few girls at supper, who still had a schoolbag with
her. She got her tray and joined the others at their table.

They
wanted to know where she had been. They told her that Scott had
needed to spank Jennifer again. She had wanted to leave. He was up
there, trying to get her to come to supper right now. Jennifer was
refusing.

“Speak
of the devil,” Maureen said.

They
all turned to look at him. He gave them a nice smile, and they all
turned away at the same time. He went and joined the other floor
monitors over at their table.






Scott
kept an eye on the girls’ table. He had a lot of work to do again
tonight.

A
floor monitor from another building was telling them that one if his
girls tried to go over the wall. She got stuck half way over. Her
behind was sticking up in the perfect position. He had to climb up
after her and get her down. She missed class and everything.

“We
all deserve a raise. The girls this year are worse than ever before,”
Scott complained.

He
worried about all six of the new girls, not to mention the six from
last year. Scott was feeling more tired than he usually did at this
time of year. He hoped that things would settle down quickly. They
had last year.

He
wondered if the problem was the one with the long hair and green
eyes. He would probably feel better once he had spanked her and got
it over with.

Scott
didn’t like that the routine was broken.






Brianna
was worried about showering again. Maybe it would be better to do it
before she went to bed? Scott seemed to be going door to door
spanking again.

Brianna’s
door had been open when he started. She had been closed in most of
her life, so she preferred the idea of having a bit of air
circulating and not having the feeling that she wasn’t allowed to
leave her room, but once the spankings started, she flew to her door
and locked it.

Brianna
was already finished with all of her homework. She had read the
chapter she had to for Psychology and had written out the answers to
the questions at the back of the book. She decided to start on her
paper that they had to write in that class. Would that mean standing
up in front of the class? That she dreaded.

Brianna
heard a knock on her door. She pulled the earphones from her ears as
she walked to the door. She was using music to drown out the other
sounds. Scott was standing outside of her door. She was so surprised
that she didn’t say anything.

“Good
evening, Brianna. May I come in?” He was smiling at her.

“Of
course.” She stepped wide and let him in, closing the door behind
him.

She
wracked her brain trying to think what she could have done to deserve
this visit.

He
didn’t sit down but looked at her open laptop, glancing at what she
was working on. “I stopped by to ask how the percentages stand that
you will be attending class tomorrow?” He stared her down.

“I
checked out just fine, so 100%.” Was that the answer that he wanted
to hear?

“Really?
I am very glad to hear that. Where did you go after that?” He
looked at her expectantly.

“I
was in the music room, sir.”

“I’ll
be checking on that.” He left then. “Good night, Brianna.” He
said that like it was an afterthought.

She
was perplexed.

What
was that about? First he checks on her health, and then he scolds her
like he doesn’t believe her.

That
was when it hit her. He didn’t want someone like her on his floor.
She had been dumped on him. He was responsible for her, and he didn’t
want to be. He wanted her to make it easier on him by hanging out in
her room all day.

That
wasn’t likely. She wasn’t about to give up playing the piano just
so he had fewer worries. He would just have to get used to her
routine.






She
was up to something. He could feel it. Scott decided to give her
enough rope to hang herself.

He
could hardly wait to see her dangling from it.





Chapter 3 – Is He Out to Get Me?






At
six on the dot, Brianna went over to shower. She hurried so no one
would see her, giving a sigh of relief when she was back in her own
room. She opened her robe and removed her towel.

Brianna
looked at the scars around her heart. As far as scars went, they
weren’t that bad, but no man would ever want her. It was where they
were that bothered her. All around her left breast. She traced over
the scars. Her skin was hard and pink there. The scars were a major
turn off. She sadly got dressed and did her hair.

Brianna
packed her over sized school bag with her books, sheet music and a
bottle of water. She finished off the open bottle on her desk when
she took her medicine.

She
went off to breakfast, sitting at the same table as the other girls
had yesterday. One by one they came in and joined her at the table.
The last one there was Scott. They watched him walk over to the
monitor’s table and eat.

Gretchen
started in about what a beast he was. The others agreed. Brianna
noticed that Maureen, whose room was next to hers, was being quiet
for once. Brianna had heard her crying for a long time last night.
She heard Scott’s voice too. He had been talking nicely to her, in
soft low tones.

Jennifer
looked at him with hate too. She also glared at Brianna for a while
“Why were you at the nurse’s office yesterday?” Jennifer
sounded like she was accusing her of something.

“I
um – have a bit of a problem. I have to check in with her
sometimes.”

“Are
you pregnant? Is that why you aren’t getting any spankings?”
Paris asked her.

Brianna
laughed, “No, I’m not.” The idea even amused her. Having a
family of her own had been her greatest wish. It was the one thing
that she regretted not having when she thought that she was going to
die last year. She wasn’t interested in going to school. This is
what her parents wanted for her, but she would make the most out of
it.

She
thought about her scars. She probably wouldn’t be able to find a
husband anyway. Even though she had pulled through, she still
couldn’t have what she wanted.






Brianna
went to her classes with her new found friends from her floor. It was
nice having someone.

In
each of her classes, they had a test. She was surprised, but she had
a good feeling about them. She handed in her homework and knew the
answers to the questions that were asked of her.

The
teachers carried books with their students’ names in them and gave
them grades for all of their answers.

Brianna
worried about the reports that Scott would be getting. The other
girls had griped about having to get A’s to please him. They were
nervous.

Brianna
was hardworking, so she had set her own goals for herself. She wanted
straight A’s in all four of her classes too. She was happy about
the low expectations.

Brianna
didn’t want to think about a public caning at the end of the
trimester.






At
lunch, the other girls complained about the homework load they had
been given. Brianna was used to that. Her school had set high levels.
It was always so much work to try to catch up. She had always managed
it, but her grades were never what they could have been if she had
been able to attend more often. Scott seemed to realize that. He
seemed especially worried about her attendance.

Brianna
went right to the music rooms after lunch. She told the other girls
where she was going. She didn’t want Scott to worry, even if she
hated him.






Scott
looked over the weekly grade reports. Almost all the girls needed a
spanking.

He
rubbed his temples and shuffled to the next girl. He sighed when he
saw Brianna’s name. Had she been able to meet her goals?

He
sat up perfectly straight. She was perfect in each of her classes.
Out of all the girls she had done the best. He was totally surprised.

She
was clearly doing what she could to avoid his wrath. Maybe it was the
fear of the unknown that was keeping her in line.

Scott
made his way down the hall. He started with the girls that he didn’t
need to spank. All the first years except Brianna and two from last
year needed to be. He could already imagine the begging and pleading
he would have to listen to today. He started with the second years,
and then he went to Brianna.

Scott
knocked on her door. She never said ‘come in’ but got up and went
to the door herself.

She
was opening it now. Her face dropped when she saw him. She even
looked guilty of something. Well, he had his hairbrush with if that
was the case.

“Come
in,” she sighed and held the door open wide for him.

What
a welcome, he thought, sarcastically. He heard soft music coming from
her laptop. It was classical music. He closed the laptop and pulled
her chair away from her desk.

She
had candy on her desk. Under every one was a piece of paper with
something written on it. He looked closer. History – read chapter
7. Another had, Answer history questions.

“I
take it when the task is completed you get to eat the candy?” He
was laughing more to himself. That was a new one.

“Yes,
but as you can see that it is just ten little pieces of candy a day,
not anymore.” She even sounded guilty to herself.

Would
she get in trouble for this? Candy was definitely not on her diet
plan. She had sneaked a couple of bags with. Her parents would be
livid if they saw that. But she had thought to herself, what is the
point of living if you can’t live?

“Whatever
works for you,” he shrugged. “Come and sit down. I kind of feel
stupid asking you to have a seat in your own room. Do it without me
having to say so next time.” He watched her come over and sit down.
She was kind of classy in the way she moved. She looked at him with
her big green eyes. It kind of bugged him that he still hadn’t
figured her out. If he hadn’t seen her with her parents on the
first day, then he would have thought that she wasn’t the right
girl, that she had sent a friend in her place.

“Well,
the whole candy thing seems to be paying off. You have gotten
straight A’s all week. With that you come in over your goal, and
you won’t be receiving any disciplinarian action. Congratulations.
Do you have anything you want to discuss?”

She
shook her head.

His
eyebrow shot up.

“No,
sir.”

He
reached back and grabbed her water bottle. He smiled to himself. It
smelt like water with a light sugar smell. “Smells like you got a
lot of homework done.”

She
blushed red. “Yes, I did. I finished my paper for psychology just
now. That was worth more pieces.”

He
laughed again. “Out of curiosity sake how much is a paper worth in
candy?”

“Promise
you won’t be mad?”

He
sobered right up. “Why would I be mad?”

She
was a little flustered. Great, he had forgotten about her heart
condition. “You are always so worried that I might get sick and
miss class – ” She shrugged and answered his question. “It was
worth ten of them, sir.”

“If
you aren’t being punished, you don’t have to call me, Sir.”
Somehow he wanted to hear her say his name. He was just
procrastinating. He still needed to talk to the girls that hadn’t
achieved what he set out for them, which was most of them.

“I
understand, but I personally think that it is better if certain –”
She searched for the right word. “Boundaries are in place.” She
gave him a slight nod with a serious look on her face.

“Suit
yourself. If you want, I can proof read your paper for you.” He
stood up.

“You
would do that?” she asked, confused.

“Yes,
I would. Obviously, you don’t believe it, but I am not here to get
anyone into trouble. It is my responsibility to ensure that you all
do your best.”

“Yes,
of course. That was very rude of me. I’m sorry.”

He
looked to see if she was patronizing him. She didn’t seem to be.
“Yes, well nevertheless. I’ll leave you to finish up your
homework, good evening.”

“Good
evening, sir.” She rose from the bed and walked him to the door.

Scott
still didn’t know what to make of her, but he was getting more and
more curious about her. He didn’t have time to wonder about the one
that wasn’t giving him any trouble.

He
knocked on the next door. Maureen opened it and looked at the
hairbrush in his hands. Some Friday night, he thought to himself.

Maureen
let him in and closed the door behind him. She was already wringing
her hands.

Scott
pulled her desk chair out again. He wondered if he would ever be able
to kick the habit of walking into a room and pulling the desk chair
out.

“Do
you know why I am here?” He looked around her room. It was a mess,
and she didn’t have any schoolbooks out. The difference was night
and day to what it had been in Brianna’s room.

“I
can’t think of anything that I may have done.”

“Well,
I can think of lots that you could have done. Starting with your
homework, moving onto being properly prepared for your classes. That
had an effect on your tests scores is clear. I thought I had made
myself very clear. Come to my right side.” He laid his pile of
papers down on her desk and picked up the brush.

She
remained sitting. “You said that I had to do my best, and that is
my best.” She crossed her arms over her chest, and her legs were
also crossed. The top leg was bouncing nervously.

“Maureen,
now, or I will visit you again tomorrow night.”

“It
isn’t fair to punish someone just because they aren’t as smart as
others.” She motioned with her chin in the direction of Brianna’s
room.

If
she only knew, he thought. Brianna was making up for lack of aptitude
with hard work. He laid the hairbrush back down and got Maureen’s
homework for the week out and read her some of her answers. “As if
these answers weren’t reason enough to spank you. They are
disrespectful. I won’t allow it. We can continue this conversation
tomorrow when I come back. Now come over to my right side, or we will
make this a public affair. Keep in mind that you will be getting it
with the strap too.”

She
reluctantly went to him and lowered her jeans and panties. He took
her by her arm and helped her over his lap. He really laid into her.
She was bawling and begging him to stop in a matter of seconds.

She
had it coming, and he was going to see that she got it. He smacked
her bottom, stinging her with the brush over and over.

He
set her on her feet and told her to take the position behind the
chair. Scott warned her to leave her hands on the chair.

He
removed his belt as he lectured to her. His belt came down, and her
hands flew back. “That makes a visit every night this week.” He
continued to lay into her until she started in apologizing.

He
replaced his belt and warned her to change her ways right now. She
just crawled into bed and promised that she would. “And your room
better be cleaned up by tomorrow evening. This is also a form of
disrespect.”

He
stepped out into the hall to see a very pale Brianna standing there.
“Yes?” he barked at her.

His
words bit into her. “I um – My paper. Thank you, sir.” She
thrust it at him and then turned and went back to her room quickly.

Scott
watched her go. He felt bad that she was upset.

He
glanced down at her paper. It was thicker than what was required. He
read the first couple of lines. It was about long term hospital
patients. It might even be an interesting read.

He
knocked on the next door. Paris opened up and gave him a look that
promised to make this visit interesting. She was still threatening to
sue him.

“You
may not come in.” She started closing the door in his face.

His
foot was already in the door. “Paris, I have the key. You aren’t
helping yourself. Let’s talk about your performance this past
week.” He pushed his way in and closed the door.

“I
am so going to sue you. I will report this, and when my father finds
out exactly what is going on here, you won’t be grinning anymore.”

Scott
had yet to grin at her. “Paris, sit down,” he said, firmly.

“I
don’t have to do anything that you tell me to do. You are just
sick.” She looked him up and down like he had fallen into the
sewer.

He
reached around her to get the chair. She shoved in back into her
desk. “I said, no,” she yelled at him.

“This
is very simple, Paris. Even you have to be a good girl and sit down,
so we will discuss the week, or I will go and get another
disciplinarian, and he will hold you down so I can give you a bare
bottom spanking in the lounge with all the other girls watching.
Which do you prefer, here just the two of us or in the lounge in
front of everyone.”

“No,
to everything.” The hate in her eyes was obvious.

“Fine,
it’s your call.” He left the room and heard the door lock behind
him. He knocked on Hannah’s door. “Will you please watch Paris’s
door, for me? I’ll be right back.”

Hannah
nodded. She knew better than to comment.






Scott
knocked on Paris’s door again.

“Once
a year, we have to do this. It sets the example. Think about it this
way, it will be one whole year before you have to do it again.” Dan
mused.

Scott
had needed to help him last night too. It had been very effective
too. Dan had revisited the young lady this evening, and she didn’t
give him anymore problems.

“Is
she in there, Hannah?” Scott asked.

“Yes,”
Hannah ducked back into her own room. She put away her iPod and
sighed deeply. She had been the one to set the example for the others
last year. This would be the first time that she would see it being
done. She shuddered, reliving it.

“Everyone
out. Floor meeting in the lounge,” Scott called out. They all
stumbled out of their rooms.

Brianna
watched as Scott, and another man walked past her door. Scott had
Paris by the ear as he pulled her along.

Oh
no, she thought. She had read about
this in her handbook. She didn’t want to watch this happening. The
book was clear; refusing to attend would result in a spanking for her
too.

She
slowly blended in with the crowd. The older girls were forming a
semicircle out of the chairs. Brianna grabbed a chair and moved it
the right way too. She sat down in between Gretchen and Stephanie.

Scott
was doing a head count. “Rachel, go get Maureen.” A petite girl
with shoulder length brown hair jumped to do his bidding. They all
listened to her persuading her to come.

“You
have to, or you will be spanked again. Come quickly.” Rachel
returned with a red faced Maureen.

“Good
evening, Ladies. Let me explain the purpose of this gathering. Paris
has earned herself a spanking for not doing well in her classes this
week.”

Paris’s
jaw dropped. “That is none of their business.”

“Yes,
I realize that, but you made it their business when you interrupted
their evening and made them all be dragged out here.” He gave her a
strict look before his eyes returned to the other girls.

“Now,
as I was saying. She refused to cooperate. There are different ways
of not cooperating. Reaching back during a spanking is one and will
result in a second spanking the next evening, as will trying to twist
off my lap. Paris here chose not to cooperate at all. She wouldn’t
even let me pull the chair out of her desk. In doing so she chose to
make her punishment public. Everyone in this room is responsible for
keeping her in here. If you do not, all of you will be spanked. Have
I made myself clear? If she tries to run, stop her, or you will all
pay for it.” He looked around meeting eyes. Brianna’s were
downcast. He let her get away with it, for now.

Brianna
was thinking about being punished again for putting her hand back.
She did it every time. Her father was afraid of breaking her fingers,
so it had become part of the routine for her to give him her hand.
She could hear her father now, ‘Brianna, give me your hand.’
He held it out of the way while he spanked. She had to do what she
could to avoid a spanking here. If she ever got one, then it would be
never ending.

Scott
had gone on with his speech, but it was along the same lines of what
was in the handbook. Summed up, it was that Scott was a god and could
punish them as he saw fit.

He
sat down on a chair, and his friend, who was holding onto a very mad
looking Paris, let her go. If that had been Brianna, she would be
scared out of her wits. She hated watching this. Scott was waiting
for her to take her pants and panties down. He was counting.

The
other disciplinarian was getting mad too.

Paris
simply stood there with her arms folded over her chest. Brianna was
certain that Paris would end up being spanked. They always get you in
the end. Scott had reached one hundred.

“You
aren’t giving me a choice in the matter.” Scott jumped up and
went to his room. They all watched him leave and then come back with
a long bamboo cane. The whole room gasped.

Scott
went back to Paris and opened her pants and pulled them down. Her
hands flew to stop him, but the other disciplinarian grabbed her
hands, hindering her. Scott removed her panties.

“I
knew she wasn’t a natural blond,” Gretchen smirked.

A
nervous laugh went through the room, but it was quickly stifled.

Scott
met Gretchen’s eyes. “I will visit you in your room later to
discuss your need to comment on everything, Gretchen.”

Scott
grabbed Paris and bent her over the back of the chair. The other man
held onto her. Paris was screaming as if her life depended on it.
Scott brought the cane down on her backside, and her whole body
jumped. She fought to get away, but the man held her tightly.

Scott
whacked the cane at her again. She was reduced to tears. He gave her
a couple more.

Brianna
hadn’t been counting along.

The
other disciplinarian stood Paris up. She was bawling and saying
something that no one could understand.

Scott
looked so mad and so mean. He sat down on the chair and picked up the
hair brush. “Come over my lap, Paris.”

“Please,
no. No more, please, no,” she begged.

Scott
saw Brianna wipe a tear out of her eye. She was politely looking away
even if her head was pointed in the right direction. He felt
embarrassed having to do this in front of her.

He
gave himself a mental shake. She should watch and make sure the same
didn’t happen to her.

“Do
you need a few more with the cane before we can continue?” he asked
Paris.

She
moved to lay herself over his lap, practically jumping at him.

His
arm shot up to help her. He looked at the girls assembled here. “We
can now begin with her punishment, a ten minute hair brushing.” He
started right in on her, whacking at her already red bottom.

Her
hand shot back.

Scott
stopped. “Remove your hand.” He looked at the clock. This break
didn’t count as part of her ten minute hair brushing.

Her
hand slowly moved away from her backside. Scott started in again,
delivering blows with all of his strength.

A
minute later, her hand went back again, and she pleaded with him to
stop.

Tears
were dripping from Brianna’s eyes. She felt so sorry for the girl.
That hand thing could happen to her too. She had to be very very
careful that she never did anything wrong.

The
spanking went on for what seemed forever. Paris’s hand moved back
again and again.

Brianna
felt like she would be sick. Unfortunately she had taken her pills
right before this meeting had been called. They weren’t doing well
in her stomach anymore.

She
looked at the clock a couple more times. Ten minutes were over, but
he still had to do the hand breaks. She was crying so very softly
over his knees. He might as well have been beating on a sack of
flour. She tried to think about something else.

Maybe
this wouldn’t be so bad if she had siblings. At her house, when
someone got in trouble, it was always her. Her parents had decided to
only have one child. They were afraid that any other child they had
would be born sick too. Her parents had wanted to be able to
concentrate on keeping her alive. They had placed all their hopes and
dreams in her. She didn’t want to disappoint them.

Scott
set Paris on her feet again. “We will have a talk in your room now.
Straighten yourself out.” He looked at Paris. He was still mad.

“The
rest of you can go back to your rooms and study, and I am sure you
will if you don’t want to end up in the same position as Paris was
this evening. Thank you all for coming.”

Brianna
jumped up to her feet and hurried to her room. She changed into her
pajamas, braided her hair and went right to bed. She closed her eyes,
but she could still hear spanking noises.

Brianna
was sure that after what had just happened that no one would refuse
him again. She turned on her laptop and listened to music to drown
out the terrible sounds.

She
just couldn’t fall asleep. Her stomach wouldn’t settle down. She
had to run now.

Brianna
made it, but it was close. She lingered in the bathroom just in case.
Should she retake her evening medicine, or had it been in long
enough?

“Please
come out.”

That
was Scott’s voice. She was surprised that he would care about
something like this. If she had the choice, she would stay as far
away from someone who was throwing up as she could.

She
forced herself to stand and go out to him. Maybe the bathroom was
completely closed after ten.

“You?”
He gave her a confused look.

“Perhaps
I had too much candy,” she shrugged. Just thinking about candy made
her run again.

Scott
was surprised to see her. When he heard the throwing up, he figured
that it would be Paris, and if not her, then one of the other girls
who had gotten a spanking tonight. “Should I call the nurse?”

“But
it’s the middle of the night. Besides, I’m fine,” she called
back to him.

He
could hear her at the sink. She appeared again. Her face was wet, and
she was pressing a paper towel to her forehead.

“This
is why we have a school nurse. When someone is really sick, we call
her.” He was speaking so mean to her again. She couldn’t
understand why.

“I
think if I just go to bed now, then I will be fine in the morning.
Good evening, sir.”

“Brianna,
I’ll bring you.” He opened the door to her room. Her desk light
was on but nothing else. Her room looked very peaceful. He noticed
that she hadn’t done anymore homework. All the candy was still
there. He picked up the blankets. They were very warm. “In you go,
Brianna.”

She
obeyed him immediately, as always, he thought. He laid his hand on
her forehead. “You have a fever.”

“Really?
I feel like I’m freezing.” She snuggled into the pillow. Her eyes
were drooping shut. She was shivering.

He
noticed a tiny light at the head of her bed. She saw him looking at
it. “Is that an electrical blanket?”

“Umm
– Yes. They aren’t forbidden, are they?”

“No,
but don’t leave it on too long. We don’t need a fire in here.”

“It
turns itself off after a couple of hours. Safety first, you know.”
She was almost asleep.

“Yes,
I know. Your parents sure do worry about you.”

“I
always give them reason to.” She fell asleep then.

Scott
shut her computer off and moved it so it couldn’t fall. He looked
at the candy and then back at her. He would have to check on her
again in an hour or so.

Scott
was so tired himself, but now he had to be up a while. He decided to
read her report. He left the door to his room open so he could hear
if she needed him.






Scott
looked at the clock. Brianna’s report had been very interesting. It
was especially good. More like a doctorate than a 101 class report.
She had gone into so much detail.

He
had to wonder if she had gotten it out of the net. He started to
research and looked up all of her sources. Scott corrected her
mistakes.

He
made a copy of it. It was just way too good. He would talk to her
professor about it. He truthfully hoped that she wrote it herself. If
not, she would be in a lot of trouble. It just seemed so unlikely.
She had quoted doctors at the Mayo Clinic in Rochester, Minnesota.
But she spoke with a southern accent. She sounded like she was from
around where he came from.

He
was from Alabama. His parents had sent him to college for the regular
four years, but he wanted to become a lawyer. He couldn’t ask his
parents for more money for school. He was the oldest of four. Two of
his younger sisters were in college.

His
oldest sister had just graduated this spring. She got married then
too. His parents had paid for a big wedding.

His
youngest sister had just started college this year. He was glad that
she went to a good college and not here, but then again their parents
couldn’t have afforded this place.

This
school was just for very rich spoiled girls whose parents had let
them get away with murder the first eighteen years of their lives.

Scott
got up and checked on Brianna. He heard sobbing behind Paris’s door
as he passed by. He knocked. She answered with fear in her eyes. “May
I come in?”

He
noticed her shaking and added, “Only for a talk.”

She
nodded and ran very meekly back to her bed. He pulled out the chair.

They
talked for over an hour. She told him about her parents. Both were
lawyers, but they had never had any time for her. She was blaming
them for her predicament. He talked to her about her being
responsible for her own actions. She promised to do better.

He
left and moved on to Brianna’s room, thinking to himself that he
would always have time for his kids one day. He wanted a stay at home
wife.

Would
a woman nowadays go for that? Probably not.

He
knocked very softly. When she didn’t answer, he unlocked it and
went in. He left the door open. He approached the bed very quietly.
It wouldn’t do for her to wake up, see him and start screaming.

He
laid his hand on her forehead. She turned a little and stuck her arm
out to him. He wasn’t sure what to make of that. She still had a
fever but not as high as before.

He
checked that her blanket was off. He would check on her in the
morning again. Scott gently picked her arm up and laid it back on the
bed.

She
rolled away from him again and snuggled into her pillow.

He
left, locking her door again. He hoped that she wrote it herself. The
idea of having to punish her was getting harder and harder.






Scott
checked on Brianna the next morning. She was gone. He couldn’t hear
anyone in the showers.

Scott
started to worry. He left her room and locked it. He was going to
call the nurse’s office. Perhaps she had just walked over there.

He
turned, and she was standing behind him. She was clenching her robe
closed again. “I was looking for you.” His hand shot up to her
forehead. “You are still warm. Come on it’s Saturday morning, you
can sleep in today.”

“I
feel fine. Really, I do. I was going to get started in on the
homework I missed last night.”

She
watched him pull out his master key and unlock her room. He shooed
her in. “I’ll have a tray sent up with your breakfast. Once you
have eaten something and it has stayed in, you can get up and study
anything you want but right now you should be sleeping.”

He
lifted up her blankets for her so she could crawl in. He felt like he
was bringing one of his sisters to bed. Brianna reminded him of his
youngest sister, his favorite.

Brianna
could see that this was a no discussion thing. It hadn’t been in
the handbook, but he had been clear when he had said that he would
decide when she was sick or not. She climbed in, and he walked to the
door.

“Your
tray will arrive around eight. You can have breakfast in bed then. I
recommend that you sleep until that time. Oh and another thing. When
you have a fever, you don’t wash your hair.” He left then.

Brianna
smiled to herself. He had certainly told her off.






Brianna
threw up after breakfast. Scott stuck her back into bed. He checked
on her often.

Brianna
had braided her hair into two long braids. When he came by, she hid
whichever schoolbook she was reading under her blankets. He let her
get up after supper.

Lunch
and supper had stayed in, so she went to the music room for an hour.
She made it back just in time.

Scott
raised an eyebrow when he saw her coming in.

She
smiled and started on her homework. Well, the sit down written kind.
Her reading homework was finished.

Scott
had laid her corrected paper on her desk.

She
took one of her Post-its and wrote thank you on it. She grabbed a
handful of candy and laid it down on his desk while he was talking in
the lounge to one of the girls who was homesick.

He
could be nice too.






Scott
went to his room to get his hairbrush. He saw the candy right away.
It was clear who it was from. She had put him in a good mood. The
other girls would appreciate that.

He
sure hoped that the paper was her own work. The best thing he could
do, would be to talk to the teacher. She would know what to do.
Monday after class he would go and talk to her.






Sunday
morning came, and Brianna felt safe getting up and dressed. She
decided not to wash her hair this morning to keep Scott off her back.

Nobody
else was at breakfast. She walked to the campus chapel afterwards.
She had read that church was at nine, but no one seemed to be around.
The rule at her house was that if she was healthy enough to go, they
went.

She
hovered by the door unsure what to do. She couldn’t be the only one
who was going to church this morning, could she? The Pastor came out
and greeted her. She shook his hand, and he told her to go in. She
moved forward and sat down in the second row of pews.

An
older man came in and sat down by her. He had left room as if two
people were sitting in between them.

The
pastor started the sermon. They just pretended that the church was
full and continued on with the service. Brianna sang softly when it
was time to sing, but the older man sang out loudly, and then she did
too.

After
church, she shook the Pastor’s hand and went to play the piano
until lunch.

She
had a feeling that mealtimes were the constant here, the anchor that
kept everything else in place.






Brianna
noticed a few girls studying in the lounge and decided to join them.
She had been so cooped up yesterday. Jennifer from her German class
was there too. She started to hum. Brianna wondered if she even knew
that she was doing it.

After
a bit, she sang softly. “All the leaves are brown, and the sky is
gray.”

“And
the sky is gray.” Brianna sang the second part.

“I
could safely walk.”

“If
I was in L.A.”

The
two girls, who had nothing in common, continued their song game. Both
didn’t look up from their work. Then they would have had to stop,
deeming it not okay to have anything in common with the other.






Scott
heard the singing. It took him a moment to realize that he had to
stop it. This was just something that would be considered normal at
home. His sisters all like to sing too.

He
got up and slowly walked down the hall, looking for the young ladies
that could be disturbing the others.

He
entered the lounge. They stopped before he had come in. He didn’t
know who it had been so he warned everyone. “That was really very
nice, but we need to keep it quiet so everyone can study. No more
singing. We have special music rooms for that.”

They
all nodded, and he left.

Brianna
had really enjoyed singing with Jennifer.

“I
play the guitar.” Jennifer said, offhandedly.

“Really?
I play the piano.” Brianna answered her eagerly.

“Do
you want to go now?”

“How
about for an hour after supper,” Brianna suggested. “I still have
homework to do.”

“Okay,”
Jennifer answered in a non-committed way.

“Great,
I’ll come get you when it is suppertime.”

The
other girls looked at them curiously. They just didn’t seem to fit
together.





Chapter 4 – Accusations






Brianna
was surprised when her psychology teacher asked her to stay after
class. Everyone had looked at her oddly. She herself didn’t
understand it, but that couldn’t be good, right?

She
went to the teacher’s desk after class. Today was Tuesday. She had
to have lunch and then go to the nurse’s office. She had a test
tomorrow in Math that she wanted to be prepared for.

“Please
have a seat, Miss Banks.” Her teacher was a woman who must be
around forty. She had her dark blond hair pinned up in a French twist
every day. She had always been very nice. Brianna was confused about
the meaning of this meeting.

“Brianna,
I wanted to talk to about the paper that is due in November.”

Brianna
relaxed noticeably. “Yes ma’am. I wanted to talk to you about
that too. I’m already finished, and I was wondering if I could hand
it in sooner.”

“Actually,
I already read it.”

Brianna
was confused. “But that’s not possible, I have to read through it
a couple more times and correct mistakes. I don’t understand.
Perhaps, this is a mix up?”

“I’m
afraid not. Your floor monitor gave me a copy. He felt that there is
a chance that you may have plagiarized it.”

Brianna
was so shocked. She had worked on it so long, investing hour upon
hour. And now they were excusing her of plagiarism. “I assure you I
wrote it myself.”

“Yes,
but the thing is, it’s longer than I required and much more
detailed.”

“That
was how long it ended up being, ma’am. I still don’t understand.”

“Students
rarely do more than they have to. Yours looks like you copied it out
of the Internet.”

“I
see, you don’t think that I am smart enough to be able to do
something like that and dumb enough to just print out the first best
one I find in internet.” Brianna wiped the tears away from her
face.

“It’s
just that you quote some of the leading doctors in the country. It’s
just unlikely that you have had a chance to interview these doctors
in the last two weeks.”

“Ma’am,
I can prove my innocence. I know these doctors personally. This is
information that I have collected over many years. I certainly did
not cheat or copy anyone else’s work, and I always quoted the
doctors for what they had said.”

“These
doctors are spread all over the country. If you just admit that you
cheated, then your floor monitor will punish you, and you won’t be
expelled because you didn’t hand it in. You could still write a new
paper, all by yourself.”

Brianna’s
eyes widen. They were talking about punishment and expulsion. “May
I show you something on the computer? It will prove my innocence.”
Brianna was crying, but she ignored her own tears and fought for
herself. She kept her head held high and her back straight.

“Just
tell me what you want to show me.” The teacher moved over the
computer. “What should I look up?”

“Brianna
Banks.”

The
teacher was giving her the benefit of the doubt. Brianna watched as
her jaw dropped. The teacher covered her face. “I’m so sorry,
Brianna. I had no idea.”

Brianna
gave her a nod that said that’s okay, but she couldn’t speak
anymore.

The
teacher gave her a tissue. “Is that why you are here? Because you
missed so much school?”

Brianna
nodded.

“I
would love to read your paper. You can hand it in tomorrow. I will
even submit it. It may even get published. I’m sorry, Brianna. Who
could have guessed?”

Brianna
wiped her eyes. “May I leave now? I have an appointment with the
school nurse. She is expecting me.”

“Of
course, Brianna. Thank you for confiding your secret with me. I’ll
keep it. I’m guessing you don’t want anyone to know?”

“Yes,
thank you, Ma’am.” Brianna left.

Scott
was waiting for her outside of the door. She stared at him for a
moment. “How could you?” She turned and left then.

“Brianna,
wait,” he called after her.

“She
was able to prove beyond a doubt that she had written the paper
herself. She didn’t do anything wrong, but her feelings are
terribly hurt. She believes that we thought that she wasn’t smart
enough to write a paper like that.” The teacher explained.

“Really?
But the paper was so good.” Scott was perplexed.

“All
the work she does in my class is excellent. I believe that is the
case in her others classes as well?”

“Yes,
that’s true, but how was she able to get all of those quotes?”

“She
was able to prove beyond a doubt that she spoke with them previously.
She did write it herself. I think that she is very smart. Perhaps the
smartest girl here.”

“Her
aptitude tests say otherwise. She has the lowest I’ve ever seen
here.”

“But
she is the best. Good day, Mr. Greene.”






Scott
went to lunch to look for Brianna. She wasn’t there. He ate quickly
and then went back to the dorms. She either wasn’t in her room, or
she wasn’t opening up.

“Brianna,
open up, or I am coming in.” He pulled out the key and opened the
door. She wasn’t there. He looked under her bed and in the closet.
She really wasn’t there.

He
went back out and locked her door.

He
noticed that he was drawing a crowd. Scott decided to use that to his
advantage. “Has anyone seen Brianna?”

No
one had. “If she shows up, keep her here.”

He
went back to the cafeteria. She wasn’t there. She had missed lunch.
Had she runaway? Damn, he hated this school year. He went to the
music rooms.

The
lady said that Brianna wasn’t there yet, but today was Tuesday, and
Brianna had told her that she would always come later on Tuesdays and
Fridays.

He
looked at the register. She actually did come here every day.

“What
does she do here?” Scott asked.

“She
is a gifted pianist.”






“I’ll
have a tray brought over for you, but I want you to stay laying
down,” the nurse scolded Brianna.

“I
have a test tomorrow. I really can’t stay that long,” Brianna
protested.

“Do
you want me to call your parents? Do you think that they would
approve of this kind of behavior?”

“No,
ma’am, they wouldn’t,” she answered meekly. “But I have a
paper due and a math test.”

“I’ll
tell you what. You can look over your math here as long as your heart
rate stays down and regular, but otherwise, I will take it away and
write you sick for tomorrow.”

“Please
don’t. I’ll be good,” Brianna begged.

“Show
me, don’t tell me.” She left Brianna in a private room hooked up
the heart monitor. The girl was obviously upset. Had something
happened?

The
nurse looked out of the window. They appeared to be searching the
grounds. Someone had taken off again, she thought. But she had a
patient to concentrate on; she had bigger worries than that.

The
nurse decided it was better to be safe than sorry, so she dialed the
emergency number on Brianna’s card.

“Hello
this is Burnett College. I am the nurse here, and your daughter just
came in. She is fine, but her heart is beating very irregularly. She
seemed very upset when she came in. I just wanted to inform you.
Would you like to talk to her? … Of course, she is on one of the
monitors right now.” The school nurse walked back to Brianna. She
mouthed ‘your mother’ as she gave her the phone.

Brianna
was relieved to hear her mother’s voice. She started right in
telling her mother what had happened. She was grateful that she could
speak German with her mother, and that no one could understand them.

Her
mother calmed her down and told her that it would be best if she
didn’t practice today. But instead study and reread her paper. Her
mother repeated that it was a big complement that it was so good that
they thought it was from someone else. She shouldn’t be so
sensitive and not take it personally.

Her
mother confessed what the school actually did.

“You
stuck me in a home for wayward girls?” Brianna was so surprised
that she said it in English.

“Sort
of, my little treasure, but it was the only way to get you into
college.”

“Is
college so important?”

“Brianna,
if your father could hear you, he would spank you.”

Brianna
had to smile because her mother spoke German the whole time, but then
when she said the word spank, she said it in English.

Her
parents had often had discussions about spankings. Her mother didn’t
approve, but her father had put his foot down. His word was always
the final one. She didn’t want her mother tattling to her father.

“I’m
sorry mama. I just had a very bad day.”

“I
understand. Call us as soon as you can, and if you can’t go to
class, then you can’t go. That’s the end of the story. I want to
talk to the nurse and tell her it is her decision whether or not you
can go to classes tomorrow.”

“Yes,
Mama.”






The
nurse kept Brianna in her office until it was suppertime. Brianna
slowly walked over to the cafeteria. She had studied for math and had
a good feeling about it. She just had to proof read her paper and do
her daily homework.

It
was a lot to do, but letting herself get stressed would mean that she
would have to miss class tomorrow.

She
got her tray and went through the line to get a warm meal. The
kitchen had only sent over sandwiches. She sat down at her table.

Everyone
stopped and stared at her as she sat down and laid her bag down on
the floor.

“What?”
she asked.

“Scott
has been looking for you, everywhere. He is very, very mad at you.
What did you do?”

“I
didn’t do anything wrong. I was at the nurse’s office. I had an
appointment. She expected me.” Brianna thought about him calling
after her as she walked away. This was all about him getting her into
trouble. He was mad because she still hadn’t done anything, and so
he decided to get her into trouble.

She
felt her chair lift up and then felt it drop. “Excuse me, Ladies, I
would like to steal Brianna away from you for a few moments,” Scott
said with a charm, they had never heard before.

She
got up from her chair and followed him a few steps away. “Where
were you?”

“I
had an appointment.”

“Really?”
He smiled at her. “And who gave you permission to leave the
campus.”

“I
didn’t leave campus.” He wanted to play cat and mouse with her.

“Where
were you then?” he asked in mock patience.

“I
was at the nurse’s office.”

“That’s
your story? You want to stick with it. You can’t change your mind
later.”

“No
need. This is the story I want to go with.” She emphasized the word
story.

Scott
grabbed her by her arm and pulled her close. “Watch your tone with
me, young lady.”

Her
eyes widened in shock. He liked that.

“After
you finished eating, I want you to go to your room and stay there.”
He let go of her arm a walked off in the direction of the nurse’s
office.

She
should file a complaint about him. That just wasn’t normal anymore.
She returned to the table and ate as slowly as she could. She was in
no hurry to get to her room. Because of him, she would probably be up
until midnight doing her homework and correcting her paper.

Was
he going to spank her? What would he say was the reason for it? He
would probably choose something with a lot of gray area like
disobedience or disrespect.

The
table was extremely quiet as they ate. They were all waiting for her
to finish so they could walk back together. The others didn’t want
to miss anything.






Brianna
dropped her bag off in her room, and then she went to the bathroom
before he showed up, just in case.

She
left her door open and started in on her homework. She had finished
History when he finally did show up. In German, she had worked ahead
because she knew that she had a test tomorrow. So she just had to do
psychology.

He
knocked on the door, and she got up from his chair. “Come
in.”

He
walked in and closed the door behind him. He looked at her standing
there so meekly. She was afraid of him, he could tell, but she also
had fire in her eyes.

Now
that he had finally pinpointed her, he wasn’t sure what to say to
her. He pinched the bridge of his nose with his thumb and pointer
finger. He was getting a headache.

Brianna
watched him. She toyed with the idea of asking him why he had wanted
to see her, but she decided that it could be construed as her
mouthing off.

“Brianna,”
he paused again. “Brianna, I thought that you had runaway. Everyone
has been looking for you all afternoon.” He was getting louder as
he continued to speak. “I personally looked under every stone.”

“I
didn’t break a rule today, nor did I any other day.”

“So
I have heard. And to answer your question from before as to how could
I do that. The answer is that I thought that I was saving you from
expulsion. I saw it as an act of kindness.”

“Do
I have permission to speak freely, sir?” She was biting back tears,
but she was mad and hurt too.

He
deserved a tongue lashing, and he knew it. “Granted, for now.” He
was leaving a trap door open.

“You
really think that I am that stupid that I would steal a paper off of
Internet and copy it and then even show it to you?” Brianna was
shaking her head. “Never mind. Don’t answer that? Your actions
already did.” Her jaw was set so hard. “I just don’t understand
why you have such a low opinion of me. I understand that you don’t
want me on your floor. Perhaps you drew the shortest straw, whatever,
I don’t know, but I have given you no reason to – whatever.”

“Brianna,
I don’t think you are stupid. All of your teachers and the lady in
the music room think you are very bright.”

“Is
this something personal against me? Have you ever turned in a paper
like that before?”

“Brianna,
this isn’t about anybody else. Right now I am only concerned with
you. And I am very pleased that it turned out so well.”

“Have
you, or haven’t you?”

“Brianna,
I’m warning you.”

“Fine,
that answers my question well enough.” She wiped a tear away. “So
you get mine and read it and think that dumb girl could never have
written something like this. I’ll go talk to her teacher about it
and really embarrass her. Maybe even plant a seed of doubt. It worked
too; she believed you and not me the whole time. I had to prove my
innocence. What if I wouldn’t have been able to? Would that have
mattered?”

“I
am very glad that you could. I don’t know how you did it, but she
was very convinced.”

“Yes,
she was convinced, but you still aren’t. Is that why you only
expect B’s from me? All the other girls have to get mostly A’s.”
She paused, and her eyes widened. “You aren’t allowed to give
lower than a B, are you? Or you would have. I don’t believe this.
What have I ever done to you?”

“Brianna,
please calm down.”

“I’ve
said my piece. I’m finished.” She crossed her arms over her
stomach. She looked like she was trying to hold herself together.

Scott
felt like such a heel. She was more hurt than any girl he had ever
spanked.

Brianna
was looking up at the ceiling hoping to keep the numbers of tears
that fell out on the low side. She was biting her lips. She looked
miserable.

Scott
was fighting a need to give her a hug. He had already held all the
girls on the floor except her.

There
seemed to be something about him that made girls burst out into
tears. This one he hadn’t even had to touch.

“I
am so sorry for everything I have done to you. I should have had more
faith in you, but truth be told, it was just the best paper I have
ever read, and you’re only a freshman, I would have assumed the
same from any other girl. It was just perfect and informative.” He
stopped and looked down at the floor. “I’m making excuses, and I
didn’t want to. I apologize. I am truly sorry.” He looked at her
again. Tears were dripping from her face, but she nodded.

In
a very hoarse voice, she said, “If that is everything, then I still
have a lot of homework to do today.”

“Of
course. Good night, Brianna.” Scott left closing her door. He stood
outside of her door and listened. He heard it lock, and then he heard
heartbreaking sobbing.

Scott
listened to her and thought about the odd things she had said. Mostly
about him drawing the shortest straw.

She
must suffer from bad self-esteem to think that she was so horrible
that no one had wanted her. He went back to his own room to look over
her papers again.

Was
he missing something?






Brianna
had managed to get everything done, but it was after midnight when
she finally fell asleep. She had wasted so much time giving in to her
tears and crying.

The
alarm went off, and she just couldn’t get up. She hit the snooze
button, and then again the next time. At six she heard voices in the
hall. She shot up in bed. She could already hear the other girls in
the shower.

Brianna
was almost in tears already. She knew that this day would come. She
was in between a rock and a hard place because she had to be at the
nurse’s office at seven.

Brianna
got her things and went to the shower room and tried to avoid eye
contact. She said good morning and got under the shower. A couple of
girls were already staring. She was crying as she hung her head
again. They said nothing.

Brianna
hurried out and quickly got dressed again. She packed her bag and
double checked that everything was there.

The
nurse was unsure whether or not to let her go too class. “Your
heart seems fine now, but you are so pale.” She left the decision
up to Brianna. Brianna decided to go. All the girls from her floor
were staring at her as she walked into class. She tried to keep her
head held high.

Brianna
took her test in math and handed in her paper in psychology. She
handed it to the teacher after class so no one could see her do it.
She couldn’t manage to speak as she did so.

“Thank
you, Brianna” the teacher said, sincerely.

Brianna
nodded.

She
went to lunch to face the firing squad. The other girls were all
quiet until Jennifer asked Brianna if she had almost died.

Brianna
looked at the girl with the chain connecting her nose ring to her
earring and tried to figure her out.

“I
was born with a heart defect. It’s the wrong size, it used to leak,
and it doesn’t pump regularly. I have been operated on it a couple
times. Thus, those hideous scars.” Tears were in her eyes again.

“Brianna,
they aren’t that bad honestly. A person notices them, but they
aren’t hideous. Far from that.” Gretchen gave her a hug.

“Thanks,
but I have eyes too. They really aren’t pretty.”

“Nonsense,”
Stephanie said. “Battles scars are cool. Only the people who live
have them.”

Brianna
nodded at her and smiled. “You said that really nicely, thank you.”

“Is
that why you are drinking water?” Paris asked.

“Yes,
I have to do what I can to keep my blood thin. I also have to take
four different pills every day. Three times a day.”

“Why
are you at this school?” Maureen asked her.

“I’ve
been in and out of school so much that my grades were crap, but the
doctors assure me that after the last operation, I can lead a normal
life now. If I am really good, watch what I eat, take my medicine and
don’t overdue it, then I can live. I haven’t been to the hospital
for over five months. That is the longest ever. But the other
colleges didn’t care about the reason why my grades weren’t up to
snuff. They just wanted to see good grades. That’s why I am here.”

“Did
you know what kind of school this was?” Paris asked.

“No,
but my school had a similar system.” Brianna watched as all the
girls’ eyes widened.

“Where
are you from?” Maureen asked.

“Alabama.”

Scott
walked past the table in time to hear the question and the answer. He
was wondering what the girls were talking about. They were all crying
and hugging each other.

It
surprised him to hear that Brianna was from Alabama too.

He
was curious about her.





Chapter 5 – Trying to Get Away With
Something Never Works






Friday
came as it does every week. Scott sorted through his reports. He
jumped ahead to Brianna’s report. She had gotten a ‘C’ on her
math test on Wednesday.

He
felt somehow responsible for that. He would have to spank her. Was
there a way out of that? He owed her, and they both knew it. The
rules were just so clear.

Scott
got out her test and looked it over. Her mistakes had been little
mistakes. She understood what she was supposed to do.

He
knew that she had been up especially late on Tuesday night. She was
normally the first one to bed.

He
wasn’t sure what to do. She didn’t need a spanking as motivation.
She was right on track. He moved hers to the back. He could decide
later.

Scott
went from room to room again, and he had to spank less than last
week. He was getting closer to Brianna’s room. It was already after
nine by the time he knocked on her door.

She
opened it and let him in. She had tears in her eyes.

He
was making her cry again. Why didn’t it bother him when the others
cried?

She
sat down on her bed. He smiled to himself, she had remembered. He
pulled out the chair and talked to her about her classes. Her
teachers all praised her.

“But
in Math you got a ‘C’ on a test. I have already looked over your
test and noticed that all the mistakes were the tiny avoidable kind.”
He flashed his eyes at her for a second. She looked completely
ashamed of herself. “That means you are due your first spanking.”

“Isn’t
there any other option?” She looked to see how he was taking her
discussing this. He had raised an eyebrow but not in a mean way.

“I
was thinking we could substitute something else for a spanking?”
Her eyes looked hopeful.

Scott
was shocked. He hadn’t expected it from her. Others had tried to
hit on him so he wouldn’t spank them, but she just hadn’t seemed
to be the type. It was now his job to give her enough rope to hang
herself. “What did you have in mind?”

“I
have several ideas actually. I could do a lot of extra math homework,
write lines or peel potatoes. A big school like this one must have
lots of potatoes. I saw a hangout for working in the garden in front
of the building. No one signed up. I could be made to do it, all by
myself.”

“I
see.” He was relieved that she wasn’t planning on using her
womanly wiles on him. “I’ll be right back.”

“No
wait, they were just suggestions. I wasn’t trying to be –
noncomplying with you.” She used the word from the handbook.

Scott
left her to worry for a bit. He went to his room and called the Dean
and explained what had happened. He told the Dean he didn’t feel
right spanking her when he too was to blame. The Dean told him to
bring her over.

“Brianna,
come with me, please.” Scott peeked into her room. He had left the
door open. He saw her jump and lay a hand over her heart.

“Sir,
I really wasn’t trying to pull anything.” She was nervous and
babbling.

“Yes,
you were. Come on. Let’s make this quick so I can get back again.
Put your shoes on. Let’s go.”

Brianna
got up from the bed and slipped into her shoes. She turned out the
lights and locked the door. She looked up at him unsure.

Scott
walked with her out of the building and across the campus. He looked
over at her scared expression again and again.

He
opened all the doors for her. She thanked him every time.

He
went up the stairs to the third floor. She was winded when they got
to the top of the stairs.

Scott
looked at her strangely. “You have to get up and away from your
desk more often. You should get out more.”

At
first, she was offended. Then she understood. “Yes, exactly. Maybe
in a garden.”

She
thought he was agreeing with her. That hadn’t been what he meant,
but whatever. He knocked on the Dean’s door and waited.

“Come
in.”

He
opened the door and gave Brianna a slight bow, letting her know that
she should go in first.

She
went to the Dean and shook his hand. “Good evening, sir. I’m
really sorry for disturbing you at this late of an hour.” She was
surprised to see that the Dean was her church buddy.

“Nonsense,
Miss Banks. I have been looking forward to meeting you again. How are
you feeling this evening?”

“Nervous,”
she smiled at him, “but otherwise, I am fine.”

“Glad
to hear it.” He looked like he meant it.

“So
Scott, explain to me the idea this young woman had.” The Dean and
Brianna both looked at Scott to see what he would say.

“Brianna,
got a ‘C’ on her Math test on Wednesday. That is lower than the
allowed ‘B’ she had for that class. At the same time on
Wednesday, I was in here with her psychology teacher explaining what
had happened. I know she wasn’t feeling well on Tuesday. Brianna
has never had to be spanked before. She came up with the idea of
doing garden work instead.”

“I
see. Garden work? Do you feel up to that?”

“Yes
Sir, getting away from my desk would probably be good for me. Getting
my heart pumping without overdoing it.”

“I
see, I see. Let me think about this. You could take a brake whenever
you need it. Yes, that could work. Everyone would see you doing that,
and they would ask questions. Others could learn from you. Plus, it
would become known that it is possible to attend this school without
being spanked, which is against popular opinion.” The Dean looked
at her closer. “You would have to set a good example. If you don’t
succeed, you will get your original punishment. Agreed?”

“Yes,
sir.”

“Shall
we set a time limit?”

Scott
and Brianna nodded.

“Four
hours? Time being served tomorrow after lunch?”

They
both nodded again.

“Marvelous.
It’s all settled.”

Brianna
thanked him again and smiled at him. The Dean smiled back. He knew
about her. Her father had been his roommate in college. He was only
too glad to help the child. After all, he was her godfather, even if
he hadn’t seen her in a very long time.

She
had been played a pretty bad hand this week. If they had come to him,
he too could have attested to the child’s innocence. He had read
her paper, and he would push to see it published.

Who
knew how long the girl actually had?

Her
father had been desperate to get her in. Her parents had placed all
of their expectations in this one child. She already had a cross to
bear. He was glad that he had been able to help her.

“Brianna,
if there ever is a next time, there will be no exceptions.” The
dean hoped that she would never slip up again.

“Yes,
sir. I understand, sir. Good evening.”

“Good
evening, sir.” Scott smirked as he followed a very happy Brianna
out. He stopped her half way back. “Brianna, this is a generosity
that this school has never shown before. You heard the Dean, I
expected you to work quietly and not complain. You can have a break
half way through for half an hour. But if anything goes wrong, you
get a visit from me tomorrow evening.”

She
nodded at him, thankful for the darkness so he couldn’t see her red
face.

“Next
time you don’t even need to ask. The punishment will be given as
deserved. No fussing, promise?”

“No
fussing, I promise, sir.”

He
wished that she would stop calling him that. But for now he was glad
that his presence wasn’t making her cry. She had avoided him all
week. He wanted a certain harmony to be the rule on his floor.






Everyone
stopped and asked what Brianna was doing. They were all wide-eyed.
Scott was surprised that she even owned a pair of jeans like a
regular girl. She had gone straight to work and didn’t say a word.

He
felt stupid watching a woman do heavy work and not helping, but she
had wanted it this way.

The
entire campus had stopped by to see what was going on. It was a hot
day today.

When
the Dean came over and brought Scott an ice cream, he thought that
she would say something, but she didn’t.

She
had gotten rid of all the weeds in the first two hours. After her
break, she would turn up soil, and then she could replant.

Brianna
was wrong about it going quickly. She just turned up more weeds. She
picked them out too. It was hot out, and she was constantly wiping
sweat away from her forehead.

Her
ponytail was sinking, and she had to tug it back into place with her
dirty hands. Her hair stuck to the back of her neck. It would be a
lot of work getting all the snarls out later.

She
stood up often, trying to bend her back the other way before she
dropped down and went back to work.

Brianna
had learned to garden from her mother. They had a beautiful garden at
home.

Scott
kept watching and waiting for her to give up or at least complain.
She even seemed to be enjoying herself. He was glad that this was a
one time deal. He was doing a lot of running back and forth to make
sure that the others weren’t pulling anything.

The
motto, while the cat is away the mice will play was proving to be
true. Every time he came back, he asked someone to turn down their
music and to not slam doors etc. He really hated slamming doors. He
even had a feeling that he could stay away from Brianna because she
was being good.

She
just had a half an hour to go. She couldn’t finish the planting in
that time, but she did want to stay longer and do it right.

“Brianna
Elisabeth Banks!” a loud voice called out.

She
turned and saw her father. “Oh shit.”

Scott
looked at her surprised. He didn’t think that she could swear.

Her
father marched over to her and grabbed her upper arm. “What do you
think you are doing?” He gave her a shake.

Scott
stepped forward to protect Brianna. “Can I help you, sir?”

“This
one is my daughter. I have every right.” He stared Brianna down as
he answered Scott. “Answer my question, Brianna.”

“I’m
being punished, sir. I got a ‘C’ on my math test on Wednesday.”
She hoped that by adding the day that her father would be putting two
and two together.

“This
kind of punishment wasn’t mentioned.”

“Well,
sir, I thought that – umm,” she stammered.

“This
was your idea? To get out of a spanking?”

“Well,
kind of, yes.”

“In
the heat? Are you crazy?” Her father was furious with her.

Scott
wasn’t sure why her father should be so mad. “Sir, I have been
watching her and making her take breaks.”

“You
are the disciplinarian, and you approved of this?” Charles Banks
turned on Scott.

“The
Dean approved of it, sir.” Scott was worried that her father would
go for him next.

“What?
I’ll kill him. But first, I will deal with you.” He looked at
Brianna.

“Daddy,
I can’t leave yet. My punishment isn’t over yet.”

“That’s
right, sweetheart. It’s just starting.” He marched Brianna up to
her room. He stopped in front of her door.

“Open
it up, Brianna.” Other girls were already starting to look. She got
her key out and unlocked the door. She walked in quickly.

Her
father closed and locked the door behind them.

Charles
looked around her room and focused in on the desk chair. He pulled it
out, and then he removed his belt. “Brianna, don’t make me say
it.”

She
opened her jeans, pulled them down and then her panties.

Her
father removed his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt sleeve and rolled it
up. Charles sat down and picked his belt up off of her desk. He
motioned her forward. He very carefully helped her over his knees.
Once she was steady, he asked for her hand.

She
balanced herself on one hand and gave it to him. He took and held it
tight to the curve if her back. With her other hand she reached back
and grabbed hold of the chair.

“That
is the single stupidest thing I have ever seen you do. And I will
prove to you now that it didn’t even work. You are about to get the
licking of your lifetime. That young man could learn a thing or two
from me.”

He
raised his belt and let it crack down on her bared backside. After a
minute, he took a break to scold his sobbing daughter some more. “Did
you even think about what could have happened? Even for a second?”

“I
did, sir. It was just that – I didn’t feel I deserved a spanking
and,”

He
cut her off. “It isn’t your place to decide what you are or are
not due. If that young man says you get one, then that’s the end of
it. Do you hear?”

“Yes,
sir,” she sniffled.

“When
I think what could have happened –” He was still so mad. “And
after the nurse had to call this week.” He raised his belt and
brought it down as hard as he could. She had to learn this lesson and
the sooner the better.

The
other girls had gathered out in the hall. They were whispering
amongst themselves.

That
was how Scott found them. He too could hear Brianna’s father going
at her. The obvious sound of the belt was louder than her crying.

“See,
I told you it wasn’t Scott. It’s her father. I saw them going in.
He sure is mad.” Hannah informed Karen who just refused to believe
her.

“But
it doesn’t make sense. I believe you now, but we were all sent here
because our parents couldn’t. Her father doesn’t seem to have a
problem with it.”

“Yes
well, this is none of our business. Everyone to their rooms.” Scott
tried to move them on.

“It
just makes him nervous when he isn’t the one doing the hitting.”

The
girls all giggled at Rachel’s joke.

“Who
said that?” Scott wasn’t about to start accepting disrespect.

All
eyes darted to Rachel.

“Rachel,
I will be right into your room. Anyone else?” The girls all
disappeared in their rooms. He went back to his room to get his
hairbrush.

He
could still hear Brianna’s father going at her. Scott had to wonder
what had made him so mad. He was probably the stand by your mistakes
kind, or he had just found out about something she had done in the
past.

He
went into Rachel’s room and pulled out the chair. “Come here,
Rachel.”

Rachel
went to him and opened her jeans and took them and her panties down.

Scott
helped her over his lap and quickly had her in tears. He scolded her
about minding her own business and about having respect in all
situations.

She
apologized and promised that it would never happen again. “I’m
sorry, Scott, I didn’t think. It was just the idea of anyone
spanking Brianna. It made me nervous.”

“It’s
her own father. It’s his right to take his daughter in hand as he
sees fit, and I will repeat that it isn’t any of your business.”

“But
what if she gets sick?” Rachel protested.

Scott
rubbed his temples again. “All I hear is you asking for another
round.” Why was everyone so worried about Brianna’s health?
Working outdoors was the best thing for her. That girl needed a
little coloring on her cheeks. Oh well, he thought, her other cheeks
will be getting some coloring too.

“I’m
sorry, Scott.”

He
nodded and went back out into the hall. Brianna’s father was still
going at her. He was going overboard.

Scott
should put a stop to this.

Jennifer
peeked out of her room and looked at Scott. “Scott, I’m scared.”

“I’ll
take care of it.” He went to his room and put his brush away. When
he returned, he saw her father leaving, carrying away crates with
empty water bottles.

All
the girls were storming into the bathroom. He guessed that was where
Brianna was. She was probably sick after that beating. He heard the
shower running. He’d let the girls take care of her. If she needed
real medical care, then they would call him. He went back to his room
and waited. No one came so he decided to check on her again. That was
really some beating that she’d had to take. He heard the girls.
They were still in the bathroom. He leaned against the wall and
listened.

“Brianna,
sit still, or we will have to cut your hair.”

“I
am trying,” she answered sweetly. Scott chuckled a little under his
breath.

“I’ll
bet you wished you would have just let Scott spank you, and it could
be over with.”

“No,
that’s okay. I would rather my father do it.”

“Are
you crazy. Scott isn’t as bad.”

“Still.
I would rather he didn’t” she answered shyly.

“Why?”



“I
have never been with – I mean I’m still a – No one has seen me
that way except my parents and doctors.” She stumbled over her
words.

“You’re
still a virgin. Is that what you are saying?” That voice sounded
like Gretchen, Scott thought.

“Of
course, I am. I just kind of figured my husband would be the first to
see me that way. That is if I can find someone who will have me.”

“Brianna,
you don’t have to worry about that. Once you transfer to a coed
school, they will be standing in line just to get a date with you.”
That was Karen’s voice. “That really won’t matter to the man
who will love you.”

Scott
moved away. He figured their talk was private.





Chapter 6 – Take Responsibility For
Yourself






Scott
made his presence known on the floor by walking up and down the
hallway. All the girls seemed to be in Brianna’s room. They were
giggling mostly. At six on the dot, Mr. Banks knocked on Scott’s
door.

Scott
was surprised to see that he was still here.

“I
have written permission from the Dean to take my daughter out to
dinner.”

Scott
stood up and read the paper, surprised that this man could chew the
Dean out and then get permission to take his daughter to dinner. He
was surprised that he would want to because he still looked mad.
“Yes, sir. Everything is okay. Have a nice time this evening.”

“I’m
warning you, if my daughter ever has to lift anything heavier than a
schoolbook, you will have me to deal with.”

Scott
nodded at him. Normally, only his own father talked to him that way.
“Yes, sir,” he answered promptly. His accent just sounded so much
like his own father’s.

Mr.
Banks left and went back to Brianna’s room. Scott peeked out at
them. He wanted a chance to see how Brianna was doing, but if he was
going to take her to dinner, then it couldn’t be that bad. He saw
her father carry out more crates. The girls seemed to spill out of
her room as her father went in and came out again.

Scott
eyed them all as they went to their own rooms. He wondered if anyone
had gone to supper this evening. He moved towards Brianna’s door.
They still had a matter to discuss.

Brianna
stepped out of her room, and their eyes met.

“I
realize that we have to have a little talk, but can it please wait
until after he is gone?” Brianna asked, begging with her eyes.

Scott
couldn’t believe his eyes. He had expected her to be a wreck, and
she was standing in front of him with the regal air of a queen. Her
hair had been swooped up on top of her head, and she was wearing an
olive green dress that looked fantastic with her green eyes.

He
had never seen so much of her before. Her shoulders were hardly
covered at all. Just the spaghetti straps from her dress were there.
Her arms were completely bare, and the skirt was shorter than
anything he had ever seen her wear before.

He
gathered his wits. “Come to my room after your visitor is gone.”

“Yes,
sir.”

“Brianna,
are you ready?” Mr. Banks entered the floor with two more crates of
water. He brought them into her room, and then he left with her.






Charles
Banks smiled cruelly as he held the chair out for his daughter.

She
sat down without cringing. He sat across from her. People were
staring at them. He figured that they thought that she was his date.
She sure did look older all dressed up like that. If only she acted
that way, he mused.

“Brianna,
your mother and I try not to worry about you, but then I come to see
you and see you doing something that could so easily cost you your
life. I don’t understand. Why did you do it? And please don’t
answer that you were afraid of a spanking. I raised you to take what
you have coming.”

“Yes,
sir. I know that, and that wasn’t the problem. I just didn’t want
him to see me half naked, and for a punishment, I didn’t feel I
deserved. It was avoidable. I gave it a try. I had to at least try,
and it worked until you showed up – Sir.” She added the ‘sir’
knowing that if her father didn’t like her answers, she could
easily end up over his knees again.

Charles
was nodding. He knew that she had never had anything to do with boys
or men. He understood her dilemma. It had been hard for her at the
hospital too. Her doctors had mostly been male. Brianna was shy as
she should be at her age.

“Brianna,
it wouldn’t have been worth losing you. I understand that you are
shy around the young man but if anything had happened, –”

He
had tears in his eyes. “Brianna, the doctors said that you can lead
a normal life if, and this is an important if, if you follow their
guidelines. You clearly didn’t and at a time when you were already
feeling weak. You know better than anyone else that emotional stress
has a very big effect on your physical well-being. Remember when
Grandma died. We almost lost you too.” He dabbed his eyes with his
napkin.

“We
need to know that even if you aren’t under our watch, that you are
properly taking care of yourself. If we don’t, we will yank you out
and lock you up at home. Believe me, I will do it before I let you
carelessly throw your life away.” He was mad at the end again and
speaking loudly.

She
sat perfectly straight on her chair, but her head was hung in shame.
“I’m sorry, Daddy. I was just feeling really well at the time,
and I swear that I wasn’t at all dizzy today.”

“You
mean because it is so unheard of for you to be feeling good or even
great, and then just pass out from one second to the next.” He
brought his fist down on the table.

Brianna
didn’t dare look around, but she was certain that the entire
restaurant was staring at them. The waiter hadn’t even brought
forth their menus yet. He was avoiding her father too.

“Do
you have any idea how much your mother has been worrying about you?”
Charles asked his daughter.

“I
can imagine, sir.”

“No,
you don’t have to just imagine it. I’ll tell you. She worries
about you constantly. She wanted to drive here and bring you home
herself. But I, fool that I am, said that our little Brianna has a
head on her shoulders. She will know how to take care of herself.”
He shook his head disappointed.

“Let’s
go back to Tuesday, shall we?” He continued without waiting for an
answer. “We get a call from school hearing that your heart rate is
dangerously low. What happened after that?” He leaned back in his
chair and stared at her.

“I
umm – went to supper and then back to my room. I did my homework
and corrected my paper because the teacher wanted it the next day.
Then I went to bed.” She left out her fight with Scott.

“And
at what time did you go to bed?” He asked calmly, but she could see
the lava under the surface waiting to erupt.

“It
was around midnight.”

“Oh
really, and then you woke up at eight?” He was still pretending not
to be mad.

“Umm,
not quite. It was a little after six.”

He
nodded. “That’s what I thought. So then you went to breakfast and
class?”

“Not
exactly, Sir. The nurse wanted to check my heart again. I went to the
nurse’s office. She checked on my heart, and it was just fine. Then
I went to class.”

“Breakfast?”
He laid his fingers on his forehead. She was giving him a headache.

“I
didn’t manage it time wise, but I went straight to lunch after
classes.”

He
smiled and nodded at her in a sarcastic way. “What exactly did the
nurse say?”

She
was hoping that he wouldn’t ask that. She looked down to the floor.

“Bingo!”

He
made her jump.

“Sorry,
sweetheart, but out with it.”

“She
said that my heart was fine, but that I looked a little pale. She
said I could decide for myself whether or not I wanted to go.”

Charles
said nothing. He called the waiter over.

Brianna
took the menu from a waiter who gave her a look of pity.

They
ordered, and her father told her this and that, mostly news from
home. She almost could have relaxed, but she knew better.

After
the meal, her father paid and escorted her out to the car. He opened
her door, and she thanked him as she got in. He carefully closed the
door.

She
watched him walk around the car. He was as mad now as when she cut
her own hair as a seven year old. He had said back then that she was
getting the licking of her lifetime. It took eleven years, but she
had finally topped that.

He
jumped in and started the car. He drove her directly to school. Oh
no, he was going to spank her in her room again, she thought. He
parked in front of her building. The patch that she had been working
on was right in front of her nose.

“Brianna,
before you go in, I want to have a word with you.” He sighed, “You
feel that you didn’t deserve that spanking, and that the others had
made things difficult for you. But it was you who decided to stay up
until midnight and to go without breakfast; then again you chose to
go to class when you weren’t up to snuff. That is the main reason
you got a ‘C’ because of your own bad choices. Believe me you
deserved that spanking. If I ever find out that you tried to get out
of a punishment again, I will visit you. You know exactly what I
mean.”

“Yes,
sir, I’m sorry, sir.” She sobbed next to him in the car. When he
put it that way, she sure did feel guilty of something.

He
reached over to his daughter, hugged her and told her how loved she
was. He begged her to take better care of herself. She promised that
she would and apologized again.

She
got out of the car after a while. Her father had tears in his eyes.
He would be flying back home because she wasn’t coming with. She
stood on the curb and waved as he pulled away.

Brianna
went into her building. It was half past eight. She went to the
bathroom and washed her face. Stephanie was also in there. “So how
did it go?”

“He
made me feel terribly guilty about everything. He laid it out so that
it was very clear that I was in the wrong and immature.” She wiped
her tears away and looked at herself in the mirror. “It doesn’t
matter. I have to tell Scott that I’m back. I wasn’t finished
with my punishment when my dad showed up. The Dean made it clear that
if I stopped for whatever reason, that I get the original spanking.
Oh well, my backside is already so red at least Scott will know where
to hit.”

“If
he makes you finish the garden work, I’ll help you.”

Brianna
turned to Stephanie, who was her total opposite. Stephanie was the
outdoorsy type. Her hair was cut short like a boy’s. She would
rather be outside playing sports than inside studying. “Thank you,
but I don’t want you to get in trouble for interfering.” Brianna
smiled at her and then went to Scott’s room.

She
was still standing in front of Scott’s door when Stephanie came out
of the bathroom. She gave her the thumbs up sign and disappeared into
her room.

Brianna
got up enough nerve and knocked on his door.

“Come
in.”

She
opened the door and stood in the doorframe. “Sir, I’m back from
dinner.”

His
head jerked up to look at her again. Brianna was still wearing that
amazing dress. She even had diamond earrings on and a diamond
necklace. She also looked like she had been crying. Had her father
had another go at her?

“Come
in and close the door.” His room had a couple of chairs. He
motioned for her to sit in one. She did so very beautifully. She
arranged her skirt so it wouldn’t ride up, and she pressed her
knees together and crossed her ankles, just like a Miss America
contestant would.

Brianna
was somehow elegant.

“Brianna,
you still owe me half an hour.”

She
sighed relieved. “Yes, sir, I do. How did you want to –
continue?”

“How
do you feel about working on Sunday?”

“I
can live with that,” she told him, eagerly.

“The
problem is that your father threatened me. He will do God only knows
what to me if you lift anything heavier than a textbook.”

Brianna
tried to hide a smile. “Well, my book bag is rather heavy so I
think we could go by that weight. None of the plants weigh more than
that.”

“He
also seemed to be very bothered by the heat.”

She
nodded and bit on her lip a little. “Church is from nine to ten. It
got out a little early last week. Tomorrow right after church?”

He
was surprised that she had gone to church last week. He hadn’t
noticed that she was gone. “Good, I’ll be there.”

“I
can’t finish it in half an hour. I, of course, will finish it, but
I need at least an hour.”

“Well,
coincidentally, every other girl on this floor has discovered her
hidden interest in gardening. They all signed up on the list. You
will probably get help after the first half hour.” He handed her
the list.

She
looked at all the names on the list. There had been eight lines on
the page, but the others had just added their names underneath and
then on the back when they had run out of room. “That was really
nice of them.”

He
watched her fingertips stroke over the paper.

“Would
it be okay if I could keep this?” He saw that she had tears in her
eyes. She was moved by what the others had done. Daddy’s little
princess had a way of wrapping everyone around her little finger.

“Sure,
keep it. Brianna, I want you to take your punishment seriously. I’m
sorry that your father is a bit oversensitive, but that has nothing
to do with this punishment.”

“Yes,
sir, I realize that.” She raised her eyes back to him.

He
was starting to get mad at her again. “I would be within my rights
to spank you right now, but you probably aren’t up to that right
now anyway.” He was going for blood, and he knew it.

“Yes,
I realize that too, sir. I do appreciate this second chance. Thank
you, sir.” She stood up to leave.

“Sit
down. I didn’t say you could leave yet,” he barked at her.

She
sat down again. “Yes, sir?”

“I
am warning you. You have had liberties at this college that no one
has ever had before, but it ends here. There will be no more special
treatments. Even your father won’t be able to save you. You will be
spanked the next time you screw up no matter what.”

“Yes,
sir, I understand. And my father has nothing against the traditional
punishment forms. He wouldn’t give you any problems.”

“Fine
you can leave now, but I am warning you. No fussing, you promised.”

“My
word is good. I won’t fuss, but I don’t plan on ever getting into
trouble again.” She gave him a hopeful smile at the end of her
sentence.

“That
is always the best way to go. Good night, Brianna.”

“Good
night, sir.” He watched her leave. He hoped that she would goof up
soon so he could get her first spanking out of the way. There was
something about taking a girl over his knees that gave him the
feeling that he had to protect his little girls. He was starting to
see Brianna as a woman. Which was odd, because she was so tiny.






There
was a lot of noise early the next morning. All the girls got up at
the same time. Scott peeked out to see what was going on. They were
jabbering and getting dressed up.

Fine,
he thought. He shaved and took a quick shower. He went out to see
what they were up to now, hoping that they weren’t doing Brianna’s
work for her.

Scott
stepped out and noticed that the girls were gathering in the lounge.
“Good morning, Ladies. Do you all have plans this morning?”

“We’re
going to church,” Hannah answered him.

“Who’s
all going?” He smelt a rat.

“Everyone
but Jennifer. She is going to go for a walk on campus while we are at
church.” Hannah smiled at Scott. They were irritating him, she
thought. This was actually fun. He couldn’t say anything about them
going to church.

Scott
nodded and left, but he was back in a flash. He had changed into
church clothes himself. “I’m sure you don’t mind if I come
along?”

“Of
course not.” Hannah was having trouble not laughing. She had to
turn away from him. Once everyone was ready, they all left for
breakfast. The girls all talked softly as they walked across campus.
Whatever they were up to, this was something he hadn’t seen before.
This was a new challenge. He had locked his room and checked it twice
before he left. If only he knew what they were up to, he could better
prepare himself. He would keep his eyes open.

As
they approached the little campus church, Brianna stepped forward.
“Good morning, Pastor Summers.” She shook his hand. “I brought
a couple of friends with this week.”

Scott
watched all the girls shake the Pastor’s hand and say good morning.

Jennifer
saw what was happening. “I’m outta here.” She turned and went
towards the school pond.

Scott
saw her sit down on a bench. She looked like she was waiting for
them.

He
went in last, after his herd. His floor seemed to fill the church. He
sat in the last row so he could watch over them. They seemed to be
sitting around Brianna, like they were protecting her.

The
Dean sat down next to him. “Good morning, Scott.”

Scott
sat up a little straighter. “Good morning, sir.”

“I
see Brianna isn’t alone this week. I think that it is great that
she is making friends.”

The
service started. Scott had never heard the Dean worry about the girls
having friends.

Did
he have a soft spot for her because they had met at church last week?

He
knew that the Dean went every week. He also knew that the Dean
usually was alone every week. Scott went to church every week back
home, but here he had to watch the girls.

Everyone
stood. They sang the opening song. One of the girls could sing
especially well. He went through the service, asking himself what
they were up to.

After
church, all the other girls went to Jennifer who was still sitting on
the bench. They all went for a walk together. Brianna came over to
him. He was still talking to the Dean.

“Good
morning, Brianna.” The Dean had a twinkle in his eye.

Scott
wanted to roll his eyes.

“Good
morning, sir.” Brianna gave him a nice smile.

“I
trust your father made it home safely.”

The
blood drained out of her face. She had forgotten that her father had
wanted to visit him too. “I’m really sorry for whatever my father
may have said or– done? He tends to overreact a bit.”

“Yes,
I know. Have you two worked out how you plan to continue with the
punishment?”

“She
is going to finish up right now.”

“Good
then everything is settled. Have a nice day.” The Dean whistled as
he went away.

Scott
walked with Brianna back to the dorms. She was quiet now. “Did he
tell you want my father said?”

“Nope,
but you didn’t get kicked out of school. That’s always a good
sign.”

She
was nervous. He liked that. They arrived at the garden. Brianna
started picking up the plants and placing them where she wanted them
to go.

“Aren’t
you going to go change?” he asked her.

“My
things are in the wash.”

“What
does that mean?” By the way she said that, he figured that
something good was going to come now.

“My
father took my wash with him when he left.”

“You
only have one pair of jeans?” Her parents really were strict.

“No,
he just took everything with that could be used for garden work.”

Scott
laughed then. That man thought of everything. “Umm Brianna, there
is a plan where the plants go. Look here.”

“Yes,
I saw it, but it isn’t quite right.”

“Brianna.”
His patience was wearing thin. “A real gardener planned this little
patch. I figure that they know better what they are doing than you
do.”

Brianna
straightened up. She pulled a couple of the tags of the plants.
“Whoever planned this patch didn’t realize that it couldn’t be
seen from the back. They didn’t know that it was directly besides
the building. These plants can’t be seen in the back. Higher plants
are in front of them.” He looked at the plans and saw she was
right.

“Good,
fix it then.”

She
finished placing all the plants. She picked up the shovel and started
digging. The other girls showed up and a few of them had already
gotten shovels. They had all changed. They all stood there, watching
Brianna planting the tree in the middle of the patch. The girls were
looking at their watches.

“Two
more minutes,” one of them called out.

Brianna
was very carefully planting the tree in her church clothes. She
watered it before she threw dirt on top. He knew that was the right
way to do it from his grandfather. They had planted a tree together
when each of his younger sisters were born.

“Time.”
The girls all moved forward. Stephanie grabbed the shovel out of
Brianna’s hand.

“The
plants are right where they need to be planted. What you do is remove
the plant from the pot. If it won’t come out, dunk it in the pail
of water. Turn it upside down and squeeze.” Brianna demonstrated.

The
others listened to her. They were finished quickly. Brianna evened
out the dirt. The girls looked at their work. They were all pleased.
Scott was surprised to see that Jennifer and Brianna got along so
well, the church-goer and the cult girl.

Was
Brianna hypnotizing them?

“We
have to water everything again this evening.”

Scott
was waiting for the girls to call Brianna bossy, but they didn’t.
How was she doing that?

The
girls all went to lunch together. He watched the other floors. They
weren’t as close as the girls on his floor.





Chapter 7 –
Messing Up 







Things
settled down after that. All the girls were working hard. His year
was turning out better than Scott had hoped. His job was getting
easier.

He
hadn’t had to spank anyone in six weeks. The record had been around
three. The girls had, for the most part, stopped going to church.
Except Brianna she went without fail.

Today
was Friday. He went to pick up the grade reports from the teachers.
He saw Brianna going over to the music rooms like she did each and
every day. You could set a watch by her, he thought to himself.

He
looked at his watch. Today she was late. The lady there had said
something about her coming later on Tuesdays and Fridays. What did
she do during that time? He remembered that she had left lunch at the
same time as the other girls did.

He
could ask her this evening when he gave her the weekly evaluation.

Scott
looked through his reports. They were a quick read. All the girls
were doing great. The Dean had even singled him out to praise him. He
shuffled his reports together and started his rounds. He left his
hairbrush in the drawer again this week.

First,
he visited all the second years, and then he moved on to the first
years. It was Brianna’s turn. He knocked on her door. No answer,
perhaps she was in the bathroom. He went on to the next girl.

When
he was finished with Maureen, he tried Brianna’s door again. Still,
he received no answer.

He
jumped to the next girl again, and then he only had Brianna left.
Scott knocked on her door again, but there was still no answer.

He
asked Paris who was out in the hall to check in the bathroom if she
was in there.

Paris
came back out and shook her head no. Paris admitted that Brianna
hadn’t been at supper either.

Scott
nodded and took off. He went to the last place he had seen her. Sure
enough the lights were on in the building. He went into the building
and found the pianos.

He
could see Brianna sitting at one. She was writing and playing and
then she wrote something again. She lined up her music and started
again. He opened the door as quietly as he could. He wanted to scare
her. She was singing and playing. She was really good.

Scott
just stood in the door, listening to her. Her fingers flew over the
keys. The lady had told him that she was a gifted pianist. Scott
could see that for himself.

He
would have liked to listen to her some more, but his job was quite
clear. He cleared his throat, and she jumped. She turned and looked
at him and then at the clock above the piano.

He
looked at the clock too. It was seven thirty. She was more than just
a little late. It was clear what this meant.

Brianna
swallowed hard and nodded. She packed up her stuff and stood to go
with him silently.

He
kept his eyes on her. Did he think that she would run, she thought?

Scott
watched her biting her lips as they walked. Would this go easy or
hard? He hoped that it just got over with fast and without involving
the Dean, or whatever else was running through her head.

She
had to go to the bathroom. Was she allowed to ask if she could? She
wasn’t sure, but an accident would be extremely embarrassing.

She
wished she could just call her father to do it. Brianna knew that she
would move her hand back. That would mean a spanking the next day,
where she would do it again, then another spanking. This would end up
as a vicious circle with her getting a lot of spankings.

He
opened the door to the dorm for her. “Thank you,” she whispered.

He
nodded at her. She was probably close to tears. Well, he wouldn’t
be as rough on her as her father had been. That is if she didn’t
play games.

He
opened the door to their floor. She thanked him again. Her shoulders
were slumped as she unlocked her door.

“I’ll
be back in five minutes.” He went in the direction of his room. She
got rid of her bag and hurried across the hall to go to the bathroom.
At least, one of her worries was gone.

She
was sitting on her bed when the knock finally came ten minutes later.
“Come in,” she called out.

He
came in and locked her door. She focused on the hairbrush in his
hand. That would be new for her. Her father either used his hand or
his belt. Scott had a whole list of things he could use. He was more
creative than her father was, she supposed.

Scott
grabbed the chair from her desk and sat down.

He
thought about how he heard the other girls whispering that she was
back. They all seemed relieved. He had even heard a ‘hopefully he
doesn’t hurt her too bad.’ She seemed to be the little sister to
the whole floor.

He
knew he felt that way about her too. She reminded him a lot of his
youngest sister, Catherine. Cathy, as they called her, was shy and
very polite too. She could sing, not as well as Brianna, but
apparently, Brianna practiced every day.

“First,
I would like to talk to you about your grades for this week. You are
doing very well in all of your classes. I was especially glad to see
that you got an ‘A+’ on your Math test. There were none of your
typical little mistakes this time. I would like you to keep up with
that.” He looked her in her eyes.

She
dropped hers and nodded.

“Do
you have any questions?” he asked her. Now would be the time for
her to say something hair brained. He waited for it. It didn’t
come.

“No,
sir.” She was sitting with her hands folded on her lap. This man
does this kind of thing professionally, she thought. This is no big
deal to him, and it shouldn’t be to her either. She was giving
herself a pep talk.

“Okay,
then we can move on to your punishment. Come to my right side.” He
too was giving himself a pep talk. Scott told himself that Brianna
was a lot like Cathy, but when Cathy had needed it, he had taken her
over his knees too. He had done it for her own good. This was also
for Brianna’s own good. The whole floor had worried about her.

“May
I say something quick?”

No,
don’t do it Brianna. Don’t do anything to make this any worse, he
thought. “Go ahead,” he said.

“I
umm – I can never – I mean – I always –”

“Either
spit it out or come to my right side now,” he scolded her.

“I
always reach back, always.” There it was out now. She had made her
confession.

“Well,
you better not tonight, or this will be repeated until you can do
it.”

“I
realize that, but like I said, always. It’s been eighteen years,
and I probably won’t ever be able to do it, and you look so
disappointed when someone does and –”

“I
look so disappointed?” An eyebrow went up.

“With
Paris, in the lounge. Well, what I am trying to say is that my father
always holds my hand to my back.”

“That’s
very nice of him, but we do things differently here.” He wondered
if this was just a game to delay things.

“It’s
just that I’m right-handed. I’ll need my hand to do my homework.”
She blushed at him.

“Then
I suggest you grab onto the chair and practice a little self control.
Plus I have never hit a students’ hand before, and I don’t
appreciate being accused of it before we have even started.”

“No,
sir, I wasn’t trying to accuse you of anything or make you mad.
Certainly not. The trick with holding on to the chair, we tried that
already too. It didn’t work. My father just gave up after a while.
I guess I just don’t have any self-control in that direction.”

He
was trying hard not to laugh now. This was the oddest conversation he
had ever had before a spanking. “Brianna, now.” He had to get her
over his knees before she saw him laughing.

She
stood and went to his right side. She was wearing a long flowing
skirt as she usually did. Scott decided to let her get away with one
little thing. He was required to make her lower her panties and raise
her skirt. He would only make her raise it in the back.

“Lower
your panties.” She did right away. She had promised that she
wouldn’t fuss, and it wasn’t his fault that she hadn’t thought
to look up at the clock directly over her head. Brianna glanced at
the clock on her desk. It was a quarter to eight now. This was
costing him a lot of time.

He
was pleased that this seemed to be moving along now. “Raise up your
skirt in the back and lay over my knees.”

She
started shaking, but she did as she was told. His arm shot up to help
her into position. She let go of the skirt, and her hands reached out
in front of her.

Brianna
felt blood rushing to her chest and then moving on to her head and
down her arms to her fingertips. She got that tingling sensations
that heart patients know so well. Her fingertips felt warm and then
the warmth turned into painful heat and after that came the thousand
needle pricks. She figured that was one of the reasons why she just
couldn’t keep her hand down. She already longed to move it back.

“Good
girl. We can begin now.” He held her tightly in place. She was a
lot lighter than the other girls. Maybe she should eat more candy? He
would watch her plate in the next couple of weeks to see how much she
was eating. That was part of his job too, recognizing eating
disorders. That would fit the bill in her case. She was a little too
thin.

“My
father says my hand can move faster than lightning.” She decided to
try for a last-ditch attempt.

Scott
swallowed hard and looked to the ceiling. He slowly breathed out. He
had managed not to laugh outright. “I’ll watch for that then. I
would like to remind you that you promised that you wouldn’t fuss.
If you disturb this spanking one more time, I will use the strap on
you too. Do you understand?”

“Yes,
sir.” She was so disappointed in herself already.

She
relaxed. Normally, the girls tensed up making it worse on themselves.
She really did have a lot of experience in this department. Her
upbringing had probably been stricter than his own father. Why was
she here?

Scott
concentrated on what needed to be done. There was no backing out now.
He brought the brush down on her backside and saw her elbow shoot up,
but her hand stayed down. He continued on as he always would. Scott
concentrated on the routine of it.

He
had given her twenty smacks when her hand was suddenly on her
backside. He hardly could stop, but he managed it with great
difficultly. She was right he hadn’t seen it coming.

He
sighed. “Remove your hand, Miss Banks.”

“I’m
sorry. I am trying.” She slowly moved her hand away. The painful
tingling was worse than before. The blood rushing to her fingertips
was excruciating. She sobbed as the feeling of the needle pricks came
back.

Scott
continued thrashing her bottom. He was getting ticked that she was
back to playing games with him.

He
got in twenty more before her hand appeared out of nowhere again. She
didn’t cover her bottom. Her hand was on her lower back.

“Miss
Banks, this game that you are playing with me is getting on my
nerves. Remove your hand this instant.” His voice was so cold.

“I’m
so sorry that I am disappointing you, but I honestly can’t help
it.” She removed her hand and gave it a good shake before she set
it back on the floor.

She
was sobbing now. He could feel her body moving in little jerks. She
had sounded so sincere when she apologized.

He
spanked her harder. He wanted to get this over with now. Scott
brought the brush down, and he got her hand. She pulled it to her
chest. She whimpered as if she was trying not to cry. “Brianna,
give me your hand.”

She
brought it back up behind her back. Scott took it and held it to her
lower back before he continued. First stopping when she lay limp over
his knees. He was tired too. It had taken a lot to get her that far.

“You
can get up now. Straighten yourself up.” He helped her to standing.
She obeyed him to the letter. She stayed by his side waiting to be
dismissed.

“I’ll
see you tomorrow evening.” He said as coldly as he could. He was
testing her again.

She
nodded but didn’t meet his eye.

He
rose up from the chair. “Good evening, Brianna.”

“I
really am sorry, sir.” She still couldn’t meet his eye.

He
nodded and left. He went back to his room, closed his door and sat
down on his bed, needing a moment to collect himself.

Why
had that been so difficult? Tomorrow he had to do it again.






Brianna
studied all day. She even decided to give herself an extra
punishment. She wouldn’t let herself go to the music room until she
could leave her hand down.

The
other girls had all come by to check on her.

She
told them that she was fine.

They
asked about how she felt about him seeing her. She had tried to avoid
it, she had answered them, but it had been her own fault.

Hannah
suggested they all get matching T-shirts the said: Scott spanked me.
Everyone laughed at that. Brianna laughed so hard that she had to
reach into her drawer and get out a tablet.

The
others all quieted down as she did that. She had a whole drawer
filled with different pills. She had a pill dispenser like an old
grandmother would that had the days of the weeks on it.

The
others all felt sorry for her again. She didn’t admit that she was
due another visit this evening.





Chapter 8 – You Will Be Judged by the
Company You Keep






They
all went to lunch and supper together. Brianna practiced German with
Jennifer. Jennifer seemed too interested in German. Brianna asked her
why. Jennifer confessed that her boyfriend was a Neo-Nazi. Brianna
was so shocked that she and Jennifer had their first fight.

Brianna
had gotten teased as a little girl. The others had called her a Nazi.
She had asked her mother what it meant. That anyone would want to be
like that on purpose was something that she couldn’t understand.
Brianna explained and Jennifer got mad and huffy with her. Brianna
begged her to stay away from such people who only had hate in their
hearts. Jennifer had left, slamming Brianna’s door.

Scott
had heard the noise. He stood in the hall and demanded to know whom
it was.

No
one came forward.

He
called a hall meeting. Scott checked off who was there and who
wasn’t. “Okay, I want to know what happened. Start talking now,
and the punishment could be done in the privacy of your own room.”

That
Scott was mad was clear. He looked over the girls trying to figure
out who it was.

Most
of the girls looked a little confused. Brianna had been crying again.
Nothing new there, he thought. Jennifer just looked mad. Scott made
them sit in silence while he waited for a confession. None was
offered.

“Brianna,
did you slam the door?” He figured that she looked the guiltiest.

“No,
sir, I didn’t.” Her answer came fast, and she looked him in the
eye. It rang true.

He
went around the circle and asked every girl. They all copied
Brianna’s answer.

“Well,
that obviously means that one of you are lying. Perhaps, if I spank
all of you, the real perpetrator will come forward. Brianna, I’ll
start with you. Come here.” He was counting on the protecting
instinct that the others had for her to kick in, and then the truth
would come out.

All
the girls protested but one. They were begging him to reconsider.

Brianna
slowly got up and went to his right side. She looked heartbroken, but
she didn’t say anything.

“The
only thing that could help Brianna now is either a confession or
someone tells me who it was.” He waited again. The girls were
nervously looking at each other. Brianna was crying so much that the
tears were dripping from her eyes, but she didn’t make a noise.

The
moment of waiting stretched on and on. There was a very uncomfortable
feeling in the room.

“Does
the offer still stand that if someone confesses that the spanking
could be done in private?” Brianna asked.

“Yes,
it does. But only if the confession comes in the next minute.”
Scott looked at all the girls.

“I
did it.” Brianna’s voice came out clearer than what she would
have hoped it would.

The
girls all looked shocked. Not because she had slammed the door, but
because she had lied and not owned up to it in the beginning.

Scott
stood up and grabbed her by her ear. He practically threw her in her
room. “Karen, watch her door. I need to get something from my
room.”

Brianna
washed her face in the seconds that he was gone. Jennifer would have
let him hit her even though she knew she was innocent. She had
thought that Jennifer was her friend.

Brianna
was so sad that nothing that Scott could do to her could hurt more.

Scott
came back in with a wooden paddle and his hairbrush. He closed and
locked the door. He looked at her for a moment, waiting to see if she
would say something. She didn’t. That made him even madder. He
pulled the chair out from her desk. “Remove your skirt and
panties.”

Brianna
flushed red. She didn’t realize that the paddle had other rules,
but she obeyed him. She moved her hands to cover her front after she
finished undressing.

“Hands
at the sides,” he barked at her.

She
obeyed and the tears automatically increased.

“Come
here,” he motioned her over behind the chair.

She
went to him without a fuss.

He
stood her where he wanted her. “Place your hands on the back of the
chair without moving your feet.”

She
did. That position made her bottom stick out. Normally, she would
have been ashamed, but she still hoped the Jennifer would step
forward. She was waiting for a knock.

Brianna
was even looking at the door, staring at it, willing it to be knocked
on.

“Leave
your hands on the chair, or so help you God,” he warned her. He
lifted the paddle and brought it down hard on her backside.

Her
knees buckled as the blow landed, but she managed to stay on her
feet. The next one came just as she came back to standing up proper.
This one knocked the air out of her. She decided to just let herself
cry. Jennifer wasn’t coming.

Scott
gave her a couple more blows.

“That
was your first five. You will be getting more.” He was still so mad
that she had lied to him. “I can’t believe you wasted everyone’s
time like that. You looked me into the eyes and lied to me. I will
never be able to believe you again. Neither will the others. What you
did was just cruel. I truly hope that you will learn something out of
this.” He raised the paddle and brought it down in a high arch that
made the paddle land low on her bottom just where her thighs began.

Her
right knee gave in, but her left leg remained steady. He let the next
land on the same spot.

She
screamed out then.

He
didn’t even think of stopping. He gave her three more, and then he
decided that ten was just too little for what she had pulled. Scott
gave her five more. He put his power into them.

When
he had finished, Brianna realized that she had laid her head on her
hands. She was sobbing so bitterly. That had been so terrible. The
disappointment that Jennifer had let her go through that, when she
didn’t deserve it, broke her heart.

Brianna
was slowly calming down. She was sniffling so much that it hurt her
chest. She would take a pill for that once he left. Brianna didn’t
want to give him the satisfaction of seeing that. But wait, she
thought, he wasn’t her enemy.

“Straighten
up, Brianna.” He fought his need to praise her for not letting go
of the chair.

She
slowly did. She kept her head hung as she sobbed.

He
picked up the hairbrush and sat down on the chair. “Come here,
Brianna, so we can continue.”

She
swallowed hard and sniffled again, but she moved to his side.

He
looked up at her face. She was still shaking, and her face was stuck
in a sad frown. He could almost feel sorry for her. “Over my
knees.”

She
leaned down over them, and he helped her so she wouldn’t fall. She
leaned forward letting her hands fall to the floor.

“I
think five minutes ought to teach you about integrity.” He started
right in spanking hard again. She had been a little beast, and she
should feel the pain of that.

After
a minute, her elbow came up, and her hand moved along her back just
under her shoulder blades. She grabbed onto her sweater and held on
to it tightly.

“Miss
Banks, please remove your hand.”

“Please
sir, I’ll leave it where it is, I promise. It just hurts so much to
have it down.”

Okay,
she had thrown him a line. He would bite. “What do you mean it
hurts?”

“It
falls asleep, painfully.”

“And
your other hand doesn’t?”

“I
– umm – I have it up. It is holding on to the chair behind you.”

He
held her tightly around her waist so she wouldn’t fall. He turned
and looked. Sure enough there was her other hand.

“I
can’t believe I’m doing this and after the terrible way you
behaved. Give me your hand Brianna.”

Her
hand slipped into his and relaxed. Usually, he had to fight to keep
hold of the girls’ hand, the ones that were wild in their pain.

“But
your hands stayed put for the paddling?”

“Elevation,”
she answered while sniffling.

Scott
continued with her spanking he still had four minutes to go. He
watched her clock, and he dished it out to her. He thought about all
the other girls helping her in the garden. She was a taker, he
figured, someone who always thought about herself first.

He
felt what she had done was so bad that he would write to her father
about it. The other fathers wouldn’t care, but he’d bet hers
would.

She
started kicking a little. He smacked her on her thighs with the
hairbrush. “If you can’t keep your hands down, then you will keep
your legs down.” He used her thighs as a target for a minute.

When
he was finished, she laid limp and sniffling over his lap. She still
had three minutes to go, and he wanted to make sure that this
punishment would be a memorable one. He could feel the heat coming
off her backside. He was surprised that she wasn’t apologizing and
begging for forgiveness.

Brianna
couldn’t believe how much this hurt. It was so bad. Scott could be
just as bad or even worse than her father.

Her
head was spinning, and she couldn’t talk, she could only cry. She
wanted to quit school and go home. This just hadn’t worked out. She
just didn’t have enough knowledge about people to know who was nice
and who wasn’t. She was probably too old to learn that anymore.

Scott
was lifting her up and setting her on her feet. She stood next to the
chair close to him. She was still crying when she started in with her
confession. “I lied, it wasn’t me.” The whole story poured out
of her. She told him everything that was weighing on her soul in
whispers. What her mother had said, what Jennifer had said, how she
felt that she would never know how people truly were. She had been
nice to Jennifer. They had even formed a little band, but Brianna
meant nothing to her.

Scott
pulled her back to his lap and took her in his arms and held her
until she had cried herself out. Scott even had tears in his own
eyes.

Once
she had settled down, he asked her why she didn’t tell him the
truth beforehand.

“But
I deserved it for lying. I lied when I said I did it.” Her
tear-filled eyes looked into his, and she even looked guilty.

“I
have a mind to lay you over my knees and spank you again for your
foolishness.”

Brianna
burst into tears again and hid her face in his shirt.

“I’m
not going to hurt you anymore. I’m finished, and I won’t come
back tomorrow. It’s really over with now.” He held her closely
like she was a little girl.

“Please,
don’t tell Jennifer that I told the truth. She will hate me even
more than she already does.” She looked into his eyes again. Her
hand was on his chest. His heart was beating strong and fast.

“You
want her to get away with this? Not likely. I make the decisions for
our floor.” He looked off in the distance trying to figure out what
he should do.

He
felt guilty about what he had done to Brianna. She had been willing
to take punishment for the other girl just so she might maybe like
her. She was just too naïve.

It
took him a couple of minutes to realize that he was holding onto
Brianna, who was half naked, a lot longer than what could be
considered appropriate.

“Okay
Brianna, I think you should go to bed early tonight. I have to think
about how to proceed with this. Neo-Nazis, that’s a new one for me
too. I’ll have to talk to the Dean. You may have to too. If you do,
be very truthful and don’t leave anything out. You can’t help her
otherwise.” He stood Brianna up and lifted up her blankets.

She
crawled into bed still crying.

Scott
covered her up. He would make Jennifer pay for hurting little Brianna
as she had.

He
left her room, and Brianna’s got back up again.

She
got out the right pill and her water. Her hands were already shaking.
She managed to swallow her pill on the first try.

That
surprised her. In this condition, she had worried. She really did
need to lie back down. She took off the rest of her clothes.

Brianna
used the last of her strength to throw them in the laundry and get
her pajamas out. She slipped into them and lay down in bed. She
started to cry again. Gut wrenching tears came out.






Scott
went into his room and closed the door. He ignored the mean looks
that he got on the way there from the girls out in the hall.

He
dialed the Dean and explained what had all happened.

The
Dean said he would come right over.

The
word ‘Neo-Nazi’ had them all jumping.






Brianna
felt so terribly sick. Her head hurt, and she was so dizzy even
though she was lying down.

She
felt it; her pill wasn’t going to stay in. She jumped from her bed,
and then she had to stand very still to be able to take the next
step.

Once
she could, she hurried into the bathroom and threw up. She was
sobbing again. Her hair had gotten in the way and everything. Now she
had to shower too.

She
got undressed and stood under the shower. She didn’t have her
shampoo with her. Brianna started to cry again. She dropped to her
knees and just bawled.

Gretchen
found her that way. She turned off the water, and Brianna pulled
herself into a small ball.

“Wow,
was he trying to kill you?” she asked her.

“No,”
Brianna broke into sobs again.

Melissa,
a girl in her second year, also came in then. She hadn’t been there
when the whole incident happened.

“Brianna
slammed her door, and Scott wanted to know who did it. It took a long
time for her to confess. Scott flipped,” Gretchen explained.

“I
didn’t do it,” Brianna admitted.

“What?
But why?” Gretchen asked her as she shook her head.

“He
said he would spank us all. He wanted to start with me anyway. This
way no one else got hurt.”

“Are
you crazy? He was bluffing. It was so obvious. Brianna, no.”
Gretchen moved forward to hug her, and then she stopped. “Brianna,
you smell really bad.”

“I
know. I’m sorry. I had to throw up, and my hair got in the way, and
my shampoo is in my room.”

“We
have to tell Scott,” Gretchen protested.

“No,
I’m not really sick. I just threw up my pills. I’m fine. I just
want my soap and shampoo from my room, please.”

“I’ll
go get it,” Melissa offered. Melissa had decided that she wanted to
go on to be a doctor after she was finished here. She would help put
Brianna right again. She went into her room. The chair was still in
the fateful position. She pushed it into her desk before she got
Brianna her things. She was glad that she thought to bring a couple
of towels.

When
she got back, Gretchen had undressed Brianna and was helping her
stand under the water. Brianna didn’t have the energy to stand
anymore. She was back on the floor again.

Melissa
gave Gretchen the shampoo. She washed her as quickly as she could.
Melissa slipped out to go talk to Scott.

She
knocked on his door. He opened it right up. He looked at her
confused. “Yes, Melissa?”

“Brianna
has been throwing up, and she lied to you about it being her fault.”

“Hush.
Yes, I know about that. She told me after the fact.” He was already
moving down the hall towards the showers.

“Wait
she isn’t finished yet. Maybe you could carry her back to bed once
we have her dressed again.” Melissa slipped in the door.

“He’s
here,” she announced.

Brianna
looked down at her scars. “No, please no.”

“There
will be none of that. He will carry you back to bed after we have
dressed you. I thought of everything. Brianna it will be okay now. I
can sit by your bed if you want.”

Brianna
sniffled and nodded. Gretchen was drying her off, and she passed
Brianna off to Melissa who worked on getting her dressed.

Melissa
was careful to make sure Brianna’s scars were covered.

Once
Brianna and Gretchen were dressed, Melissa called Scott in.

Scott
was being eaten alive with his guilt. He had even been harder on her
to teach her a lesson. Even if she had been guilty, then he had gone
too far. Beating the girls to the point that they had to throw up
wasn’t okay, no matter what.

He
went into the shower room to find a very pale Brianna. “Why did you
shower?” He looked at her confused.

“I
threw up on my hair. I had to.” Brianna was crying again.

He
swooped her into his arms and carefully carried her into her room.
Melissa pulled back her blankets. Gretchen put away her shower
things. Scott carefully laid her in bed on her side. She reached out
for her pillow and snuggled into it, exactly like the last time when
she was sick.

Gretchen
closed the door. “Scott she lied, it wasn’t her. She just said it
was so you wouldn’t spank everyone.”

“I
know, she told me. She also told me who it was.”

“I
figured she would admit it and stop you.” Brianna sobbed in her
bed. She was shaking.

“Should
we turn on your blanket?” Melissa asked. After Brianna nodded, she
turned it on high.

“Do
you two have this under control?” Scott asked them. “Because the
Dean is on the way.”

Melissa
nodded. Her eyes were wide. The Dean had never had to come here
before. What was going on?

Gretchen
wanted to know who had let Brianna get this hurt. She sat on the bed
next to Brianna.






Scott
left little Brianna and went to wait for the Dean. He was a little
worried about losing his job, but she was fine after the spanking.
She got sick because she was sad that a friend had treated her so
badly.

Jennifer
just wasn’t good company for Brianna. She had been right when she
said that she was too naïve and trusting.

He
wanted to kill Jennifer in the meantime.






“Brianna,
you can’t fall asleep yet. You have to retake your medicine.”
Melissa tried to get her to open her eyes.

“I’ll
go get the cream from Hannah.” Gretchen slipped out of the door.

Scott
was still in the lounge, waiting for the Dean. He watched what
Gretchen was doing.

Gretchen
went to Hannah’s door and knocked. She whispered to Hannah what
happened and asked for the cream.

Hannah
had a cooling cream that helped relieve the pain from the spanking
and help speed up the healing.

Scott
watched Gretchen walk back to Brianna’s room with a tube of cream.
He nodded at her, and then he turned in time to see that the Dean was
arriving with another Disciplinarian. Gretchen hurried into Brianna’s
room.






The
three men talked about what had happened. The Dean was livid that
Brianna had lied and taken a punishment that wasn’t her due. He
wanted to scold her, hug her, tell her how brave she had been and
spank her for doing such nonsense, all at the same time.

Brianna
didn’t know it, but he had played a big role in her life until he
and his wife had moved out here to start a new life. Brianna had been
eight at the time.

“I
called Jennifer’s parents. They want us to keep her here. If we
send her home, she will go running back to her boyfriend. We have
permission to punish her in any way we see fit. They want her to stay
here over Christmas and summer break. They first want her back after
graduation. Perhaps they will visit her, but she can’t leave the
campus without an escort.” The Dean told them this and that. Her
parents had left out a lot when they had filled out the forms.

Scott
doubted that Jennifer could be saved. He told the others that too.
To, so coldheartedly let someone else take her punishment that was
cruel. He remembered how Brianna had cried as she stood next to him.
Who could look her in her face and not help her?

The
Dean wanted to speak with Brianna. Scott pointed out which room was
hers. The Dean knocked, and another girl opened up. “Hello, my
dear, I am here to speak with Brianna.”

She
opened up the door, and he could see her sitting in bed taking her
tablets. “I would like to speak to her alone.”

“Yes,
sir.” Melissa grabbed Gretchen and pulled her out. She figured that
Gretchen had no idea who he was.

The
Dean looked at the drawer filled with all the pills she needed. He
closed it, not wanting anything to happen to the pills that were
keeping his godchild alive. “I’m afraid that you are getting a
very bad impression of my school.”

He
pulled out the desk chair and sat down. “Brianna, do you know why
your father felt that he was within his rights to come into my office
and yell at me and stomp around?”

Tears
were forming in her eyes. She had caused a lot of trouble here. “I
don’t know, sir.”

“No
need to cry, my dear. The truth of the matter is that I have known
your father longer than you have. We were roommates in college. We
even chased after the same girl. As you know, your dad won.” He
smiled at her, and she managed a little smile back.

“Well,
from what I hear you have had a very taxing day. A friend who isn’t
really a friend?”

Tears
welled up in her eyes. She nodded.

“Tell
me what she told you and then what happened.”

Brianna
relived her terrible day. He asked lots of questions. He even asked
questions about Scott. Brianna didn’t point any fingers at him. He
had held her hand. That had meant a lot to her.

The
Dean asked her what a proper punishment would be for Jennifer.

Brianna
didn’t care, and she didn’t want to see it. Then she said in a
small voice that she should be taken out of German class because she
was learning the language for all the wrong reasons.

“I
understand, a bit of let the punishment fit the crime. That is
actually a very good idea.” He took out his phone and dialed.
“Hello Eva.”

He
was calling her mother. He had pronounced her name correctly. No one
ever did.

“Your
daughter wants to talk to you.” He handed the phone to Brianna.
“Take your time.”

“Mama.”
Brianna told her mother everything that had happened in German. She
hoped that the Dean couldn’t speak German. Her father could but not
all that well. He understood everything, but he answered in English.

After
Brianna had poured out her soul, she handed the phone back to the
Dean.

He
spoke with her mother in English. She insisted that making Brianna
watch the girl get punished would only upset her all the more. The
Dean agreed.

Her
mother was going to fly out in the morning. He was going to pick her
up at the airport himself.

“Get
some rest, Brianna.” He left, and one of the girls from before went
back in to sit with Brianna. All the others were already gone.

The
dean went to the two other men. “Brianna certainly doesn’t want
revenge, but I do. I haven’t told anyone this, but Brianna is my
godchild. She doesn’t even know it herself. I haven’t seen her
since she was eight, but I do care for that child. Let’s go get the
beast and take her to my office. The nurse has already been
informed.”

“The
nurse?” Dan, the Disciplinarian from the other floor, asked.

“Yes,
with the type of punishment I’m planning a nurse has to be
present.”

Scott
was a little scared what that meant, but he was all for teaching that
brat a lesson she would never forget. He pointed to which door it
was. Again the Dean knocked on her door personally. He was shocked to
see the girl that opened the door. Brianna had said that she was a
little odd, but this was just scary. The girl had headphones over her
ears. She pushed them back and said ‘yeah’
very rudely.

“Are
you Jennifer Stratham?”

“Who
wants to know?”

The
Dean smiled at her. He loved it when they just piled up the reasons
for their punishment. It gave him more to list off as he punished.

“I
am the Dean of this school. I want you to come with me to my office.”

“What
for?”

“Well,
my dear, that is a surprise. I will tell you once you get there.”
He made a motion with his arm graciously inviting her to go with him.

She
shrugged her shoulders and put on her shoes. She wanted to lock her
door, but he said that wouldn’t be necessary, and that she should
leave her headphones here too. Dan was already in her room looking
around.

“What?
No, that is illegal!”

“I
assure you, it is.” The Dean answered her. “In cases where a
crime is suspected, we have to enter.”

She
tried to go into her room again, but the Dean had her by her ear in a
matter of seconds. He pulled her down the hall.

Jennifer
kicked at Brianna’s door as she passed it. It made an extremely
loud thud. “Stupid bitch, you told them.”

The
Dean twisted her around so she was facing him. “You are going to
pay for that very dearly. If it were up to me, you would be punished
outside for all to see. A proper caning, every day for a week or
longer if you hadn’t learned your lesson by then. But she saved you
from that. She didn’t want public punishments. She was a much
better friend to you today than what you were to her.” He yanked
her by her ear behind him.

Scott
followed them as they made their way across campus. He was glad that
it was after curfew so no one could see them, for the girl’s sake.
Scott watched her as she tried to kick at the Dean. What a dumb girl.
Whatever did Brianna see in her?

What
did she mean that she was too old to ever learn how to make friends?
She had said that this was her one and only chance, and she blew it.
Didn’t she learn how at school?

They
arrived at his office. He let go of Jennifer’s ear. She started
right in rubbing. She wasn’t even crying. Jennifer just looked
pissed off.

“If
anything is missing later on then –” She let an unsaid threat
hang in the air. Scott just stared at her, waiting for the Dean to
say what he wanted done.

The
Dean was waiting for the girl to get herself into even more trouble.
She probably would say something if he stared her down. He had been
doing this job a lot longer than Scott. He let his experience guide
him.

“She
deserved to be punished. It was her own fault. She lied one way or
the other. That will teach her.”

“Brianna
took the punishment so no one else would have to. She was a good
friend to everyone on that floor. And you just let that happen even
though you knew that she was innocent.” Scott scolded her.

“Innocent?
Her? She isn’t innocent. She turned her back on her own roots. For
that alone she should have been punished.”

“What
did Brianna do? Tell me if she is in the wrong, she will be
punished.” The Dean pretended to be interested.

“I
won’t say with him present.” Jennifer lifted her chin to point at
Scott.

“Scott,
you understand that I have to take her accusation seriously. Would
you be so kind as to step out for a moment?” The Dean politely
asked him.

“Of
course.” Scott quickly left, but he felt he should warn the Dean
not to fall for any of her tricks. He didn’t. That would be too
rude, telling his boss how to do his job.

“Good,
he is gone now. Tell me.”

“The
thing is – I have noticed that there aren’t any black girls at
this school. There aren’t any, shall we say minorities here at all.
The point is I believe, no I know, that whites are above all others.
Brianna doesn’t. Her own mother is German, and she doesn’t even
care. You understand right?”

“Completely.”
He walked around his desk and sat behind it. He was acting like he
was worried.

“She
is just so childish. Maybe she could be taught. She’s been
practically locked up in hospitals all of her life. Perhaps, if we
talked to her again and again, then she could use her skills to our
benefit.”

“So
you admit that you knew that she has a very delicate condition? And
still you let her take a very severe punishment?”

“It
was no less than she deserved.”

“Scott,
you can come in.” He called out. “Miss Stratham was kind enough
to confessed to everything. I think I’ll let you finish your
business with her first. I think that she should start out with the
same punishment that Brianna had.”

Scott
felt a little uncomfortable about showing the Dean exactly what he
had done to his godchild.

“What
do you need, Scott? I have everything here.”

“The
paddle and a hairbrush.” He wasn’t sure what Brianna had told
him.

The
Dean rose from his chair and went to a cabinet behind him. He
unlocked the door with a key. He pulled out what Scott needed and
gave it to him.

Scott
located a chair in the corner that was just like the ones the girls
had in their rooms. He placed it in the middle of the room. “Come
on, Jennifer. You know the routine.”

“No!”

“Now
Jennifer, a good Nazi wouldn’t show fear and act like a baby, now
would she.” The Dean came around his desk and stood next to her.

She
gave him a look full of hate.

“Do
it, or I will.” The Dean told her with a clenched jaw.

Jennifer
opened her jeans and pulled them down and then her panties. She
looked at them defiantly as she moved behind the chair.

Scott
positioned her just like he had Brianna except that he hated touching
her. She had always been weird to look at, but now he knew that her
personality was as dark as her clothes.

“Put
your hands on the chair and leave them there.” He brought the
paddle down with the same force he had with Brianna.

Jennifer
jumped up and danced around with her hands on her bottom.

“Resume
the position. That one doesn’t count. You still have fifteen to go.
That’s what liars get.” Scott forgot about the Dean as he
punished Jennifer. He often had to repeat blows. By the time he was
finished, he had given her twenty-two blows. He couldn’t resist
rubbing it in that Brianna hadn’t needed any extras.

Jennifer
was beside herself with sobbing.

Scott
laid down the paddle and exchanged it for the hairbrush. He sat down
on the chair and called her over. When she didn’t come, he looked
over his shoulder. “Brianna came without a fuss, but then again she
expected you to show up and save her. I guess she is a lot braver
than you are.”

Jennifer
stomped over to him, which would have been funny to see because of
her jeans and underwear, which were around her ankles, but no one
felt like laughing at the moment.

“Over
my knees, now.” He helped position her and started right in at her.

After
a minute, she was screaming at the top of her lungs. She said how she
hated Brianna, and how she wished that her heart would explode, and
that she would die.

“Scott
stop,” the Dean called out. “I will take over from here.” The
thought of anyone wishing her more pain, and her death had him livid.
He unbuttoned his shirt sleeve and rolled it up.

Scott
set Jennifer on her feet. He was glad to leave.

Scott
went back to check on Brianna. He stood in front of her door and
knocked lightly. He heard voices inside. The door opened, and Melissa
stood in front of him.

He
peeked in and saw that the room was filled with girls. They had all
brought their mattresses over. They were obviously having a slumber
party. The rules didn’t allow this sort of thing, but he couldn’t
hide his smile.

“Brianna
is sleeping. The nurse was here. She gave her something, but she felt
that it was important that she be watched. Everyone volunteered.”
Melissa shrugged her shoulders.

“May
I see her?” Scott smirked at her.

She
opened the door wider, and Scott made his way to Brianna, stepping
over the mattresses that seemed to cover the entire floor. Brianna
was tucked in and was sleeping adorably. He nodded at them. “If
this slumber party thing doesn’t work, you will all be in a lot of
trouble.”

“Yes,
Scott,” they all answered in unison.

He
smiled and shook his head and left them. She seemed to be in good
hands.






“Scott,
Brianna is up, and she insists on going to church this morning.”
Melissa charged into Scott’s open room.

“Tell
her if she even tries, I will come in there with my hairbrush.”

Melissa
ran out again. “He said, no. He was really clear about it. Get back
into bed.”

Scott
laughed to himself. He got up and slowly walked down the hall. He
stopped in front of Brianna’s door. She was up and dressed for
church. He was glad to see that her room was back to normal. All the
evidence of a slumber party was gone.

“No,”
he said very calmly.

“But
I go every week.” Brianna protested.

“Still
no.”

“But
a spanking isn’t an excuse to miss church,” she whispered red
faced.

“But
fever and vomiting is. Change and get back into bed.” His voice
remained calm.

“You
don’t understand. Where I come from, people go to church regularly.
The pastor of my church will ask.”

“Do
you want me to write him a note?” Scott asked her, sarcastically.

“Of
course not. I’m not a two year old.”

“Great,
then feel free to stop acting like one and get back into bed.”

She
opened her mouth to say something, but he raised his finger up to
stop her. “You know the punishment for disobedience. Do I need to
get my hairbrush?”

“No,
sir.” Her shoulders fell in defeat.

Scott
turned to Melissa. “Tattle if she gives you any trouble.” He left
and went back into his room.

He
thought about all the stuff that Dan had found in Jennifer’s room.
It wasn’t just her boyfriend that was a Neo-Nazi. She was really
into it, and she had tried to recruit Brianna.

The
Dean had called last night and informed him that Jennifer would be
spending a week with him at least.

He
also told him that Brianna’s mother was coming. Scott was curious
about her. She would be here before lunch.

He
wasn’t sure what to expect.





Chapter 9 – Last Chance






Jennifer
woke up in a room just off of the Dean’s office. He told her that
this was her new room. The room was a lot like her dorm room only
that it was smaller. It had a desk, a chair, a bed, a toilet and a
sink. It was a cell.

She
had to go to the bathroom so badly, but she was so scared to sit
down. She decided that she could hover over the toilet and go.

Jennifer
thought about what had happened after Scott had left. First, the Dean
had finished the over the knee spanking that Scott had started. He
had scolded her for wishing that Brianna would die. He told her about
Brianna’s childhood. Brianna was always in bed and usually in the
hospital, never allowed to play with the other children, missing out
on everything that the others got to do.

Jennifer
didn’t care about Brianna she had a cause, and she would be true to
it no matter what they said or did to her. She would survive this,
and then she would return to her boyfriend Ben. He wanted to have
strong, white children with her. He loved her, and he would wait for
her.

There
was nothing they could do to her. Not even the terrible birching
could change her mind. She thought back to the Dean pulling her
outside half naked. He had her cut her own birches. Then he had
pulled her back inside and stood her in front of an odd looking
upside down chair thing.

He
had made her lie down on it, and then he had birched her while the
nurse watched and shook her head saying that she deserved what she
was getting. That had hurt beyond words. The whipping noise had even
sounded like it had broken her.

That
was how she felt now, broken.

The
nurse had treated the wounds afterwards with rubbing alcohol on all
the cuts. She had screamed out again in pain as the nurse did that.

If
she could have stood up, she would have run for it.

Nobody
understood her. Not her parents, who stuck her in here, and not this
damn school. She would be gone the first chance she got.

She
wasn’t going to read any of the books the Dean had told her to
read. They were all from Jews. What did that have to do with her?

Were
they going to feed her? She was hungry now. She grabbed the door
handle and tried to open the door.

The
door opened in, and she stepped back as the Dean opened the door. He
stared at her. She was still half naked. Would he hurt her again?

“Have
you done any of your reading?” the Dean asked her.

“I
just woke up,” Jennifer told him.

He
nodded and went back to his desk. He picked up the phone and called
the nurse to come and to bring Jenny’s breakfast.

“Don’t
call me that. My name is Jennifer.” She stood in the doorway of her
new room. She felt like his toy.

“Jenny,
no back talk,” he warned her. “You are behaving like a little
girl. Jenny just suits you better. The nurse will take care of you.
We are going to make several changes in your appearance. We have
tolerated this black look long enough.”

“You
don’t have the right,” Jennifer protested.

The
Dean moved over to her and grabbed her by the sides of her mouth.
“Don’t tell me what I have the right to do, or what I don’t
have the right to do. Do you want me to call the police? They will
arrest you and lock you up.” He let go knowing she would say
something to get herself in trouble again.

“I’m
eighteen. I have the right to leave.” She worded it as carefully as
she could.

“Yes,
you are eighteen, but your parents have given you up to my care.”

“I
want to call the police.” She raised her chin and looked at him.

“I
see, you want to get out of this situation so badly that you are
willing to jump out of the frying pan and right into the fire. I
think not. You are under my watch. I am responsible for you, and I
will take care of you. I will protect you from yourself. Besides, the
police would question Brianna and find out about your boyfriend too.
I wonder how he would feel about being named to the police?”

The
nurse came in with her hands full. The Dean went back to sit down at
his desk. “Call me if she gives you any problems.”

The
nurse stepped forward to her. Jennifer could see that she had a
dress, a towel, soap and hair dye with her.

“Those
aren’t my things. I won’t wear them.” Jennifer gave them each a
defiant look.

The
Dean slowly stood up and laid a marking in the book that he was
working on. He walked over to Jenny and grabbed her behind her neck
and pushed her over to the birching bank. He gave her several whips
with the branches she had cut last night.

She
screamed out right from the start. Someone had to hear her and help
her, she thought. She looked at the nurse. “Why aren’t you
helping me?”

“Why,
should I? You didn’t help that girl yesterday. You can’t even
help yourself. If the tables were turned, you wouldn’t help me.”
The nurse hated the girl already. Being partly Jewish made it hard
for her to feel sorry for the girl who kept begging.

The
Dean birched her until she was a sobbing mess. The nurse came forward
and picked her and brought her to her room. She washed the girl’s
face and treated the new wounds. Then she poured the chemical over
her head that would bring back her original hair color.

The
girl was too weak to fight her. Her natural color was a plain brown,
but it was so much nicer than the black that it had been.

The
nurse helped her to undress and gave her a dress in place of her own
black clothes. She looked like a girl at least.

The
nurse left. She wanted to go to her real patient now.






When
she entered the right floor, she heard Brianna discussing the idea of
going to church with her floor monitor.

She
shook her head at the girl who was always so good and polite. She
waited for him to leave before she went in.

“Hello,
Brianna. I’m here to check on you.” She smiled at Melissa, “So
you live on this floor too?”

“Yes,
ma’am.” Melissa smiled back. She had talked to the school nurse
about becoming a doctor, and she had let her help before.

“Brianna,
will you please change for me.”

Brianna
sighed. It was out of her control. She wouldn’t be going to church
today.

Brianna
had often promised God that if he let her live through the pain or
the next operation, that she would go every Sunday she could. She
obviously couldn’t.

Brianna
turned her back on the others and started to undress. She would
rather them see her redden backside than her scars. She stepped into
her pajama bottoms, and then she removed her sweater, blouse and
quickly slipped out of her bra and then into her pajama top.

Brianna
turned back to the others and went back to bed.

The
nurse asked what Brianna had eaten for breakfast today. Melissa
answered, that the tray hadn’t arrived yet.

The
nurse took her pulse and shook her head. She explained what was wrong
with it to Melissa who also got to have a turn taking her pulse.

“If
you had gone to church, you would have passed out. Brianna, I will
never be able to trust your good sense again,” the nurse scolded
her.

The
nurse listened to her heart and then let Melissa do it. “You may
not leave this bed today except when you come over to me with your
mother later. I’ll hook you up to the monitor. Your mother and I
will decide when you will be going back to classes.”

“Wait
no. I can’t be missing any classes. Finals are coming up and
everything. I have to go. Please, or I will never be able to catch
up.”

“Brianna,
I believe your floor monitor is in his room. Do I need to get him?”
She was bluffing, but apparently the girl didn’t understand the
concept. She would even stop off and talk to Scott and forbid it for
at least a week or until further notice.

“No,
ma’am. I’ll stay in bed.” Brianna didn’t want another round
with Scott if she could avoid it. She felt that she could avoid it
now, so she would, even if she felt just fine. Her pride hurt worse
than anything else.

“I
want you to go back to sleep, now. Your mother will be here in a
couple of hours, and I want her to find you well rested. Melissa, I
see you are doing your homework here. So you will be staying with her
until her mother comes?”

“Yes,
ma’am. I’m glad to help.”

“Very
good. Limit her visitors.” The nurse had to go back to Jenny. She
had to babysit while the Dean picked up Brianna’s mother. That
would take a couple of hours. She wasn’t looking forward to it.

She
stopped by Scott’s room first. He offered her a chair and listened
to what she had to say.

“Brianna
isn’t feeling well. Her pulse rate is a mess. I have told her very
clearly that she has to stay in bed all day except for at four
o’clock when she has an appointment in my office. Her mother will
bring her over. But no punishments for at least a week. Better yet, I
will inform you when she gets back on track.”

“Of
course.” He wanted Brianna to be her normal, healthy, happy self
again. It had broken his heart to see her crying.

“She
is very worried about missing class, naturally, but I’m guessing
Wednesday at the earliest. Her mother will be staying with her until
she is feeling better. I can hardly wait to meet the woman. The Dean
speaks very highly of her.”






Scott
checked on her every hour. She was sleeping. She looked so little and
tiny. Brianna just seemed so much younger than the other girls. He
remembered her in that amazing olive green dress. She had looked
older and more mature that day. This girl was somehow mysterious.

His
guilt was eating him that she was so sick. He knew that it was only
partly due to the punishment that she had endured, but still. She had
worried herself sick under his watch, and he was also responsible for
the girls’ emotional health. He had really let Brianna down.

He
was on his way to check on her again when an extremely elegant woman
carrying a huge bouquet stepped onto the floor. The Dean held the
door for her. He was grinning at the beautiful woman.

Scott
stepped forward and greeted them.

Brianna’s
mother shook his hand and introduced herself.

Scott
heard the accent. It made her sound more elegant. He softly knocked
on Brianna’s door. Melissa opened the door, and Brianna’s mother
walked right in. Her hand moved along the side of Brianna’s face
very lovingly. She was the exact opposite of what her husband had
been.

Eva
set the vase down and took Brianna’s pulse. She shook her head and
gave the Dean a worried look. “It’s not good, Martin.”

“I’ll
send the nurse right over, Eva. Call me if you need anything.” The
Dean looked at Scott who was surprised by this amazing woman. He
pulled Scott out as Melissa started telling her everything the nurse
had said before.

The
Dean closed the door and raised his eyebrows at Scott and whispered,
“Uh la la.” He waved goodbye to him and left.

Scott
felt a little dumbstruck. He had never seen anyone like her before,
except on TV. He thought about how Brianna had looked in that olive
green dress again. Now he knew where she had gotten those green eyes.






He
heard the knock and looked up. It was Brianna’s mother. He jumped
to his feet and offered her a chair.

“No,
I won’t be staying long. I just wanted to ask if you needed
anything from town. I’m going there, and the others have given me a
list of things to get for them. The girls all seem to be very
hungry.” She smiled at him, and his heart skipped a beat.

“No,
ma’am. I’m fine. I can go when the girls are at their classes. So
I’m good but thank you.” He was blabbering, he thought to
himself. He was trying to picture her parents together, but he
couldn’t.

“Your
welcome.” She turned and knocked on the door across from his.
Hannah opened it, and her mouth dropped in surprise.

“Hello,
I’m Brianna’s mother, and I am going into town. Is there anything
I can get you?”

“Umm
–” Hannah was speechless, a first for her. He had done better
than she was.

“The
other girls want cookies, sweets, and things from the cosmetic
section.”

Hannah
wanted Milk Duds and strawberry smelling shampoo. She thanked her.
Brianna’s mother wrote it down and moved on to the next girl.






Scott
checked on Brianna again while her mother was gone. She was still
sleeping, and Melissa was back. “She sure is sleeping a lot,”
Scott commented.

“The
nurse came back and gave her something. She doesn’t even know that
her mother is here yet. She is still weak.”

Scott
sat down on her bed and looked at her wrist. It was starting to
bruise. He looked at Melissa.

“The
nurse took her pulse for a long time. It isn’t good, but it isn’t
bad enough that she would have to go to the hospital or anything.
She’ll be fine.”






Eva
sat on her daughter’s bed as she read her psychology paper on her
laptop. Brianna had written about depression in long term hospital
patients. Eva hadn’t realized that she had suffered so under the
isolation. She had never complained. Eva thought about how brave her
daughter was.

“Flowers.
I can smell flowers.” Brianna smiled and opened her eyes. “That
can only mean that my mama is here. Oh, Mama.” She flew into her
mother’s arms. They spoke to each other as only they could. Her
mother was so relieved that her daughter looked so well and talked so
normally with her.

She
helped her change for their appointment. She was sad when she saw her
daughters pink backside.

“What
did Daddy say, when he found out?” Brianna asked.

“Well,
he ranted and raved for a bit, but then he thought that you were very
brave for taking a paddling and spanking that you didn’t deserve,
but I’m not suppose to tell you that,” she laughed. “I’m
supposed to tell you to just tattle next time. Anyone who would put
you into that position isn’t your friend. Your father wanted to
come, but he is gone on business. He is looking forward to seeing you
at home for Christmas. He is so pleased with how well you are doing
here.”

She
linked her arm with Brianna’s and slowly walked her child to the
nurse’s office after she had given her all of her pills.

Brianna
missed school on Monday and Tuesday. Her mother left Tuesday evening,
and the whole floor met in the lounge to say goodbye to her. Everyone
would sorely miss her. The girls had liked having a woman on the
floor to talk to and most did. They were jealous of Brianna’s good
luck.

Even
Scott had been glad to have her here. The girls had been on their
best behavior with her around. The words please and thank you fell
more often. Brianna’s mother was the model of what a southern woman
could be like with the proper raising, even if she wasn’t from the
south.





Chapter 10 – Christmastime






Christmas
was coming closer and closer so were finals. Scott took the time to
get the girls a Christmas tree and set it up in the lounge. The girls
often did their homework in there just to be by the tree. Brianna
seemed to be humming constantly. Carols seemed to burst out of the
girls spontaneously.

Jennifer
had yet to return. Brianna was the only one to ask Scott about her.
She had asked the Dean too, but the Dean just said that she had
partaken in a proper brainwashing, and something like that would take
awhile to get rid of.

The
girls wanted to play Secret Santa so Scott took them all into town.
He felt like a mother duck with her ducklings. The girls all walked
behind him chattering away.

Hannah
had insisted that his name get thrown in the pot too.

Scott
had said no, but then the other girls all said yes.

He
had pulled out Melissa’s name. He had already gotten her a gift, a
medical book for students who were starting out. Scott figured she
would like that. He sure hoped that he wouldn’t have to cane
whoever had pulled his name out. This is something that they should
have left him out of.

“Okay
girls, we meet back here in four hours. No exceptions and no excuses.
Off you go.” His ducklings scattered. He went into the coffee shop
and read the paper.






Brianna
had never been to town before. She was afraid of walking into town
and being too tired to walk back.

She
went into the shops with the other girls, but she wasn’t sure what
she should get for her person. This was so difficult. She found
something at the book store that might be of interest, but she was so
unsure. She looked all day, but she still hadn’t found it.

Brianna
went back to the bookstore and bought the book, and then she went to
the cafe with the other girls. They drank hot chocolate. It just
didn’t get that cold in Texas, but it was a Christmassy thing to
do.

They
gathered around Scott when it was time to go home. He counted through
them a couple of times. Two were missing, but he spotted Paris and
Gretchen running towards them.

“You’re
cutting it very close, ladies.” Scott shook his head at them.

They
had each had an appointment at the hairdresser’s.

Brianna
thought that it would be fun to do that with a friend. The other
girls were all nice to her, but it was only Jennifer who had actually
talked to her without treating her like a patient. She longed to have
a best friend too.

She
was falling behind. This had been a lot for her. She was so terribly
out of condition. Scott noticed and yelled back at her to hurry up.

All
the other girls slowed down to her pace. She whispered her thanks to
them.






Finals
were over with, and the teachers were correcting away. Scott was
constantly running back and forth to get their grades. He reported
that everything was going well. That meant that no one needed to be
caned yet. Brianna had already gotten her grade for German. She had
gotten an ‘A.’

Scott
made visits. They had discussed raising expectations next trimester.
She begged him not to. The extra stress would do her in, she told
him. He nodded and told her he would think about it. He had already
decided not too. She wasn’t good with stress, but this way he
didn’t have to worry about her thinking that he thought she was
stupid again. That clearly wasn’t the case.

The
last of the grades arrived. Scott was still shaking the rain off as
he stepped on the floor. All the girls were gathered in the lounge.

He
made a sad face and sent them all to their rooms. He started with
Brianna. She had been crying again. He pulled out her chair and sat
down and sighed.

Brianna
hung her head. She often got nervous when she took tests. She had a
bad feeling and guessed that she hadn’t made it. It would have been
better if she hadn’t missed those two days of classes. “I’m
sorry, Sir. I’ll do better next trimester. I promise.”

He
had to bite his tongue. “I really doubt that, Brianna.”

“Was
I that bad?”

“I
doubt that you can top your scores. Straight A’s really can’t be
topped.”

“Really?”
Her head snapped up. She jumped up and hugged him and took the paper
right out of his hand.

He
had to laugh then. She was behaving completely inappropriately, but
that was just how she was, as cute as a button. “I knew you could
do it.”

“Thank
you, sir.” Her eyes were still on her report card. “My parents
are going to be so happy with me.”

“Yes,
they will be.” He played his game the whole time, with all the
girls. They had all met his goals for them.






He
called out that it was time for the Christmas party. All the girls
came out of their rooms with their presents and laid them under the
tree. He stood up and called them to attention. “All of you met
your requirements this trimester.”

The
girls cheered.

He
smiled and stopped them. “At my house, we all have to do a
performance before we get to open presents. I’ll start.” He read
the girls a poem about the importance of family at Christmastime. He
told them that he hoped that they wouldn’t be bitter with their
parents for sending them here. They had meant well.

A
couple of girls volunteered to sing a song or do whatever.

Brianna
racked her brain about what she could sing, something traditional, or
something funny or maybe something that didn’t have to do with
Christmas at all. There was a lull, and Brianna raised her hand.
Scott called on her. She remained sitting. She had decided on Old
Little Town of Bethlehem.

Scott
smiled as he looked at the girls stare at her, amazed. Just like he
had been when he had heard her.

“Is
that what you do in music room?” Hannah asked her.

“Well,
I practice the piano too.” Brianna blushed prettily.

Scott
looked away when he realized that he was staring at her. “Anyone
else?”

“What
after that, no way. Brianna sing Silent
Night,” Gretchen pleaded.

The
girls kept picking out songs, and Brianna sang them all. He had to
wonder about her condition. She could sing one song after the other,
but she couldn’t walk to town and back again without getting
winded.

He
decided to give her a break and told them they could open their
presents. They were as happy as little kids then.

He
thought about the way they were before they had come here. It was
like they had been robbing themselves of their own childhood.

He
watched what they were giving each other so he could have an idea
what to give his sisters. CD’s seemed to be the runner this year.
He looked at the titles. He could stop off on the way home.

Scott
noticed that Brianna had received a book. She had started reading in
it already.

Brianna
thanked Maureen for the book and then hung her head so she could
fight off the tears. She was being too sensitive again. She thought
how difficult it had been to pick out a gift for Scott.

Still,
she had a feeling that the other girls didn’t take her as being an
entire person. She was just the sick girl. This book was proof of
that. It was a book about special diets for heart patients. She could
have written this book herself.

The
girls were talking amongst themselves. No one was talking to her,
again. This was just like always. She brought her book to her room
and lingered in there awhile. She washed her face before she went out
again. Gretchen asked her if she could sing again.

Brianna
did, serving the function of a radio. She went to bed early. Scott
didn’t even open his gift from her. Had she known what they all
thought about her then she could have gotten away with just coloring
a picture like a four year old.

She
cried herself to sleep.






The
Dean knocked on Jenny’s door. She cringed as he did. “Brianna
dropped this off for you.” He held the box out to her.

Jennifer
got up from her desk and took it. She was unsure, and she didn’t
trust him or anybody else. Slowly, she unwrapped it, opened up the
box, and pulled out a music box. It played a nice melody.

The
Dean took it from her and looked it over. He saw that it was only a
music box. He gave it back to her. “You may keep it, Jenny.”

“Thank
you, sir.”

Martin
watched her take it to her desk like it was out of pure gold. He
didn’t let her have much, wanting to keep everything at a bare
minimum. He wanted her to be thankful for everything that she got
from him.

Martin
had thought his methods were working, but he had caught her begging
another student to take a letter and mail it for her from home. She
didn’t know that he had caught her yet. He intercepted the letter
and read it. She wanted her boyfriend and his friends to come and get
her.

Martin
cared very much about her in the meantime. He had hired a private
detective to find her boyfriend. The young man had gotten another
girl pregnant. The baby was due any day now. Which meant that she was
pregnant before Jenny had left for school.

He
went back to his desk. Jenny listened to her music box again and
again. He heard the tune, then the cranking and then the tune again.





Chapter 11 – Visiting Home






Brianna
hugged her parents, first her mom and then her dad after he had set
down a couple of water crates. She showed them her report card, and
they hugged her again.

Her
father carried up fresh water for her and taking away the empty
bottles. He drove off to take the empties back to the store.

Her
mother took her dirty laundry and her bags and carried them down for
her. Brianna felt like she was a burden.

She
was quiet on the way home, but she did ask when she could transfer to
a real school. Her parents were worried again. They wondered what had
happened.

Brianna
looked out of the window at whatever they passed by all the way home
and wondered if she could ever have a real friend. It was a long way
home, and she had a lot of time to think about how different and
naïve she was. She had cried all of last night so she wouldn’t let
herself cry again in front of her parents.

They
shouldn’t know how lonely her life really was.






“Brianna,
you look wonderful. That dress brings out the green in your eyes.”
Charles Banks watched his daughter walking down the stairs at their
house. He had missed her so much. It felt good to have her at home
again. He was looking forward to sitting in church with the two most
beautiful women in town.

Charles
was so proud of what he had achieved in life. He had gotten the most
beautiful woman, the one that everyone had been after, to marry him.
He managed to keep her, and that meant something nowadays.

They
had an amazing daughter who had fought against death since the day
she was born, and she always came out the winner. She was a beautiful
and bright child who was a pleasure to be around. He had a good home
for his family and enough money so that Brianna always had the very
best doctors.

He
stood at the bottom of the staircase and held his arm out to her.

She
linked her arm through his and smiled at him.

Her
smile was the same fake kind she had been giving them all along. He
wished he could fix whatever was bothering her.

His
wife came down and smiled at the two of them. She hurried down to
them and linked her arm in her husband’s other arm. He proudly took
his family to church.






The
service had gone long and the church was so crowded that lots of
people had been forced to stand.

Brianna’s
parents had taken off to mingle like they did every Sunday after
church.

Brianna
was trying to get to the piano in the fellowship room. She was in
luck too; no one else was using it. She slid into the seat and lifted
her fingers to the keys. It was like a magnet was pulling her fingers
in. She started to play.

When
the others recognized the melody, some started to sing along. She
sang along too then. She had been playing for about a half an hour
when someone sat down next to her.

“Hello,
Brianna.”

She
turned and saw that it was a girl from her high school. “Hello,
Cathy.” Brianna beamed at her.

Cathy
hugged her so suddenly. Brianna had forgotten how impulsive she was,
but she hugged her back anyway. Cathy had always been very nice to
her. She had never treated her like she was about to die like
everyone else had.

Cathy
had the gift of gab. She told Brianna all about her school and about
the boys at her school. Cathy even had her eye on one in particular.
Brianna told her that she went to a college just for girls. Cathy
looked at her with pity in her eyes. “But then you can’t date?”

“Are
you dating a real boy?” Brianna asked as she continued to play for
the people in the room.

“They
are called college men. Men, mind you, not boys. And to answer your
question, yes. I have been on several dates. It’s a great feeling
when they come to pick you up and take you out.” She leaned her
head against Brianna’s shoulder.






Scott
had gotten separated from his family. He was particularly worried
about his youngest sister. She had changed so much now that she went
to college. She seemed more alive but in a wild way, like she was
hyper. He never saw her sitting down calmly. All she talked about was
boys.

He
wanted a chance to take her aside and talk to her before he left. He
needed to explain to her that boys would get her nowhere fast.

Scott
went into the fellowship room. Someone was playing the piano. He
briefly thought about Brianna. He had unpacked her gift this morning.
It was a law book. It was something that he would have bought for
himself.

How
had she known? He hadn’t told anyone at college that he planned to
go back to school to study law. It was weird.

Scott
spotted his sister. She was sitting by another girl at the piano.
Again he had to think about Brianna. This girl had hair just like
hers. Cathy seemed to have found a long lost friend. The girls were
giggling, and then the one playing the piano turned slightly. It was
Brianna.

He
stopped and moved to the side so they couldn’t see him.

Brianna
started a new song. She and Cathy both sang. They smiled at each
other as they sang.

Brianna
was so happy to have someone talking normally to her and sharing her
secrets like real friends did.

When
the song was finished, two boys stepped forward and offered to get
them something to drink. They were both good-looking.

Scott
was already eyeing the two boys. He scowled at them, but they were
just staring at his sister and his – Well, whatever Brianna was to
him.

The
boys took off. “Great, now how are we going to get rid of them?”
Brianna sighed. Scott smiled behind her. He really liked that girl.

“Why
ever would we want to?” Cathy responded. Yep, he needed to have a
talk with her.

“I’d
rather talk to you.”

The
boys had gone off to get them something to drink. Scott followed them
and listened to them fight over who got who. They talked about the
girls like they were meat. Scott hurried back to them.

Out
of the corner of his eye, he could see his father talking to
Brianna’s father. That must be how the girls knew each other. The
men were laughing about something.

He
returned to his spot on the wall and pretended to be listening to the
music.

The
boys came back and gave the girls their drinks.

Brianna
thanked the one who seemed to have chosen her. Cathy’s eyes flirted
as she thanked her boy.

He
leaned in on the piano and smiled at her. Brianna’s boy looked
disappointed that she wasn’t friendlier.

Of
course, he didn’t know what her father would do to her if she
flirted shamelessly with boys. Maybe Cathy just needed a good
strapping too.

Cathy
continued to flirt. Scott just couldn’t watch her anymore. She was
acting like Gretchen had when she first came to school. He had to
stop her before she embarrassed herself anymore. But then Brianna
would see him too. Was that a problem? He was off duty. She wasn’t
his problem at the moment.

Was
Cathy leaning forward on purpose so that boy could look down her
blouse because he sure was looking?

Scott
stepped forward and laid a hand on each of their shoulders. “Tell
me ladies, do you take requests?”

They
both jumped, Cathy worse than Brianna because Cathy was guilty of
something. She looked back at her big brother. He was eight years
older than she was and really tall. Cathy saw that he was eyeing the
boys who were still thinking that maybe they had a chance with the
girls.

“Scott,
I would like to introduce you to my friend, Brianna. We went to
school together.” Cathy was trying to be extra fine and
appropriate. “Brianna, this is my brother, Scott.”

Brianna
just stared at him with her jaw dropped. She shut it and collected
herself. “Merry Christmas.” She was able to bite back the sir
that would have usually come out.

He
noticed and smiled at her. “Merry Christmas, Brianna and thank you
for your gift. I opened it this morning. How did you know that it
would interest me?”

“I
just had a feeling.” Brianna was beet red.

“You
two know each other – from school?” Cathy was laughing.

Brianna’s
head sank. She would know what kind of school her brother worked at.
She would think the worst.

“Ouch,
knock it off, Scott,” Cathy yelped. “I can guess why she is
there. It doesn’t matter Brianna. What should we sing next?”

“Brianna
can sing any song you want. She practices every day. Maybe if you
laid off the boys, you could learn an instrument too.” He moved
away from the girls and over to his other sister, Sharon, who was
flirting away too. He was more gracious about joining her
conversation, but he got rid of that guy too.

Brianna
and Cathy had been watching. They laughed as Sharon laid into him. He
scolded right back.

“That’s
my older sister Sharon. My oldest sister Rebecca isn’t here, she
married and moved off,” Cathy explained.

“Let
me guess, he just look away for a second, and then she used her
chance and got away? That’s why he never loosens his guard
anymore?”

“That
was a good one, Brianna. Don’t tell me he is your floor
disciplinarian?” Cathy’s eyes widened.

Brianna
nodded embarrassed. She was playing again so no one would listen to
them talking.

“How
bad is he?”

Brianna
laughed. She wasn’t sure how to answer that. She thought about him
paddling her, and she thought about him holding her afterwards. No,
she didn’t know how to answer that question, not even to herself.

The
pastor came up behind them and asked if Brianna will take requests
for money. The church needed a new playground. Which was true, the
things had been old when Brianna was a kid. She agreed.

Scott
saw the pastor talking to the girls. He moved back over in their
direction. He didn’t think that the pastor would actually ask them
if they had gone to church.

“Have
you been attending church regularly, girls?” the pastor asked.

“I
have gone every week accept once when I was sick.” Brianna sounded
as guilty as hell, Scott thought. He couldn’t wait to hear his
sister’s answer.

Cathy
looked very nervous. She bit her lip when she saw Scott standing
behind the pastor listening. “I um – haven’t made it there –
yet.”

Scott
laughed, and the pastor turned to him.

Scott’s
eyes widened as the pastor looked at him. He could see Brianna and
Cathy grinning at him. “Twice,” he answered. He was at least
ahead of Cathy.

“Yes,
well,” The pastor took off to make the announcement. He was
laughing to himself.

“See
you didn’t need a note,” Scott said to Brianna. He moved back
over to ruin Sharon chance of meeting a nice man at church.

The
announcement came over the intercom. Brianna’s parents came in. Her
mother dug in her purse and pulled out her wallet. “Silent
Night, in German.”
She slipped a twenty dollar bill into the bowl that the pastor had
laid out for that.

Brianna
nodded and started right in singing. After a while, her mother joined
her. It was nice to watch them together like that, Scott thought.

Her
father also got out a twenty. He wanted I Saw Mommy Kissing Santa
Claus. The crowd laughed, and his wife laid her arms around her
husband and gave him a kiss.

Scott
could hardly believe that this was the same man that had given his
daughter a very harsh strapping. They just looked so happy.






Brianna
and Cathy talked all afternoon. They made arrangements to see each
other again. Scott wasn’t too sure he liked that idea, but both her
and his parents thought that it was a good idea. Their parents seemed
to get along very well. Their fathers played golf together. Scott
didn’t know that.

His
father had a construction company. It was doing well but with four
kids going to college, one after the other, his mom had to work too.
She was a nurse, who worked odd hours. She would be working most of
this Christmas vacation too.

Scott
was disappointed. He had wanted to talk to her about a few things.
Well, maybe he would get a chance during summer vacation. It wasn’t
that important anyway.

His
old boss, from his college days asked if he wanted to work for him a
few days. Scott agreed right away. It would mean carrying around a
lot of heavy sacks of grain, but he sure did want to get back to
school before he gave up on the idea all together.

Besides,
it would mean that he wouldn’t always be at home when Brianna was
there.

He
could guess in which part of town their house stood. His family lived
on the outskirts of town on a farm that wasn’t a farm anymore. He
had loved it as a kid growing up, but what would Brianna say to it?

What
did it matter, he scolded himself. She would be there to play with
his sister. She might even show up with her Barbie dolls, he thought.






Cathy
and Brianna did indeed meet every day. One day at Brianna’s house
and then at Cathy’s. They quickly became the best of friends.

When
Scott came home from work, he checked to see if Brianna was there
too. She seemed to fit right in.

One
day, he came home, and Brianna was standing in the kitchen cooking.
She didn’t turn to look at him. He looked around for Cathy. She
wasn’t there. Why was Brianna cooking?

“Brianna.”

She
still didn’t turn around. He stepped forward and tapped her on the
shoulder. She jumped sky high again before she turned and then again
when she saw him.

Scott
sighed and rolled his eyes a little when he saw that she had
earphones in. He pulled them out. “Where is Cathy?”

“Your
father is having a talk with her.” She turned a little red as she
admitted that.

“What
is he talking to her about?” The way Brianna was acting it must be
good.

“I
um – think that he is having the talk
with her,” Brianna stammered out her words.

Scott
thought about that a second, “Oh, I see,” he laughed. He sobered
up. “Why didn’t he wait for you to go home first? What happened?”

Brianna
shuffled from one foot to the other one. She didn’t want to tattle.
Cathy just seemed boy crazy. She had been telling Brianna how glad
she was that she wasn’t at an all-girls school like Brianna was.
Cathy talked about a couple of the boys, and that they like to kiss
her. Her father walked in and pulled her out into the living room.
Their conversation had started out loud, but it had gotten quiet in
the last couple of minutes. Brianna decided to listen to music and
drown them out.

“I
really can’t say,” she hedged.

“Brianna.”
He gave her a look and used his, don’t mess with me tone.

“It
isn’t my place to say. This is between Cathy and your dad.” She
shrugged her shoulders.

“I’m
warning you.” Scott lifted up his pointer finger and his eyes
narrowed.

She
tilted her head to the side and thought about that for a second. He
couldn’t do anything to her here, but he sure could as soon as they
got back to school. “She seems to be dating.” She hoped her
rather vague answer would appease him.

“I
see. What does she do on a date?” He tried to ask as casually as he
could.

She
smiled at him. “Let me guess, you don’t mean dinner and a movie.”

He
laughed before he could stop himself. He tried to be serious, but
Cathy came back in before he could scold Brianna again.

“Dad
should talk to you two, not me.” Cathy folded her arms over her
chest. She looked mad.

Scott
went to talk to his father, and Cathy moved in close to talk to
Brianna.

“What
did you tell him?” she whispered.

“Just
that your dad was having ‘the talk’ with you. He even threatened
me. I was worried that he was going to pull out one of the kitchen
chairs.”

Cathy
laughed at that. “Does Scott really do that?”

Brianna
turned away from her friend. She didn’t want to talk about that,
but she couldn’t lie to her best friend either. She stir the food
as she nodded.

Cathy
stopped laughing. “Hey, I’ll talk to him.”

“That’s
all right. You don’t have to. I can watch my own back.”

“You
mean backside, don’t you.” Cathy laughed and Brianna joined her.
They heard the shower start. At least, Scott would be gone for a
couple of minutes, Brianna thought.






The
family sat down to eat.

Brianna
watched Scott eyeing Cathy. She would bet good money that Cathy would
be getting one of his famous talks yet today. He had talks with all
the girls on the floor.

He
hadn’t had one with her yet, but she couldn’t think of a reason
for him to. 


Cathy
was scowling at him. None of the girls back at school would believe
that anyone could do that.

Scott
was scowling back. He seemed to love the role of big brother so much
that he even found a job where he could do that. Sharon was talking
to her parents about possible summer jobs.

“Are
you thinking about getting a summer job too, Brianna?” Scott asked.
He figured she would spend her summer at home playing the piano, and
the maid would bring her chocolates, or she would be here again.

His
entire family gave him a mean look. Sharon kicked him under the
table. He looked around surprised. Okay, it was a little mean, but
still, real people did that.

“Cathy,
are going to get a job?” Brianna asked.

“Yes,
I was thinking maybe as a maid at the hotel or something cool. I wish
I was a lifeguard, that would be cool.”

“Maybe
we could find something together.” Brianna asked hopefully.

“Sure.”
Cathy loved the idea.

“Umm
– Brianna, one could see summer vacation as a time to rest and
regain strength for next year. I don’t want a call from your dad
asking how you got such ideas in your head,” Cathy’s father,
John, explained.

Brianna
hung her head and nodded. She wanted to be normal so Cathy would stay
her best friend. She didn’t want to lose a friend again.

Scott
rolled his eyes. Daddy’s little princess was just too breakable for
a job, he thought.

He
had to ask himself why he was so aggressive towards her. What did he
care what she did on her summer vacation. That was her break from
him. She wasn’t his problem then.

Still,
here she sat at his house, in his kitchen, with his family eating
food that she cooked for them. It was good too.

“What
are we eating anyway?” Scott was in a bad mood now. Sharon kicked
him again.

“Umm,
they’re like bread dumplings with a sauce and meat and beans.”
She answered him quickly so she wouldn’t cry. She had gotten the
point that he didn’t want her here and especially not at mealtimes.
He was right too. This was his family. She was ruining his Christmas
vacation. She got the hint.

“Tastes
just fine. The lucky man who gets to come home to you.” Cathy’s
father smiled at Brianna like he was smiling at a private joke.

They
ate in silence. After supper, Cathy drove her home. They decided to
stop for ice cream. Cathy flirted with some boys again.

Brianna
decided to have a talk with her too.

“You
are really very interested in boys, aren’t you?” Brianna asked
when they were back in the car.

“No,
yes, well maybe. After twelve years of girls school, I’m ready for
a boyfriend. The problem is that boys our age expect more from a girl
than just a date. Plus, I’m curious too, and I’m eighteen now.
This is the normal time to lose your virginity. I would be right on
schedule.”

“Cathy,
that is of course your decision, but I think waiting would be a good
test to see if your boyfriend honestly loves you. I mean, you just
met him, but it is your decision. You have to do what is right for
you, but please think about all the possible complications.”

“You
mean pregnancy?” Cathy laughed again, thinking that Brianna was so
cute and naïve. She had missed out on so much. She couldn’t even
drive a car. “Brianna, can you come over again tomorrow?”

“Umm
– I don’t think that is a good idea. It seems to bother Scott. He
probably feels like he took his work home with him. I was thinking
that I would stop coming. Besides, it’s your turn to come to my
house tomorrow. We can do whatever you want.”

“Yes,
but I want to do something that can only be done at my house. I want
to teach you how to drive.” Cathy looked very pleased with herself.

“What?
You’re kidding right?”

“No,
it’s safe. We can start in the barn. No one would see us there, and
then you could convince your parents to let you take real lessons,
and then you could get your license. No one is going to hire you if
your mom has to drive you back and forth to work. This is good
sense.”

“I
guess so,” Brianna smiled and then frowned. “But like I said,
Scott doesn’t want me at your guys’s house anymore.”

“Scott
is just being a pain. Don’t worry about him.”

“That’s
easy for you to say. He is the one person on earth I really don’t
want to make mad.”

Cathy
pulled up in front of Brianna’s house. “I’ll call you tomorrow.
If he has to work, will you come over?”

“I’ll
think about it.” Brianna waved her friend goodbye and then went in.
She thought about what Scott had all said at the table. He didn’t
like finding her in the kitchen, and he probably even felt like she
was moving in because she was there so often. He didn’t truly like
her. She annoyed him, just like the others didn’t think that she
was at their same level. She was a misfit.

Brianna
checked in with her parents. They were watching the evening movie.
She told them that she would go to bed early. They thought resting
would be a great idea.

Brianna
closed the curtains in her room and went to take a shower. She came
back out naked and took her pills.

Then
she stood in front of her full length mirror and looked at herself,
thinking that she looked hideous. She would never have Cathy’s
problems. She would die a virgin.

Brianna
went to bed and cried herself to sleep.






“Cathy,
have you got a minute?” Scott had been waiting for her to come
home. They must have taken the scenic route.

“Not
you too.” Cathy whined.

“Not
me too what?” he toyed with her.

“Dad
already talked to me. Brianna just did too. I don’t want to hear
another wait until your married talk.”

“Cathy,
you wouldn’t have to if you would just agree with us, but you come
with crap that you are an adult now. But that just isn’t true. You
still live off of mom and dad, and you still have friends over to
play. You are not an adult.”

“Sure,
and thanks to you Brianna doesn’t want to come here anymore. She
doesn’t want you to feel uncomfortable in your own home.” Cathy
already had tears in her eyes. Scott had been such an ass to Brianna,
and now he wanted to tell her how to live her life. No, thank you.

That
sidetracked him. His father had pulled him aside and told to be more
respectful to her when she was here. Cathy was allowed to bring
whomever she wanted home exactly like Scott was.

“I’m
sorry. I’ll talk to her and apologize. But the matter that I want
to talk to you about is something totally different.”

“She
probably won’t want to be my friend anymore,” Cathy interrupted
him. “She even felt guilty about the way you behaved. You saw her
cooking. The food was very good, and you went at her on purpose even
though you know that she is afraid of you. Did you ever stop to think
how much courage it costs her to come here when she knows she might
run into you? You have the power to hurt her. She can’t hurt you,
and she wouldn’t. She is a really nice girl, and I don’t want you
to ruin this for me. And what was that crap with her finding a job,
were you rubbing salt in her wounds. Someone like her doesn’t
work.”

“Cathy,
if she stops being your friend because of me, then she wasn’t
really your friend to begin with. Please, let’s talk about you
now.”

“Not
yet. Why is she afraid of you?” Cathy demanded.

“She
isn’t afraid of me. She is afraid of messing up and being held
accountable for her actions. We all have to be accountable for our
actions. We have to take responsibility, and if we can’t, then it’s
better not to do some things until we are older and in a mature
relationship.”

“Have
you ever spanked her? She is too afraid to tell me anything that
happened at school.”

Scott
was glad to hear that. The thought of Brianna telling anyone what
happened in between them when they were alone was – Well, it felt
like an invasion of privacy. “That is none of your business. We are
just talking about you right now. Don’t worry about others.”

“Well,
that sounded like a yes to me. She is so kind and so sweet. How could
you, Scott?”

Scott
had heard enough. He pulled out one of the kitchen chairs and grabbed
her arm as he sat down. She was over his knees in seconds. “This is
how I could.” He gave her several hand spanks.

Her
fists beat into his leg, and her feet tried to kick him.

“Do
I have your attention now?” Scott asked her.

She
tried to get away from him, but he held tightly. “Dad! Dad, Scott
is hurting me.”

“I’m
just trying to talk to her,” Scott called back.

“Cathy,
then I suggest you listen to him,” their father called back.

“Now
that I finally have your attention, we can begin.”

“No,
Scott, no don’t. I’m listening. You can talk without hitting.”

“Great.
What I want to know is why you are being so boy crazy? I couldn’t
believe the way you behaved at church. You let that boy look down
your blouse. Why would you do that? How can the boys have respect for
you when you don’t have any for yourself?”

“I
didn’t do that,” Cathy protested, not willing to admit that she
had done something like that with her father in earshot.

Scott
let her have it. He beat relentlessly at her bottom. She kicked and
said Oh, oh, oh, oh.

“I
saw you do it. How dare you lie about that? You behaved wanton. I
probably wasn’t the only one who saw you do it either. Can you
imagine what kind of light that throws on our family? Do you want
people to talk badly about us? Do you want to have that kind of
reputation?”

“No,
Scott, I’m sorry. I’ll never do it again. I’ll be good if you
just stop. Please stop. You’re hurting me.”

“I’m
not finished yet. All you talk about are boys. Mom and Dad are
working so hard so you can go to school. You have yet to tell us
about any of your classes and what you are learning about.” He
smacked as he spoke. Cathy’s legs were kicking like she was on the
Olympic swimming team.

Scott
turned his attention to the back of her thighs. “Keep your feet
down and take your punishment with at least a little dignity.” He
smacked with muscles that had grown even stronger over Christmas
vacation because Brianna had been right, he didn’t feel comfortable
in his own home so he was lifting heavy sacks of grain to avoid her.

Cathy
lay limp and sobbing over his knees. Scott wanted to drive the last
ones home. “You,” smack “go,” smack “to,” smack “school,”
smack “to,” smack “learn.”

He
pulled her close and told her that he thought that she was an amazing
young lady, but that he didn’t want her to throw her life away for
some boy who was just using her for sex. She was worth so much more
than that. She would find the right guy, and he would love her enough
to wait.

“You
sound just like Brianna,” Cathy mumbled.

“Well,
Brianna is a very smart girl. I happen to know that she is still a
virgin too, and that she isn’t worried about boys yet.”

Cathy
yawned as she leaned into his chest. “That’s just because she
thinks that no one will ever want to marry her because of the scars.”
Cathy slipped into the darkness of her sleep.

“What
scars?” Scott asked her, but she was already gone. He carried her
up to her room and tucked her in. Just like he had done with Brianna
a couple of times already.

Scott
wondered about scars. He thought about how much of her he had seen
already. He had yet to see any scars. Scott thought about her arms
and shoulders when she had worn that breathtaking dress. He thought
about her legs as he had paddled her. He had seen her bottom and what
she looked like on the other side. There wasn’t much of her he
hadn’t seen.

Thinking
about her made it hard for him to sleep.

This
was why she shouldn’t come here. He felt like they were playing
house. She was even standing in the kitchen cooking a good meal when
he came home from work.

He
would work harder on avoiding her from now on.






Jenny
sat at the table with the Dean. She was wearing the dress he had
given her for Christmas. Now that her hair had grown out a little she
was a pleasure to look at.

The
Dean was proud of the young lady that she had become.

At
the moment, he listened to her talk about how cruel Stalin had been
to the people of his country. They spoke of human rights.

Yes,
the Dean was very pleased with her, as if she were his own daughter.






“Okay,
You just turn the key. Go on do it.” Cathy liked the idea of
teaching Brianna something. She had heard her parents talking this
morning at breakfast. They thought that Scott was smitten with
Brianna.

Her
father told her mother that Scott had acted like a second grader. He
might as well have pulled her hair or stuck his tongue out at her, he
had said. It was so obvious that he liked her, her father had said.

Cathy
loved the idea of having Brianna as a sister-in-law. Keeping Brianna
in her life meant a lot to her, and hearing what her parents thought
did explain his behavior. She had been so shocked when he started in
that she should get a job. Only a love sick idiot in denial could
suggest something that stupid to a weak heart patient.

“Okay,
now what you do is put it in D for drive and then push down lightly
on the gas pedal.”

“Which
one is it?” Brianna didn’t think that this was a good idea
anymore. She was starting to panic.

“The
one on the right.”

Brianna
slowly let the car roll forward. She couldn’t go far because the
barn door was closed.

They
both jumped when they heard a knock on Brianna’s window. She moved
her foot to the brakes.

Cathy
moved the car to park and turn the key. She got out of the car and
smiled over at her father. “I was just teaching Brianna how to
drive a car in the safety of our barn.”

“Yes,
well I have a lesson to teach you two in the safety of the living
room. Go, both of you now.” He opened the door for a very sorry
looking Brianna.

“I’m
sorry sir. It was all my fault, not Cathy’s.” Brianna tried to
convince them.

“Wherever
there is trouble you can be sure that Cathy did her part to make it
that way.”

The
girls held on to each other as they walked into the house a few paces
behind him. He sat down on the sofa.

“Who’s
first?” he called over to them.

“If
you go first, he will tire out a little. He won’t hit you as hard
as he would me,” Cathy reasoned.

“He’s
your father. You go first.” Brianna felt terrible, but she would
rather have him once he was tired too.

“This
is just ridiculous.” John stood up and grabbed onto Brianna and
pulled her over his knees. He had been smacking for a couple of
minutes when her hand came back. “Remove your hand.”

“I’m
sorry, sir.” She slowly pulled it away.

John
lectured her on how to be especially careful with other people’s
things.

He
wanted to get a good lecture going, but her hand always popped into
sight.

After
a lot of back and forth with her hand, he just pinned it to her back
with his left hand. He smacked until he felt that she was truly
remorseful.

He
helped her to her feet. “You can go stand in that corner. Keep your
hands away from your backside. That means no rubbing. Go.”

Brianna
went. She was still sobbing, but the idea of having to stand in the
corner amused her a little. Her father had never made her do that.
No, he liked to sit her down at the table and make her sit up
straight.

“Cathy,
come here.”

“Daddy,
I’m so sorry. I’ll never do it again.” Hearing the lecture that
he had given Brianna was also having positive effects on her too.

She
received the same spanking that Brianna had gotten but a lot harder.
She was bawling when he was finished.

John
sent her to a different corner.






Scott
heard the crying when he came home. He went into the living room to
see Brianna with her nose in one corner and Cathy with her nose in
another. They were both crying, but Cathy was a lot louder.

He
knew Brianna didn’t cry loudly when she was spanked. He figured
they had both gotten the same.

“What
happened?” His eyes darted to Brianna’s shaking shoulders. She
stayed still otherwise. Cathy was fighting with herself not to reach
back. Her hands were always almost there when she took them away
again.

“That’s
none of your business, Scott.” John had already called Brianna’s
father to come and get her. Charles was mad as hell. He apologized
and said he would do what was in his power to make sure she never did
anything like that again.

“But
Dad,” he pointed over to Brianna who was sniffling away.

“My
house, not your problem.” He took a sip of his coffee as he watched
Cathy’s hands. Scott sure hoped that Cathy’s hands stayed put.
Rubbing would mean another spanking. That would embarrass Cathy even
more.

Brianna
wasn’t trying to rub. The spanking hadn’t been as bad as she
thought it would be. He used his hand, and he didn’t bare her
bottom. She had peeked for a second when Cathy had to go to her
corner. Her bottom wasn’t bared either.

The
spanking had been effective without it. She wished her father saw it
that way too. This left her with a bit of dignity.

She
was embarrassed that Scott was here, but she hoped that no one would
tell him what they had pulled and maybe she could use it as leverage
to get a milder punishment one day. She giggled and sniffled, and the
sound that came from her was pitiful.

Brianna
hoped they heard it that way too.

Scott
heard it, and it broke his heart. He wanted to comfort her so much
that his own heart hurt.

“Surely
there is nothing that they could have done to deserve this.” Scott
wasn’t about to give up. He noticed both of their heads sunk in
shame, and he tried to defend them. Their body language said they
were as guilty as hell.

Scott
mouthed to his father, “Is it over?”

His
father nodded.

The
doorbell rang. Brianna’s head sunk even more. Cathy’s father
jumped up to get it. “Brianna, you can come here now.” She
avoided Scott’s eye as she left. She figured he would look
disappointed in her. He didn’t want her here to begin with, and now
she had even caused trouble.

If
she had looked up, she would have seen worry, pity and maybe even the
beginnings of love in his eyes. Nevertheless, she didn’t look up.

“Get
in the car, Brianna.” Her father’s tone could cut her deeper than
the sharpest knife. “On the passenger’s side,” he added to nip
at her wounds.

“Yes,
sir.”

Charles
looked at John and sighed. He was shocked by what his daughter had
done. “I’m truly sorry. Did she cause any damage? I will pay for
anything she broke.”

“No,
you don’t have to worry about that. I caught them before they could
get that far. She took her spanking well, and she didn’t give me
any back talk.”

“She
isn’t finished yet. Thanks for calling, John.”

They
watched them leave. Scott felt so sorry for her. He knew how her
father spanked: hard and long.

John
waited for Charles and Brianna to leave before he leaned in towards
his son. “I lied, you know. She didn’t take her spanking that
well. That girl couldn’t keep her hand away to save her life. In
the end, I had to hold it out of the way. Funny thing was she didn’t
rub.”

Scott
had to laugh, remembering that he too had given up.






“That
was just embarrassing. How could you have done that? Do you have any
idea what a car costs? Or the damage that you could have caused with
one of them? And then to use your friend’s father’s car. They
will probably never want you to come back.” Brianna’s father
fired off questions that she knew he didn’t want her to answer yet.

He
finished yelling and then asked her ‘why.’ She knew she was
supposed to answer now.

“Daddy
it was just that – Cathy thought that if she had already taught me
how to drive, then you would say yes,
and I could get a license, just like all the others have.”

“Really,”
he was still mad and yelling. “Have we ever complained once about
having to drive you anywhere or pick you up? Have we?”

Brianna
was still crying, and her bottom hurt a lot. “I just wanted to get
a job like everyone else does over the summer, and no one will hire
me if I can’t drive.”

Her
father had expected a lot of different excuses but not that. He
pulled up in front of their house. He parked, and they both got out.

“Go
to your room, right now, Brianna. I’m too mad to spank you just
now. Go and wait for me.” He was so mad in the meantime that he was
whispering.

She
went in and hurried up to her room as fast as she could. She lay down
on her bed and cried again, just like last night. Her father was
right, they would never want her to come back. She had just lost
another friend.

She
just didn’t seem to be a friend for the long haul.






“What
happened?” Eva had seen her daughter running up to her room in
tears. She followed her husband into his office.

“Her
little friend decided to teach her how to drive today.”

“Are
they okay, did something happen?” Eva’s head turned towards the
door. She wanted to go to her daughter, but she wasn’t sure if she
was allowed to at the moment.

“They
got caught right away, nothing happened. The thing that gets me is
the why behind it.” He was shaking his head. “She thought that if
she could already drive, we would let her get a license so she could
get a summer job. I don’t know what she was thinking, but it’s
like she has gone crazy since her last operation. And careless,” he
added.

Eva
sat down in one of the chairs across from his desk. “Charles,
please sit down. We need to talk.” She was crying.

“What?
You too now? I realize that women are very sensitive, but this is
getting ridiculous.” He huffed as he sat down.

“Charles,
can’t you see what is wrong? She’s eighteen, and her parents have
to drive her everywhere she goes. She wants a job? Why do you think
she wants a job? I’ll tell you why. She wants to be like all the
other girls. She is eighteen, a grown up. If we forbid her, then she
will end up hating us. We always said we wanted her to have a normal
life, but we aren’t letting her have one. Charles she is trying so
hard to be good and do what we expect from her, but it’s her life.
We have to ask her what she wants out of it.”

Charles
shook his head. “I can’t do it, Eva. I can’t let go of her.
She’s our little girl. We came so close to losing her again and
again. The thought of losing her after all that to something stupid
like a car accident, or because she tries to keep up with the demands
of a boss, kills me. Eva, I can’t do it.”

“Well,
you’ll have to. Do you want her to run away from home just so she
gets a chance to breathe?”

“Eva,
watch your tone, or you will go over my knees before she does.”

She
quieted down, but she was still crying because he wouldn’t see
reason.

“I’ll
talk to her about what she wants, but she’s got it coming. She
could have ruined those good people’s car or killed their daughter,
along with herself. No, she has to learn not to pull crap like that.”






He
was about to knock on her door when he heard the sobbing from inside.
He knocked and waited for her to open the door and let him in. She
did with a red tear-strained face. “Come in, Daddy,” she
sniffled.

He
walked in, removed his belt and sat down on her bed. “Come here,
Brianna.”

She
closed the door and moved over to him. “I really am sorry, Daddy.”

“I
believe you, but what has to be done, has to be done. You can’t be
doing things like that. Come over.”

She
pulled down her panties and lifted up her skirt and lay over his
knees. She was sniffling away as she laid her right hand on her back
for him to take.

He
did, and he did spank her too, but his heart wasn’t in it. She was
already crying so much from a broken heart. He pulled her onto his
lap and just held her while she cried.

She
told him that the other girls at school weren’t really her friends,
and that they just saw her as a patient. She told him that Scott
didn’t want her on his floor and much less in his house. No one
would ever see her for herself. She would always be that sick girl.
She told him about what she had gotten for Christmas.

Brianna
told him her worries, that she would never find a husband because she
was scarred and ugly. She worried that Cathy would never be allow to
see her again, and she didn’t think that she would ever be able to
find another friend.

“Don’t
worry. I’ll talk to her father. I’ll make it all better,
sweetheart. You wait and see. But first, you need to call over there
and apologize again.”

“Yes,
sir. I will.”

“Good
girl.” He helped her to her feet. She pulled her panties up, and he
took her down to his office. He waited without saying a word. She
picked up the phone and dialed Cathy’s number. She hoped that Scott
wouldn’t answer.

“Hello.”
Of course, it was Scott.

This
just wasn’t her day. “Hello, Scott. This is Brianna. I was hoping
I could speak with your father?”

“Sure,
hold on.” He sounded annoyed, Brianna thought.

Scott
held the phone to his chest as he looked for his dad. He was out
back. She was calling and wanting to talk to his father. She might as
well move in with them. Damn, and he had really needed this vacation.

“Dad,
it’s Brianna.” He held the phone out to his father who was
smirking.

“Hello,
Brianna.”

“Hello,
sir, I just wanted to call and apologize for my terrible behavior
once again. I am very sorry. I swear nothing like that would ever
happen again if you let me see Cathy.”

“Brianna,
give me the phone,” her father interrupted her.

“Sir,
my father wants to talk to you.” She handed the phone to her
father. He made a motion with his eyes that she should leave.

She
did.

Scott
watched his father smile widened as she talked to him. He wondered
what she was saying, but whatever it was he sure did like it.

“We’d
love to. What time should we be there?” His father smiled at him
even brighter. Scott rolled his eyes. His father gave him a look,
warning him. “See y’all tomorrow.”

He
pushed the button and hung up. He gave the phone back to Scott.
“We’ve been invited to spend New Years Eve at their house.” He
watched his son’s face. He didn’t look pleased. “That was nice
of them, wasn’t it?”

“I
hope you enjoy yourself.” Scott turned to leave.

“We
are all going. That means you too.” His eyes danced with delight.

“No,
thanks. That’s a conflict of interest. I can’t be going to her
house. It would look like I favor her over the others. What if she
started saying something like, remember when you were at my house, or
whatever else she could say. Hey, how is Cathy, or your Mom and Dad.
This is all extremely unprofessional.”

“You’re
going,” his father answered calmly.

“I
really can’t, and I really don’t want to. This is my vacation
too. She’s been here almost every day and now you expect me to
spend time at their house too. I don’t think so.”

“I
said you’re going, and you are going with a good attitude. You
won’t embarrass your sister or us. Brianna is a very nice girl.”

Scott
rolled his eyes again. If she were really a nice girl, then she
wouldn’t be at his school.

“Scott,
I realize that you are a head taller than me in the meantime, and I
realize that you have gotten even stronger carrying those sacks of
grain, but I demand respect. We have been invited, and we are all
going. If I have to lay you over my knee, then so be it.”

He
moved away to let Scott fume by himself.





Chapter 12 – New Year’s Eve






Brianna
and her mother had been cooking and baking ever since her father had
announced that they would be having five visitors tomorrow. Working
with her mother, Brianna was able to forget her worries for a little
while.

At
four o’clock the next day, they had everything ready. Her mother
was dressed as elegantly as she always was. Brianna stood next to her
mother and waited. She didn’t know who was coming, probably some
friend of her father’s.

Her
mother didn’t know either. She said that if her father wants them
to prepare for guests, then that is what they had to do.

Being
raised to this way of thinking, Brianna had nodded and helped.

The
doorbell rang, and her father came out of his office to greet their
guests. Brianna bounced forward when she saw her friend.

The
parents all said hello to each other, and they were ushered into the
winter garden were cakes had been set out. Brianna helped her mother
pour coffee and put pieces of cake on plates.

The
adults all talked and were getting along just fine. Scott spoke with
his sister Sharon and Brianna talked and laughed with Cathy. Both
girls had believed that they wouldn’t be allowed to see the other
again.

“This
is the best cheesecake I have ever eaten, Mrs. Banks.” Scott loved
cheesecake. This had made it worth it for him to come with today.

“Thank
you very much, but the compliment must be paid to my daughter. She
made it.” Eva Banks smiled at the young man and then turned her
attention back to his mother, Karen, who was watching her son so
closely that Eva turned back to look at him again.

Oh,
now she understood, Eva thought. Her husband had told her everything
that Brianna had said yesterday. Brianna believed that Scott didn’t
like her. The opposite was true

Eva
laughed a little to herself. Still, she wondered how this would end
up. Brianna was still too young to notice anything like that. She was
more interested in his sister than him.

Maybe
in time, she mused.






The
day moved on, and Scott talked with Brianna’s father about his
future plans. He was glad to hear that Scott wanted to become a
lawyer like he was. His wife had whispered in his ear earlier what
she guessed.

Yesterday
his beautiful daughter had cried in his arms that no man would want
her, and today Charles was eyeing a possible son-in-law.

If
he would take care of her and make her happy, then she would be his.

That
is if she wanted him too. Her happiness was the most important thing
for him.

The
kids were sent for a walk while the parents talked. Scott’s father
cut right to the chase.

“Our
Scott seems to have taken an interest in your Brianna. He doesn’t
realize it yet, but we have been watching him,” John informed them.

“Brianna
is behind in her development. She probably wouldn’t understand. She
isn’t ready for a boyfriend yet.” Eva told them with a worried
look on her face.

“Eva,
no one is saying that they have to get married tomorrow. We are just
saying that a spark is there.” Charles didn’t want her worries to
ruin the mood. These people had a fine boy who was interested in
their daughter, and he was also interested in making something out of
himself.

“But
the scars,” Eva whispered.

“Scott
isn’t like that. I’m sure he feels that his feelings for her are
improper because of the situation that they are in right now. If we
could all just sit back and wait to see what happens, well then
Brianna could finish up at school and move on in her development and
things could take a natural course in a couple of years. She would be
ready for him by the time he gets the gumption up to ask her out.”
Karen also realized that Brianna wasn’t ready for boys.

“Nonsense,
I have a better idea. He should drive her back to school.” John
liked Brianna. She would be good for him.

“I
like that idea,” Charles agreed with him.

“I
don’t. Brianna is just so sensitive. He could hurt her feelings so
easily. I am afraid that if we interfere, that it could backfire.
They have to be together the next two years. Brianna would suffer
most if it didn’t go well.” Eva had seen Brianna’s backside
after he had finished with her. She wanted a better man for her
daughter, someone who wouldn’t hurt her. Brianna had suffered under
the heavy hand of her father. She didn’t that for her in marriage
too.

“Eva,
we have decided. Scott can drive her back to school. If love sparks,
then that is great. If not, then not. We certainly aren’t planning
her future for her. He just seems a little interested. Nothing like
six hours in a car to get to know someone.”






Cathy
and Brianna walked slowly down to the lake. It was almost midnight,
and the fireworks would be starting soon.

Brianna
had never been able to stay awake to see them before. Last year, at
this time she had been in the hospital. They were trying to get her
healthy enough so they could operate. A tear escaped her eye as she
thought about it.

Scott
had been walking behind the girls, feeling sorry for himself. School
started on the forth, and the girls were returning on the third. That
meant that this vacation was practically over. He would pack tomorrow
and take off. Maybe he could even get a two day break from Brianna in
before school started.

Scott
sure hoped that she wouldn’t try to play the we know each other
so well card. He would teach her a lesson if she did. He could
hardly wait to get her over his knees again.

Scott
looked over at her and saw that she was crying but smiling. He would
never be able to figure her out. If he had met her sooner or under
different circumstances, then –

No,
he was responsible for her like he was for Cathy. If he wanted a
girlfriend, it would be one that came from a good home like Brianna’s
but who was nicer, better behaved from the start.

He
liked the girls on his floor, but they wouldn’t be the type of girl
that he would be able to be proud of. Brianna would end up being an
embarrassment for him. She wouldn’t be able to stay good for all
that long.

A
week or two after Christmas, they all started to lapse back into
their old ways. Then he had to step in again.

He
watched the fire works with the girls. They really were something to
see.





Chapter 13 – The Long Drive Back






Scott
parked outside of Brianna’s house. She was making him wait. He
couldn’t believe that he had to do this.

He
was seriously thinking about staying in Texas over summer vacation
and finding a summer job around there.

Scott
wasn’t really living at home, but his parents still had control
over him.

He
had already decided to have a talk with her about his private life
staying private.






“Do
you really have everything, Brianna?” Eva was crying.

“Yes,
mom. Please he is waiting. I have to go.” Brianna still knew who he
was. He was the one to avoid, and the one you should never get mad.

Her
mother hugged her again. “Call if you need anything. Take your
medicine regularly. There are new ones in there. They have a bit of a
different shape, but the pharmacist insisted they are the same.
Please, take care of yourself.” Her mother finally walked of the
door. “Eat three meals a day and get plenty of rest. Don’t overdo
it. Oh, and don’t forget to practice the piano. I love you so
much.” She pulled a very red faced and embarrassed Brianna to her
heart and hugged her once again.

Brianna
looked over at Scott and mouthed the word ‘sorry’. Scott
had to laugh at that. Maybe she wouldn’t be a brat the whole trip.

“Brianna,
don’t do anything that is going to make us worry. Be good.” Eva
flashed Scott a look and then hugged her daughter again.

“Eva,
will I ever get a turn to say goodbye.” Her father stepped forward
and hugged her. “I love you, sweetheart. Your mother said
everything else there was to say.” He opened the car door for her
and set her inside. He turned to Scott. “We really do appreciate
you driving her.” He gave Scott an envelope with gas money. “Take
care of her.”

“I
will, sir. I’ll let her call you when we get there.” Scott smiled
at her parents.

“Wait.
I packed both of you something to eat. I’ll run and get it.” Eva
was off and running. Scott and Brianna’s father loaded the
suitcases into the car.

Eva
came back with a box of food. Scott took it and thanked her. He put
the box in the backseat. There was food for a small army in there.

He
said goodbye to them and got in the car. He started the car and
pulled away. Brianna was waving goodbye just like at the beginning of
the school year.

After
her parents were out of sight, she turned to him. “I’m really
sorry about all this. I know you got roped into this so I’ll just
be really quiet and look out of the window. That way you can forget
that I’m even here.”

He
laughed. “You don’t have to be quiet, Brianna. We can talk,
listen to the radio or whatever.”

“If
I get on your nerves, you can tell me to shut up.”

“You
won’t get on my nerves,” Scott assured her.

They
drove for an hour before either of them could think of anything to
say.

“Traffic
isn’t that bad today. We are making good time,” Scott said.

Brianna
nodded.

Okay,
that didn’t go well, Scott thought. “So how did you like your
classes last trimester?”

“They
were fine.” She remembered him going to her teacher and accusing
her of plagiarizing her paper. She looked out of the window again.

This
really wasn’t going well, he thought. Brianna was really boring.

He
would be glad when they were there, then he would only have to deal
with her once a week. He hoped that she got straight A’s again and
always showed up on time. If he never saw her again, that would be
okay.

He
drove on for a while. When they were half way there, he asked her if
she wanted to stop at a picnic area. She agreed.

He
parked, and she got out the box from her mom. He watched her carry it
to a picnic table. She set the table for them.

He
slowly walked over to her and sat down. “That’s a lot of food for
two people.”

“Germans
are terrible food pushers.”

They
ate in silence. Scott looked around a lot. He looked at the trees,
the other people around them, at his car and back to Brianna. She was
hardly eating anything again.

He
was starting to wonder if that was the reason she had missed so much
school. Did she have an eating disorder?

“Brianna,
eat some more.” He looked back to his car, so he could avoid
looking at Brianna. It looked a little odd. He finished eating and
went over to his car.

Brianna
clean up their things.

“Finish
eating. I’m just checking something out.” He kicked the tires.
Great one was losing air. He would have to change it.

Brianna
went over to him and asked if she could help.

“Yeah,
maybe. Just stand next to me, and I’ll say if you can help with
anything.”

Brianna
picked up three apples and started juggling them. Scott stopped to
watch her. He didn’t know anybody who could. She even looked bored
as she did that. She wasn’t concentrating on what she was doing.

“Where
did you learn to do that?” Scott asked her.

“Once
a week, clowns came to the hospital.”

He
thought about that as he continued to work. He changed the tire all
by himself. “You can go finish eating. I’ll be right back.” He
looked down at his dirty hands and took off in the direction of the
bathrooms.

Hospital?
She was too thin, he never saw her eating, and she never put much on
her plate to begin with. Her mother begged her to eat more, plus the
food that Mrs. Banks had sent along.

Brianna
was probably recovering from an eating disorder. That would explain
everything. Why she was so polite, and why it hadn’t been a problem
for her to get good grades?

He
went back out to her. A couple of older guys were hovering around
her. She was packing up and trying to avoid them. One reach out and
petted her hair.

“Please,
just leave me alone.” She was crying. She couldn’t understand why
these men were doing this to her.

“What’s
going on here?” Scott demanded.

“They
won’t go away.” Brianna met his eyes.

“The
lady isn’t interested.” Scott stared them down. He was younger
than they were, and he was better built, but there were two of them.
“Take the things to the car,” he told Brianna.

“Are
you sure you want him. He’s so bossy. Come with us, and we can show
you a good time,” one said.

“Yeah,
a really good time,” the other agreed.

Scott
could see that they were drunk, and that at three in the afternoon.
He shook his head at them. Brianna finished packing up, and one of
the men took the box from her. He tipped everything out on the
ground. “Why don’t you bend over and pick it all up again?”
They laughed with each other.

Brianna
was crying. She moved as far away from them as she could and sat down
on the ground to clean everything up.

“Brianna,
leave it. Get in the car now.” Scott wanted her out of the picture
right away.

The
two men tried to stop her, but Scott grabbed one of the men by the
arm, so he let go of her. Brianna ran to the car. She turned and saw
Scott had the man’s arm twisted behind his back. He was saying
something to them. The other held up his hands like he was afraid
that Scott would do something to him too. They left, and Scott
started to clean up the stuff on the ground.

Brianna
went to him to help. He saw her coming. “Get back in the car, right
now.” She went back, knowing better than to mess with him when he
used that tone.

Scott
threw the box in the garbage and returned to Brianna. He could see
that she was shaking. He was suddenly very glad that he had worked
with all of those sacks of grain during his vacation.

Scott
also thought about what would have happened if the second guy had
attacked him. He probably would have lost, and Brianna would have
been hurt.

“I’m
sorry, Scott. I’m really sorry,” she shook as she spoke.

“Why
what did you do?” Scott asked her, wondering if she had flirted
with them to lure them over.

“I
didn’t do anything. They just came over and started touching my
hair and things.” She looked out of the window ashamed.

“You
didn’t do anything wrong. You don’t need to apologize.” He
looked over at her shaking form. “Did they hurt you?”

“No,
sir,” she answered.

She
was back to calling him sir again. Twice she had called him by
his name, once on the phone when she wanted to talk to his father,
and just now to apologize. He liked it when she called him by his
name.

He
talked to her about this and that, just trying to distract her. She
didn’t seem to settle down until they got to a gas station. There
she went to the bathroom and washed her face.

Brianna
hated to do it, but she had to take one of her pills, so she did with
the disgusting water from the bathroom sink.

She
started feeling a little better after a couple of minutes. She went
back to Scott and thanked him.

“You
really don’t have to thank me. I shouldn’t have left you alone
like that. It was my fault.”

“No,
it wasn’t. Thank you for being there. Thank you very much.”

He
opened the car door for her and closed it when she was safely inside.

He
brought her back to school.

Brianna
got out when he parked and went to the trunk to retrieve her
suitcases. She saw a couple of plants in the trunk. She looked at
them surprised.

“Hey,
I have a mother too.” Scott said with a smile on his face.

She
laughed at that. “Except that my mom is a food pusher, and yours is
a plant pusher.”

He
was so thrilled to see her laughing. “We all have our cross to
bear.” They went up to their empty floor. Brianna unlocked her door
and went in. She went right to her water and drank a whole bottle.
She took the rest of her afternoon pills and unpacked.

Scott
knocked on her door just as she was closing her pill drawer. “You
can call your parents now.”

“Thanks,
but I already sent them an e-mail. They’ve even answered already. I
got one of those Internet sticks for Christmas.”

“Okay,
but use it wisely, or I will have to take it away.”

“Yes,
sir.”

Everything
was back to normal.






Scott
started the trimester with a talk about slacking. He wouldn’t allow
any slacking for whatever reason. The rules hadn’t changed just
because everybody knew everybody else better. He still wouldn’t
hesitate to lay them over his knees.

“Believe
me I will. I will be stopping by your rooms to talk to you all
individually about your new schedules and my expectations. Does
anyone have any questions?”

Brianna
raised her hand. She could see a bit of panic in Scott’s face as he
called on her. “Is Jennifer coming back?”

He
closed his eyes for a few seconds. “I don’t know.” He dismissed
them and went to their individual rooms again.

He
knocked on Brianna’s door. It was open, and she was sitting at her
desk working on her computer and laughing. “Come in.” She got up
and smiled at him and then sat down on her bed.

Scott
came in and closed the door. He went to her desk and grabbed the
chair and pulled it out. He glanced at the computer.

“You
can read it if you want. Cathy is sounding off about her roommate
again.”

Scott
was tempted, but he was working now. He pulled out Brianna schedule
and his expectations for her. After he gave them to her, he turned to
read the e-mail. He laughed too.

Brianna
looked at her schedule. She had an English class, German would be
continued, Economics and a Film Class. He expected B’s except in
German. There he expected an ‘A.’ She waited to ask what the film
class was about.

Scott
turned his attention back to her. He was still smiling.

“What
is Film Class?”

“You
get to watch movies and talk about them. You’ll like it. Normally,
I would expect an ‘A’ in that, but this way you don’t have to
feel any pressure, but I’ll warn you economics is very demanding.
Take it very seriously.”

“I
will, sir. Can I ask you a little favor?” Her eyes were wide and
childlike.

Here
we go, he thought. She is going to want special treatment now because
she was his sister’s best friend. “Ask what you want.”

“I
was just wondering if we could keep it between us that we know each
other outside of school. I don’t know if you noticed, but the other
girls seemed to have already paired up. If they find out that our
families are – close, I think they would end up avoiding me, is
all. I hope I’m not being rude.”

“No,
not at all. I wanted to ask you the same thing. I agree with you.”
Scott stayed a bit and sent his sister an e-mail teasing her about
her Japanese roommate who talked on the phone all night.

Things
were back to normal, but Brianna was a little more relaxed than
before.





Chapter 14 – Not Feeling Well






“I
don’t know, Brianna. School has been
back on for a couple of weeks already, and your pulse is still bad.
I’d like to call your floor monitor and have him keep you home from
classes tomorrow.” The nurse stuck a thermometer in her mouth so
she wouldn’t have to hear anything from Brianna.

They
had this talk every day. Brianna insisted that she felt fine. The
nurse said that she could drop at any second. Brianna had talked her
into letting her go to classes if she stopped by here every day too.

The
nurse pulled out the thermometer and sighed relieved. “Fever, even
if it is very slight. No school tomorrow. Then if you rest all
weekend, you can go on Monday if you are doing better. Just stop by
before classes. I think that is very fair.”

“But
it is so hard to catch up once you start missing.” Brianna was
starting to feel nervous, just thinking about missing class. She was
working so hard to get good grades.

The
nurse picked up the phone and called Scott. He said he would come and
get her.

“He
doesn’t need to get me. I’m not a little kid.”

“You
sure are acting like one. Do you want me to tell him no punishments,
or do you want me to tell him to lay you over his knee?”

Brianna
blushed. “I’ll be good and stay in bed, ma’am.”

Scott
showed up and looked at her. She was a little pale, but otherwise,
she looked fine. Even especially nice today.

“She
is to stay in bed as much as possible. She needs lots of rest. She
may not go to the music rooms or do any heavy lifting, or any kind of
exertion. Trays can be brought up.”

“Yes,
ma’am. I’ll keep an eye on her.” Scott took her bag for her,
and they walked back to the dorms.

Brianna
was fuming. She hated this. She just wanted to be normal so badly
that she felt like stomping on something, like a vase, to blow off
steam. See, she felt fine.

Scott
sensed her mood so he didn’t comment on it. She was pouting. He had
never seen her like this.

When
they reached her door, she thanked him and took her bag from him. He
watched her fish out her keys. “I’ll be watching you when you
eat. You just need to eat a bit more, and then everything else will
fall into place.”

“You
think so?” Normally the doctors warned her not to gain too much so
her body wouldn’t have to carry around any extra weight.

He
nodded.

“I’ll
try that.”

He
smiled pleased that she wasn’t arguing with him. “Good, then I
will see you for supper.”

“You
mean you are going to watch me eat?” she laughed.

“Why
not? I will keep you company.” He moved down the hall to his room.
He was happy that he had gotten her to smile.






Scott
showed up, without fail, to each of her meals. Brianna thought it was
funny, but he was being good company. Seeing as how Brianna didn’t
feel sick it was even fun. They were getting along great. She had
even slipped up and called him Scott again.

She
had pajamas on. If she reached for something, he could see her model
thin tummy. He wished she had a bit more meat on her. He was worried
about her too, but she was eating just fine. She rarely ate
everything, but it was enough. She ate all of her healthy food.






Scott
heard Brianna’s tray arriving. He was already getting up to go join
her. He walked into her room leaving the door open as he always did.
That was when he noticed that she was crying.

She
was quick to wipe her tears away and close her laptop and push it
under the blanket but not quick enough. He set down her water bottle
that he got for her to drink with every meal.

“Show
me your laptop.”

“Please,
I can’t it’s private.”

“I
warned you from the beginning. If you don’t show it to me, I will
spank you and confiscate it.”

“Okay,
you can take away my stick for Internet but let me keep my computer,”
she begged.

“Are
you trying to bargain with me?”

She
nodded.

He
grabbed her out of the bed and pulled down her pajama bottoms and
spanked her with his hand as hard as he could. After two minutes, he
stood her up and sent her to the corner.

She
was shaking terribly, but she went and cried in the corner. She heard
him open her laptop and read the e-mail she had just received from
his sister. Brianna heard him gasp.

He
got up and walked to her. “I should have figured that you were
taking someone else’s punishment again. Go eat.”

He
left, and she cried. Cathy would never talk to her again. He had
taken her computer with, and there was no way that Brianna could have
warned her. She sobbed so much that she couldn’t eat. She finally
fell asleep. 







Scott
went to his room and dialed his sister’s telephone number. He still
couldn’t believe what he had read.

“Cathy,
it’s me Scott.” He didn’t know how to continue. “How are you
feeling?”

“She
told you? How could she? I thought she was my best friend.”

“Hey,
your friend just took a spanking trying to erase your e-mail so I
couldn’t see it. She is even sick in bed. She did what she could.
We have different rules at this school, and that is beside the point.
Cathy, I want to talk to you. You wrote to her that he hurt you.”
Scott’s hand turned into a fist as he thought about some idiot
sleeping with his baby sister and hurting her.

“Scott,
I’m fine. I’ve got to go. Goodbye.” She hung up.

Scott
had to fight not to slam the phone against the wall. Instead, he
dialed again. “Sharon, here is Scott. I need your help. It’s
about Cathy. Umm – She slept with some guy last night. She sent
Brianna an e-mail that he hurt her. More than was normal.” He was
crying now and so was Sharon. “I just tried to talk to her, but she
hung up on me, and I’m worried. I want you to go to her and take
her to a doctor. I’ll pay for it. Don’t worry about that. Just
make sure she is okay. Please Sharon, take care of her.”

“Yes,
Scott. I’ll call you as soon as I have something to tell you. I’ll
take care of her.” Sharon hung up too.

Scott
wiped his eyes. He reread the e-mail. Why had she done it? He had
talked to her, their father and even little Brianna had. Why wouldn’t
she listen?

He
felt terrible doing it, but he felt it was his duty. He dialed again.
“Hey dad, how are you doing?” … “I’m fine. I just wanted to
talk to mom about something. Is she home?” … “Nothing
important. One of the girls on my floor isn’t feeling good. I just
wanted to ask mom some medical questions.” … “Thanks Dad, Bye.”

“Mom,
hi. Here is Scott. I’m just calling because I have a couple of
questions. It’s just that one of the girls on my floor did it for
the first time last night, and it sounds like the guy wasn’t that
careful with her. She’s in pain. Should I take her to the hospital
or something?”

“Who
was it? Cathy or Sharon?”

“No,
mom, it was a girl on my floor,” Scott lied

“I
got this exact same phone call from Cathy an hour ago. A girl on her
floor blah, blah, blah. Spit it out which one?” his mom yelled at
him.

“Mom,
officially I don’t even know. I can’t tell you.”

“Good
then tell your father.” He heard her moving around and telling his
father what she expected.

“Scott,
spit out what you do know, or so help me –” His father left the
threat at the end open.

“Cathy
e-mailed Brianna that she had lost her virginity last night. She is
still bleeding and scared.”

His
father sighed like a balloon slowly losing its air. “Thank you for
being honest. We’ll take care of it from here.”

“I
just called Sharon and sent her over to Cathy. I told her to take her
to the doctor’s.”

“Good
thinking son. Take care of yourself.” His father sounded like he
was about to cry. Scott rarely saw or heard something like that. His
dad was always strong and took care of them.






After
Scott had collected himself, he made his presence known on the floor.
Things quieted down right away. He wished Cathy was at this school
under his protection.

What
guy would do that to his girlfriend?

The
girls noticed his mood and sidestepped him.

He
went to Brianna’s room. She was sleeping. Her tray of food was
untouched.

He
sat down and stared at her for a while. He did that a lot, he thought
to himself.

Why
was he in here? What did he want from her?

Half
an hour later, Brianna woke up and saw him sitting beside her bed.
Scott wasn’t sure if he should just take off, or if he should act
like this was part of his job.

She
looked at him, wondering what he wanted. He probably had lots of
questions. “If you give me a bottle of water, I’ll tell you
everything I know.”

He
jumped at the chance. The water was in her hands in seconds. She
couldn’t open the lid. She was getting too weak to open her water.

This
was just like last time. Except that there weren’t anymore miracle
operations left for her to go through. She’d be dead soon. Should
she tell somebody? Scott had his own problems, and her parents were
on vacation in Germany. They hadn’t been in years, but now that
they had a babysitter for her, they felt safe to go.

There
was no one to tell, and she didn’t want her father there making her
pretend to be brave. She never had been. It was all show for her
father so he could brag how brave she had been, and that she had
never complained.

The
truth was that she longed to be held. She wanted to talk about what
scared her, but there were no open ears to listen to her.

A
tear trickled down her face. She felt guilty for thinking badly about
her parents. They had spent so much money to keep her alive all of
those years. They had done everything in their power.

“I
can’t open it,” she admitted.

Scott
snatched it back and twisted off the lid and poured water in a glass
for her. He thrust it back at her.

“How
is Cathy?” She was really worried about her friend.

“I
don’t know yet. She isn’t back from the doctor’s.” He sounded
so desolate that she took pity on him.

“She
told me about a couple of different boys over Christmas vacation. She
wasn’t sure which one she wanted to – You know with. But she
seemed obsessed with the idea. I tried to talk her out of it, but the
idea was already planted so firmly in her head. After Christmas
vacation, her e-mails all dealt from the same guy. He was really
putting the pressure on, and she wasn’t sure.” Brianna told him
the name of the boy. She had already erased most of the e-mails from
Cathy so Scott couldn’t read them.

“Why
did she do it?” he asked her.

“I’m
just guessing, but I think it was because she associated sex with
being grown up. She is the youngest of you four, the baby of the
family. She just wanted to be an adult like the rest of you.”

“Since
when did you get so insightful?” His words bit at her.

“I’m
an only child. I get all of my parents’ attention. They don’t
ever want me to grow up, but they want me to be perfectly behaved. I
have to deal with all of their hopes and dreams for me. When they are
disappointed in someone, it’s always me.”

Again
Scott stared at her. She was being very wise this evening. 


His
cell phone rang, and he answered it. “Hello, Sharon.”

“We’re
back. She’s not doing well. Umm – he really hurt her. I had to
call mom, but dad said that she is already on the way. The doctor
said it looked more like rape. She insisted that she had said yes at
first, but once it started to hurt, he wouldn’t stop. The doctor
wrote some pain killers for her. Oh Scott, it was awful. She tried so
hard not to cry, but the tears were pouring out of her.” Sharon
very slowly told Scott what she knew. She sounded like she was in
shock too.

“Can
she have children one day?”

“I
asked the doctor he said she would be fine, but that something like
that took a couple of months to heal. Scott I don’t ever want to,
ever. I’m not going to get married. I don’t want anyone to hurt
me like that.” Sharon was crying as she spoke.

Scott
was very relieved to hear that she was still a virgin. “Hey, not
all guys are like that. You will find a really nice guy who will love
you and cherish you. Rebecca did.”

He
thanked Sharon and told her he loved her before they hung up. He
turned back to Brianna. “She is going to be okay, but she is really
hurt. It was good that I found out. She needed help.”

Brianna
nodded.

Scott
couldn’t believe that he’d had such a private conversation in
front of one of the girls on his floor.

There
was a knock on the door. He opened it and took her tray.
“Suppertime.”

He
sat across from her watching her eat. She was nervous because of the
attention, but she ate well enough.

“Were
you a Candy Striper?” Scott asked her.

“No.”
Why would he ask that? That question came out of nowhere. He even
looked confused.

A
little light went on in her head. He didn’t know. She rarely met
anyone who didn’t know. Everyone from town knew. She knew that
Cathy and her sisters knew from school. She knew Cathy’s mother
from the hospital. Her father knew too, but somehow Scott didn’t.
Was that good or bad?

She
thought back to past conversations. A lot fell into place. Him
deciding when she was too sick for class. Him wanting her to have a
summer job and him not understanding why her father had been so mad.
He really didn’t know.

Scott
left as soon as she was finished. She pulled herself out of bed to
take her medicine. How much longer did she have left? Did she have
unfinished business? 


Scott
checked on Brianna again. She wasn’t in her room. Why were all the
women in his life acting crazy at the moment? He asked the first girl
who passed by to check in the bathroom and shower. Brianna wasn’t
in there.

He
knocked on all the doors and asked if she was there. It embarrassed
him to do that. Normally, it wouldn’t. She wasn’t in any of the
rooms, and no one had seen her. Everyone offered to look for her.

Scott
explained that she wasn’t in trouble. He was just worried. He set
off to look for her. It was too late for church so he went right for
the music room. She had signed in over an hour ago.

Damn.
Was she doing this just to get back at him? He quietly opened the
door. She was bawling and singing. She sounded so sad. He sat down
next to her just like Cathy always did.

Brianna
cried all the more for being caught crying. She turned her head away
from him ashamed. Her father had never tolerated tears. It was a
weakness that he didn’t allow her.

“Tell
me what’s wrong? I’ll listen, even if I am the problem.” He
really wanted to make her feel better.

She
shook her head.

“Brianna,
I really am here to help. I know that I haven’t always helped you
in the past, but I always meant well.”

“You
can’t fix this. It’s not your fault.” She still wouldn’t meet
his eye, she just couldn’t. She was getting so weak that it scared
her. Her circulation was terrible. Her fingers hurt to be lifted to
the keys, but she had forced them to play. This was her thing, the
one thing she felt that she was good at in life.

“Things
often seem that way at the time, but I swear to you that time really
does heal all wounds. Tell me, maybe I’ll surprise you. Even
Jennifer was able to get help. She looks really good now, doesn’t
she?” Scott didn’t give up. “She was only able to get help
because you told me what happened.”

“This
is totally different. My problem, mine alone.”

He
was getting tired of talking to her back. “Brianna, look at me.”

She
sniffled, straightened her shoulders and turned to him. He just
looked at her without saying anything so she figured that she could
say something. “Why do you think I’m here? At this school, I
mean.”

She
had started wondering about that around midnight. If he didn’t know
why she was here, and this was a school for wayward girls, what had
he laid out in his head?

She
was always saying the darnedest things, Scott thought. “Umm –
Well,” he looked at her and smiled. “According to your file, you
missed a lot of school. I’m guessing you used to like to skip
classes. I realized that you have changed, but if you ever feel that
you might relapse, I’ll be there to set you on the right track
again.”

She
laughed. He had no idea why she was here. All this time he was the
only one who didn’t know. “I swear, I never skipped school, ever.
That’s not why I’m here.”

She
laughed until she thought about the real reason that she was there,
and her tears came back. “Please, may I stay here? I want to be
alone.”

“Brianna,
I don’t think that’s a good idea. I come in here, and you’re
singing a song about dying and crying away. I can’t leave you
alone. Don’t you understand that?”

She
laughed again. “Now you think I want to kill myself?” She
sniffled and laughed. “I wouldn’t do that. I don’t want my life
to end. No, I want it to finally begin. A real life, with me in
charge. I’d like that.”

She
stared ahead and nodded. “Please, can I stay? I’m not finished,
and I really need to.”

“Tomorrow
is another day. We can either –”

“Tomorrow?”
she interrupted him. “Tomorrow just seems so unreachable right now.
There are some things you just can’t push off until tomorrow. You
know the saying tomorrow never comes.
That is just more true for some
people.”

He
grabbed onto her shoulders and shook her.

She
looked at him waiting, just waiting to see what he would do next.
There was curiosity in her eyes but nothing else.

Scott
was truly scared now. “Maybe the nurse wants to see you. I always
get the feeling that she likes you.”

“No,
she is like I thought you were. She would rather I wasn’t here. She
will just say that my pulse is a little out of whack, and that I have
a slight fever. Well, my fever may be on the high side because of all
the hysterical crying I’ve been doing. She’d send me to my room.”
She looked at Scott. Was he going to send her to her room too? Would
she ever be able to come back?

“Tell
me what’s wrong. I can’t guess.”

“No,
you can’t, and no one told you either.” She was talking to
herself, but she spoke aloud.

Her
head shot up and a very nervous Scott stared at her. “If you let me
stay, as long as I need, I’ll tell you what Cathy and I did, that
day, you know.”

Scott
couldn’t help but smile. She was smiling and trying so hard not to
say the word spanking. “I’m responsible for you. I have to be the
adult, even if I am curious.”

“They
will never tell you.” She laid her fingers on the keys, and they
automatically started to play a happy, teasing-like tone. “It’s
still an hour to curfew. I’m not asking for anything that would be
too hard for you to give. Just a tiny bit of freedom. Besides, you
have been thinking it the entire time. You’ve been thinking that
I’m not that sick, and that this is all a bit much for a slight
cold. I could cry myself out, and you would know where I was, and
everybody would be happy.”

It
was like she was hypnotizing him to say, yes. “Why do you want to
cry? Because of Cathy?”

“No,
because of that age old reason about life not being fair. My reason
isn’t even interesting.” She played a familiar song, he must be
hearing the words, ‘everybody needs
some time on their own’ in his head.

“Brianna,
that is a really cute trick.” He smiled. “But the nurse was
really clear. You have to go back to bed.” He was trying so hard
not to laugh. Boy, this girl could really go through mood swings, he
thought.

“We
pulled something terrible, people could have gotten hurt, property
damaged, we even endangered ourselves. And we managed it in less than
ten minutes. No one will ever tell you, and you’ll die not
knowing.”

He
laughed and grabbed her by her arm. She sobbed as he pulled her away
from the piano. “Brianna, don’t be difficult. I really don’t
want to have to spank you again.”

Despite
his words she cried all the way back to the dorm. He tucked her into
bed and laid his hand on her forehead. It was hot. He shook his head.
“I really should lay you over my knees. Go to sleep. You won’t be
going to classes tomorrow.”

“Yes,
but I have to go to the nurse’s office. Good night.”

He
watched her close her eyes and sleep. It was five on Sunday. She had
more than a slight cold. Great.

“Cathy
tried to teach me how to drive a car. It was your father’s car in
the barn. I think I moved it about a foot before we got caught.”

Scott
turned to look back at her. She snuggled into her pillow. She was
asleep. He went back to his room, wondering why she had told him.

It
surprised him that she didn’t know how to drive. Was that why she
was here? Because her father wanted her strict upbringing to
continue? That somehow made sense. It would also explain the beating
he gave her for trying to get out of a spanking.

He
decided he would write to Cathy and ask her what she knew.

Brianna’s
alarm went off as usual. She got up and showered and dressed. Her
head was clear, and she felt fine. She kept waiting for the other
shoe to drop, but it didn’t.

Brianna
took her pills. She hadn’t been able to last night because she
slept through the night and missed taking them. She walked over to
the nurse’s office. Brianna was feeling so well that she took her
book bag with, just in case. The nurse greeted her and hooked her up
to the machine. 


She
listened to her heart and took her pulse. She took the blood sample
for the lab. Everything looked fine. “Well it looks like a quiet
weekend was just what you needed. If you want, you can go to class.”

Brianna
thanked her and hurried over so she could still have a bit of
breakfast. She hurried to class and sat down in her spot.

She
smiled at the other girls. It had all been a lot of to do about
nothing. She was embarrassed as she thought about how she had behaved
in the music room with Scott. 







After
class, she went out and saw Scott leaning against the wall across
from her classroom. All the girls from their floor huddled together
and wondered which one of them had earned his wrath. He was scowling.

“Brianna,
come here.”

She
swallowed and stepped forward. “The nurse said I was fine and could
go to class.” She guessed why he was mad.

“And
I said no. The rule is you have to be without a fever for twenty-four
hours before you can go back to class.”

“That
wasn’t a real fever. That was just because I was upset,” Brianna
protested.

“Really,
you want to discuss this with me? Brianna, march back to your room.”

“But,
I feel fine. Look, I just have three classes to go, and in the last
hour we’re watching the first part of a movie. I really can’t
miss it.”

“I
realize it sounds like you just have to make it through three more
hours, but you are forgetting the homework and the homework you have
to make up. If you try to do all that, you will be exhausted and too
sick for class again. Let’s go.”

The
other girls dispersed as he gave them a look.

“Please
Scott, I know I can do it,” Brianna pleaded.

He
shook his head and grabbed her by her upper arm and pulled her along
after him. “You are going to be so sorry that you tried to discuss
this with me. And even in front of the others. I have obviously given
you too many liberties.”

“No,
please no. I’ll never do it again. I’m sorry. I’ll go back to
bed and sleep. You don’t have to worry. I’ll stay put. I
promise.”

“Too
late.” He unlocked her door and made a motion for her to go in. He
closed the door once she was in. Scott went to his room to get the
hairbrush.

He
slowly walked back to her room. He was quickly cooling down. She had
meant well again. She wanted to make everyone else happy.

He
knocked and waited for her to say come in. He opened the door and saw
her sitting on her bed. She was staring at the floor.

He
pulled out the chair and sat down and looked at her. She looked
sorry.

They
were all alone, Scott thought. No one would know if he just let her
get away with it. Then he thought about the shower. The other girls
would know. He had to set an example.

“Brianna,
a person can’t go from being as sick as you were yesterday to being
as healthy as you are today. You asked me yesterday why I thought you
were here. I’ll tell you now. I think the pressure of being an only
child with a really strict father sometimes got to be too much for
you so you sort of made yourself sick. I’m guessing your mother had
an open ear, and she said you could stay home sick from school. Then
a vicious circle started. You missed class, it got hard to catch up,
and your grades suffered, and your dad got mad again. It went round
and round, didn’t it?”

She
shook her head.

“Brianna,
I can see that you are trying, but your health is important too. I’m
not your father, and we have different rules here. As long as you are
here, you live by my rules. Do you understand?”

She
nodded slightly.

“Come
here.”

She
stood and went to his right side. She still hoped that he wouldn’t
do this.

“Take
your panties down and come over my lap.”

She
did, and as always he helped her into the right position. She slowly
reached back with her hands. With the left, she grabbed on to the
chair behind him and with the right she shyly reached back to him. 


He
took her hand before he started in with her spanking. She was reduced
to tears in seconds. She was crying just like yesterday. There was so
much pain in her heart, and she had no one to share that with.

Scott
stopped and pulled her into his arms. The sound of her crying like
that was breaking his heart. “Hush Brianna, tell me what’s wrong.
Tell me.”

“Can’t
pretend anymore.” He could hardly understand her through her tears.

“Pretend
what, darling?”

She
grabbed onto his shirt with her fists and cried into his chest. Her
crying was getting worse and not better

“What
are you pretending to be?”

“Brave.”

“What
are you pretending to be brave about?” He sounded so concerned that
she started right in bawling again.

“Everything,
but I’m so scared, and no one will take me seriously. Not allowed
to talk about it.” She could hardly talk between her sobs.

He
was really scared now. Was she trying to say that – “Brianna,
does your dad hurt you?”

She
froze for a second and then even laughed as she sobbed. “No, not
what you’re thinking. He never lets me say what I’m thinking and
feeling. It gets swept under the rug. But some things need to be said
before it is too late. It will be too late very soon.”

“Brianna,
you are scaring the shit out of me. What are you trying to say?”

“Exactly
that. That I’m scared. Really scared. I don’t want to be a
trooper anymore. Being brave has never helped me before.” She
pulled away from him and wiped her tears away. “I’d like to go to
sleep now.”

Talk
about hot and cold, he thought. “Tell me what you are afraid of.”

“I
don’t know. I haven’t really pinned it down myself. Maybe the
pain, the unknown, or maybe what things will be like after. Most
likely everything.”

He
pulled her close and held her tight. “Don’t tell me you are
planning on doing what Cathy did. I will give you the licking of a
lifetime if you are.” 


“No,
Scott, that isn’t what I’m afraid of. You don’t ever have to
worry about that. I don’t have a boyfriend, and nobody is
interested in me. You are the only guy I have ever talked to, ever.”

What
did she mean? The only guy she had ever talked to, that couldn’t be
right. At church they had swarmed around her. She was very pretty and
usually easy to talk to.

He
held her close, but he could feel that she was just tolerating him.
She didn’t want him. Tough, she was up to something, and he
wouldn’t let her go.

He
had a plan. “I’ll leave you alone for a few minutes. I want you
to wash up your face and change into your pajamas. I’m not going to
leave you alone until I know that you won’t hurt yourself.”

“I’ve
never hurt myself. Others are always willing to do that for me. I’m
not going to start now.” She looked him in the eyes to prove that
she meant it.

“Who
hurts you?”

“Everyone
I know.” She slipped off his lap and went over to the sink and
washed her face.

Scott
watched her, wanting to ask her if he hurt her too. He looked at his
hand. He was still holding that damn hairbrush. Yes, he hurt her too.

His
name was probably up really high on her list of people who hurt her.





Chapter 15 – A Real Life Saver






Scott
sat next to Brianna and watched her. She seemed to be growing weaker
right in front of his eyes. He called the nurse over, but she was
satisfied with her condition. He didn’t know what to say anymore,
but on Wednesday he had to let Brianna go back to class.

Brianna
barely said a word to him at all anymore. Only the minimum to be
considered polite. She wanted to be left alone. He seemed to want to
move in with her. He was even doing his paperwork on her desk. The
other girls were knocking on her door when they wanted to talk to
him. They asked him how she was doing.

Brianna
made it through her classes just fine, but she was incredibly tired
and dizzy all the time. She was eating less than usual. Scott was
watching her plate. He scolded her for not taking enough, and then he
scolded her when she couldn’t finish what she had taken.

By
Friday, she knew it wouldn’t be much longer. After class, she
skipped lunch and went to the music room. She played and sang for an
hour before she was too weak to do that. She left heartbroken,
knowing that this had been the very last time she would ever play the
piano.

Brianna
went to her room and took her pills. She tried to do her homework,
but she kept falling asleep on her books. She left her door wide open
in case she would need help.

Would
she be able to cry for help when it was time? Or should she say
something now?

Why
did she feel so bad when her pulse was fine? 


The
sound of someone getting a spanking woke her. She had fallen asleep
again. She rubbed her eyes and then tried to shake her arms out. They
were so heavy. 


She
opened the drawer next to her and pulled out her pills for the
evening. She twisted off the lid of her water bottle and took her
pills. That exhausted her so much that she had to lay her head down
on the desk again.






“Maureen,
this is for your own good. Just come to my right side, and we can get
it over with.” Scott really didn’t feel like fighting with
anyone, but Maureen had other ideas about that. She was putting up a
good show, but in the end, he would win.

“I’m
quitting school. I’ll pack up and leave right now.” She stuck her
chin out at him.

“That’s
fine. Come here. Let’s get your spanking over with so you can
pack.” Outwardly, he was calm but inside, he had a bad feeling.
This week had just been hell.

His
sister was finally pressing charges, which was good, but it would
mean that she would have to talk about what happened. It hurt her to
do that. He was so worried about her. She had made a mistake, and she
was paying the price for that tenfold.

Brianna
had apparently gone crazy, and now Maureen was pushing his buttons
too.

“No,
forget it. I’ve thought this through. I really have. I’m not as
smart as the other girls are. This isn’t my path in life. I’m
leaving.”

“Your
parents paid a lot of non-refundable money for this school. They
believe, with the right motivation that you could go far. You just
have to believe in yourself too and study a lot more than what you
do. Things will turn out fine if you do. But first, we have to get
this spanking out of the way.”

“It’s
not going to happen. Forget it.” She went to her closet and started
packing.

“Maureen,
if you don’t come here right now, then this spanking is going to be
public.”

“Scott,
the thing is –”

“During
a spanking you will address me as, sir.”

“Well
then, sir, the thing is I’m eighteen years old, and I have the
right to say no.
I’m leaving, now.” Her red hair flew as she turned back to her
closet.

“This
is your last chance. Think about Paris. Come here Maureen.”

“Nope,
I’m out of here.”

Scott
got up and left. Of course this would have to happen this week. The
only thing missing would be for Jenny to show up in army boots with a
swastika on her arm, trying to recruit Brianna again.

He
knocked on Rachel and Hannah’s doors. “Make sure Maureen stays
here.” He went down to get help. Dan and him had a partnership
going. They always helped each other out, in such cases.

Dan
raised an eyebrow when he saw Scott standing at his door.

“I
can’t believe it either.” Scott shook his head as he looked at
his colleague. “I guess seeing isn’t believing.”

Dan
went with him. He had made his rounds for the evening. Everything
that needed to be done he had already taken care of.

Dan
was slightly chuckling because Scott looked just terrible. His girls
were putting him through hell.

Rachel
and Hannah nodded at them and then went back into their rooms. Scott
guessed that meant that she was still in there. He knocked and a very
mad Maureen opened the door. She had her jacket on and her shoes, and
she had a suitcase in her hand.

Scott
could hear Dan laughing, who turned his head away from the scene in
front of him. Scott wished that he could think of this as funny too,
but he couldn’t.

“Maureen,
you remember Dan.”

“Scott,
you remember that I told you that I was leaving.”

“After
your spanking, you can go.”

She
took a step back. “No,” she whispered.

“Oh
yes,” he grabbed her and pulled her along with him. “Floor
meeting. Everyone out.”

Maureen
tried to pull away from him. He held her tightly while they waited
for everyone to come out. The girls quickly took their seats.






Brianna
woke as she heard Scott calling out. No, not tonight, she thought.
She just wanted to go to bed. The thought of getting up brought tears
to her eyes. She couldn’t, she just couldn’t imagine it, but she
had to go.

She
placed her palms flat on her desk and pulled herself up with all of
her strength. Her arms shook as she did. She did the same with her
feet until she was standing. She would go to the meeting and
afterwards straight to bed.

Brianna
turned to the door. She took a step, and an uncomfortable heat rose
to her face. Her heart was beating loudly in her ears.

The
room took a spin.

No,
not the room, she was spinning downwards. Her eyes were closing
again. They were too heavy to keep open.






Scott
had a feeling that someone was missing. He counted heads. He counted
nine. “Who’s missing?” he barked.

“Brianna
is, but she hasn’t been feeling well,” Melissa defended her.

“Go
get her.” Scott was so tired of all of these games.

Melissa
rose and slowly went to her door.

They
all heard the scream. Everyone turned to look. Even Maureen forgot
about her own predicament. “Scott, she’s dead,” Melissa
screamed out.

Scott
let go of Maureen and raced to her. She was lying on the floor, and
she wasn’t breathing. He tried to find a pulse and couldn’t. He
listened for a heart beat and then looked inside of her mouth.

His
CPR training kicked in, and he ripped her blouse open. The sight of
her scarred chest made him pause for a split second before he started
pumping and then breathing into her mouth.

“Brianna,
wake up. Tell me which pill will help you. Please, wake up, Brianna.”
Melissa knelt down next to Brianna like she was showing her the
pills. Scott saw all the pills and was shocked.

A
whole drawer full of pills. Scars all around her heart. A big long
one in the middle, doubled lined like it had been open twice. Another
double line under her left breast.

“Brianna,
stay with me. Stay with me, Brianna.” He pumped and breathed. She
was a corpse, but he wasn’t about to give up.

He
heard Dan on the phone calling an ambulance, and then he called the
nurse and then the Dean.

Scott
kept up the pace hoping to bring her back to life. He heard Dan
asking Melissa to leave. He still continued.

His
arms were starting to get tired, and he was getting very dizzy. It
seemed like he had been doing this for hours already, but at the same
time, it felt like he had just started, and there was a good chance
that she could make it.

Brianna
had been afraid to die. She had confided that in him without saying
the words. He wouldn’t let her die. He would be there for her. She
needed him.

The
nurse came in and took over the breathing. The dizziness was drifting
away, and he could better concentrate on pumping her heart back to
life.

What
seemed like hours later, but could have only been a few minutes, the
paramedics arrived. They took over.

Scott
scooted back into the corner and watched as they worked on her.

“She
has a pulse,” one of them called out.

The
nurse was filling them in on her medical history. She told them she
had undergone several heart surgeries.

Several,
and Scott hadn’t known. He thought about the paper she had written,
and his mind jumped forward to what Cathy had said about scars and
then back to what the other girls had said about the man who’d love
her wouldn’t mind.

All
along she had been sick and dying. Why hadn’t anyone told him? She
was so easily out of breath. Her eyes as she said she had never
skipped a day of class in her life. This was the reason why she
couldn’t drive a car. All the water bottles. Her father spanking
her for working out in the sun. They had been trying to keep her
alive.

He
saw her juggling. Clowns came to the hospital once a week, she had
said. He had even asked her if she had been a Candy Striper.

Why
hadn’t he drilled her with more questions? He would have insisted
that she go to the hospital.

All
this time, he hadn’t known. He would have treated her differently
if he had known. He would never have hurt her.

Scott
thought back to everything he had done to her, even recently. She had
just wanted him to leave her alone so she could play the piano, and
he had said, no. She knew that it was the last time that she ever
would, and he took that from her too. He wiped the tears from his
eyes.

He
watched the paramedics. They sounded hopeful, but she looked so dead,
so pale. The paramedics brought in a stretcher and lifted her onto
it. They were breathing for her and pumping her heart. He stood as
they took her out. She was gone. Was she gone forever?

He
looked at the nurse. She was crying too. “What happened?”

“I
don’t know?” she answered him.

“Will
she live?” Scott dared to ask, wanting to know if there was hope.

“I’m
sorry. I don’t know. Call the girls together. I’ll explain this
as best I can.”

Scott
nodded. He wanted to hear the explanation too. He went out to Dan who
grabbed him by his elbow and sat him down in the lounge. “Are you
all right?”

Scott
nodded. He was having trouble trying to focus.

“If
she pulls through, it will be because of you. You were amazing. I’ve
never seen anything like it before.”

“Call
the girls together. I have to call her parents.”

“Stay
sitting, Scott. The Dean already did. He went with her. Remember, he
is her godfather? You did everything you could. We just have to wait
and see now.” Dan left his side and called the girls together.

The
girls were all surprised when they saw how drained Scott looked. They
assumed the worst from the look on his face. They began crying and
hugging each other.

The
nurse called them to order. “As you all know, Brianna has suffered
from lifelong heart problems. This evening she passed out, and her
heart stopped beating. Scott was able to save her. She is alive at
the moment. We don’t know how this will progress. We will keep in
close contact with the hospital, and we will keep you informed. Of
course, we understand that she is your friend, and that you are
worried about her. Does anyone have any questions?”

The
crying continued, and no one said anything.

“I
want to see her medical file,” Scott said.

“Of
course, Scott. I’ll go get it for you, but you really need to rest
now. What you just did was more taxing than running in a 10k. You
have to think of yourself right now. By my orders, you have to go to
bed and sleep in tomorrow.”

“First,
I want that file.” Scott needed to understand what had happened.
Maybe if he understood, he would be able to find out if she would
live.

The
nurse nodded back at him. She was so impressed with him, and she had
seen it in his eyes that he hadn’t known.

“I’ll
take care of the girls for you this evening.” Dan looked at
Maureen. “Go to your rooms, all of you. You got really lucky this
evening. I’ll take care of you in your room.” He looked at
Maureen.

Maureen
sniffled as she moved, but she did move back to her room.

Scott
went to his room too. He dialed Cathy’s number. He was in tears by
the time she picked up the phone. Scott told her what had happened
and which hospital she was in. Cathy was screaming in her pain. He
calmed her down as best as her could.

He
called his parents and told them too. They were really hard hit too,
but they congratulated him for what he had done. His father told him
how proud of him he was.

Scott
asked his mom what her chances were for living, and if she lived,
would she be normal? She said that she couldn’t say, but that
Brianna definitely wouldn’t be coming back to school anytime soon.
She also figured that she would be transferred to the biggest
hospital around maybe even the Mayo clinic again.

They
were all surprised that he hadn’t known.






Jenny
was sitting at her desk doing her homework with the door opened. It
was always open.

Today
was Friday, and that usually meant a spanking. The Dean expected her
to get straight A’s in all of her classes. This week she had met
her goal.

The
phone rang. She stopped what she was doing to listen.

The
Dean hung up and took off running.

Jenny
quietly stood and went to her door. She peeked out and looked around.
He was gone. She tiptoed to the door of his office. It wasn’t
locked.

She
took a deep breath and slowly opened it. She was afraid that this was
some sort of test. Would he end up birching her again tonight? She
thought about the terrible whippings she had already received over
his stupid birching chair. No, if there was any way she could, then
she would leave her prison.

She
slipped out into the hall and down the stairs.

There
was shouting going on at the front gate. She listened; they wanted
the gate to be wide open because an ambulance was coming. She
couldn’t believe her luck. The guards were outside of the gate and
looking away.

She
slipped out and stayed out of their view.

Jennifer
walked for a couple of hours until she hit the highway. She stuck out
her thumb, and a truck quickly stopped. She looked sweet and feminine
now with her hair a little longer. The dress she was wearing had
probably helped too.

She
thanked the man and told him where she needed to go. She was in luck;
he would be driving through her hometown because of road construction
on the highway.

Jennifer
could be in her boyfriend’s arms this evening yet, but first, she
would go home and get some of her own things to wear.

She
didn’t want to show up looking the way she did now.






Scott
couldn’t sleep. He got up and called the hospital. She had been
transferred to Texas Heart in Houston. She was still alive but in a
coma, in critical condition. Scott sat down on the bed and covered
his face with his hands. He cried again.






“We
were able to find out why your daughter had heart failure. One of the
pills she was taking wasn’t what it was marked to be.” The doctor
looked at Mr. and Mrs. Banks. “If she wakes from her coma, then we
have a very good chance of her being perfectly fine. Her brainwaves
look really good and if any damage has been done, then therapy could
help her. She just has to wake up.”

After
the doctor left, Eva resumed her position stroking Brianna’s arm,
and Charles continued to read aloud to her. They had been doing this
for days already.

Her
condition had yet to change.






“Floor
meeting. Everyone in the lounge,” Scott called out.

They
saw him sitting on a chair when they came in. They weren’t sure
what that meant. The last floor meeting had been on Monday afternoon
when a couple of psychologists had showed up to talk to everyone.

They
feared that Scott would announce that Brianna had passed on.

“The
reason I called this meeting is to inform you that I will be visiting
Brianna on Saturday. If any of you want to write her a letter or a
card, I will be glad to take it with me for you. While I am gone, I
want you to be on your best behavior. The Dean, personally, will be
filling in for me. Now ladies he is really old school so I recommend
that you use Saturday to really concentrate on your studies. He won’t
tolerate any music, no matter how quiet you feel it is. No talking in
the halls, and you should probably refrain from visiting each other
in your rooms. For an old guy he has good ears. I’ll be leaving
early Saturday morning and returning Saturday night. Any questions?”

“How
is Brianna?” Stephanie asked.

“Her
condition hasn’t changed yet. She is still in a coma.” Scott was
glad when none of the others had questions for him. He dismissed them
and went back to his room.

The
guilt of not knowing was ripping at his own heart. He would have done
so much differently. He hoped seeing her again would be good for him
and not make things worse.

Her
parents had requested that he come.

Did
they want to yell at him or thank him?





Chapter 16 – I’ll Hold Your Hand






Saturday
morning came, and Scott took the things the girls had made for
Brianna and carried them down to his car.

The
Dean was waiting for him. He handed him a letter. “For her
parents.”

Scott
nodded and laid it in the box. He wondered if Brianna would ever see
these things, which had been so lovingly made for her. “Any news
from Jenny?”

“Poor
thing is back with her old boyfriend, even though he is married and
has a kid. They are living in a trailer, all of them together. He
convinced her that his seed is so great that it would be better to
have two women bearing his children for him. She did seem happy, even
smug.”

“I’m
really sorry to hear that. I know how fond of her you were.” Scott
felt that the Dean looked so sad. “It really wasn’t a happy week.
Well, the girls are all still asleep.”

“Have
a safe trip.” The Dean walked off towards the building. He had a
briefcase with him. Scott had offered him the use of his room, but
the Dean had refused. He would sit around in the lounge all day.






The
drive had been really long, but it was just getting light out when
Scott pulled into the hospital’s visitor’s parking lot. He
grabbed the box and went in through the sliding doors. He asked which
room she was in at the information desk, and then he took the
elevator up to her floor.

Scott
quietly knocked on her door. Her mother opened the door and fell
around his neck thanking him.

Charles
took the box from Scott and set it down on a chair. Then he pealed
his wife off of Scott and held her to his own chest. “I’ll just
take her out for a moment. Thank you for coming, Scott. Thank you for
everything, son.” They left, and all Scott could do was to stare
after them. He turned back around to look for Brianna.

She
was lying on the bed exactly as pale as the last time he saw her. If
it weren’t for the audible beeping, he wouldn’t believe that she
was alive.

Tubes
were attached to her everywhere. He sat down on the chair next to her
and stared at her. Staring at her was something he had always liked
to do anyway.

“Why
didn’t you tell me? I begged you to. Brianna, there isn’t
anything you can’t tell me. I’ll always listen to you. Please,
believe that.” He picked up her hand and held it for a long time.

After
a while, he started in talking again. He told her about Cathy. She
was feeling a lot better. He told her that his parents and all the
girls on the floor were very worried about her. He told her about the
Dean babysitting for him and the warning he had given the girls.

Scott
was surprised by how naturally he could talk to her. Her parents
checked in on them every once in a while, but then they left again.
He told Brianna that he thought that they looked terrible. He told
her it would really be best if she woke up soon.

As
he said that, she gave a soft moan.

He
wasn’t sure if that was normal or not. Then her other hand moved a
little, and then it flipped up over her head. He watched her unsure.
He continued talking and a bit later she nodded her head away from
him. Then her leg bent and straightened out again.

He
would have to ask her parents the next time they came in if that was
normal. Her fingers stretched out then relaxed again. He felt that
she was breathing deeper now than when he had come in.

He
stopped talking and just watched her. All at once, she gasped loudly
like she was thirsty for air. Her fingers stretched, and her legs
sort of jumped. She seemed to go back to sleep after that. The little
movements that she was making made it easier for him to picture her
sleeping and not in a coma. 


She
made movements like that the whole time he talked to her. He was
telling her about his own plans for the future when a nurse came in
to check on her.

“She
keeps moving. Is that normal, ma’am?”

The
nurse looked at him over the rim of her glasses.

Then
Brianna moved again as if proving his point. The nurse looked her
over and pressed the call button. Other nurses came running in. So
did her parents.

“She’s
waking up,” the nurse told them over her shoulder. 


Scott
backed out of the way again. They all fussed over Brianna so much
that she even said ‘no’ very softly. He smiled at her. He
was so proud of her. Her parents were crying and hugging each other
again. “I told you she was a trooper. She always pulls through. Our
little Brianna is a fighter.”

Scott
thought about what Brianna had told him. He felt sorry for her again.
If anybody had reason to be scared, it was her. It wasn’t fair to
deny her that. If she were his, he would want her to be able to come
to him with her problems.

A
doctor came in, and everyone was talking to Brianna like she should
be able to understand them. She was just too tired. Why didn’t
these professionals see that?

Scott
moved over to her parents. He would leave the family alone so they
could have a moment. He glanced at Brianna quickly before he left.
She seemed to be kicking. Give ‘em hell, darling, he thought
as he left. He went down to the cafeteria to eat lunch.






He
knocked on the now quiet door, after staying away for an hour. There
was no answer at all, so he knocked again. He opened the door and
went in. The room was dark. Brianna had been freed of a couple of
tubes, and that she was sleeping was obvious.

He
sat down by her bed again. He reached for her hand. Her fingers
wrapped around his hand in response. Scott was so glad that she was
going to be all right. He was also glad that he got a moment to be
alone with her.

He
thought about the good moments he had enjoyed with her. She could be
the cutest thing in the world. He laughed to himself when he thought
about her playing a particular song when she wanted him to go away.
She was so clever. Her face when she said that was the story she
wanted to stick to. When he had asked where she had been after he had
upset her so, she had fire in her too. 


He
thought about those two guys and the picnic grounds who wanted to
hurt her. He had been so mad back then already. Now he felt even more
protective of her.

Her
parents came in and whispered to him how thankful they were that he
had been able to save her. They were very sincere.

Scott
was embarrassed by the attention that he was getting from them.
Charles told Scott if he ever needed anything, he should tell him.
Like a job after he finished graduate school.

Scott
told them that he would rather earn his job by doing well in school.
Brianna’s father was falling in love with Scott too. He would later
joke to his wife that if Brianna didn’t want him, that he would
take him.

“Mama,”
a soft noise came from the bed. They all looked at her. First now did
Scott realize that he was still holding her hand. He let go and
stepped away from her. Her mother sat down next to her. Brianna
looked so weak. His mom was right. This would take a long time for
her to recover from.

“Thirsty,”
she whispered. She felt a straw in her mouth, and she sucked on it.
Her mouth was so dry that she didn’t know where to send the water
to first. She tried to swish it around in her mouth, but she was too
weak for that. Swallowing hurt her so much it brought tears to her
eyes. She bravely took another sip. That one burned too.

Brianna
opened her eyes and looked at her mother. Then she closed her eyes
and opened them again. She just stared at her mother. She wasn’t in
that much pain so she wondered if she was in heaven.

“Am
I dead?” she asked so softly that it was hard to hear.

Scott
felt like he was disturbing. He inched his way to the door.

“No,
honey. You’re not dead. They just pumped you so full of medicine
that it doesn’t hurt.” Her father answered her.

She
looked across the room to where her father’s voice had come from.
Scott was standing next to him. Why was he here? She checked to make
sure that she wasn’t in her dorm room. No, she was in a hospital.
The beeping of her heart filled the room. It wasn’t as weak as she
thought it would be.

“Did
I have another operation?” Brianna asked.

“No,
sweetheart. The new medicine did this to you. You didn’t do
anything wrong. You will be just fine again. We are going to take you
home and get you back on your feet. How does that sound?”

Brianna
looked over at Scott again. “Did he say yes?”

Scott
laughed and rocked back on his feet a little. “You may go home with
your parents but only if you promise to return.”

Brianna
looked at her mother confused. 


“You
have been sleeping for over a week. Scott came to visit you. He
wanted to see how the girl whose life he saved was doing. He also
brought you some letters from the girls on your floor.”

Brianna
was shocked. He saved her life? That meant major CPR. It also meant
that he saw her scars. He saw her, all filled with scars. She was
very embarrassed. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“I’m
just so glad that everything turned out.” Scott stepped closer to
the door. He opened it and left. He sat down in one of the chairs in
the hall. She was embarrassed, he laughed to himself.

Brianna
was shy too, realizing what he saw. She must be really sensitive
about those scars. They weren’t really that bad. They probably
wouldn’t disturb her future husband at all.






Her
mother helped her go to the bathroom, which meant raising her bottom
for a bedpan. She washed her up and brushed her hair. She smiled at
her daughter the entire time. Her father told her what had happened.

“That
means I was dead. But I don’t remember any lights.”

“That’s
because it wasn’t your time, sweetheart. This is just a bump in the
road. You get to go back to school in a couple of weeks. The Dean
sent us a letter telling us that he would save your place at school
for you. He better too, or I will have another talk with him.”

“Daddy,
you can’t talk to the Dean that way.”

“Well,
maybe not to the Dean, but I can talk that way to your godfather. He
stayed with you until we got here.” Her father turned serious
again. “I’m sorry that we went so far away baby. We won’t
again.”

“Scott
saved your life, sweetheart. He did CPR on you for a very long time,
and he didn’t give up. He yelled, ‘Brianna,
stay with me.’ I heard him while I
was on the phone with the Dean. It was twelve minutes before the
paramedics came, and I don’t know how long before the Dean arrived.
He really did a lot for you, and he didn’t give up. You really have
to thank him.”

“How
can you thank someone for doing that for you?” Brianna asked,
feeling exhausted.

“I
don’t know darling, but you have to try. Be very good for him and
do well for him.” Her mother shrugged her shoulders.

Brianna
nodded at her mother and then looked over at her father. He looked
like he was laughing. Something about that got her dander up. “What
is so funny, Daddy?”

“I’m
sorry, sweetheart. I was just letting my mind wonder. The thing is
that it was him who saved your life, and today he comes in here,
holds your hand, talks to you and you wake up.”

“Do
you think he is some kind of a healer?” Her grandmother was
constantly dragging her to anyone who claimed that they could heal.
It had never worked before.

He
laughed even harder. Her mother started in laughing too. “I don’t
care how he does it, I’m just glad that he does. I’ll go get him
so you can say thank you.”

Charles
opened the door and saw Scott waiting outside. “She wants to say
thank you.”

Scott
stood and went to her father. “I can see how weak she is. She
doesn’t have to do this.”

“She
wants to.” Her father didn’t go in with him. Her mother left
after smiling at him again.

Scott
went back to Brianna. He smiled at her. She looked so serious.

“Thank
you for everything you did. I’m sorry I misled you at the end. It
was just recently that I realized that you didn’t know. I assumed,
and I shouldn’t have and then – I don’t know why I didn’t
just tell you. I didn’t see myself as being savable.”

“I
told you I could help. And I’m really glad that I could.” He
fought against his own tears, but he was smiling. “Oh, I got to
find out what the biggest mystery was on the floor. I found out why
you were at my school. I know what you and Cathy pulled to get into
trouble and well I feel like I have everything under control on my
floor for the first time all year.” He smiled at her and reached
for her hand again.

“So
little makes you so happy?” She smiled back at him.

“Yep.”

“That
makes you a control freak.” She yawned and covered her mouth with
the hand he was holding, lifting both hands to her mouth. She laid
their hands back down and snuggled into the pillow. “Thank you,
Scott.”

“My
pleasure, Brianna, it was all my pleasure.” He watched her fall
asleep while he held her hand. He felt happy just to sit with her.

After
a bit, her parents came back in. He had enough time to pull his hand
away and be sitting up proper next to her on his chair. “She fell
asleep.”

They
talked for a while, and then he had to leave. He explained that the
letter on top was for them from the Dean. The rest was for Brianna.
They thanked him again before he left.






Scott
stepped a lot lighter when he got out of his car than what he had
getting into it this morning.

He
hurried up the stairs and greeted the Dean who was still sitting in
the lounge. He smiled at him, and then he called out to the girls.
‘Floor meeting.’ They all came running. The lounge filled in
seconds.

They
stared at Scott. “As you all know. I went to see Brianna today. I
gave her your letters and cards. She asked me to thank you in her
name.” He waited for that to sink in. She didn’t actually say
that, but she would have if she could have stayed awake.

The
Dean wiped tears out of his eyes.

“Does
that mean that she woke up, and that she is okay?” Gretchen asked
him.

“Yes,
it does. It even looks like she will be able to return to school next
trimester. They also found out the cause. They mislabeled a bottle of
her medicine. She was taking the wrong medicine. So it was really
good that you sent her bottles along with her Melissa, or it could
have happened again.” He looked at her and nodded.

“She
still needs our prayers, but it really does look like she is out of
the woods.”






Scott’s
mood was great. He laid in bed and thought about Brianna’s hand in
his. It felt so right. He wasn’t sure if it was just because he
saved her life, but she was more special to him than any other girl
he had ever met before.

He
smiled as he thought about her, smiling at him.

Scott
was finally able to sleep peacefully.






The
phone was ringing. Scott was tired, but he jumped for it. Was
something wrong with Brianna? “Hello.”

“Scott,
I’m really sorry to bother you in the night like this, but I wanted
to tell you that Cathy is in the hospital.” Scott dropped into a
chair as his father spoke to him. “That boy that hurt our baby
tried to rape her again this evening. The cops have him, but she is
hurt and in shock. He hit her and tried to –” His father’s
voice broke as he cried.

“Dad,
should I come home?” Scott was crying again. Today had been too
emotional. Too many ups and downs.

“No,
just talk to me son. The women are all with her. I just don’t want
to be alone.”

They
talked for a couple of hours. His father told him that the worst
thing that could happen to a parent was when something went wrong
with the children.

They
talked about things that had nothing to do with anything. John
confessed that he knew all along that Scott was smitten with Brianna.

“Dad,
she is so young, and I’m responsible for her. I can’t date her.”

“No,
but you can wait for her to leave your school. Patience. Oh, her
parents know it too. We all sat together on New Years Eve and thought
up a way to get the two of you together. That was why you had to
drive her back to school.” His father laughed. It felt good to
laugh.

“I
knew I had my future daughter-in-law over my knees when I was
spanking her. Your face as she stood in the corner crying.

“Scott,
my son, the only thing left for you to do, is to get her to love you
back and keep her love. That’s a lot of work. I’m happy for you,
son. You turned out really well. Brianna is a very nice girl from a
good home. You will be a good husband and a good father if God gives
you two children. You will do right by your family. Thanks for
talking to me son. I’ll let you go back to sleep now.”

Scott
laid down again and thought about his baby sister. Then he thought
about Brianna and him building a family.

He
thought about the empty room on this floor. Cathy should come here
and go to school here. He would talk to the Dean about that.





Chapter 17 – A New Start






Brianna
stared at the floor. Her parents were down in Scott’s room talking
to him and thanking him. She felt too weak to go with them. The car
trip here had taken a lot out of her.

At
the moment, all she could do was stare at the floor. She had lain
there dead. That made a big impression on her. Her parents were
always all smiles. They were happy that she had lived.

Brianna
was surprised that she had lived. She hadn’t expected it.






“She
isn’t the same. We are hoping that being around the other girls
will cheer her up some,” her father explained to Scott. “She just
seems so depressed.”

“We
will be staying here in town for at least a week. Call us if it
doesn’t work out. Please, don’t hesitate,” her mother looked
him deep in the eyes with the same green eyes that Brianna had.

“I’ll
take care of her,” Scott answered them.

“We
know you will, son. We just don’t want anyone to put any pressure
on her. She isn’t up to snuff. It’s just taking a little longer
than we thought.” 


“Don’t
worry about her. I’m sure that routine of going to school every day
will help her.” Scott tried to sound positive.

“We’ll
just go and say goodbye to her.” Charles patted him on his
shoulder. They turned and went back to her.

Scott
could see that her parents were hard hit by all of this. Her mother
looked like she might burst into tears.






“Brianna?”
Her father was kneeling in front of her. Funny, she hadn’t heard
him come in.

“Yes,
Daddy?”

He
smiled at her. “We’re leaving now. Goodbye, sweetheart.” He
kissed her on her forehead. She nodded her goodbye at him. Her mother
kissed her cheek, and Brianna gave her a slight nod too. Her mother
was making sobbing noises as she left. Brianna went back to staring
at the floor.

That
was how Scott found her an hour later.

He
went in and sat down next to her. He grabbed her hand again and they
both just stared at the floor. They were both remembering. Scott from
memory and Brianna from hearsay.

“I’m
really sorry.”

Scott
laughed. “I’ve been waiting for you to say something stupid like
that.”

Brianna
looked at him shocked then she slowly smiled and turned away so he
couldn’t see it.

“I
have a present for you.” He whistled really loudly.

Brianna
jumped. “Where did you learn something like that?”

“On
our farm,” he answered her. “It’s a lot easier than looking for
three little sisters.”

“You
don’t have to give me anything. I owe you not the other way
around.”

“I
bet you will really want this gift.” He looked up to the door.
Cathy was standing there. “Here she is now.” He let go of
Brianna’s hand and left the two girls alone. Cathy threw herself at
Brianna.

“Cathy.”
Brianna wrapped her hands around her and laid her head on her
shoulder.

“Brianna,
I needed to talk to you so much. I missed you beyond words.” Cathy
was crying as she stared at her best friend.

“You’re
not mad at me.” Brianna was also crying but in disbelief.

“Never.
I’m sorry you got into trouble because of me.” Cathy loved her
best friend.

“That’s
all right.” Brianna’s eyes shifted back to the floor. “I died
there.” She pointed to the floor.

“Scott
wouldn’t let you die. He never will. You don’t have to worry
about that. He is keeping watch. He will take care of you, always.”

Cathy
leaned on Brianna shoulder for a few more minutes. “Do you want to
go to my room and listen to some music?”

“Your
room?”

“Yep,
no stalker can find me here. Scott is keeping me safe too. We will
have all the same classes. Except that you will have one more than
me. I couldn’t keep up in an advanced German class.”

“Really,
I get to keep you?”

“Probably
forever. Come on let’s go.” Cathy grabbed Brianna by her hand and
pulled her along with her. “We will be alone here until tomorrow.
The other girls will come then. Scott said we could order a pizza
tonight and have a slumber party.”

“I’m
not allowed to eat pizza.”

“I
know, but Scott said you eat so little that it really wouldn’t
matter. It will be a lot of fun. Besides, you have to live through
everyone staring at you tomorrow. This is some of my new music. I got
lots when I was in the hospital.”

“You
had to go to the hospital too?”

“Yes
twice. That guy just won’t leave me alone. Scott insists that he
will never find me here. And if he does show up, Scott will probably
kill him. That wouldn’t be a big loss to society. I wished I found
a nice guy like – some other girl I know. She found the nicest guy.
He loves her so much. I’m jealous,” Cathy admitted.

“Do
you think that I will ever find someone?” Brianna asked her with
her face all scrunched up. 


“Oh,
I’m sure you will.” Cathy was amused at how naïve her friend
could be. She had just seen the two of them sitting on her bed and
holding hands. Scott had warned her not to say anything to Brianna
because he couldn’t act on his feelings anyway.

They
listened to music, and Scott brought them a pizza for supper. He
stayed and ate too. He told them about their classes. Mostly about
the teachers who taught them. He didn’t like all of them himself.

That
surprised Brianna. She figured they were all in cahoots.

Scott
laughed at that. He had missed her so much. In a year and three
months, he could tell her exactly how he felt about her. Right now it
was really hard not to reach out to her and pull her close. He liked
the idea of having his arms around her.

The
girls decided that they would sleep in Brianna’s room. Scott had
made this suggestion to Cathy on the drive to school. He figured that
she might be afraid to be in her room alone. He was right.

Brianna
was really thankful that she had been allowed to come back a day
early. She and Cathy talked long into the night. Scott came by often
to check on them. He heard a lot of giggling.

Brianna’s
parents had called, and he told them that Cathy was doing just what
he hoped she would. He described their daughter as laughing and
giggling. They would come by tomorrow to see her again.






“Welcome
to the first meeting of the third trimester. As you can see, we have
an old face back and a new face. Ladies this is Cathy Greene.”

Scott,
Cathy and Brianna all waited to see if anyone would make the
connection.

They
all looked at Cathy who waved at everyone.

“Cathy
transferred here from a different school. We all hope that you feel
at home here.” Cathy and Brianna were leaning against each other.
It was obvious that they knew each other.

Cathy
looked so sure of herself. She had her best friend with her, and her
brother was watching her back. She really did feel safe.

“And
Brianna is also back. You were sorely missed by one and all.” All
the girls smiled at her. Scott continued, “Brianna isn’t quite up
to snuff, so I will once again remind you all that there will be no
music allowed at whatever level past eight, and if you must talk to
one another, please do so in whispers. Brianna still needs lots of
rest.” He gave everyone a look of warning. His eyes stayed on Cathy
the longest.

Cathy
gave him a mean look back and a couple of girls started to squirm.
Brianna had to look away to hide her smile. She poked Cathy to get
her to stop.

“Fine
then. I will be visiting you all in your rooms to discuss your
schedule and my expectations. Off to your rooms. I’ll start with
you first, Brianna.” He moved forward to help her up. He held her
by her arm and set her down on her bed and then pulled out a chair.

“Here
is your schedule. You don’t have any expectations this time round
because we are just trying to see if this works at all. Just do what
you can and don’t over do it. You have five classes so you can make
up what you missed out on last trimester. German will apparently be
without homework and without tests.

“Your
teacher mentioned that you spoke better German than he did so you
will basically be helping him more than learning anything. An easy
‘A.’ If this is too much, let me know.

“You
have pretty much the same schedule as last trimester. Your one new
class is health. I think you can manage it, but really don’t be
shy. If it gets to be too much, or if you start to feel weak for
whatever reason, tell me. Your health is of the utmost importance.”

Brianna
looked away from him embarrassed. This was just what she had been
trying to avoid.

“Brianna,
I mean it, even if you think this is embarrassing. If I ever find out
that you were sick and that you didn’t tell me, I won’t hesitate
to take you over my knee. Brianna, look in my eyes.”

She
slowly turned her head and then looked into his blue eyes. He looked
back into hers. He had to shake himself because he was thinking that
Mrs. Greene would be the perfect name for her with her green eyes.

“I
will spank you if you lie to me about your health again. Do you
believe me?”

“Yes,
sir, I do.”

He
laughed. “Good because I will do it. I care too much to let
anything happen to you. When we are alone, you can call me Scott. In
fact, I insist.” He smiled, and she did a little too. “Last
question, are you all right sleeping in here alone? Cathy can sleep
with you again if you want. I’ll understand if you are scared.”

She
started to cry again. “I’m fine, really.”

“Brianna,
you don’t have to pretend with me. I understand completely. I’d
be scared too.”

“I’m
okay, really I am. It also happened in my bedroom at home a couple of
times.” She gave him a nod to ensure him.

“You
can knock on Cathy’s door in the night if you need to. Time for bed
then. I’ll be checking on you in the night so don’t get scared if
I’m in here.” He got up and put the chair away. “Do you need me
to open a couple of bottles of water for you?”

She
nodded, still embarrassed.

He
grabbed a couple of bottles and loosened their lids. “You have to
take your evening medicine too. You should probably teach me which is
which.” He opened the right drawer.

Brianna’s
eyes widened. How did he know that, she wondered?

“I’ve
learned a lot while you were gone.” He took out her pill dispenser,
and she quickly explained the four pills inside. He watched her take
them all.

“Do
you want me to lift up my tongue to prove that I swallowed all of
them?” She gave him a brilliant smile.

He
smiled along with her. “I believe you. Go to sleep now.”

He
left, still grinning. It had meant the world to him that he had
gotten her to smile for him.






He
knocked on Cathy’s door. Cathy opened up and smiled at him. Her
eyes were dancing with delight. “May I come in?”

“Of
course, sir.” She stepped aside and let him in.

He
pulled out the chair and sat down. Her room had turned out really
nice. They had worked on it yesterday morning. He really wanted her
to be happy and feel safe here.

“So
how are you adjusting?”

“Fine.”
She shrugged her shoulders.

“A
reminder,” he held up his hand to stop her protests that he had
already told her everything already. “No one can know we are
brother and sister, or you will have to move to another floor. You
wouldn’t be with Brianna anymore. Secondly, the rules here are for
you too, including the consequences. I just told Brianna, and I will
tell you too. I will spank you if you need it.” 


“You
told Brianna that? You will never win her that way.” She crossed
her arms over her chest and shook her head.

“Cathy,
we can’t have a relationship anyway. At least, not yet. That has
time. She may not have feelings for me.”

“I
think she would love the idea of being loved.”

“Well,
I do love her. She makes me smile, and I like the idea that she is
back here with me, but I don’t want to scare her. Her mother was
clear that she needs time. She isn’t even healed up yet. I can be
patient. That’s what she needs.”

“Do
you think I will find a guy like you one day? Who won’t hurt me?”
Cathy asked her big brother.

“I
know you will. Besides, you are going to introduce me to any guy you
want to date before you go out. I’ll screen them for you.” He
ruffled her hair and discussed her schedule with her.






Friday
rolled around as quickly as it ever had. Brianna’s parents were
visiting her one last time before they left. They were so pleased
that she was feeling better. Her mother had even joined her in her
German class. They discussed a couple of books. It had been fun for
all of them.

Her
parents left after kissing and hugging her a million times. Scott was
waiting to start his rounds with her again. He was on cloud nine just
having Brianna here with him. He waved to her parents too, and then
they went into her room.

Scott
pulled out the chair and smiled at her as he sat down. “Well, your
grades have all been perfect, and you participated in class really
well. So –” He looked in her eyes. “I’m glad you are back,
Brianna. Do you have any questions, or do you need anything?” He
twisted to look back at her large water supply.

“I’m
fine, Scott.”

He
stared back at her. She had said his name.

Scott
was doing it again, she thought. He looked at her like she was a
ghost. It made her feel uncomfortable. Her heart sped up when he did
that. “Really, I’m fine. Don’t worry about me.”

“Okay.
Good night, Brianna.”






Scott
left a little sad. He continued his rounds. His baby sister was due
her first spanking. He knew she wouldn’t take him seriously.

He
knocked on her door. She opened it and gave him a mean look.

“For
starters turn the music off.” He was fighting not to laugh at her.
She was being such a brat.

She
closed the door at went at him. “I could hear you. How could you
Scott? Those are all really nice girls. No one should be allowed to
hit them like that.” She laid her hands on her hips. “No wonder
Brianna was so afraid of you. She was right to be. You really are
scary. They are all afraid of you.”

“Catherine,
the music, turn it off now.” He didn’t feel like smiling anymore.
He was mad because she had said that Brianna was afraid of him. She
had been too. Brianna had been fine, and then he went into her room,
and she had been so cold. She was afraid, and if she was afraid, then
she would never love him. Should he just tell her that he wasn’t
going to spank her ever again? She really was the good hardworking
kind. She wouldn’t use that against him.

Cathy
turned the music off, but her mouth was still going. “Scott this
really isn’t an honorable job. Beating on grown women – It is
just wrong. How can you do that?” She looked up at him very
accusingly.

“That’s
really easy.” He grabbed the chair and pulled it out and sat down.
He grabbed her and pulled her over his knees. She had been wearing a
skirt today making his job even easier. “I just pretend that the
girls are you. My own little naughty sister. And because I love my
little sister so much, and I don’t want her to throw her life away,
I take them over my knees and beat some sense into them.” He
started in hand spanking her, and she screamed like she had never
been spanked before. He lifted her skirt up and pulled her panties
down.

Once
her bottom was bared, he reached back for the hairbrush. “You read
the book. I trust you understood the rules. That can only mean that
you either didn’t take them seriously, or that you just didn’t
care. Which is it Catherine?”

Her
fists were pounding into this leg. He brought the brush down on her
backside.

“Scott,
stop it.”

“Gladly,
when I’m finished, but I’m still waiting for your answer. Why do
I have to do this in the first place?”

“Stop.
I can’t think when you are hitting me.”

He
laughed at her. “I stopped, tell me why you are over my knees.”

“I
– I –”

“Yes?”

“I
didn’t think you would hurt me too.” She really started in
sobbing then.

He
pulled her to his chest and held her as she sobbed. “Hush, Cathy.
I’m here. He can’t get you here. Your safe.” He wrapped his
arms around her head. “But you have to live by the rules here. You
have to take this seriously. I want you to do your very best. I know
that you can do it, and I will help in every way that I can and
believe me this is the most effective way. By hurting you a little, I
am helping you. You will take me seriously, just like the others do.
If you don’t want me to spank you, then you will just have to
follow the rules like everyone else. Even Brianna does.”

“Please,
don’t hit Brianna. I don’t want to lose her.”

“Neither
do I, believe me. I’m sure that she will never do anything to
deserve one. If she does, and I can get away with it, I’ll turn a
blind eye. You, however, are a whole other story. A spanking won’t
kill you. I’m positive it won’t. Let’s get this over with.”
He laid her back over his knees, spanked and scolded her.






Cathy
knocked on her best friend’s door. Brianna slowly opened it afraid
that Scott was coming back for whatever reason. She saw Cathy’s
tear-strained face and started laughing as she threw her arms around
her friend.

“That’s
what you get for asking what it was like.” She pulled her into her
room and continued to hug her and laugh. “I’m so sorry, but you
did want to know.”

Cathy
started to laugh too. “I hate you, Brianna.”

“No,
don’t hate me. Hate him instead.” Brianna just couldn’t wipe
the smile from her face. They were both giggling again.

They
stopped the second they heard a knock on the door. Brianna wiped the
tears from her eyes and took a deep breath and cleared her throat.
She opened the door and saw Scott. He looked mad, but she was shaking
from laughter.

“You
are being too loud.” He gave her a mean look, and then he looked
over at Cathy. Brianna was taking deep breaths so she wouldn’t
laugh, but she burst out again when Cathy stuck her tongue out at
him. 


“Cathy,
go to your room. I’ll be right there. I’ll deal with Brianna
first.” He stepped completely into the room. All of a sudden,
Brianna had no problem stopping.

“Please,
Scott, I’m sorry it was all my fault. Don’t hurt Brianna. She
didn’t do anything. It was me.” Cathy’s begging just had him
madder. “You could turn a blind eye?”

“Excuse
me, Brianna, I will be right back. This needs to be attended to
first.” He grabbed Cathy by her arm and pulled her down the hall to
her room. He had the chair pulled out and her over his knees in
record time.

“I
thought we just talked about respect. I’m not your brother here.”

“But
I need a brother,” Cathy protested.

Scott
stopped his hand high over his head. “I know that, but you need to
learn respect. You don’t have any for me, or for mom and dad. You
put them through hell. And worst of all you don’t have any respect
for yourself. You put yourself in a position where that jerk could
hurt you. If you had been at home studying, then that would never
have had to happened. You made dad cry, he was so worried about you.
It broke his heart that you had been hurt that way.” He rained
smacks on her bottom.

“And
now they are paying an arm and a leg for you to be safe and still
continue your education, and you still aren’t studying like you
should. I am so mad at you. It is time for you to grow up and take
responsibility for yourself.” He spanked until she was limp over
his knees and then some.

Scott
set her up when he was finished. He had hand spanked her, and he was
rubbing his hand. Cathy rubbed her bottom.

“I’m
sorry. I’m so sorry. I want to call home. Please, Scott, may I. I
want to apologize for everything I did. I’m sorry.” She sniffled.

He
nodded, proud of her. He unlocked the door to his room and let her
in. No one was in the hall so he felt safe doing that. He grabbed the
hairbrush and left her alone. He heard her sobbing all the more. She
at least had one redeeming quality. She was loyal to her friend.

Scott
knocked on Brianna’s door.

Brianna
opened, and all signs of laughter were gone. She let him in without
saying a tone and closed the door behind him.

The
chair was already in position. He had already spent most of his
energy on Cathy’s backside. He didn’t really want to hurt his
little Brianna.

Scott
was even having trouble not laughing now.

She
sat on her bed like she was supposed to. Her head was hung. Scott sat
on the chair and sighed. He felt happy just to be in the same room
with her.

“It
was really all my fault, honestly. She came to me for consoling, and
I laughed at her. It was a terribly mean thing to do, and as you know
laughing is contagious, and she ended up joining in. I feel really
bad that she got another punishment when it was really my fault. She
never would have laughed otherwise. Do we have to call the Dean?”

He
burst out laughing then. “I think I can manage this spanking
without the Dean. Come here.”

She
did. He laid an arm around her and pulled her over his lap gently.
“Are you comfortable?” he asked. He didn’t make her pull her
panties down or raise her dress. It just didn’t seem right to do
that anymore.

Did
he want to know because this would take a long time, Brianna thought?
“I’m fine.”

He
gave her a couple of smacks and lectured her about kicking people
when they are down. The lecture had her in tears. She sobbed over his
knees. Her face was also directly above the floor where he had saved
her life.

Brianna
felt so guilty. She had hardly noticed that he was holding her and
not spanking her anymore. She had her face buried in his chest, and
he had laid his chin on top of her head.

This
is really comfortable, he thought. One day he would be able to hold
her in his arms whenever he wanted.

He
was picturing himself coming home to her, and she would be cooking
something for them to eat just like she had over Christmas vacation.

Maybe
she could make that wonderful cheesecake that he had liked?

He
felt so happy at the moment that he hated tearing himself away from
that dream of her being his wife to the reality of her apologizing on
his lap.

“I
really am sorry. I feel really bad about everything. I really do.
Cathy deserves a better friend than me.”

“Nonsense,
you two are perfect for each other. She isn’t mad, and she was able
to work through some other issues. She is talking to my parents right
now and clearing up some things. It was the best thing for her.” He
was truly surprised at how effective spankings were.

He
was wondering to himself if he would spank Brianna after they were
married too. Where he came from, most men did. They even had a church
group for it. His parents didn’t attend it regularly, but they went
now and then. He wondered about Brianna’s parents.

Is
that where their parents met each other? Was that why his father had
felt safe spanking Brianna? It made sense if you looked at it from
that angle.

It
sure hadn’t that day. He had been so shocked that his father had
laid a hand on one of their friends. He had never spanked any of his
friends, and he had pulled lots of crap as a kid. The other kid just
had to go home right away.

He
moved his hand to the back of Brianna’s head. He petted her hair as
he thought a couple of things through.

She
was being so still. Oh shit, he thought. He went perfectly still and
listened. He could hear her breathing. She was sleeping on his lap.
She had fallen asleep in his arms.

He
was melting as he thought about how much she must trust him to do
that. He held her for about half an hour and then he put her to bed.
She didn’t even wake up for that. He kissed her on the forehead and
left.

Soon,
he thought, he would be able to lie down next to her in bed. He left
locking her door.





Chapter 18 – The One You Will Never
Forget






It
seemed the only time Scott ever had to punish Brianna was when Cathy
was also involved. He looked at his watch. They were already a half
an hour late. He had given them permission to go into town. He was
really worried that something had gone wrong.

Maybe
he should call the hospital. He started walking down the hall to his
room when he heard the floor door open. He hurried back and saw two
very red faced girls standing there.

Scott
sighed relieved.

The
girls both saw that and exchanged looks. It was obvious that he had
worried.

“It
was all my fault. I can imagine what you were thinking, but Cathy
really wasn’t in any danger. I just overestimated how far I could
walk. We had to stop and take a break. I tried to get her to go on
without me, but she refused to leave me.”

“Did
she also refuse to call?” Scott looked fit to be tied. He had given
Cathy his cell in case anything happened.

Brianna
took a step away from him. She looked at Cathy who was mouthing the
word ‘shit’.

“That’s
what I thought. If you can’t make it there and back in time, then
you can’t go. I was just about to call the hospital.” He laid his
fingers on his forehead and took a deep breath. “Go to your rooms,
both of you,” he yelled.

Usually,
Scott never yelled.

The
few girls who were in the hallway hid in their own rooms before he
could get mad at them too. Brianna and Cathy went with their heads
hung.

Scott
was so mad that he figured it would be best to cool down before he
paid them a visit. He held his sister responsible for her own
actions, but he believed Brianna when she said it was her fault too.
Brianna was actually probably even guiltier than Cathy. Brianna knew
perfectly well how far she could walk and what she wasn’t capable
of.

He
even had to wonder if they weren’t playing the whole heart sick
card, hoping to get out of trouble. He had worried about them so
much. But he really didn’t want to have to go through that ever
again.

He
had been truly worried. He had pictured Brianna laying somewhere, and
the others just walked by, and no one stopping to help her. What if
she had needed him? It had been so easy to picture her dead. He had
seen her that way before.

Scott
jumped up and grabbed the paddle and the hairbrush. He went to
Brianna’s room first. This was a lesson that he wanted her to
learn. He knocked. Well, he pounded on her door.

She
opened the door at looked so shocked that he almost laughed, but he
was still too mad for that. Her eyes widened as she saw the paddle.

Would
he really?

She
looked in his eyes. He would. She gulped and stepped aside. She
didn’t want to make him so mad that he felt the need to make this
public. A spanking in her room was bad enough.

He
went right for her chair and pulled it out. “Remove your skirt and
panties.” He stood off to the side and waited. She just stood there
with her mouth open.

“Brianna
do you want to make this public?”

“No,”
she practically screamed at him eager to stop him from thinking
anything along those lines. “It’s just that – I have a dress
on.”

“I’ve
already seen you before. Get on with it.”

She
burst into tears. She buried her face in her hands and cried.

“Brianna,”
he said as he laid his hands on her shoulders. He liked that she was
so shy and innocent. He couldn’t hold it against her. “I’ll
step out for a minute, but when I come back in, your bottom better be
bared. Do you understand?”

“Yes,
sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Just
hurry before I have to explain what I’m doing in the hall.” He
left, and she quickly removed her dress and panties and threw on a
t-shirt on over her bra.

She
opened the door to let him know that she was finished.

He
came back in and sighed. “That was it, I hope. No more games?”

“No
more games, sir.” she repeated.

“Come
behind the chair.” He had done this before, and he could do this
again. Her father also punished her very harshly. Her father didn’t
worry about it being too much for her heart so he shouldn’t worry
either.

Brianna
slowly lifted her feet and moved where he had said. Her feet and legs
were so heavy. She stopped where she had the last time he had to do
this. She reached forward with her hands and grabbed onto the chair.
Her knuckles turned all white. A cold chill went up and down her
back.

He
landed the first smack, and she moved forward with it. The chair
scraped along the floor. “I was serious about phoning the
hospital.” Smack. “I was very worried.” Smack. 


Brianna
sobbed loudly.

“Yes,
you should feel guilty.” Smack. “I was already imagining the
phone call to your parents.” Smack. “I’m responsible for you.”
Smack. “I take that very seriously.” Smack.

Brianna’s
arms buckled, and she laid her head on her hands. “You will too
once we are finished.” Smack. She was crying loudly now. Smack,
smack.

One
foot raised and stomped into the floor twice.

“You
may not leave campus again this year.” Smack.

“Stand
up.”

Her
throat was burning in pain. And she got the hiccups, but still, she
pushed herself up. First, she forced her arms to straighten out, and
then she forced herself to let go of the chair.

She
stood, but her head was hung, and she was only breathing in sharp
little gasps. He was right her father would have spanked her for the
same reason. He wouldn’t have let her being tired on the way back
count as an excuse either.

Scott
moved the chair back to where he wanted it. He was still so mad.
Normally, the punishment would be over after ten or eleven with the
paddle, but his anger wasn’t even close to being satisfied. He
hadn’t counted along he just paddled in between words. He picked up
the hairbrush.

“Come
over my knees, Brianna.”

She
gave herself a quick hug by wrapping her arms around herself and
squeezing as she moved to his right side. She slowly let go and
leaned over his knees. He guided her and pulled her close. Her cute
little bottom was already crimson.

“This
spanking is for getting Cathy in trouble too.” He brought the hair
brush down three times before her hand shot up. He grabbed it and
moved it to her lower back so it was out of the way. Scott was
spanking her machine gun style.

Her
feet started to kick, and she was crying loud enough for anyone
passing by to hear what was going on in here.

He
got her on the back of her thighs again. “Because of you I have to
paddle Cathy too. You knew that you needed more time to get back, and
you should have calculated a break in. Of course, Cathy would wait
for you. You should have been honest with her from the beginning. You
are responsible for your actions. You and you alone.” He stopped
talking and spanked until she was a mess of incoherent tears over his
knees. He laid the brush down on her desk and picked up the paddle
again.

“This
last one is so you will never forget that people worry about you
especially because of your heart problems. Not to let others know
where you are, and that you are okay is a cruelness on your part that
I hope I have beaten out of you today.” He laid the heavy wooden
paddle down on her bottom, and he felt her shaking in fear.

He
had the same way of thinking as her father did, she thought. No
wonder they got along so well.

“You
will also write lines for me. I want you to write ‘I will never be
unaccountable for again’ 1000 times for me. You may not play piano
until that task is finished. Take your time, but keep in mind that I
will be looking it over for accuracy. Every mistake will result in a
swat with my paddle. I will give you until next Friday at the
latest.”

She
gasped.

“I
hope that will make you think twice about ever making anyone worry
about you again.”

He
raised the paddle up and brought it down with all of his might. She
howled in pain, and her hand tugged, trying to get away from his.

He
turned her to his chest again. This was already a routine with her.
He patted her back and even said, there, there.

“I
know you think that I was being overly harsh, but you have to learn
this lesson and the sooner the better. I don’t want to ever have to
worry about you again. You can’t imagine what all went through my
head. I was so worried about you.” He held her until she settled
down.

He
stood up with her still in his arms, pulled her covers back and laid
her gently in the bed. “Sleep, Brianna.” He was sad that she
wasn’t sleeping. He could have kissed her if she was.

Scott
collected his things and was about to leave when she said something
he couldn’t understand. He laid the things down and went back to
her.

“What’s
wrong? Do you need your medicine?” He was already opening the right
drawer and pulling it out. He had her weekly pill dispenser in his
hand. Her pills from this afternoon were still in there. He sighed
loudly.

“Brianna,
if I hadn’t just – then I would take you over my knee again. How
often does this happen?”

She
just sobbed and didn’t answer him.

He
grabbed her water bottle and slipped an arm under her and forced her
up to sitting.

“No,
please, it hurts.” She pushed her fists into the mattress to take
the pressure off her behind.

“Good.
Now answer me. How often have you been forgetting your pills?”

“Never.
Today was the first time. I swear it was, Scott.”

He
opened the pills and poured them into his hand. He held his hand out
to her.

She
had to let her bottom fall into the mattress to take a pill from his
hand. She quickly took her four pills one after the other,
alternating between pills and the water he held ready for her.

He
laid her gently down and tucked the blankets in tightly around her.
He was finally able to understand why her father had spanked her so
harshly back in fall. Her putting herself in dangers way also had the
same effect on him.

Scott
closed and locked her door as he left with his things. He moved on to
Cathy’s room. He knocked, and then she opened door.

She
smiled at him. “I think it was a good idea that you took the time
to cool down before you showed up for my spanking.” She removed the
earphones that she had in her ears.

He
laughed as he stepped inside and looked at his little sister. “All
cooled down and tired out.”

She
gave him an odd look.

“The
punishment for coming back late is ten with the paddle. It is going
to hurt like hell, darling. I’m really sorry, but I have to do it;
everyone saw you two come in late. Even if your excuse is sound, you
have Brianna to thank for these.”

Cathy
paled as she looked at her brother. “Paddle?”

“Yes,
on the bare. Go on, get ready. I’ll be gentle, but the other girls
need something to see in the shower. Sorry, it would be too obvious
otherwise.” He was already surprised that the others hadn’t been
suspicious yet. Of all of his sisters Cathy looked the most like him.
They had the same chestnut brown hair and blue eyes.

“So
I have to take off my jeans and stuff?”

He
nodded as she blushed. She turned away from him even though he had
seen her before. She felt so shy at the moment.

In
that time, he had positioned the chair, but he didn’t sit down on
it. She looked at him confused again.

“You
need to stand behind the chair and lean in and hold on to the top of
the back with your hands.”

She
frowned and moved behind the chair. She gave him a look that asked if
she was doing it right.

“That’s
perfect. This is really going to hurt, but please don’t swear or
let go of the chair. I don’t want to have to repeat any. Here comes
the first one.” He brought it down with only half the force he had
used on Brianna.

Cathy’s
shoulders shook, and she said a very sad sounding ‘oh.’ Her knees
bent on the next one, and he helped her back to standing. “You are
doing just great, darling.” Once she was composed, he gave her the
next.

“Please,
stop Scott, please, please, please,” she begged.

“You
are doing so well. I’m very proud of you. You can have a break at
five if you want.” He gave her the next, and she started to go down
again. He caught her again.

“One
more, and we will stop. Okay, just one more?”

She
sobbed so bitterly trying not to cry out. He brought the paddle down
on her backside, and she fell to the floor crying loudly. He sat down
with her and hugged her. “I’m the world’s worst brother.”

Her
crying was joined with her laughter. “I think you do just fine.”
She was holding him tightly. “Makes a person really appreciate the
hand spankings from back home. The only good thing here is that there
is no corner time where you can’t rub.”

“Rub
all you want, Cathy.” He hugged her even tighter. “I’m sorry I
had to do that to you. You were only being a Good Samaritan. But the
rules state clearly that no excuse can be accepted. The others would
have wondered.”

“Please,
be gentle with Brianna too.” Cathy snuggled into his chest. She
felt so terribly tired. “Scott, bring me to bed, please.”

“Sure
thing.” He picked her up and brought her to bed. He did give her a
kiss as she sobbed in pain.

“This
is really a terrible rotten school,” she said as she yawned.

“That’s
right, honey.” He collected his things again. It was dark out in
the meantime, so he flicked the lights off as he left.

Scott
put away his torture devices, still mad that Brianna had made him
have to hurt Cathy like that. He got out her file and dialed her
father’s cell.

Charles
answered right away. “Hello?” He hadn’t recognized the number.
He usually did.

“Sir,
this is Scott Greene.”

“Hello,
Scott. Is everything all right with Brianna?”

“Mostly.
She probably won’t be able to sit for a while, but otherwise, her
health is just fine.”

“I
see. This is a call about her behavior.” He already sounded so mad.

“Yes,
sir. She came in late for curfew this evening. She had been to town
with my sister. When they came back, she wanted to take all the blame
on herself, because she had gotten tired on the way back and had to
rest. Now I don’t have anything against the resting, but she knew
she had problems with her condition before she left so she should
have known that she would need a rest on the way back.”

“Hear,
hear.”

“The
thing is the whole floor went to town before Christmas, and she had
trouble on the way back then, but she went a little slower, and it
didn’t hold us up too much. So I’m guessing they were cutting it
closely to begin with and then she tried to run to make it back on
time, and then she needed a break.”

“That
sounds about right to me too.” Brianna’s father was liking this
young man more and more. He wasn’t letting her trick him.

“I
had to punish not only her but also my sister because she stayed with
Brianna. The way I see it Brianna has to take responsibility for
herself, and if she knows that she will be having problems getting
back, then she should have warned her friend instead of dragging her
down with her.”

“That’s
how I see it too. It sounds to me like Brianna was trying to play
you. Good for you for not letting her. Once something like that
starts, it’s hard to stop. You have to nip it in the bud. I’m
glad you did. It will set the mood for later on.”

“That’s
how I explained it to her too. Someone like her just has more
limitations, and a person has a whole list of things that they can
imagine what could have gone wrong. I was about to call the hospital
when they finally showed up.

“The
reason that I am calling is that I really let her have it for making
me worry like that. If she calls and complains that she was treated
unjustly, you know my side of it. I was strict, but I really wanted
her to learn that lesson.”

“I
hoped it worked. I really do.” Her father sounded like he’d had
the same talk with her for the same reason.

“I
still have a bit to tattle.”

Brianna’s
father laughed. “Well, tattle away, son.”

“I
put her to bed once I was finished, and I figured she would sleep
through the night, so I got out her pills. She hadn’t taken the
ones from this afternoon. She claimed that this was the first time
she had ever forgotten them, but it seemed unlikely that the one time
I check is the one time she forgets. I will be checking more often,
but maybe you or your wife could talk to her about the importance of
taking her medicine regularly.”

“Oh,
I hope you beat her but good.”

“Yes,
sir, I did. She is sleeping on her stomach as we speak.”

“I’ll
give her a call tomorrow and talk to her after church. I know you
feel like you are tattling, but it really is in her best interest. I
appreciate the call, son. I really do. We won’t let her do anything
stupid either. You acted just right.”

After
they had exchanged the customary how are the folks and the wife
questions, they hung up.

Charles
really hoped that things would work out with Brianna and Scott. That
young man had a head on his shoulders, and he wasn’t afraid to tell
him how things really stood between the two of them.

Scott
was just what his Brianna needed. He had spanked the daylights out of
her because she had made him worry.

Charles
had to smiled to himself. That young man was just what he would have
picked out for her too.






Cathy
got up in the middle of the night. She slipped into her pajamas and
went to the bathroom. After she was finished, she knocked very softly
on Brianna’s door.

The
door opened, and Scott stood there looking at her, not Brianna.

“Is
she sick?” she whispered. She moved on the tiptoes of her feet so
she could look around him and into the room. She saw Brianna sleeping
in bed.

“No,
just sore.”

“Then
what are you doing in here?” Cathy asked.

“I
was just checking on her.” His eyes told her that he was lying.

She
gave him a sly smile. “Do you do that often?”

“Cathy,
it’s a big responsibility having someone like her on the floor. I
take that very seriously.”

Cathy
smiled and nodded. “How long do such check-ups last?” Her eyes
were dancing with delight. She loved the idea of the two of them
getting married one day.

Scott
looked over his shoulder at Brianna. Great, now that Cathy was here
he couldn’t give Brianna a kiss before he left. He closed and
locked the door. He grabbed Cathy and pulled her into her own room. 


“I
wasn’t doing anything to her. I just like to look at her. I hardly
get a chance during the day. Besides, her parents asked me to check
on her.”

“Does
she ever wake up and see you?” Cathy was full of questions and
choosing just one at a time was really hard.

“No,
not yet. Except when she was sick, and I had warned her that I would
be coming by.”

“Scott,
when are you going to tell her?”

“After
she is finished with school here. That is if she will still want me?”

“What
do you mean by that?” Cathy squinted her eyes and stared him down.

“After
the spanking I gave her today, she may not want me anymore,” Scott
admitted.

“Scott,
want did you do to her.”

“I
gave her the spanking of a lifetime for making me worry. I really
don’t think that she will want to see me anytime soon. I even
called her father. He wants her to call him tomorrow. He was mad at
her too.”

“But
she was only a half an hour late because she got a little dizzy?”
Cathy protested.

“Brianna
was dizzy because she didn’t take her medicine this afternoon. She
got dizzy when we into town before Christmas too. She knew it could
happen, and she can’t let us worry like that.”

“So
that was a spanking that will teach her exactly where her place is,
not only now but when you are married?”

Scott
smiled to himself. He liked that Cathy thought about them as being
married one day.

“Scott,
wake up.” She waved her hand back and forth in front of his face.
“This could backfire. Brianna isn’t yours yet. She is still
incredibly embarrassed that you had to save her life. She never
wanted anyone to see her scars, and apparently, it was your fault
that she slept in one morning so she had to shower with the others.
Since then, they all treat her like a sick baby. She hates that and
blames you for it. Whatever you feel for her she isn’t ready for
it. Punishing her like you are already her husband just isn’t
okay.” Cathy bit her lip, thinking he was ruining everything.

“Good
night, Cathy.” He left not wanting to hear what she had to say.
Brianna would be his wife one day. He’d show Cathy.

He
stepped in the hall and saw Hannah. She stared at him shocked and
then went into her room.

It
took Scott a moment to realize what she had thought. She would have
been right too if she had been out in the hall five minutes earlier
and had seen him coming out of Brianna’s room.

He
smiled to himself and knocked on her door.

She
opened and gave him a disgusted look.

“May
I come in?” Scott asked Hannah.

She
nodded, but she was still repulsed. He walked in and pulled out the
desk chair and sat down. After she sat down across from him, he
smiled at her. “Do you know why Cathy is here?”

“Some
guy was stalking her.”

“Yes,
that’s right. And as her big brother, I see it as my job to protect
her.” He let that sink in.

She
looked relieved, and then the light bulb went on. “So you know
Brianna from home too.”

“No,
I met her here. I had no idea about her until I was doing CPR on her.
No one had told me. Everyone assumed I knew, but I didn’t. She and
I misunderstood each other in the beginning. I thought she was here
because she liked to skip class, and I said something to that effect,
and she thought that I knew.”

He
smiled thinking back to her hanging her head ashamed. She could be so
silly. He longed to go back into her room and stare at her some more.

“Please
don’t tell anyone that Cathy is my sister. It would make her life
here more difficult. The move here was to make things easier for
her.”

“I’m
sorry I thought that. I should have known better. She looks a lot
like you, and you both have the same last name. It is really obvious
now. I’ll keep my mouth shut,” Hannah promised.

“Thanks.
Go to sleep now.”

“Umm,
Scott. I was wondering, maybe when I graduate – that maybe we could
see each other privately this summer.” She was blushing red, but
the thought of not having him in her life anymore scared her too. He
seemed to really understand her, and he kept her on track, and she
really needed that.

She
felt she needed him so she could be herself. When she saw him coming
out of Cathy’s room, she’d thought. She had been more jealous
than anything else. Cathy who had just showed up here. No, that
wasn’t fair.

“I’m
really sorry, but I can’t.”

“But
I wouldn’t be at school anymore. There would be no
unprofessionalism going on.”

“I’m
sorry, but I’m practically engaged to a girl back home. Our
families even spend the holidays together. It’s a sure thing,
pretty much.”

“That
didn’t sound so sure.” Hannah was a little confused.

“I’m
sure. I won’t be backing out. The rest is up to her. She hasn’t
said yes yet, but I hope that when I do ask that she will. Her father
already said, yes. We are definitely on the right track. My parents
love her too. She’s perfect.” He was smiling a goofy smile just
thinking about her.

“Oh,
that’s great. Congratulations. I’m really happy for you. Are you
going to ask her to marry you this summer?”

“No,
later when she is further along at school. Maybe when I finish law
school? I want to be sure that she will say yes. The timing has to be
right. But anyway. You have to get your sleep. Finals are coming up.
Good night.”






Brianna
felt just terrible the next morning. Her backside seemed to have its
own pulse as it throbbed away. She needed to take a shower, but the
idea of getting up just seemed to be too much.

Today
was Sunday, and she felt she had to go to church, but she just
couldn’t.

Had
he been trying to kill her?

She
laid back down and tried to fall asleep, but it hurt too much. She
was already lying on her stomach. The thought of getting up and
having breakfast, having to sit for it, and then going to church and
sitting through the service was too much.

She
started to cry again. It was self pity crying, but it still felt like
it was helping her. Eventually she fell back to sleep.






Scott
woke her up. He had the phone in his hands. “It’s your parents.”
He gave her the phone and left, closing the door behind him.

“Hello?”
Her voice cracked as she spoke.

“Are
you just now waking up?” Brianna recognized her father’s voice.

“Yes,
Daddy. I woke up at the normal time. But I wasn’t feeling that well
so I went back to sleep.”

His
voiced softened. “You aren’t sick are you?”

“I’m
sure I’ll be fine.”

“Yes
well, a bruised backside takes awhile to heal,” he yelled. 


“Charles.”
That was her mother. Great they were on the speaker phone so they
could both scold her.

“Don’t
Charles me, she is the one that has been pulling so much crap.”

“Daddy,
I’m sorry. We almost made it on time. I just got winded and had to
sit down for a spell.”

“Why
were you winded?”

“Sir?”

“It
was a really simple question, Brianna. Why were you winded? We know
that you can take walks if you go slowly. So why did you get winded
when you were walking so slowly?”

“I
um. You see. We thought. Well, I thought that I could make it in that
time.”

“So
you lied about taking a break?”

“No,
sir, I didn’t lie.”

“Why
were you winded? And don’t start in lying now.” She heard his
fist pound onto his desk.

“I
was hurrying, and then it didn’t work.”

“I
see. So you were running?”

“Walking
quickly would be a much better way of putting it.”

“Well,
I’m glad that it was from the quick walking and not the pills you
forgot.”

“Oh,
shit,” she whispered.

“We
heard that. Should we call Scott and tell him to have another go at
you?”

“No,
Daddy, please don’t.” She was bawling. Just the thought of going
over his knees again brought tears to her eyes. “It will never
happen again, ever. I learned my lesson.”

“Brianna,
honey, don’t cry.” Eva was crying right along with her daughter.

“Eva,
our precious little daughter really needed to learn a lesson. I think
that young man was more capable of teaching it than I have ever
been.”

“I’m
so sorry.” Brianna sobbed. “I didn’t want to make everyone mad
at me. I was just feeling so normal, like the other girls. I didn’t
want it to end.”

“But
you aren’t a normal girl and pretending will only get you in
trouble, my little treasure.” Eva wanted to hug her so badly that
her arms were wrapped around herself. “This is normal for you. You
have to think about your medicine, and that you have to rest every so
often. You are making us all worry, and you may not do that.”

“I’m
sorry, Mama,” Brianna said between heart breaking sobs.

“That
young man was right to punish you. I hope you didn’t try to get out
of it again?”

“No,
Mama. I didn’t. I think I took it very well, but it was the worst
spanking I had ever gotten in all my life. I still can’t get up.”
She cried into the phone, his phone.

“Good
then lie there and think about what you are all missing because of
your spanking. You missed church today; I gather that you must have
missed breakfast too. I’m afraid to ask if you have taken your
pills this morning?” Brianna wasn’t used to her mother doing the
scolding.

There
was silence broken only by light sobs from Brianna.

“Well,
have you, or haven’t you?” Now her mother was yelling at her too.

“Not
yet, Mama,” Brianna admitted.

“If
I were there right now, I would take you over my knees too.” Her
mother was spitting mad.

“I
just woke up. I’ll take them right away. I promise.”

“You
better young lady, or so help me –”

“I
will, Mama.” Brianna pushed herself up and slowly moved to her pill
drawer. The skin on her bottom felt like it had stretch to its
breaking point. It was drawn so tight she was afraid to bend. She got
out her pills and swallowed them down two at a time. “I just took
them, Mama. Did you hear?”

“Yes,
I did. But I still worry that you forget them more often.” Eva had
her arms folded over her chest, and she was pacing up and down in her
husband’s office. Her husband was leaning back in his chair,
watching her and admiring her. She had always been a wait
until your father gets home type, but
she was laying into Brianna now. The girl needed to hear that they
were all united on this. He was proud of his wife.

“I
was just so excited about going out that I forgot them yesterday. It
really was the first time, honest. Please don’t be mad at me
anymore. He was already so strict, and my punishment isn’t even
over with. I still have to write ‘I will never be unaccountable for
again’ a thousand times. If I make mistakes, he will punish me
again,” she sobbed.

Charles
had to cover his mouth so she wouldn’t hear him laughing. Yep, he
really did like that boy. Writing lines, why hadn’t he ever thought
of that?

“Then
I suggest you don’t make any mistakes.” Eva had heard enough.
“Now I want you to get your sorry butt up, get washed and dressed.
If you look at the time, you will see that lunchtime is approaching.
I want you to eat a decent lunch and then to write out your
punishment perfectly and then get back to studying. You know, the
reason we send you there. Have I made myself clear?”

“Yes,
ma’am. Very clear.”

Her
father enjoyed this rare opportunity of not being the strict one.
“Good, Brianna. We love you, but we expect better behavior from
you.”

“Yes,
Daddy. I love you, Daddy. And you too, Mama.”

“I
love you too, Brianna.” Her mother spoke softly again, like she
usually did.

“Goodbye.”
Brianna was still sniffling.

“Goodbye,”
they answered in unison and then hung up.

Charles
jumped up and took his wife in his arms. “You were amazing. I think
she saw the light.”

Eva
covered her face and bawled into her hands. “I hated doing that,
but it was like she pushed me to it, but at the same time I’m so
worried that those could be my last words to her.” She sobbed into
his chest.

“No,
darling, you are seeing it all wrong. Your words insured that we will
see her again.”

He
led her up to their bedroom. He wanted to show her just how pleased
he was with her.






Brianna
laid on her stomach in bed and put the cap back on her pen. She truly
couldn’t sit down. Her bottom was swollen, and it still hurt like
the dickens. She had yet to see Cathy. She probably hated her after a
spanking like that.

Brianna
went down to lunch very late, almost too late.

She
spotted some girls from second year. They were whispering about
something as she approached the table.

Hannah
lit up when she saw Brianna. “Hey, you and Scott come from the same
home town, don’t you?”

Brianna
blushed. She wasn’t sure how to answer that. “I guess so.” She
hovered still not sitting.

“How
well do you know him?”

“Um
– well? I don’t know. We go to the same church, but I didn’t
realize that until Christmas when I saw him there.” She still
hadn’t sat. She looked over her shoulder to see if he was watching
from the disciplinarian’s table. He wasn’t there, thank goodness.
She still had to give him his phone back; talking to him couldn’t
be avoided for very long.

She
sat and tears came to her eyes, and then jumped up again. The other
girls all stared at her with their mouths open.

“They
really should have high counters in here that we could eat at for
such occasions.” She tried to make light of the situation.

The
girls exchanged looks. “Even Paris had been able to sit the next
day after her caning, however uncomfortably. What did he do to you?”
Rachel asked.

“I’d
really rather not talk about it.”

“It’s
hard to believe that someone would want to marry him,” Hannah
stated.

They
all looked at Brianna expectantly.

Brianna
didn’t really understand what they were talking about.

“He
has a girlfriend back home. We were wondering what she was like.”
Hannah cleared things up for her.

“Sorry,
I don’t know. I never met one or heard talk of one.” Brianna
finished her meal quickly in standing and hurried back to her room.






Brianna
grabbed his phone and brought it back to him.

The
door had been open so she cleared her throat to get his attention.
She held it out to him without saying a word.

“Well,
normally I would say ‘Where I come from people say hello when they
talk to someone’ but you know that.”

She
fought not to burst into tears again. “Hello, sir. I just wanted to
return your phone.”

He
stood up and took it from her.

“Goodbye.”
She practically ran from his room back to her own to cry.

Brianna
forced herself to stop. She still had homework to do and studying and
a thousand lines to write. Brianna broke out in tears again.

She
thought about Scott having a girlfriend. She didn’t like the
thought of him seeing so many girls half naked and hitting them when
he had a girlfriend. It felt like he was being unfaithful to her.

What
did she care, she asked herself?

She
decided to stay away from him as much as possible. Cathy would get
some sort of summer job, and Brianna had already talked to her
parents about giving piano lessons at church. A few kids had already
signed up.

Brianna
would insist on staying away from Cathy’s house. Cathy would just
have to understand.

She
went back to getting her homework finished.





Chapter 19 – Exploding Frogs






They
were all gathered in the lounge, waiting. Scott was getting their
grades. A couple of girls were really worried about getting caned.
Maureen had been caned at the end of the trimester when Brianna
wasn’t there.

Brianna
was glad that she couldn’t be caned because he hadn’t expected
anything from her. Still, she felt sick to her stomach. Witnessing
something like that was just terrible. Cathy was cuddled up next to
her. She had her head on her shoulder.

“Are
you worried?”

“No,
he didn’t expect anything from me. I was just here for a trial,
with no pressure. You?”

“Yep.
I’ll make his life a living hell if he does.” She smiled thinking
about it. “Rat poison, itching powder and thumb tacks.”

“What?”
Brianna asked her.

“Sorry,
just making a mental shopping list.”

The
door opened, and they all jumped. He looked pissed. “Four of you,
four!” He stormed past them and went to his office and came back
with his cane. It looked like he really meant it. Brianna held onto
Cathy. She wouldn’t let him hurt Cathy.

“Brianna,
come here. I want you to stand right here.” He pointed to the spot
right next to him, using the cane to point.

She
was shaking in fear. She wanted to protest, even telling herself that
she didn’t have anything to lose because the caning was public
anyway, but years of having obedience drilled into her made her feet
move.

Brianna
looked up at Scott with tears in her eyes. She had been doing so
well. She must have really bombed on a test, but which one?

“Stephanie,
stand next to her.” Stephanie also looked confused. He continued to
line them up. They were all confused when he called the fifth girl
and kept going.

Once
they were all lined up, he moved back to Brianna. “Straight A’s,
and the best grades on campus.” Brianna sighed relieved. He moved
on, and the grades got worse as he did. Cathy had gotten a ‘B’ in
economics. He moved on to the last and said their grades.

The
girls were all crying and holding on to each other. One girl, in
second year, had been with them in economics with them.

He
made other girls sit down and told the first girl to be punished,
Paris that she should drop her jeans and panties. He was hopping mad
so she listened right away.

Scott
instructed the next girl, Karen, to hold her hands tightly. “If you
let go, you get an extra for each time when it’s your turn.”

He
had her lie over the table. Scott raised his cane and brought it
down. The girl holding her hands let go and brought her hand to her
mouth in shock. Paris’s hands flew back to her injured bottom.

“Karen
you get eleven now. See that it doesn’t turn into twelve.”

“Paris,
give me your hands. I’ll do it better.”

Paris,
who was shaking like a leaf slowly gave her hands back to Karen.
Scott brought the cane down in the exact same place. Karen was really
being tested on her ability to hold onto Paris.

After
Scott finished with Paris, he instructed her to right herself. She
whimpered and shook as she pulled up her panties and jeans. She fell
into a chair sideways and just sobbed.

Karen
had to drop her jeans and panties and lean over the table for her
eleven. She had been able to hold Paris even though Paris had really
tried to get away. Gretchen took hold of her hands and held them
tightly.

Scott
went about it the same as he had with Paris. The first two landed in
the same spot. Then he moved clockwise making sure that her entire
bottom was equally reddened.

Brianna
felt like she needed to throw up again. Cathy was holding onto her
tightly. Brianna started to push away and gulp for air.

Gretchen
was already bawling as she let her shorts and panties fall. She
leaned over the table and gave her hands to Maureen. “Please, don’t
do this. I’m just not as smart as the other girls. I’m sorry.”
She sobbed and begged him to stop. He kept right on, as if she hadn’t
said anything.

Brianna
pushed away from Cathy who was clinging to her again. She ducked
under Scott’s swinging arm and ran into the bathroom. They all
heard her throwing up.

Scott
met Cathy’s eye. He moved his eyes so she knew that she should go
after Brianna.

Cathy
jumped over the backs of their chairs. She raced into the bathroom
and threw her arms around her friend. Brianna hadn’t made to the
bathroom on time.

Cathy
started cleaning up. She was so much like her mother that way. She
had a need to care for people and cleaning up after others didn’t
really bother her. It was just a job that had to be done.

They
could still hear Scott going away at on some girl’s backside.

“I’m
sorry. I’m so sorry,” Brianna whispered.

“Hey,
that’s all right. Has this happened before?” Cathy had heard the
other girls say something like ‘not
again.’

“Every
time.”

“Really,
but believe me your own bottom looked a lot worse a couple of weeks
ago. They will be sitting tomorrow on the way home. You couldn’t
have.”

“Maybe
if I’d had siblings and seen them getting it, I wouldn’t be so
emotional, but I just never did.”

Cathy
told Brianna a story about when Scott was around thirteen. “He and
a couple of friends were out behind the barn. They had each caught a
frog. Now this was around the fourth of July. Each of them lit a
firecracker and stuffed it into their frog’s mouth. The frogs
exploded, and everyone came running. I have never seen my father so
mad. He sat down on the wood pile and lowered Scott’s pants and
underwear and went at him with his belt. Right in front of his
friends.

“My
mom tried to pull them away, but the sound of Scott screaming scared
them, and they tried to run away from her, fearing they were next.
Well, she got them into the house and called their parents. They were
relieved to be away from my Dad. You are the only visitor child who
ever got spanked at our house.”

“What
an honor.” Brianna was starting to relax because there was no more
noise coming from the lounge.

“I
remember thinking that it was really funny that Scott got it back
then. I enjoyed the show. He thought he was so grown up being the
oldest and all. My sisters watched too, and they were rolling on the
ground with laughter until my dad threatened to give them a taste of
the same.” Cathy was really grinning when she thought about that.

Brianna
couldn’t imagine that being funny. Seeing someone else get hit
wasn’t funny to her.

“Can
you stand? I can get you fresh clothes and your shower stuff.”

Brianna
nodded.

Cathy
walked her to the shower room so she could get undressed while she
waited.

Brianna
could hear Scott and Cathy talking in the hall. They were bickering
about something.

It
surprised Brianna that the others didn’t know. It was so obvious
that they were brother or sister.

Brianna
heard the door, and Cathy whispered, “Then get a new job.”

“I’m
working on it.”

Brianna
believed him. His girlfriend couldn’t be okay with this. Tomorrow
morning her parents would be here, and she could go home and have a
break from him.

Seeing
him in Fall would be soon enough for her.






Brianna
sat with her parents at church on Sunday. The service was just about
to begin when Cathy and her family slid into the pew next to them.
Brianna had been sitting in the middle of her parents, but she asked
if she could move, so she was next to Cathy.

Her
father stood up and help her move next to her friend. He gave her a
warning look telling her that monkey business wouldn’t be
tolerated. Brianna even nodded.

Scott
hadn’t seen her in a week. It was hard for him not to stare. He sat
next to Cathy so he could be as close to her as possible.

She
had been sleeping when he came in with her report card. The next
morning she had avoided him like the plague. He had the money to just
quit and go to graduate school in Fall. Someone had deposited a lot
of money in his account around the time he had saved Brianna’s
life.

He
had gone into the bank to ask about the error when he was informed
that no mistake had been made, and that the money couldn’t be
returned because they weren’t allowed to tell him whom it was from.

He
had replied, ‘Fine, I’ll talk to Mr. Banks myself then.’ The
looks on their faces told him he was right. He just found out about
that a couple of days ago.

He
would talk to Mr. Banks right after church about returning the money.
Saving Brianna wasn’t something that he needed to be rewarded for.
He had been very glad to do that. He would do it again if he had too.

The
girls behaved all through church. What other choice did they have
seated behind the two men who would take them over their knees if
they weren’t?

Scott
enjoyed listening to Brianna sing. He imagined the two of them
sharing a hymnal and singing together at church. He thought more
about that then what he listened to the sermon.

Brianna
pretended that he wasn’t there. But she did peek over once to see
if he had brought his girlfriend with. Nope, Sharon was sitting
beside him. Brianna smiled at her.

She
would be giving her first lessons after church. A little girl who
wanted to sing just like Brianna did. She was looking forward to
that.






After
church, when everyone went to fill up on donuts, Brianna stayed and
waited for her first client. She spoke with the girl and her mother,
and then they sat down and started.

Scott
got himself a donut, and then he looked for Brianna. He couldn’t
see her anywhere, and she wasn’t with Cathy.

He
was starting to worry about a boyfriend when he heard her in the
sanctuary. She was sitting at the piano with a little girl. They were
singing. It was so adorable.

He
really hoped that they would be able to have children. The idea of
having a child with her green eyes was pulling at his heart. He gave
himself a shake. Her health was the most important thing. Still, it
would be nice.






It
had been over a month, and he only got to see her at church.
Afterwards she gave kids lessons.

He
could kick himself because she was doing it because it had been his
idea. He wished he had never mentioned a summer job.

Scott
needed to talk to her. He was getting restless like a teenager.

He
had even had his parents invite her family over for a grill party,
but they couldn’t come. They had needed go up to Minnesota for a
check-up at the Mayo Clinic. He missed her so terribly.

Everyone
teased him about it too. Next year at this time, blah, blah, blah.
That is if she would even have him.

He
was on pins and needles waiting for the results from the clinic.
Cathy talked to her for two long hours on the phone before she told
him that she had checked out just fine.

He
was pouting, and he even knew it. He started thinking about what they
could do on a date. She would be a dinner and a movie type of girl.
They couldn’t do sports or anything like that.

He
was working too, and if she ever did come over, it was when he wasn’t
there. He begged Cathy to lie to her and tell him that he wasn’t at
home so she would come over. Cathy refused, and Brianna was busy
teaching children to play the piano.

She
was afraid of him. The last time he had seen her; he had made her
throw up, again.

He
was laying on his bed and looking up at the ceiling. He really did
feel like a little kid, now that he was living at home again.

Maybe
he should just go over to her house and tell her what he felt for
her. Then he remembered her avoiding him. She was getting really good
at it. Too good at it.

He
could hear her talking. He jumped to his window to listen. She was
telling Cathy that her parents were going to let her learn how to
drive now as a birthday present.

“When
is your birthday?” Cathy asked.

“Tomorrow.
Will you come over after work? My parents always make a really big
thing about it. I even get to have a piece of cake.”

Scott
swallowed hard. She was so excited about something that was so normal
for everyone else. He felt so sorry for her. He wanted to hold her
and make everything better for her.

“Sure,
I’ll come. Glad too. But I don’t have a gift for you.”

“Don’t
worry about that. I have enough stuff. Just come over. That means the
most.”

“Sure,
but wait you should come in and say hi to my parents. They ask about
you all the time.” Cathy looked over her shoulder up to Scott’s
window.

Scott
looked down at himself. He was still in his work clothes. He was
dirty and sweaty.

Damn
it, but a chance to see Brianna was a chance to see Brianna.

He
darted down to the kitchen and got himself a glass of water. They
were just coming around the corner when he leaned against the counter
like he had been there the entire time. Her mother was with her.

“Hey
Scott, where are mom and dad?” Cathy asked.

“I
don’t know. I just got home. Hello, Mrs. Banks. Hello, Brianna.”

“Please
call me, Eva.” Eva beamed at him. She’d be forever thankful to
him.

Brianna
looked at her mother surprised. Even Cathy called her Mrs. Banks. His
saving her life had probably changed such rules.

“Hello,
Scott.” Brianna didn’t want to get another scolding from him
about greeting people. She stepped closer to her mother. Cathy
returned with her mother.

Karen
was all smiles as she entered the room. “Hello, Eva. How are y’all
doing?”

“We
are all just fine, and everything is tip top with Brianna too. The
doctors were very pleased with her,” Eva bragged.

Scott
got himself another glass of water.

“Brianna,
we have missed your smile around here. Perhaps you two should have a
sleep over like little girls do. I bet that would be fun. You two
could watch movies all night and sleep in the living room.”

Scott
watched Brianna’s face change from a bright smile for his mother to
a nervous glance in his direction.

“That
sounds like a lot of fun. Brianna would love something like that.”
Eva jumped right into the conversation.

Scott
still had his eyes on her. She was giving her mom another odd look.
Their mothers set up a play date, and everything was settled.

Eva
invited them to come over tomorrow and have some cake for Brianna’s
19th Birthday. The look of pride in Eva’s eyes was
really clear. She even looked over at Scott and mouthed the words
‘thank you.’

His
heart caught again. Brianna’s birthdays really were a big deal for
them.

Eva
was still beaming at Scott. She would never be able to put into words
how thankful she was. “Scott, you will come by too won’t you. If
it wasn’t for you – It would mean a lot to me.”

“Of
course, ma’am.” He wouldn’t want to miss it for the world.

Brianna
was totally embarrassed now. “You don’t have to if you don’t
want to.”

Her
mother poked her in her arm.

“I
mean if you have other plans, prior arrangements, I’ll understand.”
Brianna was beet red in the meantime.

“Nope,
you can count on me. I’ll be there. What time should we be there?”

Scott
sounded so adult-like. Her parents would probably want to invite him
to all of her birthdays now.

“Two
in the afternoon.”

“Of
course. A Saturday birthday.” Scott smiled at Brianna.

“Brianna
you could make cheesecake for Scott. It’s his favorite.” Her
mother looked really excited about that idea.

Brianna
nodded.

“Well
then, nothing could keep me away from your house tomorrow. That is
the world’s best cheesecake.”

Brianna
grinned at him. Was he teasing her?

“Would
you two like to stay for supper?” Cathy’s mom was really pulling
out all the stops.

“No,
thank you. I have to go home and bake a cake.” Brianna gave her a
charming smile, but she was being a smart ass.

Her
mother gave her a mean look. “I’m sorry, but she is right we
still have lots to do. We just wanted to pick Cathy up.”

“What’s
with our car?” Scott asked.

“Dad
has it in the shop today. Mrs. Banks was kind enough to pick me up.”
Cathy smiled at Brianna.

Brianna
smiled back knowing what she was getting at. She wasn’t allowed to
say Eva.

“I
guess I’ll go and learn how to make that cheesecake that Scott
likes so much.”

“Cathy,
should I pick you up when you’re finished?” Scott asked.

“No,
Dad is. Bye.” She gave him an evil smile. Everything had turned out
just the way he wanted it to. He was so lucky. He shouldn’t be
allowed to pick her up too.





Chapter 20 – Happy Birthday






Again
Brianna stood with her parents waiting for their guests.

They
all arrived with gifts for Brianna. Cathy’s parents gave her a gift
certificate for the local bookstore. The store also had sheet music.
Brianna was really happy; it was something that she could really use.
Sharon and Cathy gave her CD’s, and Scott wasn’t with them. He
had to go in to work because someone had gotten sick. He would stop
by after work.

Brianna
was a little disappointed. Scott had seemed so certain yesterday. He
was probably just pretending so he didn’t have to say that he
wasn’t really interested. He had been trying not to be rude.

They
had set up tables outside in the garden in the shade of the huge oak
tree. Her father had even hung up lights in the tree in case the
guests wanted to stay a little longer. Again she helped her mother
serve their guests, but because today was so hot, everyone wanted
lemonade.

Her
mother was lighting candles on a huge cake with pink and green
frosting.

“I
hope that they are close enough together so I at least have a chance
to blow then all out.”

“You’ll
do just fine, sweetheart,” her father said. He had is arm around
his daughter. He was so proud to be standing here with his daughter
on her nineteenth birthday.

Charles
hadn’t truly believed that she would make it this far, and he was
so glad that she had. He kissed the top of her head and gave her a
push in the direction of her cake.

She
took a deep breath and blew. Not even half of the candles went out.
It took her a couple more tries to get them all. She knew that she
would be getting worried looks when she turned around. No one had
clapped yet.

Brianna
put on a brave smile and turned to look at everyone. They all stared
at her shocked. She felt like apologizing.

Brianna
hadn’t been feeling well all day. In fact, it started last night
while she was baking that stupid cake, and he didn’t even show up.
It was just so hot today again. Just like last night in the kitchen.
Sitting in the shade and drinking something cold would be good for
her.

The
doorbell rang ending that very embarrassing moment.

“I’ll
just go see who that is.” She took off before anyone could say
anything. Her parents were already exchanging worried looks.

She
went in through the house and opened the door. Scott was standing
there and he was looking especially good. She had never seen him as
being attractive, but it was hard to miss today. He was wearing a
pair of beige trousers and a nice shirt and a navy blue blazer. He
was holding a rose out to her. “Happy birthday, Brianna.”

“Thank
you.” She took the flower and stepped aside so he could come in.

“You
looked surprised to see me,” he commented.

“I
figured you were kidding yesterday, about coming. I realize that
there are lots of other things that you would rather be doing right
now. I’m sorry you got roped into this again.”

He
was shocked. She really had no idea. “There is nowhere else I would
rather be. I’m happy to be here with you, and no one roped me into
this. I’m just sorry that I was late. I wasn’t trying to be rude.
I just had to work this morning, but I have lots of time now. Have
you gotten to eat your piece of cake already, or did I miss it?”

She
looked up at him surprised. How did he know that this was the one day
that she was allowed to have cake?

“No,
but – never mind. Everyone is outside.” She didn’t want to tell
him that she was already in trouble. She probably wouldn’t be
getting a piece of cake.

Instead,
she would probably end up over her father’s knees because she
hadn’t told anyone that she wasn’t feeling well, adding injury to
insult.

“Are
you okay?”

“I’m
fine. I’m just feeling the heat.”

He
looked worried too now.

Great,
she thought, this was shaping up to be a very sad birthday.

She
led him out to the others. They all stopped talking the moment they
stepped outside. Brianna was already close to tears, and the heat hit
her again.

Scott
said ‘hi’ to everyone, and they all nodded back at him
quietly. He looked at Brianna who looked so sad.

Eva
jumped up and got him a piece of cake. She smiled at him and pointed
to a chair where he could sit. Of course it was the one next to
Brianna’s chair.

He
thanked Mrs. Banks and looked at Brianna who got a fruit salad set in
front of her whereas he got a piece of cheesecake.

Scott
looked around wondering what he missed. Cathy and Sharon both lay
their fingers over their mouth to hush him.

Slowly,
everyone started talking normally, but their eyes return to Brianna
again and again.

Brianna
wished she would have died by now already. What she was doing now
really wasn’t living. They were all just waiting for her to die
anyway. She pushed the food around on her plate and ate very little.

Scott
tapped her leg with his hand. He held it open under the table. She
slowly reached out for it. She felt a little bad holding his hand
when he had a girlfriend, but he just saw her as his baby sister’s
friend.

Nobody
would ever want her. She would probably be sitting here on her
thirtieth birthday with her parents. They could celebrate that she
was an old maid.

She
pulled her hand away from him and excused herself from the table.

Scott
waited until she was gone. “What happened?”

“She
could hardly blow her candles out. Her parents look really worried.”
Sharon whispered back to him.

Scott
got up and went inside after Brianna. They all watched him go in. He
found her drinking water in the kitchen. “Brianna, you have had a
tough week. If you want to rest a little, we will understand. Maybe
if you take a nap now, then you can spend time with everyone later
this evening.”

“Yes,
I suppose you’re right.” She drank down another glass of water.
“I’ll just go out and tell them. I’m really sorry that this had
to happen today. I ruined everyone’s day. I’m sorry.”

“Hey,
no one is blaming you. The long car ride up to Minnesota, and then
all of those tests, and the car ride back in the heat. That’s
really a lot. This is just a case of bad timing. Do you want me to
tell them for you?”

“No,
I better do it myself in case I sleep through the rest of my
birthday. I’ll say goodbye right away. I don’t want to get into
any trouble with my dad.” She wiped the tears away. This was so
typical; every time she had a chance to do something fun she got
sick.

He
followed her out to the others. She went to the table and laid her
hands on the back of her chair. “I’m really sorry that everyone
took the time to come here today, but the heat seems to be too much
for me. Scott has suggested that I give up for now and just get some
rest. I’m sorry that everyone came here for nothing.”

Brianna
stepped away from the table and took a deep breath. It was already so
hot, and now she was dizzy too. She turned to Scott; his hand had
been on her elbow the entire time. She fell on his chest.

“I
think she passed out. She’s still breathing.” Scott held her
upright in her arms.

Her
father pulled out his phone and called an ambulance. Cathy moved a
chair so Scott could sit down and still hold her. Eva grabbed her
wrist and took her pulse. She shook her head, “Not good.”

Scott
stared at Brianna. He was really scared. He kissed her forehead now
and then. When the paramedics arrived, he reluctantly gave her to
them. It wasn’t as bad as the last time, and it wasn’t as scary,
but it was just terrible. Brianna was in his arms, and then she was
gone. He felt so empty.

Her
parents had followed the ambulance. He was still in shock just like
last time. His family was staring at him. He jumped to his feet and
ran. He wanted to be there when she woke up.






Brianna
could hear her parents arguing even before she opened her eyes. Her
father was mad that they just didn’t eat inside. Then he said no
more baking in summer.

Brianna
laughed at that. She opened her eyes.

Scott
was holding her hand again. He was smiling at her too.

“Have
they been fighting long?” she asked him.

“Yep,”
he smiled even bigger. He was so glad that she was fine, and she was
even smiling. “Happy birthday, Brianna.”

“Hello,
Scott, what happened this time?” She was starting to blush.

“Heat
stroke, it could have happened to anyone.”

She
laughed again. Why was he here? He was being so nice to her. She
turned very serious, “I ruined your day off, didn’t I?” She was
really sorry.

“Don’t
worry about me. I’m fine. In fact, I was thinking about having a
heat stroke myself, but then you stole my idea,” he teased her.

Was
he serious? Had he wanted to get out of having to be at her birthday
that much that he’d had a thought like that? But then – why was
he still here in the hospital with her again?

“Hey,
it was just a joke. I’m kidding. I really was glad that I got
invited to your birthday party. I feel really bad that you couldn’t
eat any cake, but we can take care of that when we get back to
school. I’ll sneak you a piece.” He took her hand in both of his
hands.

She
smiled at him lightly. Why was he here again? He should be with his
girlfriend and not with his kid sister’s friend. Something wasn’t
right here. She decided that she would pull her hand out of his the
first chance she got.

Her
mother and father came in.

Brianna
took the chance and pulled her hand free. He let go, and she reached
her arms up to her mother for a hug.

She
tried to ignore Scott, but her parents weren’t having any of that.
They talked to him like he was a part of the family. A nurse came in
and kicked everyone out for the evening.

Scott
stepped forward and gave her a kiss on her forehead. Her father gave
her a hug as he smiled at her, and her mother also grinned and hugged
her.

At
first, Brianna was just confused. Then she figured it out. Her
parents thought that he was interested in her.

She
would explain to them that he had a girlfriend. Maybe her parents
would even stop inviting him to their house.






Scott
picked her up from the hospital. You could have knocked her over with
a feather when he walked into her room and asked if she was ready.

“Ready
for what?” she asked him. Her forehead wrinkled up a little.

“I’m
driving you home,” he announced.

Brianna
didn’t know what to say. It took her awhile to gather her wits
about her. “The doctor still has to sign my release papers. He
should be in soon.”

He
sat down to wait. She sat down on her bed and looked at him. Him
being on the chair and her on the bed seemed very familiar, but in a
bad way.

“Didn’t
my parents have time?”

He
looked surprised. She was right though. Everyone knew that they were
a pair except her. Of course she thought this was odd. “I offered.”

She
was quiet for a while, and then she whispered, “Why?”

He
smiled to himself and wondered what the best way of explaining this
would be. “I feel responsible for you.”

“Because
of the cake?” Brianna asked, confused.

He
had to think what she could mean by that, but then it hit him. “Well,
you did just bake it for me. I feel bad about that.” He had already
finished eating it, in fact. It was better than what he remembered
it.

Her
parents had brought it and a couple others over to their house
because they had too much cake. Rebecca, her husband and their babies
had been there so they had eaten it up pretty quickly.

“You
really don’t have to. This was in no way your fault. My dad is
already blaming my mom for inviting people over after we just got
home. But it was all of ours fault. My mom would say you could put us
all in a sack and hit it, and you would always get the right one.”

Scott
was shaking with laughter.

“It
was my fault too. I should have canceled right away in the morning
when I realized that I wasn’t feeling well. I’ll never learn, but
if I canceled stuff every time I didn’t feel perfect, then I would
have to cancel things every other day.”

The
word day made Brianna think about the day. Today was Monday. “Don’t
you have to work today?”

“No,
I have the day off because I worked on your birthday.”

The
doctor came in and looked at both of them. He smiled. “Well,
Brianna, I never thought I would see the day.” He turned to Scott
who had stood up when he came in. “I have been treating her all of
her life, and her parents always picked her up from the hospital. Now
it’s the boyfriend.” He reached out to shake Scott’s hand.

Scott
beamed at him and shook his hand back.

Brianna
rolled her eyes and didn’t say anything. She wasn’t about to
explain what their relationship to each other was.

The
doctor turned to her, and she started unbuttoning the top couple of
buttons of her blouse. The doctor listened and moved his stethoscope
around. Scott watched closely making sure that things stayed on the
up and up.

“You
do know the correct way to check her pulse, right?” The doctor
asked him.

“I
do know how, but I don’t know what it means all the time.”

“Come
here. I’ll teach you. You two will probably be spending a lot of
time together so this is important for you to know.”

The
doctor showed him this and that and told him what to look for.

Scott
enjoyed being able to touch her and learn something that could really
help her.

“I
feel like a guinea pig,” Brianna pouted, embarrassed.

“Brianna,”
Scott said, strictly.

She
was quiet after that and observed Scott’s lesson. He even had
questions for the doctor. Once the doctor was finished, Scott took
her bag and walked her to his car.

“Thanks
for not telling the doctor how we really know each other. It would
have embarrassed me if he knew that I go to a school for wayward
girls.”

Scott
nodded. He had wondered why she hadn’t corrected the doctor. He had
secretly hoped because she liked that the doctor had assumed they
were a couple. It didn’t matter. It was best that she didn’t know
yet.

“Have
you found a school after you are finished in Texas?”

“My
dad is pushing for Samford. They have a great musical department.
They haven’t answered yet, but my dad has been playing a lot of
golf. He always gets what he wants. You?”

“I
want to go to Birmingham School of Law.”

“Same
city,” Brianna commented.

“Yep,”
he smiled to himself. He was really starting to love his in-laws. He
couldn’t believe how lucky he was to get them. They were so
understanding.

It
felt right to have Brianna sitting next to him. He dropped her off at
home, and she smiled as she thanked him. He smiled back thinking that
one day when he took her home it would be to their home. Scott would
be the one who was responsible for taking care of her.






Brianna
was at the local bookstore. They had some sheet music in boxes on the
bottom shelf.

This
was something her parents really spoiled her with. She had lots, but
she wanted to write her thank you note to Cathy’s parents for her
birthday gift and include what she had chosen with the gift
certificate they had given her.

Brianna
sat down on the carpeted floor of the store and looked through the
boxes. She was looking for a particular song that was a little older,
but it was one of those where you just can’t get it out of your
head. She really wanted to learn it.

Scott
had earned lots of money again this summer. He wanted to spend some
of that money on books that he would need for law school. Having
something to read while he sat around in his room waiting for some
girl to act up was a good idea. That way he would be using his time
wisely.

Scott
had ordered some law books so he could read ahead before he started
law school next year. He had a list of a couple more that he wanted
to order. Scott unfolded his list and walked to the register.

He
went flying. His hands came out to buffer his landing.

He
turned to look to see what he had fallen over. He was so embarrassed,
and when he saw Brianna, he quickly moved to her side.

She
had her head down, and she was shaking.

“Did
I hurt you? I’m so sorry. I didn’t see you.”

“I’m
sorry don’t be mad, but I just can’t stop laughing. I really
don’t mean to, but thoughts of asking the store if they maybe have
it on video tape and then selling it at school are dancing through my
head.” She looked at him and smiled.

He
melted looking into her eyes. He laughed too. “I bet it would be a
bestseller on our floor.” They chuckled together on the floor of
the bookstore.

They
received a couple of odd glances, but both came from good families
and were respected in their own rights.

“What
are you doing on the floor?” Scott asked her with a brilliant smile
on his face. He was genuinely pleased to see her.

“Well,
it’s your own parents’ fault. They gave me a gift certificate for
here. You know for being invited to the world’s worst ever birthday
party.” She gave him an apologetic smile and shrugged her
shoulders. “They keep their sheet music on the bottom shelf. What
brings you here today?”

“I
ordered some law books, and I have a list of some more that I need.”
He looked for his list and found it a bit away from him. He stood up
and got it. “Let me invite you to the coffeehouse next door to make
up for almost squishing you.”

“That’s
all right. You don’t have to.” She turned back to her box of
music.

“If
you don’t say yes, then I can’t consider myself a gentleman ever
again.”

That
made her smile again. He could be a gentleman, but he could be a
terrible spanking monster too. “Well, I guess I can’t allow that
tragedy to happen. I’m almost finished. I just have to look through
one more box.”

“Okay,
I will go and do what I have to then we can meet next door. I’ll
get us a table. What do you want to drink?”

“Could
I have a lemonade?”

Scott
thought about that and then nodded before he turned to the register
to get and pay for his books. He ordered the new ones. Then he
chatted with the owner for a bit. He smiled at Brianna one more time
before he left.

He
hurried over and ordered himself a cappuccino and a large lemonade
for her. He wanted to keep her busy, drinking it for a while. That
meant more time spent together.

She
came in, and they found a table. He set down their tray. He had
gotten each of them a brownie. She looked at it and smiled. 


“To
make up for missing your birthday cake this year.”

She
smiled again. She was full of smiles today. They sat down and talked
easily with each other. He snooped through her bag. She had bought a
book about eating yourself healthy. He laughed, and then he turned
serious. “You aren’t planning on forgetting about your medicine
or anything extreme like that?”

“No.”
Again she gave her that amazing smile that he so loved. “But there
might be something in there that might help me a little in my daily
life. I once read that raspberries are good for cleaning out your
blood. So I ate a lot of them, and I started feeling a lot better. On
the days I eat raspberries, nothing bad has ever happened to me.”

“I’ll
have to remember that.” He thought that she was the cutest thing in
the world. They talked about him going to law school. He told her
about his hopes and dreams, career wise. They were both surprised at
how easy it was to talk to the other.

“Scott,
I need water, please.” She dug in her purse for her medicine.

He
jumped up to his feet and went to the counter and order tap water so
she could take her medicine.

He
brought it back to the table and set it down and continued to talk
while she took her pills as if it was the most normal thing in the
world that he was on a date with a girl who popped in one pill after
the other.

Scott
made her feel normal. He didn’t say anything or stare at the pills.
They continued to talk until her cell rang.

Brianna
answered. “Hello, Dad, … I’m fine, … I met Scott Greene at
the bookstore, and we are now at the coffeehouse. … No, I’m not
drinking coffee. I have a glass of water in my hand right now.” She
brought her finger up to her mouth and made a hush motion, and then
she pointed to the lemonade and half eaten brownie.

Once
her father had finished the third degree, she put her phone away.

“I’m
sorry, but I’d feel too guilty if I ate the rest of my brownie. Do
you want it?”

He
chuckled and traded their plates, giving her his empty plate and
taking hers. He picked up her fork and continued eating.

The
others were watching them, and as is normal in smaller towns, tongues
began to wag.

He
walked her home after they left the coffeehouse. He carried her bag,
and they continued to talk.

Word
started to spread that Brianna and Scott were smitten with one
another.

By
the time she had been safely brought home, most of the people in town
had either seen them at the bookstore or in the coffeehouse. The rest
saw them walking together, or they would hear about them walking
together soon.
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