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BIRDS OF A FEATHER
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Birds of a feather
flock together

and so do pigs and swine.
Rats and mice will have their choice,

and so will I have mine.
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Pansy’s spine arched ref lexively where Jack’s hand gently prodded

her forward, and a shudder crept menacingly along the length of

it. She stepped timidly into the room ahead of him, hardly mindful

of her actions or the events that were unfolding around her. She

seemed more in a dream than real life, as detached from the events

as a figurine in a game of chess. For the moment at least, she felt

more like a spectator than a participant.

The instant that Jack shut the door behind them, however, Pansy

suddenly snapped out of her dream state and came fully alert, and

even the air all around her seemed to crackle with life. Jack, too,

abandoned his cool demeanor and was seized with a violent

passion, grasping a fistful of Pansy’s hair and jerking her head

around so that her face was directly beneath his, with her lips

parted for his approaching kiss. Pansy awoke to an explosion of sen-

sation, and she clung to Jack frantically as he captured her lips in
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nancy madore10

an all-consuming kiss that devoured the last of her reserve. She

pressed her body against his with a sigh, causing him to kiss her

even more passionately. His hands began moving deliberately over

her clothing, finding buttons and zippers and clasps as he expertly

removed every stitch without ever interrupting their kiss. Pansy

was stripped to the skin before she even realized what Jack was

doing, and though she normally had reservations about having her

body so utterly exposed, Jack’s unyielding, take-charge manner left

her with no time for objections—neither uttered nor even

imagined, for that matter—and no choice but simply to enjoy the

wonderfully vulnerable sensation of simply submitting to another’s

pleasure. Pansy felt a slow, languid tightening in her womb that

pulsated outward, causing the f lesh between her legs to tingle and

swell and moisten.

Once her clothes were removed, Jack took hold of Pansy’s hair

again and gently pushed her head down toward the f loor. She

twisted awkwardly at the waist at first, but then bent her legs and

moved onto her knees, supposing that he wanted her to take him

in her mouth, but he kept pushing her down even farther, until her

elbows too rested on the f loor. With a mixture of apprehension

and delight she succumbed to the position and waited breathlessly

for what he would do next. She was keenly aware of the dirty

hotel-room f loor where she waited on knees and elbows, but it

only seemed to accentuate the moment, making it all the more

thrilling. She had only the briefest of seconds to consider any of

this before she heard a long swooshing sound from behind her
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where Jack stood. Even as her mind was registering the sound of

his belt sliding out from his belt loops, Jack swung it around with

vigor and landed it with a loud, resounding crack across the under-

side of her buttocks. The sound rattled her eardrums with a

peculiar ring before the sting of the blow struck her conscious-

ness. There was a subsequent volley of lashes that followed, some

four or five at least, before she managed to cry out. She was

stunned by how much the blows smarted, and all of her desire of

just seconds before seemed to freeze in that instant. She made an

effort to get up.

Jack held Pansy down with one hand on the small of her back,

but he did not immediately resume the lashes. Instead, he posi-

tioned himself so that he was straddling her, with one leg on either

side of her, and he grasped her hair again and gently pulled her head

back so that he could look down into her face.

“You can’t leave before you get everything you came here for,

Pansy,” he said in a surprisingly composed voice. He paused to scan

the contents of the f loor all around her and picked up something

near her leg before continuing in the same matter-of-fact tone.

“And whether you realize it or not,” he said, “this is part of what

you came here for.” At this point he began, ever so gently, stuffing

Pansy’s panties into her mouth. Her eyes grew even wider at this,

so he explained, as if as a side note, “This is just to cut down on

the noise. Okay?”

There was nothing in Pansy’s experience to come close to

preparing her for the sharp thrill that shot through her when she
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heard these words from Jack, so, without even considering what

they meant, she found herself vigorously nodding her head in

agreement. Jack kept pressing her panties between her lips until

her mouth was forced wide open. She continued to stare up at

him in wide-eyed astonishment.

“Now, Pansy,” he resumed calmly, “you have done nothing but

put yourself down all the way over here, remember?” Pansy

merely stared at him.

“Remember?” he repeated more forcefully. She nodded, but

only because she realized he expected her to.

“Good,” he said. “I’m glad you remember that. Because that is

what you did.You said awful things about yourself. Think about

it.You said all those things because deep down you want to be

punished.” He looked down into her face expectantly after saying

this. With one hand Jack held Pansy’s head back so that he could

see her face. With his other hand he began to gently caress her

cheek. Pansy’s mind was starting to work again. She tried to recall

what she had said. It was not unusual for her to put herself down;

she did it continually. But her mind balked at the idea that she

wanted to be punished. On the contrary, she had always believed

her self-deprecating comments were designed to forestall others

from drawing the same conclusions. When she was hard on herself

it seemed others were prompted to contradict her.

Jack could see by her expression that she was considering what

he had said, so he continued. His voice was soothing. “When

you’re punished for something you don’t like about yourself, it
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makes it better.” For some reason these words sent conf licting

sensations simultaneously rippling through her; one of panic, the

other of arousal. “You’ll see,” he concluded, keeping a tight hold

of her hair to keep her from squirming as he picked up the belt

and resumed the quick, steady lashes over her buttocks and thighs.

Stinging pain and mortification came in a brutal downpour that

lasted for several moments; long minutes where Pansy forgot her

arousal and her nudity and her guilt and every other thing that had

been a part of her consciousness before. Initially she felt something

akin to hysteria, and was even overcome with an urge to erupt into

wild laughter. But quickly her laughter turned into sobs, and the

hysteria faded away in the sharp reality of the all-consuming pain

and heat spreading through her. At one point she became im-

mersed in her efforts to escape the lashes, but upon the realiza-

tion that she could not evade them she gradually accepted them,

and in the end she was consumed with merely enduring the harsh

onslaught with the anticipation that it would eventually come to

an end. And although she had ceased her efforts to escape, her hips

bobbed and jiggled rebelliously, seemingly in an effort to predict

where the next lash would fall and futilely attempting to dodge

her assailant’s level eye. The skin of her backside burned hotter

and hotter with every blow and Pansy could do little more than

squirm and cry out in muff led sobs. The beating continued until

Pansy was conscious of nothing but the searing pain that lit up her

f lesh like wildfire.

Then quite abruptly the blows stopped, and Jack dropped the
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belt on the f loor beside her. Pansy’s eyes were still wide and

frantic, and her hips continued to move in the rhythmic motion

of her struggles. She was breathing heavily from her exertions and

her gasps for air mingled with her muff led sobs. Jack pulled her

head back again until her eyes met his, and she suddenly became

still and ceased her crying. Even her tears seemed to halt on her

cheeks. They stared at each other for a long moment. She felt as

if he was observing her from within. He leaned closer and tenderly

kissed her wet cheek.

“You took that well,” he said gently. Something within Pansy

jolted, but outwardly she merely continued to stare silently into

his eyes. His other hand began moving lightly over her blazing

haunches. She couldn’t contain a slight moan when he touched the

tender f lesh. There was a strange combination of disbelief and

acute attentiveness all around her and she struggled to ascertain

what was real. Jack caressed her bottom thoughtfully, moving his

fingers tentatively over the rising welts in her f lesh. Very leisurely

he let his fingers roam all around the area, and eventually he

slipped a finger between the two round mounds of her buttocks,

sliding it up and down along her crack. He slowly continued guid-

ing his finger up and down; extending the span with every stroke

until at last he reached her labia lips and pressed a few fingers into

their silky folds. His fingers slipped in easily and Jack thrust them

in and out brusquely, reveling in her soaking wetness, and accen-

tuating the slopping sounds to add emphasize to his next remark.

“You see,” he said, “how much you wanted that?”
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Pansy simply stared up at him. She felt as if she was drugged.

Her f lesh ached more acutely where he fingered her playfully than

where the swollen welts still raged. She felt a slight tugging in the

back of her head where he still held her by the hair. “Do you see

that, Pansy?” he asked her again.

She could not speak through the panties in her mouth. The pain

of the lashing was subsiding into an achingly hot tenderness that

pulled at her womb and spread warmth throughout her lower

body. Slowly she nodded. This simple admission caused her

swollen sex glands to contract. Jack felt the contraction with his

fingers.

“You’re really a very good girl,” he said huskily, causing more

of the little contractions, and making her engorged sex sting.

Jack’s fingers moving in and out of her only managed to tanta-

lize, not to satisfy. “We could take your punishment one step

further, Pansy,” he murmured. Her eyes were still fixed on his,

and they widened slightly when she heard his words. “This time

it’s up to you,” he assured her quickly. Her eyes bored into his.

“I know your bottom hurts,” he continued. “I can see that it hurts

because it’s so red and hot and swollen.” Again he caressed her

burning f lesh. “But in order to get the full amount of pleasure—

to get what you need from it, Pansy—you have to want it.You

have to want it so much you’ll beg for it.” Pansy closed her eyes

when she heard this. She dreaded what she was about to do even

though she had no doubt that she would do it. How could she

stop this now? Wasn’t she already here, naked, on her hands and
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knees, getting carpet burn on a dirty hotel-room f loor, with a

virtual stranger, having already given him more of herself than

she had ever shared with her husband? The most difficult part—

the part where she’d agreed to come here with Jack in the first

place—was over and done. To stop now would be to go home

with all the guilt and none of the satisfaction. She could do no

less than to see it through to the end.

Besides all of this, Pansy had never been so aroused in her life,

and she knew that some small part of her really did want this. She

opened her eyes. Jack was still watching her intently. She nodded

her head in the affirmative. She saw him smile and felt a brand-

new thrill of fear. He carefully removed the panties from her

mouth. “Well?” he prompted.

“I…want it,” she said, self-conscious. Her mouth was very dry.

“Ask for it.”

“Will you punish me again?” she asked, feeling her face burn.

But her eyes didn’t look away from his.

“Beg for it, Pansy.”

She paused only a moment before continuing awkwardly.

“Please…Jack…please punish me again. Punish me harder this

time!” And suddenly she meant it. Her hips were already swaying

back and forth in anticipation of the blows to come.

“It will hurt more this time, Pansy,” he said, looking to subju-

gate her a little more with every word.“Your f lesh is raw from the

punishment I already gave you. Are you sure you want more?”

Pansy faltered, recalling the pain. Jack smiled to see her hesi-
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tation. He wanted her broken. She began to tremble. He waited

patiently for her answer.

“I’m sure, Jack,” Pansy said after another moment. And all of a

sudden, she was sure, even yearning for what was to come. “Please,

Jack, please! I need you to punish me some more.” She was over-

joyed when she saw that he was pleased by her words.

“It will be good after, Pansy,” he told her, stuffing the panties

back into her mouth. He paused to touch her face affectionately.

“I promise you that.”

Her sex felt as if it was consuming her. She braced herself for

the blows to come. He had not lied. The pain was twice as intense

when it was inf licted on her raw f lesh. Her hips bounced and

jerked miserably as the blows fell over them and the f lames of pain

licked up along the length of her. She cried out and thrashed with

all her might, knowing no one but Jack could hear or see her, and

that it pleased him to see her so. In her wild abandon and absolute

suffering she felt as if she was being released from something

terrible, even though the incredible pain and heat was virtually

consuming her.

Pansy was nearly beside herself by the time the second beating

finally stopped and Jack threw down the belt for a second time.

Without a word he immediately began removing his clothes. Her

hips continued to rock back and forth and she moaned absently.

She had rested her head on her arms, and gradually became quiet

as it occurred to her that the worst was finally over. Her buttocks

were rutted and inf lamed and quivering. Her mouth was still held
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open wide with the panties. When Jack approached her she looked

up at his hard, throbbing sex in wonder.

“Keep your head down,” he said hoarsely, adding approvingly

when she complied, “Good girl. Now bring your hips up nice and

high for me…higher.” He guided her hips up so high that she was

obliged to unbend her knees and distribute her weight between

her hands and feet. “That’s it,” she heard him murmur, and at long

last she felt the hard length of him slide easily into her aching hole.

“Mmmhhh,” she moaned, shuddering, and she heard his re-

sponding moan mingled with laughter.

“I’ve never seen anyone need a spanking that badly,” he said,

driving into her with hard and rapid thrusts. “You must have been

really bad to need all that punishing.”

“I…am,” she tried to tell him though her words were garbled.

She enjoyed these kinds of demeaning innuendos while in the

throes of passion, and wanted to encourage him to continue in the

same vein.

“Did you need to be punished because you’re an adulterous

whore?” he asked, pounding himself even more violently into

her. He found this kind of talk exciting, as well.

“Yes!” she cried unintelligibly, slipping her fingers over her

clitoris.

“That’s it,” he coaxed when he noticed her arm reaching

between her legs to touch herself. “No need to be shy with old

Jack. I know what cheating sluts like you like even better than you

know yourself.” He could see his words were exciting her even
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more. He wanted to hear more of her replies.“Have you ever been

spanked like that before?” he asked her.

“No.”

“Your husband doesn’t spank you like you deserve?” he queried,

thrusting harder and harder.

“No,” she choked out again.

“But you deserved it, didn’t you, Pansy?” he asked.

“Yes,” she cried out. Her fingers were enthusiastically rubbing

her clitoris.

He grasped her bright-red buttocks and began roughly kneading

them with his hands as he continued to batter her with his thrusts.

“You can still feel it, can’t you, Pansy?” he asked her, knowing full

well by her moans that she could. She responded in the affirma-

tive. He squeezed her buttocks harder. He saw that she liked these

painful reminders by the way her movements became more and

more frantic with every squeeze from his prying fingers. Seeing

that she enjoyed it, Jack became increasingly crude with her.

“You’ll remember it tonight, too, when you fuck your husband,

won’t you?” he asked her, and when she paused over the reminder

of her husband, he repeated, “Won’t you, Pansy?” It was at that

moment that she climaxed, ironically, while she was crying out that

she would indeed remember this later that evening when she was

in bed with her husband.

Almost immediately after the last waves of pleasure passed,

Pansy felt a peculiar detachment from Jack, even though he con-

tinued to drive himself into her, all the while telling her what a

9780373605217_TS.qxp  6/3/08  12:50 PM  Page 19



DID YOU PURCHASE THIS BOOK WITHOUT A COVER?
If you did, you should be aware it is stolen property as it was  

reported unsold and destroyed by a retailer. Neither the author 
nor the publisher has received any payment for this book.

All the characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination 
of the author, and have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the 
same name or names. They are not even distantly inspired by any 
individual known or unknown to the author, and all the incidents are 
pure invention.

All Rights Reserved including the right of reproduction in whole or 
in part in any form. This edition is published by arrangement with 
Harlequin Enterprises II B.V./S.à.r.l. The text of this publication or any 
part thereof may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, 
storage in an information retrieval system, or otherwise, without the 
written permission of the publisher.

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of 
trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated 
without the prior consent of the publisher in any form of binding or 
cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar 
condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent 
purchaser.

MIRA is a registered trademark of Harlequin Enterprises Limited,  
used under licence.

Published in Great Britain 2009 
MIRA Books, Eton House, 18-24 Paradise Road, 

Richmond, Surrey, TW9 1SR

© Nancy Madore 2008

ISBN 978 0 7783 0319 0

85-0309

Printed in Great Britain 
by Clays Ltd, St Ives plc

0309_Enchanted_Again.indd   4 5/11/08   09:48:49



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Gray Gamma 2.2)
  /CalRGBProfile (Adobe RGB \0501998\051)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.3
  /CompressObjects /Off
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails true
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams true
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Preserve
  /UCRandBGInfo /Remove
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile (Color Management Off)
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 200
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /Error
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages false
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 200
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages false
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck true
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly true
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError false
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier (CGATS TR 001)
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /CHS <>
    /CHT <>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA (Utilizzare queste impostazioni per creare documenti Adobe PDF che devono essere conformi o verificati in base a PDF/X-1a:2001, uno standard ISO per lo scambio di contenuto grafico. Per ulteriori informazioni sulla creazione di documenti PDF compatibili con PDF/X-1a, consultare la Guida dell'utente di Acrobat. I documenti PDF creati possono essere aperti con Acrobat e Adobe Reader 4.0 e versioni successive.)
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die moeten worden gecontroleerd of moeten voldoen aan PDF/X-1a:2001, een ISO-standaard voor het uitwisselen van grafische gegevens. Raadpleeg de gebruikershandleiding van Acrobat voor meer informatie over het maken van PDF-documenten die compatibel zijn met PDF/X-1a. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 4.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU <>
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /HighResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


	Text1: 


