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Chapter One
 
 
Lucinda was terribly weary from traveling, and would have loved nothing more than taking a night or two in a hotel to refresh herself before continuing her journey, but the fiery rage burning within her insisted she push forward until she arrived at her destination and put an end to the life of the man she’d traveled all the way from Boston to kill.
The stopover at this out of the way station in the middle of nowhere was to give the driver and the station manager a chance to change horses.  The station manager’s wife cheerfully served the travelers hot food that was surprisingly good, and Lucinda permitted herself to enjoy a second helping when it was offered.  It was the best meal she’d had since leaving home on her mission.
When the driver finished eating, he got to his feet and announced they would pull out in ten minutes.  Lucinda politely thanked the station manager’s wife for her meal and told her how much she enjoyed it before walking outside into the hot sun.  When none of the other passengers joined her she wasn’t surprised; she’d overheard the two women and young boy wondering aloud if William would remember that he was to pick them up at Crawford’s Station.  Since the family was still inside, it appeared that William’s memory was none too good.
The driver came around and gave her a toothless smile.  “Time to board, ma’am.  We need to be on our way.  I hope to make Snowfall before dark.”
“That is a ridiculous name for a town in a desert state!” Lucinda remarked.
“Yes, ma’am.  Folks who settled there first sure had a sense of humor,” the man chortled, helping her into the small coach.
Lucinda smiled, but did not tell the driver that the first settlers were more than likely crazy to begin with to willingly settle in the middle of the desert!  She took a seat riding forward in the coach, and when she heard some children laughing she looked out the window to see a wagon coming as fast as the horses could go toward the station!  Apparently the children thought it amusing, since they were pointing and laughing, but Lucinda failed to see the humor in the situation.  She did notice the driver seemed to be waiting, and once the wagon pulled to a halt right beside them, she realized that the handsome man was trying to catch the coach before it pulled out.  The children were all trying to talk to him, and he took a moment to pat them on the head, and said something to make them giggle, before throwing his bag on top of the coach and then jumping inside and sitting across from her.  He turned to the window and said, “Thanks a lot, William.  Don’t forget to go and get your family from inside the Station,” he reminded the elderly gentleman.
“Thanks, sonny,” the man nodded happily, and then started to climb down to go and fetch his loved ones home.  He’d nearly forgotten all about that!
The driver let out on the brake, and slapped the reins against the horses’ rumps with a loud, “Giddyap!”   They were soon on their way toward Snowfall.
“My apologies for making you wait, ma’am.  I needed to get back to town tonight, and Elmer is running ahead of schedule, and William forgot all about bringing me, so we had to hook up the team to the wagon,” he chuckled, his blue eyes sparkling with good humor.
Lucinda acknowledged his comments with a nod of her head, but she knew better than to speak to a gentleman she had not been properly introduced to.  She pointedly looked out the window, hoping to put an end to the conversation.
Henry grinned, then pulled his hat down over his eyes and pretended to go to sleep.  They had at least seven to eight hours of travel to make town, and he hadn’t had much sleep in the last several days.  It wouldn’t hurt to rest, and leave Miss Snooty alone with her thoughts.  It was too bad, however, because she was a pretty little thing.  Coal black hair, and pretty green eyes, and she was built just right in all the right places.  He shifted a bit on the seat because his body decided to respond physically to his thoughts, and he knew it had been much too long since he’d been with a warm and willing female.  Precisely two years and ten days, he felt the pain jab him once again as he remembered his sweet Marilynn.  She was at work in the Mercantile her Papa owned, and climbed up to get down a jar of medicine for a customer.  She caught her foot in the hem of her skirt, fell, and hit her head on the wooden counter.  Marilynn was gone by the time he got to her… and the pain still stabbed at his heart.  Henry knew that he would eventually come to love again, but not yet… His memories of his sweet wife were all he wanted for now.
Lucinda couldn’t resist peeking at the handsome man as he slept.  He had the most beautiful blue eyes she’d ever seen on a man!  And, she liked his smile, too.  His dark red hair was wavy and a bit too long for her taste, but it was so thick and she wondered what it would be like to run her hands through it.  She felt her cheeks turn pink, and had to laugh silently at herself.  What would Mother and Father think if they knew her most private thoughts?  She was raised to be a lady, and Lucinda doubted that her prim and proper Mother ever had a lusty thought in her life… especially about her very strict and stern husband.  Lucinda’s Father rarely smiled, and he never laughed.  He was full of responsibility and had a sense of duty to his family, and of course, to the business he ran with an iron fist.  His ideas were old-fashioned, and unless his subordinates were willing to do things his way, they did not remain employed very long.  Calvin Jacobs ran his family in much the same way as his business.  Compliance to his wishes was expected, and his children learned that at a very young age, and Lucinda often suspected her Father chose her Mother for a wife because she was totally without spirit.  Mildred Jacobs deferred to her husband in every way, and Lucinda vowed she would never marry a man like her Father.  She wanted a husband who knew how to laugh at a joke, and one who would respect her views and listen to her opinion. 
Of course, she would never marry, Lucinda was forced to face reality.  Once she killed the man she came so far to see dead, she would either be hanged or sent to prison for the rest of her life… unless she chose the coward’s way out and took her own life.  She doubted she had the courage it would take to do that, but it was a comforting thought when faced with life behind bars, considering she was only twenty-one years old and she had a good many years ahead to be punished for her deed.  She would rather be hanged than live in prison for forty or fifty years.
Still, it would not hurt a single thing for Lucinda to enjoy looking at the handsome man and pretend that he loved her.  Her vivid imagination had no trouble picturing him sliding across the coach to sit beside her, and coaxing her to return his sweet kisses with passion.  And, of course, his touch was gentle when he caressed her breasts.  Her nipples hardened at the thought, and Lucinda was a bit embarrassed when she felt the moisture between her legs.  She was the type of woman her Mother whispered about as being a wanton and immoral, one of those rare women who actually enjoyed a man’s touch!  Why else would she entertain such fantasies? she demanded of herself.  Her Mother would be ashamed of her if she knew, and her stern Father would lock her away until he secured an older, more settled man to be her husband.  If that man were a widower and also worked for Calvin, it would be a bonus.  Calvin did not wish to dower his daughter unless he could benefit in some way from a union.
Lucinda took a deep breath, and let it out slowly.  Perhaps before she committed murder, which was a sin that would guarantee her a trip to hell, she would break another commandment and sample the pleasures of the flesh.  She couldn’t imagine being hung, or going to prison for the rest of her life, without experiencing a man’s touch.  Her lovely green eyes looked across the coach in speculation; maybe the handsome man would be just the perfect candidate?
It was all Henry could do to keep from smiling at the pretty young woman as she openly studied him as if she was considering buying a piece of property.  He could tell that she liked what she saw, and the pink on her cheeks told him her thoughts were straying into areas that most young ladies did not express a curiosity about.  He was trying to decide whether or not to ‘wake up’ when there was an earsplitting scream.  Henry didn’t hesitate, but quickly pulled the young woman to the floor of the coach and ordered her to keep down.  He drew his gun, and leaned out the window, taking aim and shooting at the Apache closest to the coach.  The man screamed, grabbed his chest, and fell to the ground dead.
“How dare you push me down!” Lucinda sputtered angrily.  “I can shoot as well as you can!” she declared, and quickly moved to the other side of the coach, removing her gun from her bag as she did so.  She took aim and quickly fired at the man who came alongside the coach, and the look of shock in his dark eyes would have been comical under other circumstances.  It made her ill to take a human life, but she would rather live than die, and she was not a fool… if she did not help defend them, they would all be killed, or even worse, taken captive.  If that happened, she would not be able to fulfill her mission, and that was unacceptable.  She took aim again, fired, and another Indian brave fell to the ground.  “How many more are there?” she asked her companion, who was also firing as quickly as possible.
“I don’t know,” Henry fired once more, and heard her do the same.  “I’ve stopped four now.”
“I’ve hit three,” she said.  “That is seven.”
“They’re turning tail and running,” Henry said calmly, more relieved than he cared to admit.  “Without your help, we wouldn’t have been so fortunate,” he praised her.
“You folks okay?” the driver called down to them in a loud voice.
“We’re fine, Elmer… You doing all right?” Henry asked.
“I’m fine.  You did good, Henry.  Thanks!”
“Thank this young lady, Elmer; she got three of them!” he gave her credit.
“Good Lord!” Elmer laughed.  “Didn’t know you had it in you, lady!”  He slapped the horses at that, and kept them moving at a brisk pace lest the braves try once more.
Lucinda’s heart was beating rapidly now that the danger was past, and although she was trying to reload her gun, her hands were beginning to shake and to her shock, her eyes filled with tears and she started crying uncontrollably.  The handsome stranger took her gun from her hands and placed it in her bag, and then slipped over on the seat beside her and gave her a comforting hug.  He wrapped his arm around her and pulled her against his chest and held her close.
“Go ahead and cry, honey.  It’s all over now.”  Henry couldn’t help but feel sorry for the young woman.  It was obvious she’d never been forced to kill before and now that the danger was past, she was falling apart.  “You did what you had to do, honey.  Those Apache would have either killed you, or raped you and sold you into slavery.  You saved us all, and I’m proud of you.”  She continued to sob, and he continued to say comforting things as he held her.  Finally, she quieted down, but instead of pulling away, she went to sleep.  Henry smiled and held her.  It was the least he could do.
When Lucinda woke up she was shocked to find herself in the arms of the handsome man!  She bolted upright, her cheeks turning a brilliant pink with embarrassment over her behavior.   “I beg your pardon!” she said at once.  “I am not given to tears or hysterics, and I assure you I have never fallen asleep in a man’s arms before!”
“There is no need to apologize, ma’am, or to be embarrassed,” Henry smiled.  “You have never been in a battle before, and taking a human life hurts, even when that person is trying to kill you.  I wouldn’t think as highly of you as I do if you’d taken killing as an everyday occurrence.”
Lucinda looked at him, and could see he was serious.  She nodded, and then asked, “Did I sleep very long?”
“A couple of hours,” he answered.  “We’re getting closer to town now, and there is less chance of the Apache coming after us now.”
“Good!”  She was suddenly aware that her hat was sitting sideways on her head, and she reached up to adjust it, discovering that her hair had fallen down!  “Oh, I am one huge mess!” she gasped in feminine outrage.
“You look pretty as can be,” Henry told her, and in the next instant her green eyes were glaring at him.  “Now, I’m just telling the truth, young lady.  There is no need to look daggers at me.”
“I think you should sit on your own side of the coach!” Lucinda belatedly remembered her manners.
Henry threw back his head and laughed.  “If you don’t beat all!  I’ve held you in my arms for the last two hours, and pay you one little compliment, and you want to banish me to the other side of the coach?  I don’t think so, little girl.  I like it here just fine.”  Predictably the brunette gave him a look of pure petulance and quickly flounced to the other side of the coach.  “What are you doing out here, Miss…?  What is your name?  I would think since we saved each other’s lives, we could introduce ourselves…”
“I am Miss Lucinda Jacobs,” Lucinda answered primly.  “As for what I am doing out here… I am here to kill the man who murdered my brother!”  She nearly laughed at the expression on his face.
“What?” Henry was startled.  “You can’t be serious…?”
“I assure you, sir, I have never been more serious about anything in my entire life.”
“Tell me what happened.  Surely the law can arrest whoever…”
“Unlikely,” Lucinda said bitterly, her eyes full of angry tears.  “Philip did not deserve to die so far away from home and without those who love him in attendance.  He was given false promises and lured here to die.”
“Lucinda,” Henry spoke gently, “If someone lured your brother out here to kill him, then it isn’t safe for you to confront that person or persons.  You could be killed, too,” he warned her, trying to reason with the pretty young woman.  “Do your parents know what you are doing?” he asked, and watched her face take on a stubborn look.
“I left them a note telling them.”
“And your father hasn’t come after you?” he asked in disbelief.
“Father has probably washed his hands of me and disowned me, if you must know the truth.  He has no patience for anyone who thwarts his wishes, especially if that someone is foolish enough to be a female.”
“He should have come after you and turned you over his knee for a good spanking!” Henry declared.  “I’ve a mind to do it myself,” he said in a low voice.
“I would not advise you to try that, sir.  I might not be used to the way things are done out here, but I assure you that I am capable of self-defense.”  She’d spent hours training with the man and woman who did their laundry, behind Father’s back, of course.  He would have had a heart attack if he’d known his eldest daughter actually dared to enter the private apartment of the Chinese couple.  It was not proper behavior.  Neither was changing into the trousers and top they provided and learning the ancient form of self-defense.
“Those thoughts are the kind that will get you killed, Miss Jacobs.  I cannot permit you to do something so foolish.”
“You have no say in what I do, sir… and you have not given me your name!” she suddenly declared, aware that she was at a disadvantage.  She’d heard the driver call him Henry, but she could hardly address him by his Christian name!  It was not proper unless they were engaged, or at the least, friends for a very long time!
“Henry Zabarski,” he grinned.  “Most call me Henry, or Doc Z!”  To his absolute shock her pretty face drained of all color and for an instant he thought she was going to faint.  He reached out to catch her when she suddenly slapped him just as hard as she could.  Henry saw stars, and wondered how a tiny female could possibly pack such a wallop.  He shook his head to clear it, and then said to the angry woman, “That was a big mistake, little girl.”
Lucinda was so caught up in the emotions coursing through her that she didn’t realize she was in trouble until it was too late.  Her brother’s killer jerked her face down over his lap, and pinned her with one strong arm around her waist, and his right leg over the calves of her legs!  To her absolute shock and mortification, the bastard pulled up her clothing so that the only thing covering her bottom was her thin cotton drawers, and then he proceeded to spank her as if she were a naughty child!  “How dare you do this to me?” she gasped in outrage and fury!  “Stop it right now!”
“You slapped me, little girl.  I’m not about to permit you to get away with that!”   Henry wasn’t a violent man by nature, but he wasn’t above doling out a spanking when one was deserved, and Lucinda definitely needed a spanking for that stunt.  He hadn’t done one thing to deserve her temper, and his left cheek burned like he’d been branded.  He was positive he was wearing a print of her hand, and it was only fair that she have a few of his handprints to wear on her bottom cheeks!
“Owww!  Owwwww!  Stop it!  Stop it now!” Lucinda screeched at the horrible man.  “You let me go!”  She tried to reach her bag to get her gun so she could shoot him.
Henry saw what she was doing, and captured her hands in his and pinned them to the small of her waist in back as he continued to spank her, even harder now.  “I have never met a female who needed spanking more than you do!” he told her, making sure he covered every inch of her rounded backside, and concentrating his efforts on the tender area where her cheeks met her thighs.  The little brunette would not sit comfortably for a while, he decided, giving her several more spanks to each side.  “I am waiting for an apology, young lady, and this spanking won’t stop until I get one.”
“I will never apologize!” Lucinda declared.  “I would rather die first!”
“Pride and stubbornness hurts, young lady,” he informed her, and continued setting her fanny on fire while she cursed him and cried out in pain.  His hand was starting to burn and hurt, but he wasn’t about to stop the punishment until he got his apology.  “I’m waiting,” he told her.
“You can wait until hell freezes over!” Lucinda sobbed.  “I will never apologize to you, you murderer!”
“What?” Henry demanded.  “Murderer?  I’ve never murdered anyone!” he denied.  “What are you talking about, little girl?”  He stopped the spanking and picked her up to sit her on the opposite side of the coach with a thump. 
“Oww!” Lucinda cried out when her bottom made contact with the seat, and in the next instant she was grabbing for her handbag and gun.  The dratted man beat her to it, and put it behind him where she couldn’t possibly reach it without going through him.  “Damn you!”
“Why are you so angry with me, Lucinda?  I can’t recall ever meeting you.”
“Does the name Jake Thomas mean anything to you?” she demanded, and his blue eyes turned dark with an emotion hard to define.  “I can see it does.  You murdered my brother, and you are going to pay for it!” she told him, and then she crossed her arms over her chest and looked daggers at him the rest of the trip into town.
It hadn’t occurred to him that Jake had been using a false name.  The man arrived in Snowfall nearly a year ago, and he was very ill.  He brought a letter from his doctor in Boston, and Henry did everything in his power to help him regain his health, but Jake’s lungs were too far gone by then, and in spite of all his efforts, Jake died.  In those months, they’d become good friends, and Jake shared many things about his family, including his little sister, Cin-Cin. 
The coach finally arrived in Snowfall, and Henry made a point of taking Lucinda’s gun from her handbag before returning her purse to her.  “I’ll leave your gun at the Sheriff’s office, Miss Jacobs, and he can and will clear me of any wrongdoing in your brother’s death.  If you want to know about Jake, come and see me and I’ll tell you about his last hours.  He spoke of you often, and loved you very much.”  He tipped his hat to her, and then walked away.
Lucinda was exhausted and drained.  The trip was long and not without hardships.  Today was the worst, however.  The Apache attack, and then, worst of all, discovering that she’d been curled up in the arms of her brother’s killer!  The horrible man had dared to spank her, and she was still in considerable pain.  She had no intention of going near the Sheriff’s office tonight or any other time.  She would meet that particular man soon enough.  Tonight, she needed sleep.  Lucinda registered at the hotel, had a bath delivered to her room, and once she was clean, she went to bed.  Tomorrow would be soon enough to start paying back the ‘good’ Doctor Z.
 
* * *
 
Henry looked at his watch once again and frowned.  By this time he normally had patients filling his waiting room, especially when he’d been out of town for three days treating a cowboy that was thrown from his horse and badly injured.  When another thirty minutes passed, and no one showed up, he decided to go outside and see if something was happening that he knew nothing about.  When he stepped out on the landing and put up a sign stating he would be back soon, he was aware of a group of people standing around at the bottom of the steps, whispering and laughing.  When they saw him, they grew quiet.  Henry marched down the steps to see what was going on, and felt anger surge over him.  At the very bottom of the steps was a tub full of water, with baby ducks swimming around.  There was also a sign, proclaiming him to be ‘Dr. Quack’ and warning his patients not to trust him because he was a murderer!
Henry swore under his breath and headed for the hotel and one Miss Lucinda Jacobs.  The young woman was going to get a spanking on her bared bottom this time, and he was going to make sure she couldn’t sit down for at least a week!
 
 
 


Chapter Two
 
 
 “The young lady isn’t in her room, Doc Z,” Sheriff Mac Forrester intercepted the angry Doctor before he could storm the desk and frighten Bucky into telling him which room the little brunette was using while in Snowfall.  “You need to count to ten and let me deal with Miss Jacobs.”
“She needs her backside spanked from now until sundown!” Henry declared.  “I’ve worked hard to earn people’s trust and not one person stepped over that tub and come up to the office!” he raged.  “She’s got some fool notion that I murdered her brother.”
“You?” Mac hooted in disbelief.  “Where’d she get that crazy idea?”
“I know that Jake loved her a lot, and she obviously loved him… It’s hard telling what he was saying to her in letters.  He probably didn’t want her to worry about him dying out here all alone.”
“You talking about Jake Thomas?” Mac asked, surprise in his dark eyes.
“Yeah.  Jake’s real name was Philip Jacobs.”
“This is making less and less sense,” Mac stated with a frown.  “Was he on the run?”
“I don’t think so, but I don’t know the answer,” Henry replied, and then said, “I intend to find out, however… Just as soon as I get my hands on that little spitfire.”
“You can’t just grab her and haul her over your knee, Doc.  That ain’t proper.”
“Neither is calling me a quack and scaring off people who need medical attention,” Henry argued.  He turned on his heel and left the hotel.  He was going to find one Miss Lucinda and set her fanny on fire again or his name wasn’t Henry Zabarski!
 
* * *
 
Lucinda felt safe in her disguise.  She was dressed like a boy, and her newly purchased gun was tucked neatly in her gun belt.  She’d shoved her long hair up under the brim of her large hat, and the oversize shirt and vest she wore effectively hid her breasts.  She’d predicted that Henry would go straight to the hotel to find her once he saw the ‘quacks’ swimming in the small tub she’d purchased early that morning at the Mercantile, and she’d been correct.  She had a ringside seat right across from Henry’s office on the bench in front of the bank, and smiled in perverse satisfaction when Henry came stomping down the street and picked up the tub and moved it away from his steps.  He took her sign and ripped it up, and then looked up and down the street and then came to settle on her.  Lucinda was confident that her disguise was perfect, but in the next second he headed in her direction.  She wasn’t about to run from him.  He probably wanted to ask if ‘he’ had seen a ‘young woman’ in front of his steps.  Lucinda mentally deepened her voice, and prepared to send him out of town on a wild goose chase.
Henry had to give it to the little witch; she was in a clever disguise.  He was looking for a female, predicting that she wouldn’t want to miss his reaction to the ‘quacks’.  He was right, but he’d overlooked her because she was dressed like a boy.  Clever.  And from the look on her face she was positive he wasn’t able to tell a woman from a boy!  He quickly snagged her wrist and had her gun out of her holster before she knew the game was up!
Lucinda was startled, to say the least!  By the time she reacted, however, it was too late to save herself, and the crude and rude Doctor was planning to spank her for the second time!  It was unthinkable!  They were in public, and she was face-down over his lap on a bench in the middle of town, such as it was!  “Don’t you dare do this!  I warn you, I will get even with you if you dare to strike… OW!” her threats ended on a wail as his hand landed on her bottom!  He spanked again, and then again, and she struggled wildly to get free.  Her hat fell off and her coal black hair tumbled around her face and hung down to the sidewalk!  Clear evidence that she was a female, and a pretty one at that!
“Your gun belt is in the way,” Henry grumbled more to himself than to her, and he reached underneath her and in seconds he’d unfastened the leather belt and dropped it on the sidewalk before resuming the spanking she so richly deserved.
“No!  Do not!” Lucinda protested, but Henry was not listening.  He was too busy peppering the seat of her britches with spanks meant to sting like the very devil.  “Owwww!  Owwww!  Someone help me!  Heeellllp!” she cried out.  She could see people coming, and hear them laughing and joking with Henry, but no one at all stepped forward to help her!  No one!  “What kind of people are you to let this bully beat me!” she berated them.
“’Pears to me you was askin’ fer it, girlie,” one old man chortled, and the murmurs of the crowd were in agreement with the man.
“Thanks, Abraham,” Henry nodded to the toothless man.  “Your next visit is on the house,” he added generously.
“Well, thankee, Doc Z!” the man beamed with pleasure.
“He’s a murderer!” Lucinda screamed at them, trying to keep from crying.  Henry was hurting her!  Her poor bottom was still tender from the spanking he gave her on the stage yesterday, and he was spanking even harder this time!
“Doc didn’t murder your brother, Miss Jacobs,” another voice spoke with authority.  “Doc, let her up now.  She’s had enough, I reckon.”
“I don’t think so,” Henry argued.
“Well, I do.  Let the lady up right now and let’s move this discussion to my office.”  Mac was firm, and fully prepared to stop Henry if necessary.
Henry gave the rounded backside one more hearty whack and then got to his feet, dumping Lucinda on the sidewalk, right on her stinging butt. 
She gasped in outraged dignity, and slapped at the hands trying to lift her to her feet.  “I can get up on my own, thank you very much!” she snapped, scrambling to her feet and tossing her hair back to look up at the Sheriff, who was regarding her soberly.
“Maybe I should have let Doc finish what he started, Miss Jacobs?” Mac’s dark eyes were snapping.  He wasn’t used to women who didn’t know how to say please and thank you, and Miss Jacobs was doing nothing to endear herself to the people in this town.
Lucinda wanted to rub her backside, but simply couldn’t with all the people standing around staring at her.  “My apologies, Sheriff.  Thank you for stepping in on my behalf,” she belatedly remembered her manners.  This man looked as capable of spanking her as did the Doctor!
Mac nodded.  Doc Z was already half way down the street, and he said, “Let’s get going, Miss Jacobs.  We need to have a talk before something like this happens again.  Folks, go on about your business now.  There won’t be any more entertainment today.”  He waited, looking at people until they realized he meant what he said and went on with what they were doing before their Doctor lost his temper and spanked the strange lady wearing boy’s britches.
“Have a seat, Miss Jacobs,” Mac pointed to an empty seat in front of his desk.  Henry was already seated and didn’t rise when they walked inside.  Mac knew that Henry meant it as an insult to the young woman, but she ignored him.
“I want to press charges, Sheriff,” Lucinda declared.  “You, yourself, witnessed this man assaulting me!”
“He didn’t assault you, Miss.  He gave you a spanking you had coming.  Women in this town do not wear pants, and since he gave you a tanning, I won’t fine you… this time.”
“That is the most preposterous thing I have ever heard!” Lucinda stomped her foot and put her hands on her hips.
“If you had a husband or father here, I’d turn you over to them and insist they do their duty,” Mac stated with a straight face, enjoying himself.  The little lady was in serious need of some discipline and for two cents ‘he, himself’ would pick up where Doc Z left off.  “Now sit yourself down on that chair so we can talk about this mess you’ve created here in my peaceful little town.”
“I have no desire to sit down!” Lucinda stated furiously.
“Too bad.  You earned the spanking, now you’ll deal with the consequences of it.  SIT DOWN!” Mac ordered, raising his voice, something he rarely did.
Lucinda reminded herself that she couldn’t follow through with her plan to kill Doc Z if she was locked in jail.  She gingerly sat on the wooden chair and gritted her teeth, pointedly ignoring the snicker on Henry’s face.
“Now, Miss Jacobs, what evidence do you have to support your claim that Doc Z murdered your brother… and just for the record, how do we even know that Jake Thomas was your brother?  Doc says you referred to your brother as Philip Jacobs.”
“Jake was Philip’s nickname in school.  They had too many ‘Philips’ in his class.  Thomas was his middle name,” she explained.  “He did not want our Father following him here to insist he come back to Boston.  Father could not accept that Philip was ill and needed treatment.”
“All right.  I’ll allow that makes sense, but it doesn’t explain why you think Doc had something to do with Jake’s death.  He and Doc were great friends.”
“Philip wrote to me and told me Doc Z claimed he could make him well!  It was all lies!”
“That’s not true, Miss Jacobs,” Mac said matter-of-factly.
“I have the letter in my room at the hotel!” she was insulted at being called a ‘liar.’
“I didn’t mean that you don’t have a letter.  The part about Doc telling Jake that he could fix him isn’t the truth.  I sat with Doc and Jake many nights and Doc never lied to Jake about his condition.  He was too far gone when he got here for Doc to do much but keep him as comfortable as he could while nature took its course.”
“I might have known that you would lie for this man!” Lucinda stated, and then promptly walked out of the office, slamming the door so hard the windows rattled.
“She’s going to be trouble,” Mac said quietly.
“I’m not going to put up with it, Mac,” Henry replied, then got to his feet.  “I have patients to see.”  He slammed the door, too.
Mac shook his head.  Perhaps he should toss Miss Lucinda in jail and send for her father…?  Or at least threaten her with that unless she caught the next stage headed east…?  One thing was certain; if he caught Doc tanning the little hellion again, he was going to walk the other way.
 
* * *
 
Lucinda hated crying.  It was a useless waste of time, and not something she indulged in very often.  She was so angry that the Sheriff was defending Doc Z she just didn’t know what to do.  Not one person in this town seemed inclined to believe her.  She took out Philip’s letters and reread them all.  Even in the last one he told her not to worry, that he was getting stronger every day!  Clearly something the Doctor did changed all of that and killed Philip.  He was going to pay for it, too!
She gathered her courage around her like a mantle and then made herself as presentable as possible.  She found the newspaper office and was pleased to learn that the paper came out the next afternoon.  She wrote an article denouncing Doc Z and paid handsomely to have it printed, word for word.  Her only obstacle was the newspaper owner’s niece.
“Uncle Jerry, you can’t print this!  It could destroy Henry’s career, and it’s not true!”
“It’s up to folks to decide to believe it or not,” the man said stubbornly, his mind on the money the young lady was willing to pay to place the article, and it was considerable.  Henry could look out for himself, but the newspaper was hanging on by a string, and the cash from Miss Jacobs would carry them the next few months.  He couldn’t afford to turn down the business because Millicent wanted him to.
Millicent understood her Uncle’s worry.  She wasn’t completely blind to their finances, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t print her own article right beside the other woman’s!  And since she did most of the type-setting and printing while her Uncle tended to other matters, he wouldn’t learn of it until the paper was on the streets and for sale.  He might end up taking a strap to her bottom, but she had to do what she knew to be the right thing.  Doc Z took good care of her Aunt when she was ill and dying, and she owed him her support.
Henry was out of town tending a birthing when the article came out, and he was unaware why people were looking at him so strangely when he got back late that night.  He tended his horse, and tiredly walked from the livery toward his place.  Mac stepped out of his office and said, “Doc, could I have a word with you?” he held open the door to the jail and invited Henry inside.
“Is it important, Mac?  I’m bone tired and I need sleep before I get called out again.”
“It’s important, Henry.”
When Mac used his given name, Henry knew that something was very wrong.  He followed the other man inside and took a seat.  “What’s up?”
“I guess there’s no putting this off.  Read the article on the front page.”  Mac handed the Doctor the newest edition of the town’s one and only newspaper and waited for Henry to lose his temper.  The man had red hair, and the temper to match.  He wouldn’t blame the good Doctor if he cut a switch or two and wore them out on that sassy Lucinda Jacob’s rear end, but he couldn’t very well let him throttle her.  He waited until he saw Doc’s blue eyes fill with anger and said, “Folks ain’t a bit happy with that girl, Doc.  No one believes it, and if you look right next to that piece of trash, Miss Millicent wrote in your defense, and it is a right nice article, too.  Miss Jacob was displeased, and Jerry came close to giving Miss Milli a strapping, but she stuck up for herself and reminded Jerry of how you took care of Mrs. Jerry, and he nodded and give his niece a big hug instead.  He feels bad for taking Miss Jacob’s money, and was shamed to tell me the paper was close to shutting down because of money.  He wants you to know that.”
Henry nodded, and then asked, “Is Lucinda still at the hotel?”
“She’s got a room there, but Bucky said he ain’t seen her all day.  If she’s in there, she’s not answering the door.”  He looked at Henry’s unreadable expression and then asked, “What are you planning to do, Doc?”
“Get some sleep, Mac.  I’m too tired to deal with that brat tonight.  Come tomorrow, she’d best have her butt on the stage and headed home, or we are going to tangle.”  He got to his feet and this time Mac was ready when the door slammed, shaking the windows.  The town wasn’t going to be happy when they had to pay for new ones, and it was just a matter of time before either Doc or Miss Jacobs shattered the windows into tiny pieces.
Henry meant what he said.  If he encountered Lucinda Jacobs right now he wouldn’t be responsible for his actions.  He hadn’t slept a full night in over a week now, and his body was warning him that he needed to get some rest.  He wasn’t going to be of use to anyone if he didn’t.  A few minutes later, he was in his bed, and sound asleep, his dreams taking him to places he didn’t want to go.  One of them found him taking a buggy whip to her creamy white skin, which he wouldn’t do!  Another found him bedding her, and that wasn’t likely to happen either.  The worst, however, was having the townspeople turn on him and run him out of town, calling him a murderer.  Finally, he did fall into a sound sleep of exhaustion, and the sun was bright when he finally woke.
Henry was quick to realize he was late to open his office, and he hurriedly washed up and shaved, and then rushed to see if anyone was waiting outside the door to his waiting room.  There wasn’t, but a glance down the stairway told him that Lucinda had been up to more mischief.
He made his way downstairs to find a coffin planted in front of his steps.  There was a bouquet of flowers lying on top, and a wooden cross resting on the bottom step.  The sign above that asked, “Do you want to meet this fate?  Doc Z is a murderer!”
“Doc Z, what did you ever do to that girl to make her hate you so much?” Banker Adams asked curiously.
“Nothing, Mr. Adams,” Henry replied truthfully.  “Her brother was Jake Thomas, and she is blaming me for his death,” he said quietly.
“That’s preposterous,” Mr. Adams answered, shaking his head.  “Someone needs to set her straight.”
“Mac has tried, and so have I.  She doesn’t want to hear the truth.”
“She must have loved him very much,” Jessie Waldrup sympathized.  “Now don’t you worry, Doc Z.  We all know the truth,” she patted his shoulder comfortingly.
“I think you need to take a hair brush to her hind, son,” his former father-in-law said seriously.  “You don’t deserve to be treated with this disrespect.  I didn’t realize what she was about when I sold her that tub and those baby ducks the other day… or the gun,” he added meaningfully.  “If you want, I’ll have a talk with her, Henry.”
“Thank you, sir,” Henry said respectfully, “But, I think it best that I handle the situation myself.  Lucinda has a rotten temper, and I don’t want anyone getting hurt because she’s mad at me.”
“Have you sent for her Pa?” Jessie asked.
“No ma’am.  I don’t think it would do a bit of good, based on the things Jake told me about his Father.  I doubt he would even reply to the telegram asking him to come.  He is not a caring individual.”
“What a shame,” the banker shook his head again.  “I’ll help you move this out of the way, Doc.”  He suited actions to his words, and once again people were free to climb the steps to see the Doctor.
Henry had three people waiting for that opportunity, and he decided to go and tend to his patients before dealing with Lucinda.  He didn’t want to be rushed when he got his hands on her.  This time she wasn’t getting off his lap until she was through with her foolishness and ready to listen to reason.
Lucinda watched the scene unfold from her rented room above the Dress Shoppe and was a bit disappointed by the reaction to her clever plan.  Rather than be upset and concerned that their Doctor was a murderer, the townspeople seemed to feel sorry for Doc Z.  When she saw three different patients precede him up the steps and into his office, she wanted to scream in frustration.  Why was no one heeding her?  Was she going to have to give up on destroying him before she killed him?  She wanted him to lose everything, feel loss and shame.  That wasn’t happening.  People kept defending him and it wasn’t fair.  Philip was dead, thanks to Doctor Z, and it was not fair!
 
* * *
 
It was an interesting morning.  His patients seemed to know more about Lucinda’s vendetta than he did.  She seemed determined to discredit him wherever she went, and folks were supporting him.  It made Henry feel good.  When he’d replaced Doctor Morton, folks were slow to accept him, preferring their old doctor to the new one he’d talked into coming to Snowfall to take over for him so he could finally retire at the age of eighty.  It was satisfying to Henry to know that folks were supporting him now.  It went a long ways toward reining in his temper with the feisty young woman… even though he was still going to set her butt on fire the first chance he got.
By the time he emptied his office of patients, a man came racing into town on horseback, asking for a Doctor.  Henry came running and the man said Apache struck their wagon train and they needed help right away.  Henry mounted up and rode off with the man, in spite of several folks telling him it was too dangerous.  Lucinda was standing nearby and heard it all, and also heard him tell people that he’d taken an oath to serve, and he was going to go and do what he could to help the injured.  The look on his face was concern, and Lucinda felt her first pang that perhaps things were not as they seemed.  Once he was gone, the people stood in small groups and worried about whether or not he would safely return.  They also worried that some of the outlying ranches and farms could be in danger if the Apache were getting this close.  Mac was called into the discussion, and he quickly stated he would ride out and warn everyone to be on the lookout.  Another man volunteered to help out, and soon there were at least five others going to spread the warning to watch for Apache.  The owner of the Mercantile made sure they were all well armed and had enough ammunition to defend themselves, not that one man stood a chance against a band of Apache on a killing spree.
Lucinda decided this would be the perfect time to check out of the hotel and move her belongings to the room she rented above the Dress Shoppe.  She needed to be where she could keep an eye on Doc Z, and as long as he didn’t know where to find her, she could destroy his practice before she killed him… unless the Apache beat her to it!  She didn’t like the fact that he would be riding back to town alone, and the more she thought about it, the more certain she was that he wouldn’t make it back at all unless someone covered his back.  She could hardly go to the Sheriff and tell him her suspicions, and that left only one thing to do.  She would have to saddle up and go after him and make sure he got back to town so that SHE could kill him herself!
It didn’t take long for Lucinda to change into her britches and tuck her hair up underneath her hat.  She knew that the desert could get chilly at night, so she took a coat along, too, and a bedroll, and she wrapped up some food and took two canteens of water.  Her gun was holstered and she had plenty of ammunition for it, and for the rifle she took with her.  The young boy at the livery tried to talk her out of riding out of town, and she was happy as could be he didn’t realize she was a woman until she mounted up to ride off.
“Ma’am, you cain’t go!  Them’s Apache’s out there and they’ll do terrible things to you if they catch you all alone!” he grabbed for her reins, but Lucinda slapped his hand with her riding whip, causing him to pull back his stinging hand and giving her the opportunity to race past him and out of town in the direction the Doctor had gone. 
 
 


Chapter Three
 
 
Lucinda tried not to think about the Apache as she rode out of town to follow Doc Z.  She’d had nightmares the last two nights about them yipping and screaming as they tried to stop the stagecoach as she and Henry were traveling from the Crawford’s Station to Snowfall, and as long as she lived she would never forget the look in the Apache man’s dark eyes as she shot him and he realized he was going to die!  It still haunted her and made her feel sick to know that she’d taken another human being’s life, even though the man was trying to kill or capture her!
She refused to permit herself to dwell on how she would feel when she finally ended the handsome Doc Z’s life.  She had no choice in the manner; Henry was without honor and he killed Philip!  Lucinda missed her brother so much, and she owed it to him to avenge him, and she wasn’t going to let some Apache do it for her!  She followed the men out of town, hoping she was going in the same direction the two men did.  Every little sound and every little shadow made her nervous, and the horse she was riding was spooked, too, and she was having difficulty controlling him.  Lucinda told herself to calm down.  It wasn’t likely the Indians were on this side of the wagon train!  Henry had told her that they rarely came within ten miles of the town, but she had no idea how far she’d ridden, and it was totally possible she’d ridden right past the wagon train and missed it.
All of a sudden, she heard the same yipping noise she’d heard when the Apache tried to overtake the stagecoach.  She whirled around, looking for the Indians, and it took her several seconds to realize they weren’t coming after her.  Her next thought was of Henry and the man he rode out of town with, and she urged her skittish mount forward, toward the sound, determined to protect the handsome doctor so that she might have the pleasure of killing him herself.
 
* * *
 
Henry couldn’t just ride off and leave the injured man to the mercy of the Apache braves.  They wouldn’t have any mercy for the wagon train scout, and he knew it.  They held him, and others like him, responsible for the influx of whites moving westward at an alarming rate.  Henry took aim and fired, and felt sick when his bullet tore into the other man’s flesh.  He hated killing; it went against the oath he took, but he also believed in self-defense and in protecting his own life.  He couldn’t help others if he was dead.  Henry fired once more and another young brave fell to the ground.  If Henry was correct, that left one more.
He saw another rider approaching, and the Apache brave whirled suddenly, and went straight toward him.  The rider’s horse reared, throwing its occupant from the saddle.  The Apache jumped from his horse and ran toward the fallen rider, knife raised.  Henry nearly went into shock when he saw the rider’s hat fall off and he realized it was Lucinda!  He raced to go and help her, but was too far away to shoot without the risk of hitting her instead.  He knew she was going to be killed, and pain laced through his heart in a wave so strong it nearly brought him to his knees. 
Lucinda reacted instinctively, and flipped the Apache brave through the air.  The man landed on his own knife, screaming before he fell unconscious.  She looked around her for more Indians, but to her relief there was no immediate danger… Unless, of course, you counted the angry man bearing down on her as fast as his two legs could carry him.  Lucinda automatically went into a defense position, but Henry didn’t touch her.  He stopped by the Indian to make sure he was dead, and then said, “What the hell are you doing out here, you redheaded brat!”
“Saving your butt,” she answered sharply, and then added, “I’m not about to let some Apache kill you; that’s my job!”
“So help me God, I am going to cut a switch and lace your backside, brat.  This is just about the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard.   He looked down at the brave once more and said matter-of-factly, “Go get my bag, Lucinda.  This man is still alive.”  When she looked at him in shock, he added, “Now!”
Lucinda didn’t stop to think about why she was obeying Doc Z; something about the authority in his voice, perhaps?  But she found herself doing exactly what he said, and she hurried right back, carrying the black bag she took from his saddle.  As she handed it to him, she asked, “What about the other man back there?” she asked.  “He’s wounded, too.”
“His wound isn’t life threatening,” Henry replied.  “This man will die if I don’t stop the bleeding,” he told her.  “Put your hat on right now and cover up your hair.  It’s hard to tell how many other Apache are watching us.  You need your tail end switched until it’s covered with welts, Lucinda, and I aim to live long enough to see it done!” he stated in a forceful tone of voice.  “When are you going to get it through your stubborn head that I did not kill your brother?  I didn’t lie to him, either,” he said as he did his best to stop the Apache from bleeding to death.  He poured a brown liquid over the wound, and the young man moaned, but did not regain consciousness.  Henry prepared to sew the wound together, moving quickly.  “I need to get this done before he wakes up.  You keep an eye on him, Lucinda.  If he regains consciousness, he’s going to start thrashing around… and try to kill us,” he added so matter-of-factly that she cringed.
“Why are you trying to save him if you know that he’ll do that?” she asked.
“He is a human being, Lucinda.  I took an oath to help all people, not just the ones I like.”  Henry worked as fast as possible, and once he was done, he bandaged the wound.  “Let’s go and help Sanford, brat.  I’ve done all I can for this one.  He’ll either live or die now.”
Henry pulled her to her feet and hurried her back to where the other man was sitting, his face drenched in sweat.  “Damn, Doc Z, this hurts!  I’ve heard tell they dip their arrows in poison…?” he looked at the much younger man to inquire.  “My insides are burning something awful, and I can’t see right,” he added, his face a bright red. 
Henry had jerked the arrow out as quickly as he could after the man was shot in the shoulder, but it was entirely possible that Dan Sanford had been poisoned, too.  He examined him, and listened to his heart.  It wasn’t good.  Henry felt helpless.  Dan’s pain grew worse by the second, and he struggled to breathe.  “I’m sorry, Dan,” he said as kindly as possible, offering him some water to quench the burning in his throat and mouth.
“Damn.  This was my last trip, too,” he was barely able to whisper, and then he was gone.  Henry closed Dan’s eyes, and then shut his own for a few seconds to pray.  Lucinda felt like crying. 
“It’s not fair!” she cried out.  “You saved that Apache and let this man die!”
“Lucinda, there was nothing I could do for this man.  I don’t have an antidote for the poison… I don’t even know what it is.  When it is a man’s time, he dies, and all of my medical knowledge can’t stop that… unless it is God’s will.  I’m a human being, not God.”
She was shocked to see the pain in Henry’s blue eyes.  She felt herself softening towards him, but before she could ask about Philip, they were surrounded by more Apache.  To try and draw a gun now would be suicide.  Henry whispered to her to remain calm.  An Apache Chief was with the group, and he quickly dismounted and ran toward the injured man Henry tried to help.  He cried out something, and another brave dismounted and went to his side.  They approached the two white people who were still kneeling on the ground beside Dan Sanford.  “My father asks why his eldest son wears white man’s bandage?”
“He fell on his knife.  I stopped the bleeding, stitched his wound closed, and put a bandage over the wound to keep it clean.”
Henry listened as the man spoke to his father, who once again walked over to where his son lie to lift up the bandage and look underneath at the stitched wound.  The Chief spoke again, and once more the brave turned to Henry.  “My father asks why you would save an enemy who was trying to kill you?”
“I am a Doctor; I heal people,” Henry said simply.  He waited again for the translation back and forth.
“My father thanks you for his son’s life and will spare yours and your woman’s.  Go to the white settlement now, and I will ride with you for protection.  My father is angry that so many whites are running through our lands, but would honor you for saving his son.  Get your horses; we go now.”
Henry wanted to go to the wagon train, but wasn’t about to argue with Lucinda’s safety at risk.  He’d never be able to protect her if he angered the Chief.  It was best to comply with his wishes and go back to town.  He did, however, plan on cutting a few switches on the way…   “You can take Dan’s horse,” he told Lucinda, leading her to the animal.
“But… what about…?” Lucinda started to protest and was cut off when Henry smacked her bottom hard.
“Shut up now,” he whispered firmly.  “Now is not the time for your sass, brat.”
Lucinda was outraged and insulted.  Her butt was sporting a bright red handprint, even though she couldn’t look in a mirror to verify it!  In fact, she didn’t need to; she could feel the burn on her delicate skin, and when Henry plopped her on the saddle, she could feel the burn even more clearly.  She gave him a dirty look, but wisely kept her mouth shut, even though she was tempted to ask the Apache for some of the same poison they used on their arrows to slip into Doc Z’s food!
The trip back to Snowfall was done in silence.  The Apache brave and Henry were wary of each other, and Lucinda was fuming over the indignity of being swatted once again in front of others, even if those others were Apaches!  When they were less than two miles from Snowfall, the brave let out a whoop, startling both Henry and Lucinda, and then he headed back in the direction they came from.  Henry told her to keep moving, and swatted the rump of her mount.  They picked up the pace and Henry led the way to the stable.  He left Lucinda to explain to the young boy who’d rented her a horse and the boy’s Pa why she was coming back with one horse and the other was missing, while he took care of an important task, cutting three switches from the tree beside the livery.  He walked back inside to hear the owner telling Lucinda that the other horse had returned on his own, and they figured her to be scalped or taken captive.  The man delivered a good scold, but he was honest and returned all of her belongings, including her new rifle.
“Glad to see you made it back safe, Doc Z.  Didn’t figure you would, or this one, either,” he pointed at Lucinda, who was feeling about two inches tall.  “Mac found two ranches burned to the ground, folks dead, women used first.  Not a pretty sight.”
“We’re lucky to be back, Otis,” Henry admitted.  “Dan Sanford is dead,” he said quietly.
“Sorry to hear that, Doc Z.”  He saw the switches in Henry’s hand and looked to his son and said, “I reckon you and me best get on home to supper, Georgie.  You shut up the doors for me, Doc Z, when you’re all done.”
“Be happy to, Otis,” Henry agreed, and then took out his knife.  “You are going to peel the bark off these switches, Miss Brat, and then you are going to get the switching of your life.”
“Oh no I’m not!” Lucinda declared.  “I’m armed, and I know how to defend myself and I will if I have to.”
“You risked your life like a foolish little idiot, Lucinda.  Your grief and stubbornness is making you crazy, and it is time someone take you in hand for your own good.  That someone is going to be me, and I’m not going to stop this time until I’m sure you are listening to what I am telling you.  I’m not going to let you get yourself killed over a foolish vendetta that has no basis on the truth.  I’m not going to permit you to get away with riding out into Apache territory when you already know they are riled up and looking to kill every white person they see.  That was the single most foolish thing you could have done, Lucinda, and out of respect for Jake, I’m going to take great pains to make sure it doesn’t happen again.” He gave her a hard look and said, “You can either cooperate and peel these switches, or I will peel them and use every one until it breaks.  Your choice.”
“I choose to leave,” Lucinda answered, and headed for the door, gun in hand.  There was no way she would permit him to punish her!
“Big mistake, Miss Brat,” Henry told her.
Before she could react, he’d taken her rifle from her hands and tossed it onto a pile of straw.  She dropped her saddlebags, fully prepared to use every bit of the skill she had to take the Doctor down and escape what he had planned for her.  She kicked out, and found herself flipped through the air to land on her backside!  She was on her feet in the next instant, and tried once more to attack… with the same results.  It was as though Henry could read her mind.  She tried several more tactics, but eventually she realized she was no match for him.  He was looking at her in amusement.  “You aren’t the only one who has studied kung fu, Lucinda.  I’m bigger than you and a lot stronger.  You are the one who is going to end up bruised, not me.”  He gave his words time to register.  “Are you ready to peel these switches now?” he gave her one last chance to spare herself a more severe punishment, but she stubbornly shook her head ‘no’.  “Very well.  You sit right there and don’t move.”
Lucinda didn’t sit.  She jumped to her feet and ran for the barn door.  Henry caught her and brought her back.  “You let me go, you killer, you!”
“There isn’t a grown man in this town who wouldn’t hold you for me if I asked him to, little girl, especially Mac.  If you try to run out of this barn again, I’m not going to stop you; I’m just going to finish peeling these switches and then use them wherever I find you, and let me tell you right now, you’ll be plenty embarrassed because you aren’t going to have a stitch on from your waist to your ankles,” Henry promised the pretty brunette.
“You aren’t serious!” she gasped.  “That isn’t proper!” she sounded just like her prim and proper mother.
“I’m a Doctor; I’ve seen nude women before,” he kept right on peeling the switches, taking off the bark and the little nubs that could cut her skin.
“Not my body, you haven’t, and you’re not going to now, either!” she jumped to her feet.
“Yes, I am.  I am going to get your attention once and for all,” he promised as he finished the last switch.
“You have no right!”
“But you have a right to come here and disrupt my life; try to scare off my patients, and threaten my life?  You have the right to ride out into Apache Territory when the Indians are on the rampage… just to protect me so you can kill me?  Sorry, Lucinda, you brought this switching on by your actions and I aim to do a good job of striping you before sending you home to your parents.  Jake is probably turning over in his grave right now at your foolish behavior!”
“Don’t you dare say that!” Lucinda was instantly angry.  “Philip loved me!” she declared.
“Yes, he did,” Henry nodded.  “And he would expect me to do the right thing right now, and I am sure going to do so.  You can sit back down and take off those boots and then stand up and take off those britches and whatever you have on underneath, Lucinda.  I’m not going to spank you over your clothing this time.”
“I am not going to bare myself, and you are not going to beat me with those switches.  I didn’t do anything wrong,” she dared to argue with him.  “I am an adult and I have the right to go anywhere I wish, even into Indian Territory!” she stated.
Henry felt his temper flare again, and he decided he was through talking.  He moved to grab the little brunette, and within seconds, her gun belt was lying on the floor at her feet. 
Lucinda struggled to get free, but the handsome doctor seemed to have at least six hands compared to her two.  When she tried to keep him from taking down her britches, he pulled off her boots. Then he removed the pants she was wearing, and her stockings followed, and then her drawers.  It was shocking to realize that Henry had bared her, like he promised.  Before she could grab up a horse blanket to cover herself, he picked her up and hung her upside down over a saddle on a rail!  Her feet and hands didn’t touch the floor, and when she tried to drop to her feet, Henry put his hand on the small of her back and held her in place quite effectively.  “No!” she shouted.
The first slice of the switch caught her full across both cheeks and it took only a second for a line of fire to spread across her bottom, causing her to cry out in pain!  The second was right below the first, and it only added to her misery. “Owwwww!”
“Still think you didn’t do anything wrong?” Henry asked, giving her another slice a bit lower.  Lucinda was squirming and trying to escape, but he wasn’t about to permit that to happen.  She needed a sound switching.
“I’m sorry!” she gasped, her pride be damned!  She didn’t even mind the fact she was bared to his eyes… The switch hurt so much she couldn’t stand it!  “Please, stop now.  I am so sorry!”
“Lucinda, the only reason you are sorry is because you’re getting your tail switched,” he stated, striping her again and again.  She cried out both times, and continued begging him to stop.  “I’m not going to stop until there isn’t an inch of your backside that isn’t welted, Miss Brat.  You went out of your way to earn this switching, and I’m going to do a thorough job of it.”
“Noooo!  Please!  Owwwwww!  I can’t stand pain!” she begged.  “Please stop!”
“You risked your life tonight, Lucinda.  Those Apache would have done a lot more to hurt you than stripe your backside with a switch, and now you’re going to take what you have coming to you.  I can’t believe that you and Jake are related.  He had some common sense!” Henry said, and Lucinda started sobbing.  He didn’t stop the switching.  He promised her she would feel all three, and that is exactly what was going to happen.  He tossed aside the first, picked up the second, and aimed lower on her thighs and the calves of her legs.  She hollered bloody murder, and he hoped that meant he was doing a thorough job of teaching her a much needed lesson.  “You don’t dare the Apache, Lucinda.  You don’t threaten a man’s livelihood, and you don’t go around threatening to kill people.”  He continued striping her until the second switch broke, and then he picked up the third one.
“No more, please!  I beg you, no more!  I can’t stand it!” Lucinda begged.  Her voice was hoarse from yelling, but Henry wouldn’t release her
“We have one more switch to wear out, Lucinda, and if you’ll remember, this is all your fault. I would have settled for one switch if you’d shown one little bit of remorse.  You didn’t, and so this lesson is necessary.  This last one will be the worst, and trust me, you won’t feel like sitting a saddle for several days.
“No!  I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!” she pleaded with Henry, but he brought the switch down right on the tender area between her bottom cheeks and her legs!  “Yeeeooooowwwww!” she cried out, and tried to kick and keep the switch from landing there, but Henry pushed her forward over the saddle to expose her more and he switched her sit spots until she was bawling so hard she couldn’t stop.  Then, and only then, did he have any mercy on her and let her slide backwards to stand on her feet.
Henry couldn’t help but feel sorry for the pretty Lucinda when he saw her tear streaked face.  He’d been hard on her, and he was positive that she wouldn’t be riding out of town into Apache territory any time soon.  Still, as necessary as the switching had been, it didn’t give him any pleasure to see her in so much pain, and he didn’t doubt for one second that she was in pain.  He wouldn’t have wanted to be on the other side of those switches, either.  The Doctor in him took over, and he reached for his medical bag.  “Come here, honey.  You’ve suffered enough now.”
“Please, just go away!  I’m not dressed!” Lucinda was mortified.  She wanted him to leave so she could cover herself and get to her room above the dressmaker’s store and crawl into bed… If she could walk!
“I can’t leave you here alone,” Henry argued.  “Anyone could come by and you’d be defenseless.  Come here now and let me put some ointment on those welts.”
“NO!  You are not touching me!  And, just for the record, I’m no longer going to kill you for Philip; I’m going to kill you for what you just did to me!  You had no right… None at all!  I hate you!”
Lucinda cried as she turned her back to him and somehow managed to get her drawers and her britches on.  Then she pulled on her boots, picked up her gear, and headed for the barn doors.  “The next time I see you, doctor, you’d better run for your life, because I’m tired of this.  I’m going to kill you on sight!” she promised.
“Maybe I should have cut a fourth switch?” Henry dared to ask her… and wondered if she would turn and shoot him.  She stiffened, but then left the livery and started walking as quickly as she could considering she was in some major pain, and her walk was in reality a slow limp, with her sniffling every step of the way.  Henry followed at a safe distance, wanting to be sure she got back to the hotel safely, but she didn’t go to the hotel.  She went to Miss McCrae’s Dress Shoppe, but when she walked inside, Miss McCrae pointed at the door and told her to get out.
Lucinda cried even harder.  The middle-aged spinster obviously thought she was a woman of loose morals and kicked her out of her room!  Her belongings were all in her trunk, but how was she to haul it to the hotel?  She didn’t dare let it sit on the street, or someone would take it!
“Do you need some help, Lucinda?” Henry asked politely, grinning at her and fueling her temper once again.
 


Chapter Four
 
 
Lucinda couldn’t believe the man who’d killed her brother and just switched her mercilessly was standing there mocking her because that prudish old Miss McCrae kicked her out of her rented room over the Dress Shoppe!  Henry Zabarski, or Doc Z, as nearly everyone called him, was grinning at her, and it was just too much for Lucinda’s temper.  Without even giving the matter serious consideration, she lashed out and kicked him as hard as she could, knocking him flat on his butt and out into the street.  “I hate you, Henry Zabarski, and I can’t wait to see you dead!”
Henry was on his feet quickly, and struggling to control his temper once again.  “You know, Miss Brat, you need to be spanked so soundly that you learn to think twice before giving in to childish tantrums.”
“I can’t believe you two are going at it again.  I’m about to lock both of you up for disturbing the peace.  I swear, Henry, you’re just as bad as she is,” Mac stated.  ”What the hell were you thinking to ride out of town like that with Dan Sanford when you knew the Apache were on the warpath?  I can’t believe you made it back here with your scalp… and you, Miss Jacobs, need to be spanked until you can’t sit down for riding out after Doc Z.  What were you trying to prove?” the lawman demanded, tearing a strip off of both of them.  “What is this trunk sitting here for?  Are you leaving for home?” he asked, looking at the young woman.
“He’s still alive, isn’t he?” Lucinda answered, doing her best to drag her trunk across the street and to the hotel.  To her disgust, the Sheriff sat down on the trunk, preventing her from moving it one inch.
“Girl, I’ve told you that Doc Z didn’t kill your brother.  They were good friends.  You best think on that, and a good question to ask yourself would be ‘why did Jake lie to you about his condition?’  Do you think it was because he didn’t want you to worry, or to jump on a stage and come out here?  I know he was embarrassed how he looked at last.  He was so thin you could see his bones.”
Henry felt sorry for Lucinda when he saw tears fill her lovely green eyes.  “Mac, she doesn’t need to hear that,” he warned.
“Yes, she does.  If she’s going to kill a man in cold blood, then she needs to know why she’s doing it.  The blunt facts aren’t pretty, Miss Jacobs.  Jake was a dying man when he arrived, and he knew it.  I don’t know why he wrote to you and told you different, but I do know that he spent the last part of his life with people who cared about and for him, and we did our best to make him laugh and enjoy the time he had left.  Henry did all that was humanly possible to keep Jake from suffering at the last, and he didn’t die pretty.  We asked him several times who we could notify, and he said he’d hired someone to do it.  We miss him, too, and it is an insult to have you come here accusing us of not caring for Jake.  I suggest you put your butt on tomorrow’s stage, or you are going to get one hell of a spanking from me, and then put on the stage… even if I have to lock you in the jail to keep an eye on you.”
Lucinda looked at the angry man’s expression and could see he was telling her the absolute truth.  She saw the concern in Henry’s eyes and remembered the way he’d cared for the Apache… The truth was evident, and it hurt to know that Philip lied to her.  Suddenly it was simply too much for her, and she started crying in great gulping sobs.
“Damn it, Mac!  Did you have to do that?” Henry scolded the lawman as he stepped forward and wrapped his arms protectively around little Lucinda.
“Would you rather she shot you, Doc Z?” Mac asked, feeling a bit guilty.
“No, but I could have handled it without upsetting her like this!” Henry growled, and then he scooped her up into his strong arms.  “Bring her trunk, Mac.  I’m taking her to my place so I can give her something to calm her down.”
Lucinda wasn’t even aware of what was happening.  Her grief was overwhelming, and now that she had no one to blame for Philip’s death, it was a shock to realize that no matter what she did, nothing was going to bring him back.  She felt a prick in her arm, and suddenly everything went black. 
Henry carried her into his living quarters and put her down in his bed, removing her boots. 
“Folks are going to talk about this, Henry,” Mac warned.
“I’m a doctor; she needs attention tonight.”
“I didn’t realize she would react like this,” Mac admitted sheepishly.  “I feel like a jackass.”
“Join the club… I wore out three switches on her earlier,” Henry admitted.  “She can barely stand right now, and when Miss McCrae tossed her out of her room above the Dress Shoppe, I teased her.  She’s been hiding her grief with anger.”
“Like you did when we lost Marilynn,” Mac nodded in understanding.  “What do we do now, Doc Z?” he asked, wanting to help in some way.  He hated seeing her so wounded, and much preferred the spitting wildcat in need of a spanking!
“We let her sleep, Mac.  She’ll do better in the morning, once the shock of her switching and the pain of realizing that Jake lied to her have numbed a bit,” Henry answered.  In the meantime, I’m going to look for those damned letters Jake sent her and see what the hell he told her,” Henry stated without an ounce of shame as he approached her trunk and opened it.  The letters were right on top.  “He wrote this one the day before he died, Mac.  Damn it.  It’s no wonder she’s been so determined to blow my head off.  He lied to her, Mac.  Told her he was feeling much better, and getting stronger every day.  He lied to Lucinda, and it’s no wonder she thinks I murdered her brother.”  He shared the letter with his friend, who read it through without any shame.
“I could lay one on Jake for this,” Mac said quietly.  “If he’d at least told the truth in this one letter, that little gal would be home in Boston safe with her family instead of out here all alone and in the middle of this mess we’re in.”
“Mess?  You mean with the Apache?” Henry asked.
“Yes.  Part of me wants her on the stage tomorrow, and the other part of me is afraid to let her leave town.  I’d never forgive myself if I sent her out there and the coach was taken.”
Mac stayed late, but eventually went to his quarters behind the jail to get some rest.  Henry made himself a bed on the cot in the infirmary and went to sleep.  He was exhausted.
Lucinda moaned when she woke up and tried to move.  For one thing, she didn’t even know where she was, and for another, she was so incredibly sore from the switching Henry gave her that it hurt to move.  Still, she didn’t recognize the room she was in.  The last thing she recalled was standing in the street and hearing the plain truth from the Sheriff.  He’d made it clear she was to be on the morning stage, too, or he would punish her and put her on the stage himself!  She couldn’t bear the thought of that… and she doubted her bottom could tolerate riding on the hard seat of a stage coach, either.  Where on earth was she? she asked herself as tears filled her eyes once again.  She really hurt, inside and out.  Why had Philip lied to her? she kept asking herself over and over and over.
“Good morning; you’re awake,” Henry greeted the young woman.  “I hope you’re hungry; I made a big breakfast for us.”
“Where am I?” Lucinda asked, surprised to see him.
“In my bed,” he didn’t mince words.  “You needed medical attention last night, so Mac and I brought you here and I took care of you.  Do you feel better this morning?” he asked in genuine concern.
“I’m so sore I can’t move!” she complained, telling him the absolute truth, her green eyes letting him know she blamed him. 
“I wasn’t talking about your sore backside,” he grinned.  “You earned a good switching for trailing after me and out into Indian territory, young lady.  We are so lucky we both survived that whole deal, Lucinda.”
She nodded in agreement.  “I was scared.”
“So was I,” he admitted.
“I owe you an apology, Henry.  I don’t know why Philip lied to me about his health, but I realized the Sheriff was telling the truth last night.”  Tears filled her lovely green eyes again and she tried to blink them away.  “I’m sorry I threatened to kill you; I was so wrong, and all I can say is that for some reason I don’t understand, Philip lied to me in his letters.”
“I know.  I took the liberty of looking at Jake’s letters to you.  I don’t know why he lied, either, unless he thought he was being kind by sparing you the truth.  I know he didn’t want you to see him suffering.  I’m so sorry about that, Lucinda.  I can only tell you that Jake loved you more than you’ll ever know.  He talked about you constantly, and the stories he told made him smile.”
“Thank you,” she whispered emotionally.  “Henry, if you’ll give me some privacy, I’ll get dressed and try to catch the stage before it leaves.”
“You can’t leave, Lucinda,” he said gently.  “The stage didn’t make it through.  The Apache are on the warpath, and Snowfall is blocked off from everyone.  No one is leaving town, for sure and certain.”
“Ohhhh.  Then I should get a room at the hotel!” she immediately decided.
“That’s not going to happen, either,” Henry said matter-of-factly.  “They’re full up with people trying to stay safe.  Families are even living in tents at the edge of town and in the backs of covered wagons,” he told her.  “The Apache have burned out a lot of folks already, and killed quite a few good people I knew.”
“That’s terrible!” Lucinda whispered, wondering where on earth she could go.
“You’re welcome to stay right here, Lucinda.  Jake was my friend, and I want to help you right now.  You can have my bed, and I’ll sleep in the infirmary, like I did last night.  You have my word that I will treat you with nothing but respect.”
“I can’t believe you would be so nice to me after I treated you so badly!” she whispered.
“I understand about grief, honey,” he told her.  “You get some clothes on now, and come on out to the kitchen.  I have breakfast all but done now, and since I didn’t eat much yesterday, I’m starving.”
He left the room, and Lucinda blushed to realize that she wasn’t wearing anything but her drawers and camisole.  Henry had made her as comfortable as possible when he put her to bed last night, and while she knew he was a doctor and used to that sort of thing, she couldn’t help but feel a bit embarrassed.  Of course, he’d seen more of her when he bared her for that horrible switching in the livery stable.  Curiosity won out over embarrassment, and when she spotted the standing mirror in the corner of the bedroom, she quickly lowered her drawers to look at the stripes covering nearly every inch of her bottom and legs.  Henry thoroughly punished her, and sitting was going to be torture for a few days.  She pulled up her drawers, and took fresh clothing from her trunk and got dressed.  She decided to simply brush her hair and let it fall in a loose braid down her back.  For some reason, she didn’t feel particularly grown up today… and she suspected it was because of the switching she’d received.
Henry looked up from the stove when he sensed her presence in the doorway to the kitchen and gave her a big smile.  “Come on in and have a seat at the table, Lucinda.”
“I’m not sure I can sit down,” she admitted, her cheeks turning a bright pink at the admission.  “I’m very sore, Henry.”
“I’ll bet you are,” he agreed.  “I’m sorry I had to be so firm with you, honey, but what you did was extremely foolish.  You needed someone to impress that fact upon you… and you’ll be lucky if some other well meaning man in this town doesn’t decide to add his two cents’ worth.”
“The Sheriff?” she asked, horrified at the very idea.
Henry nodded, and then said, “My father-in-law, for another.”
“’Father-in-law’?” she repeated, surprised that she felt extreme disappointment to learn the handsome Doctor was a married man.  “Where is your wife?” she asked in the next breath.  “Won’t she mind my staying here?”
“Marilynn died over two years ago, Lucinda,” Henry said softly.  “Her Father owns the General Store…  She used to work for him.”  He filled cups with coffee, and then looked at Lucinda and said, “Mari caught her foot in the hem of her skirt when she was coming down a ladder, fell, and hit her head on the counter behind her.  She died before I got to her, and there was nothing I could do to help her.”
“I’m so sorry, Henry,” Lucinda felt tears fill her eyes.  “You must have been devastated.”
“I was.  I was so angry, and I was impossible to get along with.  Finally, Mac had enough of me acting like a jerk to everyone, and knocked me on my butt.  It still wasn’t easy, dealing with the pain and grief, but slowly it’s gotten easier over time, and now I enjoy living again.”  He put coffee on the table and said, “You’ll hurt less each day, too, Lucinda.  Now sit down and eat,” he ordered, putting biscuits and sausage gravy in front of her.
Lucinda tried to sit down but the hard wooden seat of the chair offered her no comfort at all.  “I really can’t sit down, Henry,” she admitted, her face red with embarrassment.  “It hurts too much, and I don’t have a high tolerance for pain of any kind,” she confessed.
Henry looked at her, and then left the kitchen to return a moment later with the pillows from his bed.  He plunked them on her chair.  “Sit now and eat.  I really shouldn’t do this, but I suspect you’ve learned your lesson about riding out of town right now.”
Lucinda was grateful for the pillows.  They didn’t ease all of her pain, but they did make it possible for her to sit down and eat her meal, and she was thankful.  Her stomach was empty and she was definitely hungry and needed to eat.  She also had other practical matters to think of.  She needed a job.  Her money was going to run out soon, and she couldn’t live here in Snowfall indefinitely without earning money to live on.
“Where do you think I could find a job, Henry?” she asked consideringly.
“A job?  There aren’t many of those here in Snowfall.  What jobs there are are filled by men.  We have a schoolteacher…” he said thoughtfully.  “Honey, you’d do best to wire your parents for money and then go back to Boston,” he said, surprised when he felt a pang in the pit of his stomach at the very thought of her leaving town.  “You can stay here until the Apache threat is taken care of.”
“No, I can’t!  What will people think?” she whispered, scandalized.  She knew precisely what her Mother would say… and her Father…  “I can’t go back to Boston, Henry.  If you knew Philip as well as you say, then I am sure he told you about our Father.  He won’t forgive me for coming out here, and in his mind, I am as good as dead.”
“I’m sure that’s not true, honey.  He’ll be relieved to hear from you and know you are safe,” Henry predicted.
“No, he won’t.  I am not going back.  All he wanted from me was to marry me off to a man who worked for him so he could benefit from the union.  I won’t go back to that,” she stated forcefully.  “I’ll just have to go and look for a job until I find one,” she stated with purpose.
“Most of the places that would hire you are not places you want to set foot in, honey.  Women around here just don’t work, unless they have a business like Miss McCrae.”
“Maybe your father-in-law could use some help in his store?” she suggested as she finished the last bite of her breakfast.
“He has a boy who works part time for him, Lucinda.”
“Doc!” there was a pounding on the waiting room door, and Henry immediately got up to go and answer the summons.  He was back in less than a minute.  “I have to go, honey.  Make yourself at home.”  He hurried into the infirmary, grabbed his black bag, and was gone just that quickly.
Lucinda finished her coffee, and then she put herself to work, washing up the dirty dishes and putting Henry’s kitchen to rights.  She then made the bed, and took the time to pin up her hair and make herself look proper.  Once that was done, she decided to leave and hunt for a job.  She would prove to Henry Zabarski that she could find a job… and another place to stay!
An hour later, she was feeling insulted and discouraged.  People were treating her like she was less than a lady, other women sweeping their skirts out of her way when she passed them and said ‘good morning’.  Lucinda had no idea what she’d done that was so improper, but Miss McCrae told her in no uncertain terms that ‘the good ladies of Snowfall didn’t want her kind around!’  Lucinda’s requests for a job were met with firm no’s everywhere she went, and she went everywhere… except the saloons, and since she couldn’t find anything else, she was going to have to resort to serving drinks, as much as she disliked the idea of working late into the evening all the time.  Resolutely, she headed toward the other end of town, determined to find work.
 
* * *
 
Henry’s face was red, and his redheaded temper was threatening to explode into white-hot fury.  It didn’t help any that his friend the Sheriff was giving him an, “I told you so,” every five seconds or so.
“For two cents, I could strangle that old woman!” Henry said through gritted teeth.
“She sure has stirred up folks,” Mac agreed.  “What are you going to do about it, Doc Z?”
“What can I do?” Henry growled.
“Well, you know what you need to do, and that is marry the girl.  Her reputation is ruined right now.  Thanks to Miss McCrae, the whole town thinks you bedded Lucinda.”
“Well, I didn’t!  I’m a doctor!”  He growled, and then left the Sheriff’s office, slamming the door on his way out.
Mac shook his head.  The glass in the door was doomed, and it was just a matter of time before he would have to go before the town council and explain why it needed replacing.  Most jails had a solid wood door, and he couldn’t believe this one didn’t.  He sighed, put his hat on his head, and went to follow Doc Z.  The man’s temper was terrible.  Mac quickened his step when he realized where Henry was going… Straight to Miss McCrae’s Dress Shoppe!
Henry was angry and he didn’t take pains to hide the fact as he opened the door to the Dress Shoppe.  There were several women inside, and that suited him just fine.  “Miss McCrae, I am not happy with you and the lies you are spreading around town.”
“I have no idea to what you are referring, Doc Z!” the woman pretended innocence, and Henry wished he could spank her!
“You are telling folks that I behaved improperly toward my patient, one Miss Lucinda Jacobs.”
“She is of ill repute,” the woman countered.
“Then, I suppose you are of ill repute, too?” he asked calmly, and barely refrained from grinning when all the women in the shop gasped in shock.  Miss McCrae was incensed.
“I most certainly am not!” she denied heatedly.
“If I recall, you spent a night in my infirmary two years ago after a spell with your heart.  That is all that happened with Miss Jacobs last night.  I was required to give her an injection because she was grieving uncontrollably for her brother, and she spent the night in my professional care.  What makes the situation different, Miss McCrae?  You both spent the night under my roof, in my bed.  If Miss Jacobs is of ill repute, then you, madam, are of equal ill repute.”  The women gasped again, and he was sure he heard some giggles.
“How dare you imply that my behavior is like that harlot’s?  She chased after you out into Apache country!  And everyone knows you switched her bare in the livery stable.  You should be ashamed, Doc Z.  You bared that young woman to whip her, and now you need to do the right thing and marry her!”  She looked at the other women and said with a smile, “Of course, I wouldn’t want to marry a woman who would ask for a job in a saloon!”
“What?” Henry bellowed, and Mac softly stepped closer in case he needed to protect Miss McCrea, even though he wished he wasn’t wearing a badge at the moment.  The sharp-tongued woman caused more than her share of trouble in the town.
“She’s headed for the saloon to ask for work.  No one else will hire her, of course!” the woman stated firmly.
“Miss McCrae, how I wish you were a man right now… or not as old as you are.  I swear, I’d like nothing more than to give you the hiding you deserve.”  Henry stomped out of her Dress Shoppe and toward the saloon.  Maybe he couldn’t spank the elderly woman, but he could and would make Miss Brat wish she hadn’t set foot inside the damn saloon!
Henry walked through the swinging doors just in time to see Lucinda flip a cowboy through the air and over the bar.  Her cheeks were a bright red and she was furious.  “You are in trouble, Miss Brat,” he stated as he bent down and put his shoulder to her waist and then straightened to his full height, lifting her off her feet.
“Put me down, Henry!” she scolded angrily.  “That man made improper suggestions to me, and…  You just put me down so I can smack him silly!”
“You don’t want me to put you down here, because when I do put you down, it’s going to be over my knee, young lady.  This is not the place a lady looks for work,” he told her, enforcing the words with a hard slap to her already sore bottom.  “This whole town is convinced you are of loose morals, Lucinda… and that is MY fault.  We’re going to take care of that matter first, and then, you are getting your rear paddled proper,” he promised.
“You going to marry that hot-headed she-cat, Doc Z?” one man asked with a wide grin.
“I am.”
“No you are not!” Lucinda argued, earning herself another hard spank.  “Owwww!  Henry, I’m already sore!” she complained.  “Please put me down!”
“Not on your life,” he stated firmly.  “We’re going to find the Reverend and get married right now.  I’m not going to have folks talking bad about you, Lucy, when you haven’t done one damned thing to deserve it.”
“I won’t marry you!” she protested.  Henry’s hand fell once more on her tender backside, and Henry continued to spank her the whole of the distance to the Church.
“Are you ready to be sensible now?” he asked as he walked inside the Church and found the Reverend, “Or do I need to sit down and turn you over my knee and toss up your skirts here before God and the Reverend and spank some sense into you?”
 
 
 


Chapter Five
 
 
 “Please don’t spank me, Henry!  I am so sore I would die!” Lucinda exaggerated, controlling her temper in the face of his obvious anger. “I don’t want you to be mad at me just because I was trying to find work.  I’m almost out of money.”
He put her down and asked once again, “Are you going to speak your vows, Lucy?”
“I don’t want you to feel obligated; you did nothing to be ashamed of!” she insisted, embarrassed to be having this conversation in front of the minister, who was making no bones about listening to every word.
“Neither did you, but thanks to Miss McCrae everyone thinks you did,” he said, his face red, and then he added bluntly, “The whole town knows I bared you and switched you last evening in the stable.  I shouldn’t have done that, Lucy, but I did, and I did it because it was the right thing to do.  Now I need to face up to the consequences of my actions.  I compromised you, and unless you marry me no one in town will give you the time of day.  That is unacceptable to me.”
“But, you haven’t done anything wrong, Henry.  I don’t want you to marry me out of a sense of obligation.  I was the one who came here and turned your world upside down… and I am terribly sorry I did that.  I freely admit I was wrong about you; you were kind to take care of me last night, but nothing happened… and you don’t have to marry me.”
“No, I don’t have to marry you, Lucy, but I want to,” Henry shocked himself by admitting.  “I was too damn hard on you last night, and so was Mac.  I know that nothing of a physical nature happened, but I feel more for you than I do normally for any patient.  I like having you with me, and I swear the reason I was so hard on you with that switching was because I care what happens to you.  It’s more reason for getting married than some folks have, and I knew damn well what folks would think if I kept you all night.  I put you in a bad light, and I want to make it right.  Will you marry me, Lucy?  I vow I will treat you right.”
“It is so tempting to tell you yes, but…”
“Then say yes and trust me to make it all right, Lucy.”  Henry didn’t know why he felt so strongly on the subject, but he did.  He wanted the pretty young woman tied to him so she couldn’t leave him and so he could keep her safe from the rest of the world; a world that included her unfeeling father, cold mother, disapproving Miss McCrae, and the Apache threatening them all.
A few minutes later it was done and Lucinda had no idea why she agreed to marry Henry, but she had.  It meant she would be staying in Snowfall, and she would be Henry’s wife.  Now what did she do?
Henry seemed to have no trouble deciding.  He marched her over to his former father-in-law’s store and took the time to introduce her to the man as his new wife.  “I wanted you to hear it from me first, sir,” he added with respect for the man.
“Marilynn would be happy for you, son, and so am I.  I knew you would do the honorable thing by this young lady.”
Henry then picked out a wedding band to place on Lucinda’s finger, kissing her as he found the one he liked best, making the customers in the store stop and stare at them.  Then he winked and whispered, “Come on, Lucy, give the town something to talk about besides the Apache.”
Lucinda giggled in spite of herself, but when Mac entered the store, she moved to stand behind Henry, expecting him to protect her just in case Mac decided to put his hand to her, too.
“I see you found the lady?” Mac had his hands on his hips as he looked down at Lucinda.
“I found her and she agreed to marry me, Mac.  Congratulations are in order.”
“I hope you let her know she needs to stay out of the saloons?” Mac asked.
“Not yet, but that discussion will be in private,” he replied, and then added, “Lucy won’t need a job now.”
“You’d better treat her right, DocZ,” Mac threatened his friend.  “You can’t be spanking her every five minutes, either,” he warned before smiling at Lucinda.  “If he gives you trouble, Lucy, you just come and see me and I’ll take care of you.”
“And who is going to protect me from you, Sheriff?” she asked, feeling brave with Henry in front of her.
Mac laughed heartily, and was about to say something when there was a commotion outside in the street.  Mac turned and hurried to see what was wrong, and Henry was right behind him.
“You’d best stay here, honey, until we know what is going on.  Henry wouldn’t want to see you hurt,” Marilynn’s father said kindly.  And then he added, “My daughter would like you, Lucy.  She loved Henry, and it nearly killed me to see him grieving so when we lost her.  The look in his eyes when he looks at you is the same one he had when he looked at Marilynn.  You be good to him, honey.  He deserves a good woman to love.”
“Thank you, sir.  I appreciate the fact you are willing to accept me,” Lucinda said over the lump in her throat.
“Henry was good to my daughter.  I can’t begrudge him a chance to be happy again.”
“Lucy, I have to go,” Henry stuck his head in the door.  “The Apache hit an Army Patrol, and I have wounded men to care for.”
“What can I do to help?” Lucinda asked.
Henry looked at her in surprise, and then asked, “Do you have any nursing experience?”
“No, but I can learn if you tell me what to do,” she said, determined to help out in any way she could.
“Come on, then, Lucy.  But if you feel faint, I expect you to just get out of the way,” he said firmly.  “Some people can’t handle injuries of this sort,” he warned her.
“I was there when you stitched up the Apache, and I didn’t faint then.  I will do what you tell me to do,” she said firmly.
Henry practically ran to his office and he issued orders right and left that Lucinda followed to the best of her ability.  One of the soldiers was critical, and there was nothing Henry could do to save him, although he did his best.  Two others were in serious condition, and the rest had minor wounds that would heal, provided they didn’t get infected.  Their Captain was there, reluctant to leave his wounded men.  He had his orders, however, and they were to try and reach the wagon train and bring those people into town while the Army dealt with the Apache.
Henry told him of the experience he and Lucinda had the day before and the Captain was stunned they made it back to Snowfall alive.  “Mrs. Zabarski, it was very foolish of you to follow your husband out of town the way you did!  You are very lucky to be alive right now,” the older man scolded, his mustache wobbling in indignation.
“I learned my lesson well,” Lucinda said with dignity, even though she was a bit startled to be addressed by her new name.
“Yes, well, I certainly hope so!” he sputtered.  “Doctor, will it be a problem for you to keep Peters and Jeffries until they are well enough to return to active duty?” the Captain asked.  “I must ride out at once and try to reach the wagon train.  I just hope it’s not too late to help those people.”
“Your men will be fine here, Captain,” Henry said.  “I wish you success in reaching the wagon train.  Their scout and I didn’t get close before we were attacked, and I’m sure the Apache are watching who comes and goes from town.”
“I am certain you are correct, Doctor, but I have my orders.  Thank you for caring for my men.”  He nodded and then walked from the office, the wounded who were still able to ride following.
“You did well, Lucy,” Henry praised her.  “Thank you for helping me.”  He heard one of the patients moan, and went to check on him, nodding in approval as Lucy started straightening the area and putting it to rights.  It pleased him that she could see what needed to be done and was doing it without waiting to be asked or told.
Lucinda made sure the waiting room was neat as possible and then sought out Henry to see if he had further plans for her.  He didn’t need her help with the patients, but asked if she knew how to cook.
“Yes, I know how to cook,” she agreed.  “Are you hungry?”
“I’m working on it,” he smiled.  “And these men will be needing some broth when they wake up.  It would sure help if you could tend to that while fixing us something?” he looked at her hopefully.
“I’ll be happy to do that, Henry,” she said.  She didn’t know what kind of wife Marilynn was, but Lucinda was going to see to it that Henry didn’t regret marrying her.
An hour later she called him to come and eat, and was pleased when he complimented her cooking.  After he checked on the patients again, he picked up a dish towel and dried dishes for her.  “I know the telegraph lines are down right now, but when they are restored, I want you to send your parents a wire and let them know you are safe… and tell them of our marriage.”
“I doubt they will care, Henry.  Father won’t acknowledge it in any way since I married you without his consent and approval.”
“You are of legal age, and just because he is a stubborn man, does not make it okay for you to behave badly.  It is the proper thing to do, so we will do what is right and inform them of our marriage.” 
Lucinda made a face, but she didn’t argue with him. 
“I am sure you want to unpack your clothing and belongings,” he said quietly.  “I’ll show you where you can put everything.”  He led the way into the bedroom and Lucinda was surprised there were so many empty drawers in the vanity and dresser, and the wardrobe had plenty of room for her dresses.  “You can arrange things to suit yourself, Lucy.  This is your home now, too.  I won’t mind if you change things around.  When your trunk is empty, let me know and I’ll carry it to the attic.”
“Oh, do you rent that as well?” she asked innocently.
“I own the building, Lucy.  I rent out the stores below to Conrad and Abe.  I didn’t want to worry about getting kicked out once I set up a practice, and there was enough room to have living quarters and my office… so I bought the building,” he explained.  “Do you mind living above the stores below?  If you do, I can get a house for us…?”
“Henry, you don’t need to start making all kinds of changes for me.  I’m fine, really.”
“Your house in Boston was nice, though,” he commented quietly, “and Snowfall is pretty uncivilized compared to what you are used to.”
“I’m pretty uncivilized compared to most of the ladies my age in Boston,” she giggled.  “Things and money aren’t all that important to me, Henry.  I care about people, and to tell the truth, I knew I wouldn’t be welcomed back to my Father’s home once I left.  Proper young women don’t pick up and run off out west by themselves.  I am happy to be free of that, and Father’s prospects of marriage for me.  However, I am still surprised at how prudish Miss McCrae is!  I thought I’d left all of that back in Boston and the people here would have more common sense.”
“Miss McCrae’s problem is that she hasn’t had a spanking in more years than she can count!”  To his surprise Lucinda giggled.  “You think that’s funny, do you?” he teased.
“I’d pay someone to spank her!” she admitted, and then said, “If you truly don’t need me, then I would like to do a bit of shopping?  I still have some money left, and I need to get a couple of things.”
“Fine.  Don’t go near the tents at the end of town, Lucy.  There are people here I don’t know.  You should be safe enough if you stay close by.”  He reached for her as she nodded, and took her hand and pulled her to face him.  “I mean it, Lucy.  You are not to go further than the general store, or right around this area by yourself.  Don’t disobey me or you’ll quickly learn I am a man who believes in spanking a disobedient wife.  And, I haven’t forgotten that I owe you a spanking for setting foot in that saloon this morning!” he scowled.
“You’d better not try and spank me again, Henry Zabarski!  I’m already too sore to sit down!” she felt her temper stir.
“Then best you mind me, Lucy, and stay close to home.  If you get into trouble, I’ll set your fanny on fire and I won’t care how sore you already are,” he promised.
“You are my husband, not my father, and I would thank you to remember that!” she turned up her chin and marched through the Infirmary and out through the office.  Henry Zabarski was the bossiest man she ever did meet!  He acted as though she didn’t know how to behave, and she did!  He just hadn’t seen that side of her yet, she consoled herself.
She marched herself to the general store and Mr. Tune greeted her with a smile.  “What do you need, honey?” he asked kindly, looking up from wrapping a parcel for another customer.
“I’m going to look at some yard goods, Mr. Tune.  Please don’t rush on my account.  I’m in no hurry.”
“Gladys, this is Henry’s new wife, Lucinda.  Lucy, this is Gladys Anderson, Abe’s wife.  Abe has the gun shop below your home.”
“I’m pleased to meet you, Mrs. Anderson.”
“Likewise.  Doc Z is a good man.  Abraham and I think a lot of him.”  Her expression said she didn’t think much of Lucinda.
Before Lucinda could say anything, two cowboys came into the store, and they were both drunk.  “Hey, lookee here, Johnny.  Here’s just what we need.  Two women for sale.”
“That’s enough, you two.  Get out of my store until you sober up!” Marilynn’s father ordered in disapproval.
“I don’t think so.”  Just that quickly, the one called Johnny drew his gun and shot the store owner.  Mr. Tune fell to the floor behind the counter.  Gladys let out a scream when the other man grabbed her.
“You just come with us somewhere quiet where we can have some fun,” he grabbed her and lifted her off her feet.
The one called Johnny reached out for Lucinda, and she reacted instinctively, flipping him through the air.  He landed on a barrel and when it broke, he crashed to the floor, unconscious.  The other man let go of Gladys and took a swing at Lucinda.  She kicked out, and the fight was over. 
“Gladys, please run and get Henry!” Lucinda bossed as she ran behind the counter to help Mr. Tune. 
“What happened in here?” Mac demanded as Gladys tried to run past him.
“Bill was shot!  Lucinda saved us.  I’m getting Doc Z!” she said, crying as she pushed past Mac.
“Are you all right, Lucy?” Mac asked as he looked at the two men, then came behind the counter to kneel beside her as she tried to stop the flow of blood from Mr. Tune’s head.
“I’m fine!  Those two are drunk, and they were going to take us somewhere and rape us.  Mr. Tune told them to get out and the one called Johnny shot him.”
Henry came running a few minutes later, the look on his face full of concern.  He quickly saw that Lucy had stopped the bleeding and it wasn’t long before Bill Tune opened his eyes.  “Are you all right, sir?” Henry asked.
“The girls?  Those two…”
“Lucy and Gladys are fine, sir.  Let’s get you over to my office so I can check you out,” Henry said, helping him to his feet.  “Lucy, you come with me,” he said firmly.
“Doc, I don’t know what you’re thinking, but Lucy didn’t do anything to cause this,” Mac spoke up.
“I warned her to stay out of trouble!” Henry growled.
“Now just a minute, Henry Zabarski, I…” she broke off when he turned his furious blue eyes on her.
“Not another word, wife.  Now you come with me…”
“Son, you’re angry for no reason at all,” Bill tried to reason with his former son-in-law, but it was all he could do to stand at the moment.
Gladys was still in the office when they got back, and she was openly crying.  She threw her arms around Lucy and hugged her.  “Thank you, Lucy.  Thank you.  I was so scared I didn’t know what to do!  You were wonderful!”
“I’m glad we’re both okay.  Do you want me to get your husband?” Lucy offered.
“No, I’m okay… Just a bit shaken,” she admitted, but even as she was speaking, there were pounding footsteps on the stairs outside and a large man came inside and knelt on the floor beside the chair where Gladys was sitting. 
“Mac told me to get up here.  Are you hurt, Gladys?”
“No, Abraham.  Doc Z’s new wife protected us.  I never saw those two men before,” she said, and told the entire story to her husband.
“I’m grateful, ma’am.  Grateful,” he said emotionally.  “Gladys, I don’t want you out by yourself until this Apache flare up is over.  Too many men in off the range with nothing to do but drink and act like fools.”
“Bill, are you all right?” Abe asked as he came out of the infirmary, a bandage on his head.
“I’ve got a headache, but I’m fine.  Feel stupid for letting that fellow get the best of me like that.”
“There’s a wild bunch in town right now,” Abe said, shaking his head.  “Doc Z, your wife is sure special.  She saved her and Gladys from them two.  Mac is gonna have to clamp down tight on all the strangers in town.  It ain’t safe for the women folk to walk the street in broad daylight now!”
Mac came inside and said, “You going to be okay, Bill?”
“Yep.  No need to fuss.  I’m going back to the store before I get robbed blind.”
“I got someone watching the place for you.  I sent for Hughie.  Why don’t you go and lie down; you don’t look so good.”
“I’m fine,” the man grumped, and then said, “Thanks, Henry,” as he let himself outside.
“You got those two locked up, Mac?” Abe demanded.
“Yes.  They’re so drunk they won’t remember a thing tomorrow,” Mac stated.  “One of them has a bad cut on his back, Doc.  I’ll understand if you want him to rot in hell.”
“I’ll get my bag,” Henry answered, resigned to treating the man.  “Lucy, will you stay with my patients and keep an eye on them?  One of the men keeps waking up and wanting to leave.  He needs to stay in bed.”
“I’ll keep him there,” she promised, wondering why he was so angry with her.  His blue eyes were still full of rage, and she feared he was going to spank her the very second they were alone.  Soon everyone had left, and Lucy went to check on the patients.  One of the men was awake, and she told him he was too injured to follow after his Captain.  He nodded, and then went back to sleep. 
Lucy was surprised that she felt like crying, but she did.  Her life had changed so much since she left Boston.  She was no longer under her Father’s thumb, but now she had a husband, and somehow it was worse.  Henry said he cared about her, and she knew that she had feelings for the man, in spite of the fact he spanked her several times.  He married her to keep her reputation in tact, but would there ever come a time she didn’t make him so angry just by being herself?  Lucy decided it was pointless to sit around feeling sorry for herself.  She was a married woman now, and she needed to make the best of things.  Perhaps baking a cake for her husband would help him see her as more of a lady and less of a problem maker?  She busied herself, trying not to think of Henry tending a man who’d wanted to harm her.  She just finished putting the cake in the oven when she heard one of the patients calling out.
She hurried into the infirmary to find the other man wide awake… and in some pain.  She did her best to reassure him he would be fine, but told him she had to wait until the Doctor returned before she could give him something for the pain.  She hoped it wouldn’t be too much longer.  Fortunately, Henry came back a couple of minutes later, and he praised her for waiting to check with him before acting on her own.  He gave the man something to ease his pain, and it didn’t take long for the soldier to fall asleep again.
“You are going to be a good nurse, Lucy,” Henry said with a proud smile.  “You have no idea how pleased that makes me.  As long as it is something you wish to do…?” he asked her.  “I won’t force you to help out in here if you don’t want to.  Mari couldn’t stand it…”
“I want to help.  I like to be useful,” Lucinda stated.
“Perfect.”
“Henry, I don’t want to ask you this and upset you, but why were you so angry with me earlier?” she had to know.  His temper was gone now.
His face turned red, but he admitted, “Gladys said Bill was shot and you were fighting…  I was afraid for you, and angry you were attacked, and I was afraid I’d be too late to help Bill.”
“You were reliving Marilynn’s accident…?” Lucinda asked quietly.
“I was.  I’m sorry.”
“For what?  You are human.  You came and you were able to help Mr. Tune.”
“I’m proud of you for handling those drunks, Lucy.  I want you to know that, and I am sorry I yelled at you like I did.  I have a temper, honey,” he confessed with a wry grin.
“I have a temper, too,” she giggled, and then surprised them both when she hugged him.  “I’m baking you a cake.”
“Now that sounds real special, honey.”
“I wanted to get back in your good graces,” she confessed.  “I thought maybe you were regretting marrying someone who can be less than a lady at times.”
Henry saw the doubt and confusion in her pretty green eyes and felt like kicking himself.  “You defended yourself.  I’m pleased you know how to do that, honey.  There are times when I have to be gone, and it will help to know you can keep yourself safe.  And, at the risk of having my head handed to me, I don’t want you setting foot outside alone right now.  There are too many others like those cowboys in town.  I don’t want you hurt.”
“I hate being restricted,” she complained.
“I understand how you feel, but I promise I’ll tan your sweet bottom if you disobey me, Lucy.”
She pouted but wisely kept quiet.  She still had her shopping to do, and she doubted if Henry would miss her if she slipped out for just a couple of minutes after she took her cake from the oven.
 
 
 


Chapter Six
 
 
Lucinda’s cake came out of the oven in perfect shape, and once it cooled for a few minutes, she was able to take it out of the pans to cool.  Henry was with his patients, caring for them, and in spite of his warning to keep herself at home and off the streets, Lucinda decided she was going to try once more to make her purchases.  She couldn’t very well permit Henry to boss her around and restrict her just because they were married.  She wouldn’t be happy in a marriage of that sort.  True, there were strangers in town, but she couldn’t stay cooped up and live in fear.  She could take care of herself.
She let herself out through the private door that led to the alley in back of the building, and quickly walked the short distance to Mr. Tune’s store.  The older man was still working, in spite of the bandage on his head and the scowl on his face.  He glanced up when she entered the store.  “Well now, young lady, I was positive that Henry would order you to keep yourself at home until the town settled a bit.”  He smiled at her apologetically.  “I’m so sorry I didn’t protect you.”
“You weren’t given a chance,” Lucinda answered.  “Those two were drunk and being stupid.  How is your head feeling?” she asked politely.
“It hurts,” he admitted.  “But, I’m alive, so I can’t complain.  How did you learn to fight that way?  Gladys said you were like nothing she’s ever seen.”
“I learned from the Chinese couple who did our laundry; it’s called Martial Arts.  It’s a form of self-defense.  I studied a long time to reach this level; it is a good thing I did,” she smiled and then said, “I didn’t get the opportunity to look at yard goods earlier, and I am still needing to purchase some fabric.”
“You go ahead and look, Lucinda, and if you find something you like, I’ll be happy to cut it for you.” 
Lucinda busied herself doing that and Bill waited on other customers in the meantime, always taking the time to introduce her if he thought it was someone she should meet.  It took her a while to realize that he was doing his very best to help her be accepted by the townspeople and let them know that the marriage had his approval.  Lucinda was touched by his thoughtfulness.  She finally chose the fabric she wanted and while Bill was cutting off the length, she found some matching thread.  Soon she was all finished and she hurried home the way she came, suddenly hoping that Henry hadn’t missed her.
As luck would have it, she slipped into the kitchen without Henry being any the wiser to the fact that she’d left.  She made the frosting for her cake and when it was all finished, she was proud as could be.  Lucinda put something on the stove for their evening meal and when Henry came into the kitchen, looking for broth for his patients, she had some ready for both men.  Henry thanked her gratefully, and she smiled.  So far their marriage was off to a good start, provided he forgot all about spanking her for looking for work in the saloon.  She didn’t think it a big deal, but Henry and most of the other people in town certainly did.
She decided that her husband might like a break, so she went to find him in the infirmary.  He looked up at her and smiled as she walked in.  “I thought you might want to take a break?  I can sit here for a while if you’d like?”
“I should go over to the jail and check on my patient there,” Henry told her.  “Are you sure you don’t mind keeping an eye on these two?”
“No, of course not.  Do what you need to do, Henry.”  It was enjoyable to actually feel helpful, and it didn’t hurt that it was something her father wouldn’t approve of, either.  As it did so often, her mind went to her brother, and while she was still sad at his loss, and would always be, in her heart she knew that Henry did everything possible to save Philip.   Even when Mac gave him an out and said he didn’t need to treat the man who attacked her, Henry had grabbed his bag and went to tend another human being… just as he did the Apache brave who tried to kill her.  She would never know why Philip lied to her, unless it was because he wanted to keep her in Boston.  She would have come if she’d known how desperately ill he was.  Lucinda brushed away a tear when one of the soldiers called out to her.  She got up and went to his side and quickly agreed when he asked if she would write a letter to his folks for him…
It was all Henry could do to keep from interrupting his bratty wife when he returned to the infirmary several minutes later.  His right hand was fairly itching to set fire to her bare butt, but she was giving comfort to the young soldier and right now that was more important than taking Lucy to task.  There would be time for that later… Once the young soldier said what he wanted and needed to say to his parents.  Henry wasn’t sure the young man would survive at this point, and a letter of this sort would give him… and his parents… much needed comfort if the worst happened.  He heard Lucy softly encouraging him and telling him not to give up.  The soldier nodded, and slept peacefully, thanks to her calming words.  Henry was seeing a new side to the pretty little redhead, but he was still going to paddle her for sneaking out and going back to Bill’s store after he told her it wasn’t safe to be on the street alone!
“Oh, Henry!” Lucinda gasped.  “I didn’t hear you come back!  How is your patient?” she asked.
“Hurting from the stitches, but he will survive.  I’d say the hangover is bothering him most of all.”
“I don’t feel much sympathy over that,” she stormed.  “He badly frightened Gladys!”  Lucinda suddenly noticed that Henry’s temper was simmering.  “Ut oh!  I’m in trouble again,” she whispered.
“You can say that again.”  He kept his voice down.  “I stopped to check on Bill, too, and he told me you were in shopping.  He was surprised I would let you out on the street alone after what happened earlier.”
“You can see I am all right, Henry!”  She gently stomped her foot. 
“Do you need a new dress so badly that you had to risk your life to go and buy yard goods after I forbade you to leave here alone?  After I promised to spank you if you disobeyed me?”
“The yard goods are to make some new kitchen curtains and a tablecloth, and I also wanted to check on Mr. Tune.  He has been so very kind to me, and I want him to know I care about him.” 
Henry was surprised by her answer.  “New kitchen curtains?”
“You don’t have any, Henry,” she reminded him.  “You said I could fix things up if I wanted, and I thought some pretty curtains would make the kitchen more cheerful.  If you hate the fabric I bought, I will choose something different,” she offered.
“I don’t care about curtains, Lucy!” he insisted, his voice full of exasperation even though he tried to keep from making too much noise.  “I care about you!  I didn’t even know you were gone; what if something had happened?  Some drunken fool could have dragged you off and I would have been completely unaware you needed help.  Damn it, Lucy, you defied and disobeyed me.”
“I cannot abide being restricted, Henry.  I tried to tell you that.  My father used to lock me in my room, and I would sneak out the window and climb down the tree when it got to the point I couldn’t breathe.  I was wrong to leave without telling you; I admit that, but please don’t think you can restrict me and confine me… even if it is for my own protection.  I will be very careful, I promise.”
“Lucy, I’m not your father, and you won’t be sneaking around behind my back.  You’ve earned yourself a damned good spanking, and you’ll be getting it at bedtime tonight.”
“That’s what you think!” she stormed at him.  “I won’t be punished for walking to the general store and buying fabric!  It is not my fault the Apache are angry right now; it is not my fault that those two men got drunk and shot Mr. Tune and threatened Gladys and me; it is not my fault that you are afraid, and I won’t be made to suffer for that.”  She watched his eyes fill with temper and then pointed a slender finger at him, “If you want one single piece of that cake I baked for you, Doctor Henry Zabarski, then you will behave yourself and kindly remember that I am a grown woman, not a child!”  She stomped past him and made her way back to the relative safety of the kitchen.
Henry decided he needed to calm down before he dealt with his sassy little wife.  He had to remember that she was still very sore from yesterday’s switching, too.  Kitchen curtains!  Mari had planned to make curtains, too.  It was obviously a womanly thing, but sure as heck not important enough to disobey an express order.  He frowned.  It was their wedding night and he’d much rather do other things with his wife than set her bottom on fire.  The odds of having a proper wedding night were slim in the first place, but if he spanked Lucy like she deserved, there wouldn’t be a wedding night at all.  He was damn sure of that.
Lucinda did not want to start off their marriage with a spanking!  It was insulting, somehow.  Of course, she’d dared him by marching off to the store.  She’d done it deliberately, mostly to prove she would do as she pleased.  Henry wasn’t the type of man to overlook deliberate disobedience and defiance.  Why did she always have to do the wrong thing?  Would it have been so terrible to ask him to walk her to the store?  She didn’t want her wedding night ruined with a spanking.  Even though Henry promised she wouldn’t have to share his bed until she was ready, she wanted to start their marriage off in the right way.  Marriage was forever, and she wouldn’t have married the man if she wasn’t sure she wanted to be with him in that way.  But, she didn’t want a spanking… It would spoil everything.
Henry looked up from the book he was reading when Lucinda walked into the infirmary.  She brought him a cup of coffee and a couple of cookies.  “Supper won’t be for a couple of hours and I thought you might like a snack,” she said with a smile.
“Thanks.”  He put down the book and picked up a cookie, looking at her and trying to read her mind.  She obviously wanted to talk to him.
“Henry, I’ve been thinking…”  She looked at him expectantly.
“And…?”
“Well, I don’t want a spanking tonight.  It is our wedding night, after all,” she reminded him.  “It would ruin everything.”
“True.”  He wondered where she was going with this.
“I shouldn’t have disobeyed you and left and gone to the store.  Will you forgive me this once?” she asked hopefully.
“I’ve been thinking about the same thing,” he admitted.
“You have?”
“I have.  But, you went out of your way to earn a good spanking.  If I permit you to get away with it this time, you’ll think all you have to do is ask off the next time it happens.  I don’t want to ruin our wedding night, either, but you’ve given me no choice.”
“I was afraid you would say that,” she pouted.  “Okay, then… Can’t we just get it over with now?  If you wait until we go to bed, then I’ll be too upset and I won’t want you to touch me afterwards.  And…” she added, “…if you make me too sore now, I might not feel like having a true wedding night…”   She wondered if her cheeks were as red as they felt.
“Lucy, are you saying you want your spanking now so that you’ll be over it when we retire tonight?”  Henry was a bit shocked with her boldness, but then, this was Lucy, and she was as unpredictable as could be!
“I don’t want a spanking at all, Henry, but if you insist it must be done, then I would prefer to have it over with as soon as possible,” she was forced to admit.
“Very well.  You may go into the kitchen, and bend over the table, with your bottom bared for a spanking.  I’ll be in shortly to tend to you.”  Henry didn’t believe she would actually do as he said, but he would give her the opportunity.  If she obeyed him in this matter, then he would give her a very light spanking.  If she wasn’t in place when he went to her, then she would wait until bedtime and he would set her cute little butt on fire, and their wedding night would have to be postponed.
It was embarrassing as could be, Lucy decided, to have to prepare for a spanking.  If she could think of a way to avoid the consequence, she would give it a try, but in this particular instance she didn’t have a leg to stand on.  She was going to have to embarrass herself and it was excruciatingly embarrassing, and she feared she would lose her temper in spades if Henry made fun of her in any way for complying with his orders.  Lucinda pulled up her skirts and lowered her drawers to her knees and then bent over the table to wait, praying he wouldn’t leave her in this position very long.  It was truly humbling, and if she had it to do over, she would have kept her very vulnerable bottom at home!
Henry made sure his patients were sleeping and then he left them to go and tend to Lucy.  He had to admit he was surprised to find her exactly where he told her to be.  She’d bared herself, too, and he knew how much that had to cost her in terms of her pride.  “I’m really proud of you for obeying me, Lucy,” he said kindly, his hand giving her sore tush a comforting pat.  “I know this was difficult for you.”
“If I had it to do over, Henry, I would make a better choice,” she admitted, relieved he wasn’t going to tease her.
“That is good to know,” he replied.  “I’m going to spank you, Lucy, not because I want to be mean, but because you are important to me.  I couldn’t bear to lose you,” he said hoarsely.  “You can count each one.”  He gave her the first spank and wasn’t surprised when she gasped in pain.  Her butt was covered with lines from the switching he gave her less than twenty-four hours ago.
“Ouch!  One,” Lucinda said, her green eyes filling with tears because she was so embarrassed.  The second spank was stinging and hot, and she quickly called out, “Two!”
Henry methodically covered her cheeks, deliberately spanking her hard enough to sting and make an impression.  He knew Lucy was crying, and he hated the necessity of spanking her.  When she finally said ten, he paused.  “That was for disobeying me this afternoon.  “Now, we have one other matter to attend.  Nice women do not set foot in saloons here, wife.  The women who do so are the ones who sell themselves.  Do you understand?”  He gave her one hearty spank to each of her sit spots and Lucinda yelped loudly and danced on her two feet.
“I understand!  I wasn’t looking for that kind of work, Henry!  I was offering to do the books or cook… not entertain in any way!  Do you believe me?” she asked tearfully, and was surprised when he raised her up to hold her in his arms.
“I already know that, Lucy, sweetheart.  Will you stay clear of those places now?” he asked formally.
“Yes, of course I will,” she answered without hesitation.
Henry leaned down to kiss her and then he used the pads of his thumbs to wipe away her tears.  “I think you were very brave to come and ask me to get your spanking over with now, sweet lady.  I’m very proud of you.  It’s all over and forgiven now… and it pleases me that we can look forward to our wedding night now.”  He kissed her again, and then went back to the infirmary.
Lucinda’s bottom was stinging furiously, and she was blushing as she pulled up her drawers and righted her clothing.  Henry was gentle with her, and it made her smile in relief.  She would try harder to behave herself now.  She put other dishes on to cook for their supper, and when Henry asked for more broth for his patients, she quickly put the liquid into cups for them to drink and offered to help Henry feed them. 
Henry was pleased to have her help, and even the young soldier he’d been so concerned about was doing much better.  Lucinda was a born nurse and both of his patients were smiling when she left the room with their dirty dishes.   A short while later she called him to supper, and since both patients were sleeping again, he took a break.  “This looks good, Lucy.”
“I enjoy cooking.”  Cook had taught her how, behind her parents’ backs, of course, since her father thought it beneath her to learn to do domestic things.  She was supposed to sit and look pretty and embroider all day long and visit with other ladies, and go shopping, within a tight budget, of course.  Her father controlled their finances with an iron hand.
“This is wonderful, Lucy.”  The compliment was sincere as he asked for seconds, and then, to top off a great meal, there was a chocolate cake.  Henry couldn’t believe his good fortune.  “I don’t get meals like this very darn often, Lucy.  Thank you.”  He savored every bite of cake.  “How on earth did I get so lucky?  I have a wife who is pretty to look at and a good cook, too.  Lucy, you please me, and I promise I want to be good to you, too.”  He was sincere.
“You’ve been good to me, Henry, even when I was doing my worst to ruin your life.  I know now that you could never mistreat someone like Philip, and I am ashamed of the way I behaved toward you at first.”
“I read his letters, Lucy.  In your shoes, I would have been upset, too.  Now, please stop fretting about it.  It’s over and done and forgiven.”
“Thank you for being so understanding, Henry,” she smiled.  He went back to the infirmary to check on his patients, and she busied herself with the cleanup.  It didn’t really take long to do the dishes, wipe off the table, and sweep the floor.  Lucy looked around the kitchen and was pleased with herself.  It was still entirely too early to go to bed, and she knew instinctively that Henry would stay with their patients most of the evening.  She took out the fabric she bought and decided she would get busy making the curtains for the window and the door window, and the tablecloth that would match.  The fabric had flowers all over it, and she giggled at Henry’s assumption she’d purchased yard goods for a dress.  It wasn’t the sort of thing that would look pretty as a dress, or even a shirtwaist.  No, this was kitchen fabric.
She measured and cut, and was ready to start sewing when Henry came to her, a frown on his face.  “What’s wrong?” she asked.
“Jenny Baker is ready to deliver.  Her husband just came for me.  I’m sorry, Lucy, but I need to go out.”
Lucinda was quick to hide her initial disappointment.  She was married to a doctor, and this would happen and she’d best get used to it.  “I’ll keep an eye on our patients,” she said, getting to her feet.  “When should I give them more pain medication?” she asked.
Henry answered all her questions and gave her instructions, and then told her to keep the door locked and not open it to anyone she didn’t personally know.  She agreed, understanding his concern for her safety.
“Damn, I really hate this!” he said emotionally, bending down to kiss her.  “This isn’t the way I planned to spend our wedding night.”
“I’m sure Jenny Baker didn’t plan it this way, Henry,” she smiled.  “Go on now.”
“Lock the door,” he said firmly.  “Get some sleep if you can.  I have a key to let myself inside.”
Lucy brought her sewing to the infirmary, and sat there and worked quietly while the two soldiers slept.  When they stirred, she saw to their needs.  The hour grew late, but Lucy just didn’t want to go to bed alone.  She had no idea how long it took to deliver a baby, but she figured she would wait up until Henry got home.
The sudden pounding on the door startled her.  “Doc Z!  Doc Z!  Help us!” she heard a woman calling out.  Lucy rushed to the door and without giving the matter a thought, she opened the door.
“Who the hell are you?” a woman asked angrily.  “Where is Doc Z?”
“Delivering a baby.  What’s the problem?”
“Flo here is hurt real bad,” the woman said.
“Bring her inside,” Lucy bossed.
“Lock the door.  Jasper is on a rampage.”
“Who is Jasper?” Lucy asked, but she locked the door again.
“The one who beat the hell out of Flo.”
“Oh…”  Lucinda wished that Henry was here, but he wasn’t, and she had to do her best.  She helped the woman whose name she didn’t know undress Flo, and Lucinda was shocked at the beating she’d taken.  She started cleaning the cuts and Flo moaned in pain.  “I’m sorry, Flo.  I know this hurts.” 
“Son of a bitch,” Flo murmured.  “I’m gonna bust a bottle over his head,” she announced.
“I’d kick him where it counts,” Lucy added her two cents worth and the other woman laughed appreciatively.
“I’m Gracie,” she said.
“I’m Lucy,” Lucinda introduced herself.
“You married Doc Z, didn’t you?”
“I did.”
“And he’s off delivering a baby on your wedding night?” the woman chortled.  “I’ll bet he’s not too happy about that.”
“He’s not,” Lucy admitted, wincing when Flo cursed again.  “I don’t know what else to do for Flo until Henry examines her.”
“You’re doing plenty,” Gracie said, and then her eyes went wide when she heard off-key singing.  “That is Jasper.  Be quiet and he might go away.”
The man banged on the door and when that didn’t gain his entry, he kicked the door and it flew open.  Lucinda told Gracie to keep quiet and she went into the waiting room, shutting the door to the infirmary with a firm click.  “Would you be quiet, sir!  You are disturbing my patients!”
“What patients?” Jasper slurred, and Lucy realized he was drunk.
“Two soldiers who were wounded by Apache.  Now what do you want?”
“I’m looking for Flo.  Thought she might be here.”
“Nonsense.  Now please leave before you wake those two brave men.”
“Where’s Doc Z?”   The man leered at her and Lucinda thought she was going to be sick.
“He’s busy right now.  Now, unless you are dying, leave at once.”  She made herself sound as firm as possible.
“Maybe I need me a little kiss before I go?”
“I’m going to give you a chance to leave peacefully, Jasper.  Try to touch me, and I’ll kick you down the steps and leave you there for the Sheriff to find.”
Jasper laughed.  “A little bitty thing like you?” he scoffed, and then grabbed for her.
 
 
 


Chapter Seven
 
 
Lucinda stepped back, still trying to discourage the drunken Jasper from putting his hands on her.  “You are drunk, Jasper, and you are going to get hurt if you don’t leave immediately.”
“Flo disappeared on me, so I’ll get what I want from you, and I’ll give you the same’s I gave her if you don’t do what I tell you to do.”  The man’s eyes glittered with a drunken rage.
“The only thing you’re going to get from me is more trouble than you can handle,” Lucinda told him matter-of-factly. 
The door to the treatment room opened and the older of the two soldiers, obviously in great pain, stood there, gun in hand.  “Leave the Doc’s wife alone,” he said, trying to appear strong.
“You need to get back in bed!” Lucinda gasped, terrified the man would do injury to himself.
“I’m a man, and a soldier; I don’t stand by while a drunk abuses a woman,” he said forcefully.
“You want a fight, solider boy?” Jasper had a new target to vent his rage on, and he made a move toward the man.
Lucinda reacted with every bit of her training, fueled by her outrage.  She stepped between the men before shots were fired, and it didn’t take her long to disarm Jasper and leave him lying unconscious on the floor.  She turned to the shocked soldier and said with authority, “You get yourself back into that bed right now, soldier, and that is an order!”  Henry was going to have her hide if the poor man made his injuries worse!
“Gracie, you go for Mac.  If Jasper comes to before you get back, I’ll put him out again, so don’t worry.  We need to report what he did to Flo, too.”  Lucinda was outraged over the brutal beating he gave the other woman.
“Maybe we should tie him up first?” Gracie suggested, hoping the soldier, who was still standing there leaning against the door frame for support, would back her up.
“He won’t wake up for quite a while,” Lucinda said with confidence.  “Go on, Gracie.  I need to get this man back in bed and tend to Flo.”  Gracie finally nodded and took off running.  “I hope you know that Henry is going to paddle me if you’ve hurt yourself,” she muttered.
“Where did you learn to fight like that?” the Sergeant asked weakly as he allowed her to help him back to bed.  “It was amazing and like nothing I’ve ever seen.”
Lucinda answered him, and then made him comfortable before checking his wounds.  “Nothing seems to be any different,” she commented.  “Now please stay in this bed,” she said gently, and then smiled at him.  “Thank you for trying to help.”
“I wouldn’t of let him hurt you, Mrs. Z,” the man stated with conviction.  “You’re a sweet lady.”
“Thank you.”  She felt tears sting her eyes, but she went to check on Flo, who was crying softly and trying to hide it.  “The Doctor will be back soon, Flo.  I’m sorry I can’t take away the pain,” she said, trying to comfort the other woman.
“You’ve been real nice, honey,” Flo whispered.  “I’m sorry as hell that Jasper came here.  Doc Z won’t like that.”
“Henry will understand,” Lucinda stated firmly.  “Please try to rest now.”  She heard Gracie’s voice and then Mac’s.  “Excuse me, Flo, while I speak to the Sheriff.”
“Is Flo okay, Mrs. Z?” Gracie asked in a frightened tone.
“She’s in pain; I hope Henry comes back soon.”
“I wouldn’t be so anxious for that if I was you, little lady.  He’s going to scorch your backside proper,” Mac announced as he knelt beside Jasper.  “You can’t seem to keep yourself out of trouble for five minutes, now can you?”
“I hardly asked for this trouble, Sheriff!”  Lucinda’s tone was frosty and she was insulted when he pushed his had back on his head and just looked up at her in disbelief. 
“You shouldn’t have let Jasper inside when he was drinkin’.”
“I did not open the door for him; he kicked it open!” she answered tartly.  “I insist you do your job and haul him to jail.  He beat Flo.”
“Yeah, Gracie said he did.  How bad is she hurt?” Mac wanted to know.
“I’m not sure; I’m not a Doctor, and I’ve done all I can do until Henry gets back.”
“Is Jasper going to wake up?” he demanded impatiently.
“He’s drunk; I didn’t kill him, just gave him some bruises he’ll feel as long as Flo feels hers!” Lucinda turned up her chin and answered.  “He deserves to stay in jail for a long time, Mac.  Flo has cuts and bruises all over her body, and I think she has bruised, if not broken, ribs.”
“You just let me do my job, little girl,” Mac scolded.
“What the…  Lucy, are you all right?” Henry demanded as he walked inside and saw Jasper lying on the floor of the waiting room unconscious. 
“I’m fine, Henry, but Flo needs your help.  Jasper beat her and she’s in a lot of pain.  I didn’t know if I should give her some laudanum, or if I should wait until you examined her… so I waited.  I cleaned her cuts, and before you find out from anyone else, the Sergeant got out of bed to try and protect me from Jasper, which was totally unnecessary.  And, I did not let Jasper inside, either.  He kicked in the door and broke the lock!”  She said everything in one breath, speaking as quickly as possible.   “He didn’t hurt me,” she insisted and then added, “The Sergeant seems okay, but after you look at Flo, you should check on him, too.”  She paused to catch her breath.
“Is he just drunk?” Henry hung onto his temper with difficulty, looking at Mac for answers.
“No, your little wife clobbered him with that fancy fighting of hers.”  Mac didn’t even try to protect Lucy!  “I’ve been ordered to lock him up for a long time for beating Flo,” he added in exasperation.  “Lucy loves giving orders, doesn’t she?” he stated.
“Lucy loves disobeying her husband,” Henry replied, looking at his wife as he knelt beside Jasper and checked to make sure he was only sleeping off a drunk and not seriously injured.  After a few minutes, he said, “I’ll help you get him over to the jail, Mac.”
“I can manage.  You need to check on Flo and the soldier,” Mac stated forcefully, and then looked at Lucinda.  “Does that meet with your approval, young lady?”
“Flo needs attention; she is in terrible pain,” Lucy said, not about to let the Sheriff know he was upsetting her.
“Your wife needs her butt spanked hard, Doc, and I sure hope you tend to the matter soon,” Mac commented as he pulled the drunken man over his shoulder and left the office.  “Better get a new lock put on your door, too.”
“Mrs. Zabarski, you are in big trouble,” Henry started scolding the minute they were alone.  “For two cents I would bare you here and now!”
“What for?  I haven’t done anything wrong!” she argued. 
“You opened this door, didn’t you?” he demanded.
“For Gracie and Flo, and Flo is hurt.  You need to see to her, Henry, and we can talk about this later.  Now just isn’t the time,” she pointed out.
“You can be assured that we are going to talk about this, and you will be across my knee when we have that talk,” he informed her, walking through the door into the treatment room.  His whole demeanor changed when he saw Flo lying on the treatment bench.  It made him sick to think of Jasper doing this to the much smaller woman.  “Let me look you over, Flo, and see if we can’t help you feel a lot better.  You cleaned the wounds, Lucy?” he asked.
“Yes, Henry,” Lucy answered.  “I considered laudanum, but wasn’t sure I should give her any until you made sure it was the right thing to do.”
“You did well,” he said in approved, checking Flo for internal injuries.  Her ribs were bruised, but nothing seemed broken.  Henry gave her pain medication and asked Gracie to sit with Flo while he went to check on the Sergeant and the young soldier.  The younger man was sleeping and doing well.
“Your little wife is some lady, Doc.  She handled that drunk sure enough.  I was going to shoot him dead; I sure couldn’t of done anything else, and I wasn’t going to let him hurt her like he done that other gal.  She stepped in front of me before I could get a shot off, and it didn’t take her long to make him howl in pain, I’ll tell you.  I’ve never seen anything like it, Doc!”  He shook his head, and then added, “I didn’t pull any stitches loose.  I’m doing okay.”
“You are on the mend,” Henry agreed.  Then he lowered his voice and said, “Thank you for trying to protect Lucy, Sergeant.  I appreciate that.”
“She’s a sweet little lady, Doc.  I wasn’t about to lie here and let someone hurt her.”
“You get some sleep now, Sergeant, and tomorrow we’ll get you up for a while.”
Henry left the room and went to check on Flo again.  She was sleeping soundly, and so was Gracie, who was sitting in a chair beside Flo.  He decided to go and find his wife.
Lucinda was in the kitchen, putting food on a plate.  She gave him a smile and said, “You must be hungry, Henry.  Sit down and eat.”
“Feeding me isn’t going to get you out of trouble,” he warned, but decided he really was hungry, and it was very nice to come home to a hot meal.  “Thank you, Lucy,” he said gratefully as she put a plate in front of him.   “This looks real good.”
“How did the delivery go?” she asked cordially.
“Fine.  Jenny had a baby boy,” he said proudly.
“You like to deliver babies, don’t you?” she asked, smiling at him.
“I do.  Bringing a new life into the world is a miracle, Lucy.  Jenny and her husband are happy with their son, and they are ready to be parents.”
“I’m happy for them, even though I don’t know them yet.”
“You’ll like Jenny,” Henry told her.  “All right, I want to hear what happened tonight, and don’t leave out anything.”
“I was sitting there and working on our new kitchen curtains, and there was pounding on the door.  Gracie was yelling for you to help her.  I could hear how frightened she was, and I let her inside and she was half carrying Flo.  She warned me to relock the door because Jasper might come here to look for Flo.  I did, and then I helped Gracie get Flo into the treatment room, and did what I could to help her.  That’s when Jasper came.  I told Gracie and Flo to stay in the other room, and I went to the door and told Jasper through the door that you weren’t here and that he was disturbing the soldiers.  He was sure Flo was inside, and making all sorts of threats.  I ordered him to leave, but he kicked open the door and came inside, making all sorts of threats about what he was going to do to me.  The Sergeant came to the treatment room door with his gun in his hand and told Jasper to leave, but Jasper was drunk and decided he was going to fight a wounded man!  I stepped between them and clobbered Jasper.  I know the Sergeant meant well, but I wasn’t about to let him re-injure himself!” Lucinda explained.
“You were told not to open the door in the first place,” he reminded her.
“I know, but Gracie sounded desperate.  I simply couldn’t turn her away, Henry!”  Her green eyes pleaded with him for understanding.  “Do you think Flo will be alright?”
“Yes, this time,” he answered.  “Honey, the saloon girls all come here from time to time,” he tied to explain.  “Men aren’t the best when they are drinking.”
“You aren’t excusing what Jasper did, are you?”  She put her hands on her hips and glared at her husband.
“No, I’m not.  I’m trying to make you understand that those girls can give as good as they get most of the time, and sometimes they get hurt.  Flo is lucky tonight.”
“Won’t Jasper be sent to jail?” she asked, clearly shocked at her husband’s attitude.
“He’ll get a sentence, probably for drunk and disorderly, battery, and breaking and entering.”
“Good!”
“Just as you are going to get a sentence because you did not obey me.”
“But, Henry…!  Gracie needed help with Flo!”
“You were told not to open the door, weren’t you?”
“Are you serious, Henry Zabarski?”
“Yes, I am.  I know your intentions were good ones, but that doesn’t put aside the fact that you opened the door after I specifically told you not to do so.  How am I to keep you safe if you won’t obey me?”
“I can keep myself safe,” she argued.  “I can’t turn away someone who needs help, Henry,” she said quietly.  “It’s not my nature.”
“What if Jasper came in shooting?” Henry asked furiously.
“He didn’t.  And, I did not open the door for him.  And, it wouldn’t have made any difference if I’d told Gracie and Flo to go away… Jasper would still have come, and kicked in the door and I would have had to clobber him!”  She stomped her foot, her temper flaring.  “You are being ridiculous, Henry Zabarski, and I am going to bed!  You can clean up after yourself!”  She went to the bedroom and slammed the door loud enough to wake his patients.
Henry got to his feet and went to the infirmary.  The Sergeant was awake and looked at him consideringly.  “Everything okay, Doc?” he asked.
“Just fine,” Henry replied softly.  “Are you in pain?”
“Not too much,” the man answered, and then said, “Don’t be too hard on your lady, Doc.  She’s special.”
“She has a terrible temper,” Henry admitted sheepishly.  “I made her mad and she slammed the door.  I’m sorry she woke you.”
The other man chuckled.  “She told me you got married today… She’ll settle down some when you two get to know each other.  Now don’t sit out here with us.  We’re both doing okay.”
Henry nodded, and then checked on Flo.  She was still sleeping and so was Gracie.  He decided to go and deal with his wife.
Lucinda held her breath for a while after she slammed the bedroom door, positive Henry would come right after her and spank her for throwing a tantrum.  When he didn’t come right away, she calmed herself and was just starting to relax when Henry came through the door.  Before he could say a word, she took one look at the expression in his blue eyes and said, “I’m sorry I slammed the door.  I didn’t think about your patients…”
“I know you didn’t.”  The look in his blue eyes warned her she was still in trouble.  “You may finish getting ready for bed and then come to me and bring your hairbrush with you.  You’re going to get a spanking tonight after all,” he informed her.
“No, Henry!  You are being unfair.  I did what needed to be done… and this is our wedding night!  I don’t want you to ruin everything!”
“I didn’t ruin everything; you did when you disobeyed me.”
“Henry, if you spank me for helping Flo, I will be very angry with you!”
“I am going to spank you for disobeying me.  When you are told to keep a door locked, then you will keep that door locked.  What if someone was forcing Gracie to yell out?”
“Then she would have needed my help!”  Lucinda turned up her chin.  “You are just being ridiculous, Henry.  And, I swear, if you spank me tonight, there won’t be a wedding night for a good long while and you will be sleeping elsewhere!”
“Lucy, threatening me is a big mistake, and you just made the spanking I planned to give you that much worse.”
“And you just ensured that I won’t be your wife at all!” she announced.  “I am going to file for an annulment.  Get out of this room, Henry Zabarksi.  I wish I’d never met you!”  As soon as the words left her mouth, Lucinda knew she’d made a terrible mistake.  Henry shot up off the bed and crossed the room, grabbing her wrist and pulling her to his chest.
“You love to push, don’t you, Lucy?” he asked, trying to control his own temper.  “I gave you an order for your own safety.  There are so many strangers in town who wouldn’t ordinarily be here, young lady.  Keeping you safe is my responsibility, and I can’t do that if you won’t obey me.  You have gone out of your way today to earn a spanking, and I realize now that I made a huge mistake being so gentle with you earlier.  I should have walloped you soundly when I found you in the saloon!  Since then you’ve been in two fights, sneaked out of here, and then opened a door when you were told to keep it locked.  What you should have done was tell Gracie I was out on a call, and told her to take Flo home and I would come and treat her as soon as I got back.”
“And I suppose I should have convinced Jasper she was at her home so he could finish what he started?” Lucinda snapped. 
“Of course not, and stop trying to confuse the issue,” he growled.
“Tell me, Henry, would you be so upset with me if Jasper hadn’t come here looking for trouble?  Is it the fact that I handled him myself that has you angry?”  Her angry green eyes dared him to be honest with her.
“What has me upset is that you opened the door when I told you to keep it locked and not let anyone inside, wife.  You didn’t know Gracie.”
“I know that you are a doctor, and that she came to you for help for Flo.  If I can handle the likes of Jasper, and those two men who shot Mr. Tune today, then I can certainly deal with one female!”  She was quite exasperated.  “Henry, you are wrong about this situation.  I did the right thing, and nothing is going to change that in my mind.  If you are determined to spank me, then go right ahead, but you’d best be sure you want to make me furious with you.  I didn’t do anything wrong tonight.”
“Did you disobey me?” he asked softly.
“Not in spirit, Henry.  I heard someone who truly needed help and I responded to the fear in Gracie’s voice.  I made the choice to help.  I didn’t say, ‘Oh, I am going to disobey Henry!’”
“And if two men were standing there?” he asked.
“If I heard the same note of concern and desperation in his voice, then I would have tried to help, Henry,” she replied truthfully.  “I would rather trust people than get known for turning folks away because you aren’t here.  I want to be a help to you, if you allow me to learn.  There is so much I don’t know,” she confessed.  “You need to tell me how to handle things so I don’t do something wrong and hurt someone before you can help them.  I truly didn’t know whether or not to give Flo laudanum, and she was in so much pain!”
Henry’s anger melted when he saw the genuine tears of frustration in Lucy’s pretty green eyes.  “You did the right thing, honey,” he said softly.  “You should never give someone medication of any sort unless I tell you to.  You cleaned her wounds and you did everything you could do for Flo.  She thinks you are an Angel,” he admitted with a smile for her.  “Gracie thinks you’re too good for me,” he said with a grin.
“I don’t want to be too good for you, Henry,” Lucy said quietly.  “I want to love you, and I want you to love me.  I don’t want to keep angering you all the time, but I can’t change what I feel is right and what I feel is wrong.  Henry, I would never be able to live with myself if I turned Gracie and Flo away tonight.  I’m not a hypocrite, and I would no more turn my skirts from them than I would give preferential treatment to Miss McCrae if she needed help.  Do you understand, Henry?  I am not like my father.  I think every human being deserves the right to be respected.  I am sorry you were frightened when you came back from delivering that little baby, but I think Mac colored your first impressions before you had all of the facts.  He doesn’t much like me,” she said regretfully.
“You scared Mac, too,” Henry released her wrist and pulled her close to hug her tightly.  “He likes you, probably a bit too much,” Henry informed her.
“Ohhhh!” Lucy exclaimed, surprised.  “I didn’t know,” she whispered.
“I know, and don’t worry about it.  Mac was angry that you had to deal with Jasper.  He’s seen first hand how mean Jasper is when he drinks.  It’s not the first time he’s beat on a woman, and Mac was afraid Jasper would come to and hurt you before he got here to help.”
“Are you still planning to spank me, Henry?” Lucinda asked softly.
“I probably should, but I’d rather make love to you,” he confessed, and then swept her off her feet and carried her to bed.
 
* * *
 
The Indian situation didn’t improve for the next several weeks.  Both the Sergeant and the young soldier improved and Doc Z released them to return to their unit.  The Apache finally moved away from the area and the people in town were able to return to their homes, provided their homes were still standing and hadn’t been burned out by the Indians.  Life settled down, and the telegraph lines were repaired and the stage lines were once again in operation.
Lucy finished sprucing up her kitchen, and was proud as could be when Henry praised her work and told her it felt more like ‘home’ now.  Lucy also spent as much time as possible at Henry’s side in the Infirmary, learning what she could from him about treating illnesses and injuries.  She also met a lot of people, most of whom she liked very much, and most of them treated her well.  There were a few women who seemed to dislike her before they even met her, and Lucy shrugged it off as best she could.  She was smart enough to know that it was mostly jealousy from them, or their Mama’s, because she was the one Henry married, instead of one of them!
Lucy was also pleased to learn that she loved sharing her husband’s bed.  Making love to him was as natural as breathing, and Henry made her feel truly beautiful when she gave herself to him.  Marriage was turning out to be wonderful, and Lucinda was truly happy with her life, for the most part.  The part of her marriage that she didn’t much like was the fact that Henry believed in spanking, and when she lost her temper without a darn good reason, he was quick to turn her bottom up for a good spanking.  He wasn’t harsh with her, but he was very firm, and Lucy found that she was learning to control her temper somewhat as a result.
Lucinda was content with her new life and when there was a knock on the waiting room door, she wiped her hands on her apron and went to see who needed help.  Henry was out delivering another baby, so it would be up to her to deal with the situation until he returned. 
She opened the door to the waiting room, a smile on her face which suddenly turned into a frown when she saw who the visitor was.  “Father, what are you doing here?”
 
 
 


Chapter Eight
 
 
Lucinda couldn’t believe her eyes when she saw her father standing in the waiting room of Henry’s office.  “Father…?  Why are you here?  Is Mother well?” she asked in genuine concern for the timid woman who raised her.
“Your Mother is well,” he stated, clearly frustrated.  “It should be obvious why I am here, Lucinda.  I have come to take you back to Boston where you belong.”
“I belong here with my husband, Father,” Lucinda said firmly.  “I am sorry you made the trip for nothing.  I will not be returning with you.”
“You are my daughter and you will do as I say, even if I have to thrash you with a cane to make you see reason.”
Lucy felt her temper soar, but she did her best to remain civil as she replied, “I may have been born to you, but I am of legal age and I will do as I please.  If you even attempt to thrash me with a cane, I promise I will take it from you and hand it back in tiny pieces.  If you have said all you came to say, please leave.  I am busy fixing dinner for my husband.”
“Husband?  You have no husband.  I did not give my consent to this so called marriage,” Calvin Jacobs declared.  “Unless you come along right now, I will see this man arrested and thrown in jail for rape.”
Lucinda looked at him in shocked disbelief.  “Have you finally lost your mind, Father?  I was of legal age when I married Henry.  There is nothing you can do to change that.”  She suddenly laughed.  “You actually have no idea whatsoever of my age, do you?  Send Mother a telegram and ask her if you don’t believe me.  Your threats are useless.”
“I can disinherit you,” he threatened angrily.
“Please do.  I have no need of you or of anything you own.  Now, if you will excuse me, I have work to do.”  Just as she turned to walk away she heard gunshots in the street, and seconds later there were pounding footsteps on the stairs outside the door before the door was thrust open.
“Sheriff’s been shot, Mrs. Z.  Where’s Doc?”
“He’s delivering a baby, Sam.  Can you get Mac up here to the treatment room?”
“They’re bringin’ him now.”
Lucy forgot all about her Father standing there, and in fact, she shoved him aside so that the men carrying the unconscious Mac could get through and put the man on the examining table in the next room.  She calmly assessed Mac’s injuries and quickly realized the head wound was the most serious.  Fortunately the bullet merely grazed his temple, but Mac was unconscious as a result.  She cleansed the wound and realized that stitches wouldn’t help.  All she could do was apply an ointment she’d seen Henry use and bandage the wound.  Once she finished with that, she turned to the wound on his upper arm.  That one she could stitch, and she did, quickly and with confidence, and was ready to bandage his arm when Henry came rushing through the door.
“How bad is it, Lucy?” he demanded, the concern on his face evident.
“Mac is unconscious, but the wounds don’t seem serious, Henry.  I’ve done the best I can do.”  She watched as her husband unwound the bandage on Mac’s head and asked her questions.  He nodded in satisfaction, and carefully re-bandaged the wound.  He then helped her bandage Mac’s arm, and once that was done he pulled her close and hugged her tightly.
“You did well, Lucy.  I’m proud of you.”
“Do you know who shot Mac?” she asked.
“Some drunken cowboy in off a trail drive.  We could have trouble, Lucy, and I don’t want you out on the street alone right now.”
“What kind of trouble?” she wanted to know.
“The kid has been bragging that the drovers will storm the town and get him out of jail.  I’ve met the trail boss before, and the kid might be right.  Personally, I think the herd would be better off without his hothead, but Razz Fencil might think different.”  He gave her a quick kiss and said, “I’d better see to the dude out in the waiting room.  We’ve kept him waiting a good while already.”
“Oh… He’s not a patient,” Lucy said, but Henry was already on his way out the door.  She took a deep breath and followed, not a bit sure how her husband was going to deal with her father.
Calvin Jacobs was scowling and Lucinda had no trouble discerning his displeasure when Henry apologized for making him wait so long to be seen.  “I certainly am not ill, and if I was, I certainly would not permit a horse doctor in a small town such as this to treat me!”
Henry’s temper flared and his blue eyes were chips of ice as he looked at the older man.  “Then why are you here?” he demanded.
“Henry, this is Calvin Jacobs, my father.  Father, my husband, Doctor Henry Zabarski.”  It was obvious the two men did not like each other, and for some reason that reassured her.  Thankfully, Henry was nothing like her father.
“Lucinda, get your belongings immediately or I swear I will not be responsible for my actions.  If you think for one second I will permit you to stay here with this disreputable quack and behave in such an unseemly fashion as you just did with that wounded man, you are out of your mind!  You are coming home.”
“I am married, Father, and my place is with my husband.  Give my best to Mother,” Lucy linked her arm through Henry’s.
“Mr. Jacobs, Lucy isn’t going anywhere.  We are legally married, and she is of age.”
“I do not care about that.  She is my daughter and she will not marry unless I give my approval, and I do not approve of you.”
“You aren’t the one who is married to Henry, Father,” Lucy smirked.  “Fortunately, I am, and it is my choice to stay right here.”
“You are a disgrace to my name, Lucinda, and I am heartily ashamed of you.”  Calvin’s dark eyes were narrow and full of rage.
“I think you need to leave, Mr. Jacobs.  No one speaks disrespectfully to my wife, and that includes her father.”  He walked over to the outer door and opened it.
Calvin walked to the door and then turned to Lucy and said, “You have not heard the last of this.  I will see this preposterous so-called marriage dissolved, and you can count on it, Lucinda.  I have promised you in marriage, and you will return home and take your rightful place.”
“I already have a husband and I wouldn’t marry any man you picked for me, Father.  Go home.”  Once he was gone, she turned away so that Henry wouldn’t see her tears and said, “We need to check on Mac, Henry.”  She led the way into the infirmary, only to learn that Mac was still unconscious. 
People kept coming by to check on the well-liked sheriff, and Lucy didn’t have time to worry about her father.  She put the incident out of her mind and tried to be gracious when folks came to offer assistance or food, and many of them were even willing to take Mac into their homes while he recovered from his gunshots.  Two men volunteered to keep and eye on the prisoner, and things seemed to go well until it was obvious that other drovers were coming into town in groups of two and three, and trying to look inconspicuous.  Henry told Lucy he expected her to keep the doors locked while he went to help the newly deputized young men who were guarding the prisoner.  Lucy didn’t like the sounds of that and quickly argued with Henry.  He promptly gave her a hard swat on her bottom and told her that she would obey him or earn one very sore backside.
Lucy rubbed the burning handprint after Henry strapped on his gun and left.  She went to check on Mac once more, and then she decided that she was going to help Henry, whether he liked it or not, despite the fact he would probably spank her until she couldn’t sit down afterwards.  She was going to protect her husband, help him, and hopefully be back home before he knew she was gone or that she’d interfered in any way.  She changed into the pants and shirt she wore to follow him out of town when he rode out with the wagon train scout during the problem with the Apaches.  This time she would make sure that Henry didn’t catch her helping him.  Lucy strapped on her gun, just in case she needed it, and tucked her long black braid up under her hat.  The last thing she wanted to do was draw any attention to herself.
The situation wasn’t good, she quickly realized.  There were strange men standing around, smoking, talking, but their eyes were alert and Lucinda realized they were waiting for something or someone.  It didn’t take Lucy long to spot Henry, and a few other men he was able to recruit to help with the dangerous state of affairs.  She saw two men slipping around behind the jail, and decided they were the first ones who needed to be handled.  A few minutes later they were lying on the ground and wouldn’t be waking up any time soon.  Lucy methodically went around, silently removing the drovers, telling herself that she had no choice.  The ones closest to the jail… and to Henry and the other men from town… would be the most difficult to handle without being seen.
Suddenly, there was a commotion in the street and a man on a large white stallion rode up to the jail at a full gallop, three other men right behind him.  “Doc Z, it’s been a while,” the man spoke with purpose.”
“Fencil,” Henry nodded.  “Your man shot our Sheriff, and he is going to stand trial for it,” Henry didn’t waste time on small talk.
“I need that boy, Doc.  He’s a bit wild, but he’s my sister’s kid and I said I would look out for him.  I’ll pay damages, but Randy comes with me.”
“You can’t buy him out of this one, Razz.  The kid needs to pay for his crime.”
“There are twenty of us, Doc.  You got what, two others besides yourself?  I can tear this town apart in minutes.”  He motioned and two of his men forced two hostages out into the street.
Lucinda was shocked to see her father had a gun at his head.  The other victim was a very frightened Miss McCrae. 
“We can do this easy or hard, Doc.  My men have this town surrounded.  One word from me and people start dying, beginning with these two.  Let Randy go now, or I’ll have my man fill the dude with bullets and you can watch him die.  Then the old woman goes next,” he added, almost as an afterthought.
“You aren’t doing your nephew any favors by insuring that you are all hung for murder,” Henry reasoned.
“You won’t be around to see it happen, Doc,” Razz pulled his gun and leveled it on Henry.  “Show yourselves, men!” he bellowed.  No one responded, and while Razz was yelling even louder, Lucinda was coming up behind the men holding her father and Miss McCrae.  There was no hiding from Henry now, she knew, but something had to be done, and she was the only one in position to deal with the situation.  It took seconds to put the two men down, and a shot rang out and Razz’s gun went flying when Mac suddenly appeared and fired.
“You’re under arrest, Fencil,” he called out.  The men with Fencil put their hands up without protest, and the threatening situation ended abruptly.  “Lock them up, men,” Mac ordered sharply, ignoring the pain in his throbbing head and arm.  His dark eyes settled on Lucy and he shook his head.  “Doc, do something with your woman.  She’s damn well going to get herself killed one of these days!”
Lucy turned to run but her father grabbed her, his face a mask of absolute fury.  “How dare you do something like this, you ungrateful whelp!  You were raised to be a lady, and look at you!  You are wearing pants and a gun!  And fighting like a common street whore!  I have never been so ashamed in my entire life and I am thankful that your dear Mother is not here to see what you have become.”
“You’re welcome for saving your life, Father,” Lucinda said calmly, not about to permit the man to see how wounded she was.  “How does it feel to know that Philip came out here to die alone rather than live under your roof?  How does it feel to know that no one in your entire household loves you?  And do you know why that is?  You don’t know how to love, Father.  All you know how to do is dictate.  Everything in and around you has to be precisely ordered to your thinking or there is hell to pay.  You married Mother because you knew you could tell her what to do, what to wear, what she could do, and even what she was permitted to think.  I am thankful every day of my life that I discovered there were real people outside your snobbery, people who were willing to teach me the principles of self-defense, and others who taught me to shoot a gun and throw a knife.  I, at least, have a realistic view of the world and the people who live in it, unlike you.  I would kill myself before I married a man handpicked by you.  Do us both a favor and get on the next stage out of Snowfall.  I can’t stand the sight of you and your disapproving scowl.”  Lucinda wasn’t the least bit surprised when the despicable man raised his fist, prepared to strike her.  What shocked her was Miss McCrae’s reaction.  She reached up, removed her hatpin, and jabbed it as hard as she could into Calvin Jacob’s hand.  He bellowed, and by then Henry reached Lucinda’s side. 
“If you dare to strike my wife I will kill you,” he said coldly, his fury with his wife’s interference in the dangerous situation transferring itself to her father.  “Lucy belongs to me, and no man will raise a fist to her unless he has a death wish.  She saved your life, Jacobs, and if that is how you repay her, then you are a bloody fool.  Go home, and do it now, or you and I are going to tangle.”
“Amen,” Miss McCrae nodded self-righteously as Caleb Jacobs stomped off.  “Lucinda is to be commended for her quick thinking and her willingness to defend us.”
“No, she is to be spanked, and very soundly, for daring to risk her life,” Henry stated firmly, his blue eyes full of fire as he looked down at his tiny wife.
“Now, Henry, don’t be hasty,” Lucy retreated a couple of steps, only to back right into Mac Forrester, who immediately grabbed her and held her in place.
“There are unconscious drovers lying everywhere,” Mac told Henry.  “While you and the others were getting ready for a head-on confrontation, Miss Lucy was sneaking around bashing in heads with that fancy fighting of hers.  While I don’t hold with her risking her life like that and think you need to set her backside on fire, Lucy did protect the town from Razz Fencil and his drovers.”
“You are in deep trouble, Mrs. Zabarski,” Henry reached for her, only to have Miss McCrae jab at him with her hatpin.
“You will not touch this young woman, Doc Z!  She saved my life!” 
“Miss McCrae, I will most certainly touch my wife, and if you jab me with that damned hatpin just once more, I promise I will turn you over my knee and give you the spanking of your life, in spite of your age.  Is that perfectly clear?”  It was obvious to everyone standing around and listening that Doc Z was fuming and dead serious.
Miss McCrae’s face was red with humiliation and she was stuttering incoherently as she prudently backed away from the angry man.
“Henry, you need to calm down now,” his former father-in-law said in a soothing tone of voice.  “Miss McCrae is only trying to give you good advice.  The entire town is indebted to Lucy.”
“She could have been killed, sir.  Lucy was told to stay inside and keep the doors locked.  She disobeyed me.”
“I’m not about to let you go and get yourself killed,” Lucinda stated, walking over to stand in front of him.  “I need to go and check on our dinner.  It’s probably ruined by now.”  She took off running and was relieved when no one gave chase.
“You need to be in bed.”  Henry turned his dark eyes on Mac.
“I’m fine,” Mac stubbornly insisted.  “Thanks for patching me up.”
“Lucy did most of the work,” Henry admitted as the crowd slowly dispersed, sensing the drama was nearly over.
Mac grinned.  “She’s full of sass, that one.”
“She needs her butt whipped raw,” Henry muttered angrily.
“She sure does,” Mac agreed, but then added, “You best make sure she doesn’t need a hug even more.  Her Pa is a mean son of a bitch.”
“You got that right,” Henry agreed without hesitation.  “Hard to believe he’s Lucy’s and Jake’s father.”
“I don’t trust him,” Mac stated.  “Keep Lucy close until the bastard leaves town.  He’s the sort who thinks the end justifies the means.”
“I won’t let him get near Lucy, Mac,” Henry vowed.
Mac nodded his bandaged head.  “If you have to ride out of town, let me know and I’ll keep an eye on Lucy for you.”
“Thanks, Mac.”  He turned to head back to his office and then said, “You know where I am if you have any trouble with your wounds.”
“Thanks, Doc.  I’ll be fine.”  Unless he fell flat on his face from the pounding headache he was experiencing.  Still, he was the Sheriff, and he had work to do.  Mac headed toward his office, grinning in spite of the pain in his head as he pictured the elderly Miss McCrae getting her fanny paddled by the Doc.
 
* * *
 
To Lucinda’s surprise, the meal she left simmering on the stove was just fine and ready to be eaten whenever Henry came home.  She quickly changed her clothing and pinned her hair on top of her head, trying to look sweet and demure, even though she knew without a doubt that her appearance, or the delicate perfume she wore, would do nothing to change Henry’s mind about spanking her bottom.  She’d disobeyed him, and she’d placed herself in danger once again… something he absolutely would not permit.  There would be consequences for her actions, and all she could hope to do was mitigate them a bit with a good meal, a smile, and some genuine remorse and regret for upsetting him.
Henry came through the door a few minutes later and crossed the room to take her in his arms and hug her.  “Are you all right, honey?” he asked, concern making his voice huskier than normal.
“Yes, I am fine, darling.  No one so much as touched me.  I was quiet and took them down without any fuss at all.  They will all be fine.  I didn’t want to do injury, just prevent them from hurting anyone,” she explained.  “I’m truly sorry I frightened you, but I love you and didn’t want you to get shot, too, and I knew you would stand for what was right.”
Henry kept a tight rein on his temper; his right palm was fairly itching to spank her bare butt until it was sore and a stinging red.  “I wasn’t talking about that, Lucy.  I meant in regards to your father…?”
“Oh… him!” she said in disgust, making a face.  “I am used to him by now.”  She shrugged eloquently.  “There is nothing he can say or do to make me leave with him; the only regret I have is that Mother is forced to stay with him.  He is totally without compassion for anyone or anything.  Nothing gives him joy.  He never laughs, never enjoys simple pleasures.  I am sorry you had to meet him, Henry,” she said, her eyes clouded.  “I warned you he wasn’t nice, and that he would disown me.  I did underestimate him, however.  I assumed he would just write a formal note, or have his lawyer attend the matter.  I guess he wanted the pleasure of telling me in person.”  She took a deep breath and then let it out slowly.  “Enough talk about him.  Go and wash up.  Dinner is ready, and I’m sure you must be starving.  I know I am.”
“You’ve got a spanking coming first.”  Henry wasn’t about to let her postpone the punishment she’d earned.  “You can pull up your skirts and bend over the table and we’ll take care of the matter right here,” he announced, his hands going to his belt.
“Can’t you just use your hand, Henry?” she pleaded with him.
“No.  You flat out disobeyed me and risked your life in the process.  While I understand that you saved your father and Miss McCrae, I am not going to permit you to disobey me and get away with it.  Do as you were told, Lucy, or I’ll double what you’ve earned.”
He was serious, and it showed on his handsome face.  Lucy knew it wasn’t time to argue.  She’d made the choice to disobey Henry, and now she needed to make a choice to accept the consequences, or she would earn extra punishment.  She wanted to cry, but instead, she pulled up her skirts and then lay across the kitchen table, knowing the next few minutes were not going to be pleasant.  She was relieved that Henry permitted her to keep her drawers.  They were thin, and wouldn’t give much protection from the leather of his belt, but they were much better than lying there all bare.  The first lick of the belt caught her then, and she gasped in shock and pain, but instead of another stripe, she felt Henry’s hand at her waist and in the next second, her drawers were lying in a puddle at her feet!  “Oh no!” she whispered.
“Oh yes!” he insisted, and the doubled belt caught her again, causing her to dance in place.  Henry was determined to give his pretty little wife a thorough lesson.  He watched her backside turn white and then stain a brilliant red as welts rose on her delicate skin.  He knew the welts had to be burning, but Lucy somehow managed to stay in position and accept her strapping.
Lucy was crying and pleading with Henry to stop long before he finally decided she’d had enough.  When she heard him putting his belt through the loops on his pants, she was grateful he was done, and she made the mistake of trying to get up. 
“I did not tell you to get up, Lucinda.”
“I thought you were done, Henry!” she cried out.  “Oh, darling, please be done!” she begged as she realized he intended to punish her further.
“I’ll be done when I decide to be done, young lady.”  She gasped as he pulled her upright and then over to his chair where he took a seat and put her over his lap.  “Pull up your skirts, wife!” he ordered firmly, giving her a hard spank.
Lucy obeyed him, and Henry gave her a long and hard spanking over the top of the welts left by the strapping.  It hurt, but Henry scolded and kept her attention focused on exactly why she was being spanking.  By the time he finished, Lucy knew that she wouldn’t be sitting any time soon!  She was in some serious hurt.
“I love you, Lucinda Zabarski, and this is only a small sample of the tanning you’ll get if you ever disobey me like this again.”  He held her then and offered comfort.
Across town two unkempt men were accepting a huge packet of money to kidnap the lovely brunette…
 
 
 


Chapter Nine
 
 
His beautiful wife certainly knew how to make him feel guilty! Henry thought to himself as she sniffled as she placed his supper in front of him.  She was still crying over the spanking he gave her, and she damned well deserved the spanking… in spite of what Miss McCrae, his former father-in-law, and the rest of the town thought.  She put her life in danger, and single-handedly saved the whole town from Razz Fencil and his drovers.  But, damn it, he couldn’t let her get away with doing things like that!  She was tiny, and he loved her.
“Aren’t you going to eat?” he demanded when she continued to move around the kitchen.
“I’ve lost my appetite,” Lucinda answered, sounding wounded.
“You need to eat something,” Henry insisted. 
“No, Henry,” she said firmly.  “Eat your supper and leave me in peace.”  She stomped into the bedroom and shut the door with a soft click that sounded as final as a loud slam.
He scowled and tried to take a bite of his food.  It turned to sawdust in his mouth, and he pushed the plate away in disgust.  Maybe Mac was right and Lucy was more upset over her father than she let on?  Or maybe she thought her husband was a cruel bastard? Henry condemned himself.
He got up and went into the bedroom and darned if he didn’t catch her standing on the bed and looking at her backside in the mirror on the vanity.  Lucy quickly dropped her skirts and he noticed her drawers were lying on the floor in the corner.  Her butt looked angry and sore and he suddenly realized she was in too much pain to sit down, or to eat.  He left the room without a word and went to the infirmary to get some ointment.  When he returned she was lying on the bed, sobbing as if her heart would break.  “Oh, Lucy…!  Don’t cry!” he pleaded with her.  “I’ll put some ointment on your welts and it will relieve the pain.  Pull up your skirts, honey,” he ordered gently.
“No!” she refused.
“Why not?” he asked, stunned by her refusal.
“Because I’m mad at you!”
“Yeah, I’m a real bastard,” he agreed.  “I shouldn’t have spanked you on top of the strapping.  It was more than enough.”
“You aren’t a bastard!” she argued.  “Don’t you say that, Henry Zabarski!”
“Then why are you mad at me, honey, if it’s not for tanning you?”
“I can’t be perfect, Henry!  I can’t.  I’m me, and I have to do what is right, just as you do.  You aren’t a lawman, but you went and stood with the law today.  I might be your wife, but I have a sense of duty, too.  I did what was right for me to do.  I know you don’t understand that… but it isn’t fair for me to get a severe punishment and you to get praised for being a ‘man of principles’!  You had no right to threaten Miss McCrae, either, and I expect you to apologize to her tomorrow!”
“Lucy, you risked your life!” he argued.
“So did you!  I don’t like it when you do that, but did I punish you?” she angrily demanded.
“It’s different,” he stubbornly declared.
“No it isn’t.  The only difference is that you are a man and I am a woman.  Can’t a woman have honor and principles, too?  If you want a mindless creature who will sit home and knit, Henry Zabarski, you picked the wrong woman.  I am who I am.  I will never ever stand by and do nothing when you are in danger.  I don’t care if I am Miss McCrae’s age, if you need saving, then I’m going to do my damndest to save you, and to hell with the consequences, so put that in your damn pipe and smoke it!” she said, and then shoved him off the bed.  “You can just sleep in the infirmary until my butt stops hurting!”
“I brought this in here to help you and now I’m of a mind to bare you and spank you again!” Henry angrily declared, getting to his feet in one fluid movement.
“You do that and see if I cook for you tomorrow!” Lucinda threatened, her eyes snapping with fury.  “Just get out of here, Henry.  I am angry and in no mood for any of your foolishness tonight!”
He gave her a hard look and headed for the door.
“A decent husband would leave the ointment!” she called out.
“Like hell!” he muttered, and slammed the door on his way out.
Henry busied himself doing bookwork and doing an inventory of supplies he needed to order.  Lucinda didn’t come out of their bedroom, and if she did, she certainly didn’t bring him so much as a cup of coffee as she normally did.  He finally went to the kitchen and cleaned up their uneaten supper and washed the dishes.  Henry wanted to look in on his wife, but he didn’t feel like another scold.  He felt rotten for denying her the simple relief the ointment would have provided, but his temper was as rotten as hers.  He debated about getting the jar and just going in there and making peace, but before he could do just that, there was a knock on the office door.  He went to answer, and wondered yet again why so many babies decided to be born at night.
 
* * *
 
Lucy found a scrawled note on Henry’s desk telling her that he was delivering the Cole’s baby.  She took advantage of his being gone to help herself to some ointment for her very sore bottom, and winced as she gingerly applied it.  She’d acted badly last night when Henry came to her to offer aid, and she owed him an apology.  She shouldn’t have kicked him out of bed because she’d gone out of her way to earn a punishment.  It wasn’t as though she hadn’t known what to expect.  She was angry because she hadn’t expected the spanking to be as harsh as it was.  She’d frightened Henry, and Henry spanked when he was frightened.  The spanking was merely a reflection of how much and how deeply he loved her…  She would make it right with him when he came home from delivering the baby.  Bringing a new life into the world always put him in a good mood.
She heard the door on the office open and close and she went to see who it was and tell them that Henry was out on a call.  To her surprise it was Mac.  “How are you doing this morning, Mac?” she asked with a worried frown.
“I’ve still got a headache, but I’ll live,” he stated.  “Just wanted to make sure you’re doin’ okay?  Your Pa is one mean hombre…”
Lucinda shrugged.  “I’m used to it.  Hopefully he will leave on today’s stage and we’ll never see him again.”
“I’ll see to it he’s on that stage, and in the meantime, you avoid him, Lucy.  I don’t trust him not to try and drag you along with him.”
“Over my dead body,” she said with such conviction that Mac had no doubt in his mind that she was serious.  “Seriously, Mac.  Any love I held for that man was gone before I was old enough to ever remembering loving him.  He wasn’t a kind father, even when I was small.  Not to me, and only to my brother when it suited him.  He is not a nice man, and he treats my mother with nothing but contempt.  He holds no power over me, so don’t be afraid I will feel loyalty to him over Henry.”
“Good for you, Lucy,” Mac said with a smile for her.   “You were brave yesterday, and you kept a lot of good people from being killed.  I want you to know that I appreciate that, even though I hope Doc warmed your backside good and proper for risking your neck!  I know that sounds like I’m on both sides of the fence, and I am.  It would kill the Doc to lose you.  Please don’t take chances with your safety, Lucy.”  He leaned down and gave her a brotherly peck on the cheek, and then stomped out of the waiting room without another word.
“Men!” Lucy muttered to herself, and then headed for the kitchen, determined to bake some cookies.  She’d just placed the last tray inside the oven when she heard the door on the office open again.  She wiped her hands on her apron and went to see what someone needed.  She didn’t like the looks of the man standing there, but she’d learned from Henry that all people deserved medical care.  “May I help you?”
“Lady, my wife is havin’ ‘er a baby, and somethin’ ain’t right.  I need the Doc…” he said.
“I’m sorry, but the Doctor is on another call right now.”
“You ‘is wife?” he asked hopefully, and Lucy nodded.  “Could you come?  My Izzy is plumb skeered to death.”
Some instinct told Lucy not to go with the man.  “I’m sorry, but I’m not trained to deal with an emergency.  If you tell me where to find you, I’ll send Henry as soon as he gets back, which should be shortly.”
“Ma’am, please.  I beg you to come… Izzy is hurtin’ somethin’ awful, and I don’t know what to do.”
“Let me get my cookies out of the oven, and I’ll be right with you.”  She would leave Henry a note…  The second she turned her back on the man, he stepped forward and pressed a chloroform soaked cloth over her mouth and nose, and even though she struggled, the drug put her under so quickly she couldn’t get away.  The man wrapped her in a blanket and carried her outside and put her in the back of the wagon, and anyone looking on would have thought she was leaving from a visit with Doc Z in a loving husband’s arms.
 
* * *
 
Henry took a deep breath and then steeled himself to go inside.  He was in for a huge scolding, and he knew it, but he had to do the right thing.  The bell on the door jingled and a few seconds later Miss McCrae came walking through the curtains and into her dress shop.  Her eyes widened and her cheeks turned pink with outrage and embarrassment.  Before she could speak, he raised his hand with the palm outward and said, “I’ve come to apologize, Miss McCrae.”
“Well, I should hope so!” she declared, indignation pouring from her every pore.
“I was scared out of my mind that Lucy could have been hurt yesterday.  I love her and I want to keep her safe.  I don’t react well when she does things to risk her safety, like riding out of town after me and right into the Apache.  She’s a brave woman, and I’d be a liar if I said that her being a woman didn’t make it hard for me to swallow that she protected all of us.  If she were a man, I would have applauded her for her quick thinking. Instead, I acted like a fool.”
“Nonsense.  You acted like a husband who loves his wife, Doc Z.  That isn’t a crime,” the elderly woman said with a sweet, forgiving smile.
“I’m sorry I snapped at you and threatened you.  I embarrassed you, and I feel terrible about that.”
“I shouldn’t have poked you with my hat pin,” she said, and then giggled.  “I am much too old for a spanking, young man.  I am old enough to be your great-aunt!” she declared.
“No woman ever gets too old for a good spanking,” he said with a smile.  “Forgive me for embarrassing you?” he asked.
“Of course I do.  And I hope you weren’t too hard on Lucinda.  She might be different from the sort of woman that I and most of the other women in the town were raised to be, but she is definitely a lady, and she isn’t afraid to stand beside her man when he is in trouble.  She has character, Doc Z, and that is something you can’t buy in a wife.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“You stop dilly-dallying here with me and get yourself on home and tell her that you love her.  Women need to hear those words, especially if they’re too sore to sit down.”  She winked at him, and he thanked her and took his leave, thankful he got off as lightly as he did.
As he was crossing the street, Mac intercepted him.  “How’s the head, Mac?”
“Hurts like hell,” Mac replied.  “I put that son of a bitch pa of Lucy’s on the stage and told him to stay the hell away from her or I’d find a reason to lock him up.  He said he’d remember that someday.  I don’t trust him, Doc Z.  You keep a tight hold on Lucy for a few days.”
“I’ll do that, Mac.”
“What did the Cole’s have?” Mac called after him.
“A boy this time,” Henry grinned.
“Poor little guy is going to be henpecked to death by all those sisters of his…”  Mac chuckled and headed on down the street, making his rounds and looking for any sign of trouble.  There were a couple of strangers in town, and he didn’t like their looks.  He didn’t see any sign of them and was told by the man who swept out the saloon that they’d left earlier that morning in a wagon.  Mac shrugged and started back toward his office when he heard Doc Z yelling for him.  He took off running.
“Lucy is gone,” Henry said.  “I smelled something burning when I walked inside, and there were charred cookies in the oven.  She’s nowhere to be found, and she didn’t leave a note.  She didn’t take anything with her, either, not even an emergency medical bag, which she would have picked up if someone needed help.”
“Calm down, Henry,” Mac said.  “We’ll find her.  That damned son of a bitch father of hers is behind this, and I’m betting he hired two men to abduct her.”  He headed toward the livery to get some answers about the wagon the two men left town with.
 
* * *
 
Lucinda’s head ached unbearably, but her memory was clear.  The man who claimed his wife was having trouble in childbirth drugged her and was taking her somewhere.  She kept silent, hoping to find out what was going on.
“I say we stop and have some fun with her before we take her to that city feller.”
“We took ‘is money.  Can’t do that, Slim.”
“Who’s to know?  She’s been with that Doc, so it ain’t like she’s a virgin.  Her old man won’t know.”
“I ain’t about to force a woman.  It happened to my sister when I was a kid, and she wasn’t right in the head afterwards.  You keep your pants buttoned, Slim, or I’ll hafta kill you.”
“Not iffen I kill you first,” Slim answered.
Lucinda was surprised they hadn’t tied her hands and feet.  She surreptitiously flexed her muscles and tried to shake off the last of the chloroform.  When they stopped the wagon, she was going to make them sorry they were ever born, especially Slim. 
 
* * *
 
Henry and Mac were on their way out of town within minutes of talking to the livery owner.  It was easy to discern that Calvin Jacobs bought the wagon.  It was Mac’s idea to follow the stage coach because he was certain that Calvin was having Lucy delivered to him.  Henry didn’t know if that idea was a sound one… The thought of what the two men could do to her in the meantime scared him and he vowed he’d kill them with his bare hands if they harmed her in any way.
“Pull yourself together, Doc Z.  We’ll find Lucy.”
“I’m afraid they’ll hurt her, Mac,” he admitted.
“You know that she fights well.  She’ll be all right, friend, and if she’s not, they’ll never make it to trial.”  And neither would that son of a bitch father of hers, he added silently.  The bastard reminded him of his own pa, long since dead and residing with the devil if there was any sort of justice in the afterlife.
They finally spotted the stage and urged their horses to a great speed.  The driver stopped when he saw Mac’s badge.  “What’s up, Sheriff?”
“We need to speak to one of your passengers,” Mac stated and didn’t bother to stop Henry when he pulled the older man out of the coach.
“What is the meaning of this outrage?” Calvin Jacobs sputtered indignantly.  He was furious and didn’t bother to try and hide it.
“Where is my wife?” Henry demanded.
“How should I know?”
“We can do this easy or hard, and right now I would prefer the hard way,” Mac spoke quietly from behind the blustering man.  “You see, you remind me of my old man, and I hated his fucking guts.  You got one chance, just one, to tell us where Lucy is, or I’m going to start shooting off bits and pieces of you, and Doc Z, here, is the only Doc for miles around.  I guarantee he’ll let you suffer and bleed to death.”
Calvin started sweating and turned pale.  “I have no idea where Lucinda is.  Perhaps she came to her senses and left you?” he dared to suggest.
“You had your chance, old man,” Mac took out his gun and snorted in disgust when Calvin dropped to the ground, blubbering.
“I hired two men to bring her to me.  They’re meeting me in the next town.”
“You hired two ruffians to kidnap my wife, your own daughter?!” Henry was enraged.  “Do you have any idea of what they might do to her, or don’t you care?”
Calvin’s eyes filled with doubt.  “I paid them to bring her to me.  They wouldn’t dare touch her!”  Calvin didn’t even see the blow coming.  Henry hit him with everything he had and Calvin’s jaw exploded in pain and he passed out cold.
“I’ve got to find Lucy,” Henry said, quickly mounting.
“I’m with you, Doc Z.”
“What do I do with him?” the driver called out.
“Don’t know; don’t care,” Henry answered. 
Mac looked over his shoulder.  “Leave him there.  I’ll pick him up on the way back to town.  He would bring the bastard back for trial just in case Lucy wanted to press charges.
 
* * *
 
The argument raged on and on until Lucinda had had enough.  She quietly made her way to the end of the wagon, lightly dropped off, and took off running in the opposite direction.  With any luck at all the two men wouldn’t realize she was missing until they reached town.  When she was sure they weren’t chasing after her, she slowed down to a walk and kept right on moving, her temper fueling her to keep going.  She left cookies in the oven and she was worried sick that there was a fire!  Henry would never forgive her!
 
* * *
 
 “I swear, she was in the back of the wagon, sleepin’.  We didn’t touch her!”
Slim nodded virtuously.  “We took the man’s money.  Said his daughter was with a bad sort and he needed to save her from ‘im.  We thought we was doin’ a good thing.”
“We don’t know where she got to.  She must of woke up and slipped off the wagon without us none the wiser!”
Henry didn’t trust the men, but could see they were both shocked to find Lucy gone.  Knowing his wife, she’d given them the slip.  He shook his head.  “You lock these two up, Mac.  I’m going to go and find Lucy.”
“You sure you don’t want me just to shoot ‘em dead here and now, Doc Z?”
Henry knew that Mac was joking, but he said, “Only if they look at you wrong, Mac.”  He hurried to go and find Lucy, praying the men weren’t lying about hurting her.  If they were, he’d make them wish they were dead long before they were.
 
* * *
 
Lucinda heard the horse and she stepped behind some bushes to hide.  She watched and gave a shout of happiness when she spotted Henry.  She stepped out and waited for him to see her.  When he reached her, she said, “Well, it certainly took you long enough to find me, Henry Zabarski!”  He swept her up into his arms and held her close.
“Are you truly alright, honey?  Did they hurt you?” he asked emotionally.  “If they did, you need to tell me right now so I can care for you.”
“I didn’t give them a chance.  I’m fine, Henry, but I left cookies in the oven, and I’m terrified we’ve had a fire!” she told him, her eyes filling with tears.  “I’ll never forgive myself if your building burned down because of me.”
“The building is just fine.  I got the cookies out of the oven.  They were burned, but no damage done.  The kitchen might smell like smoke though, but I don’t care.  As long as you are safe, nothing else matters, sweetheart.  God, I was so scared when I came home and realized you were taken.”
“I knew you would come for me, Henry,” she whispered.  “I’ve wanted to tell you all morning how sorry I am for the way I acted last night.  I was pouting and doing my best to make you feel guilty when I knew full well I was disobeying you.  I’m so sorry I kicked you out of our room, darling.”
“I’m sorry, too.  I spanked you because I was…”
“Scared for me,” she interrupted him to say.  “I know, darling.  I was scared for you, too.  Hopefully nothing like that ever happens again.”
“Hopefully it won’t.  Let’s go home, Mrs. Zabarski.  I want to take good care of my wife.”  He looked at her once more and asked, “Honey, I want you to know that I realize I overdid the spanking I gave you.  I can’t say I’m sorry I tanned you; that would be a lie.  You disobeyed me, and as your husband, I just won’t allow you to get away with that.”
“I understand, Henry.  And, I can’t tell you I’m sorry I disobeyed you yesterday.  I did what I felt was right.  I am sorry for the way I acted afterwards, though.”
“Life is never going to be dull, is it?” he asked with a grin.
“I don’t think so,” she agreed.  “I don’t think I’m going to find riding very pleasant, Henry.”
“I’ll kiss it all better when we get home,” he promised.
Henry did his best to make her as comfortable as possible, but it took all her willpower to keep from complaining as they rode back to town.  Once they arrived, Henry said, “We need to go and see Mac and let him know I found you, honey.”  When they walked into the Sheriff’s office, Mac stepped from behind his desk and gave her a hug.  “You okay, little lady?” he asked.
“I’m fine, Mac.  Thank you for helping Henry.”
“I’ve got the three of them locked up.  The old one says his jaw is busted.”
“Good,” Henry said shortly.
“Do you want to file charges of kidnapping, Lucy?”
“I want to talk to them before I make up my mind,” she shocked Henry by stating.
“You aren’t going back there by yourself,” Henry said firmly, and he followed her, wondering what she was up to now.  Part of him wanted her to file charges against the lot of them, but Calvin Jacobs was her father, and he doubted Lucy could bring herself to give the man what he deserved.
Lucinda looked at her father with contempt, but she turned to the two men sharing a cell.  “Which one of you is Slim?” she asked.
 
 
 


Chapter Ten
 
 
 “That’s me, lady.  Would you tell the Sheriff you wasn’t harmed no way?” Slim begged.
“Let this other man go, Mac.  He is the one who kept refusing to stop the wagon so Slim could abuse me.  Slim is also the one who chloroformed me.”
“But, lady, we didn’t hurt you none.”
“Thanks to your friend.  And just so you know, I would have hurt you real bad if you tried.”
Mac tried not to laugh as he opened the door to let the bewildered man out.  “Thank you, miss.  I am real sorry about this.  He done told us we was rescuin’ you from a mean husband, or I wouldn’t a had nothin’ to do with this.  Slim, neither.  He ain’t a bad sort, just not edjucated much like me.  He don’t go around hurtin’ women, just likes to talk a lot.  If he’d knowed you could hear us, he woulda minded his manners better, honest.”
“I’ll think about it,” Lucy said.
“Ma’am, please.  I’m real sorry for the things I done said,” Slim called out.  “I swear I ain’t never hurt no woman.  This one…” he pointed at Calvin Jacobs, “…said you was bein’ mistreated by your husband, but was too skeered to leave.  We figured we was helpin’ you.”  His face turned red.  “I figured you was asleep and I was talkin’ trash talk to pass the time.  I wish I’d a kept my mouth shut.  Heck, I wish me and Syd never talked to that one,” he pointed at Calvin again.  “He said he was your Pa.”
“Let Slim out, too, Mac,” Lucy said.  “I wasn’t harmed, and I believe that Slim and Syd were simply duped by him.”
“Are you sure, Lucy?”
“Yes.  I’m sure.  They were victims of his just as much as I was.”
“What do you want to do about him?” Henry asked his wife once the two men ran out of the jail and headed out of town.  Calvin’s eyes were full of hatred, and it was obvious to him that the older man was in serious pain.  A pain that Henry didn’t feel like abating in the least, considering what could have happened to Lucy if Syd and Slim were hardened criminals, which they weren’t.  He was proud of his wife for recognizing that Syd and Slim were duped.
“He hired men to kidnap me, Henry.  All I am is a business deal that is going to fall through because I married a man for love instead of to further his finances.  He couldn’t care less what happens to me as a human being, much less as a cherished daughter.  He proved that.  You make the decision for me, darling.  If you want to prosecute, I will testify.  I owe him nothing.”  She turned on her heel and marched from the jail and into the front office.
Henry looked at the man and saw no remorse whatsoever in the cold eyes, and then he spoke to Mac.  “I want him prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law for the way he treated his own daughter.”  He followed his wife into the other room and then told Mac.  “I don’t want to treat the bastard, not after the way he treated my wife, but I have no choice in the matter.  I’ll get my bag and return.”
Lucy waited at the jail for him, proud of her husband for doing what he felt was ‘right’, in spite of the anger that made him want to refuse treatment.  Of course, Calvin Jacobs refused to allow Henry to touch him.  She knew he would, but it absolved any guilt Henry might feel later if he refused to care for an injured human being.  Mac offered to send for another doctor, and Henry didn’t argue the matter.
Henry took Lucy home and then smiled when she bustled around their kitchen, opening windows and cleaning the glass, and all of the other surfaces that were affected by the black smoke from the burning cookies.  Henry pitched in and permitted her to boss him around until she was satisfied the kitchen was spotless.  “Now I can fix us some supper,” she said in determination.
“No, I’m going to take you out to the restaurant to eat tonight, honey.  You’ve been through enough for one day, and you don’t need to cook.”
“I know you’re trying to be nice, Henry, but I’d rather not go out tonight.”
“Why not?  If you’re worried about what people will have to say, I promise I’ll deal with them.”
“It’s not that, Henry.”  She blushed and then admitted, “I can’t sit down very comfortably right now,” she reminded him.
“I’ll bring along a pillow.”
“Henry!  I would be so embarrassed!” she scolded him, and when she saw his teasing smile she smacked him lightly on the arm.  “Oh you!”
“I forgot all about your bottom, Mrs. Zabarski,” he admitted.  “Tell you what… I’ll take a basket and go and bring supper home and you can be comfortable right here.  And before I leave, I am going to do what I should have done last night.  Go on in the bedroom, and bare your pretty butt for me, and lie on the bed.  I’ll do my best to take away some of that pain.”  He saw her blush.  “You already applied some ointment?” he asked knowingly, and wasn’t a bit surprised when she nodded guiltily.
“I was too harsh with you, honey.  I don’t fault you this one time for soothing yourself.  Now go lie down and I’ll apply some more ointment and see if we can’t have you feeling much better by tomorrow.”
Lucinda didn’t argue with her husband.  She much preferred this loving, caring Henry over the man who was so angry with her last evening.  It didn’t take her long to remove her clothing and she felt no embarrassment when Henry returned.  He was very proper when treating her, and Lucy deliberately wiggled her backside, tempting him to make love to her.
Henry didn’t miss the wiggle and gave her a playful little pat.  “Are you sure, Mrs. Zabarski?”
She rolled over to face him.  “Oh yes, Henry.  I need to be loved and I’m so sorry I was pouting last night and denied us both the comforting we needed.  I’d like to make it up to you now.”  She opened her arms to him and Henry didn’t need any more urging.  He was careful of her sore bottom, but he loved her so thoroughly that she felt like a limp noodle when he was finished.  Henry put a crocheted throw over her and quietly left the room after dressing once again.  When he returned they had a picnic right on their bed and Henry decided it was wonderful to be in his wife’s good graces once again.
 
* * *
 
Calvin Jacobs sent for his lawyer and his wife, in that order.  The first he expected to get him off and sue the Sheriff and the town for false arrest.  The second would testify for him as to their daughter’s age.  And, he would have the pleasure of seeing Henry Zabarski arrested for rape and assault.  When the day of his impending trial drew closer and closer with no sign of either his lawyer or wife, Calvin insisted the trial be post-poned.  Mac said that wasn’t possible since the Judge only came through town once every ninety days.  He offered to pay bail, but Mac refused to set bail telling him that kidnapping was a capital offense.  Calvin couldn’t wait to see the man humiliated.
When the day of Calvin’s trial dawned, Lucinda calmly fixed breakfast for her husband like she normally did.  She did not look forward to seeing her father, but it was time to take a stand against his tyranny.  As she and Henry walked to the schoolhouse, which was used as a courtroom when the Judge was in town, the stage pulled into town.  They didn’t stop to see who was arriving in town.  It was Mac’s job to meet the Judge and escort him to the makeshift courthouse and fill him in on the cases he was to try.  As witnesses, it was their duty to be there promptly at nine o’clock and be ready when the Judge decided to hold court.  It was going to be a long day.
Calvin was frantic, but rather than be thankful his lawyer and Mildred arrived, he berated them both for taking so long to get there.  He barked orders at his lawyer and told Mildred what he expected her to say.  Sheriff Mac came for them and escorted them to the courthouse.  Theirs was the first case for the day since it was expected to take the longest.   Judge Dickerson wasn’t a man to waste time.  The jury was quickly selected and he listened as Sheriff Mac, Doc Z, and Lucinda gave testimony.  The livery owner testified, too.  Calvin was furious when his lawyer did nothing. 
Finally, it was the defense’s turn to present their case and Lucinda was surprised when her mother took the witness stand.  She listened as the Bailiff, namely Sheriff Mac, swore her in and watched as Mildred took her seat.  The poor woman looked flustered and uncomfortable, but the defense council commanded her attention.
“Your name again, ma’am, just in case the jury didn’t hear…”
“Mrs. Calvin Jacobs.”
“Are you related to the defendant?”
“Yes.  He is my husband.”
“And you are Lucinda Jacobs’ mother?”
“Yes, I am.”
“Very well, you should be able to put an end to this whole misunderstanding by answering the next question.”  The lawyer smiled triumphantly.  “How old is your minor daughter, Mrs. Jacobs?”
“Lucinda is not a minor.  She is of legal age.  She turned twenty-one months ago, long before she left to come out here.”  The courtroom gasped. 
Calvin Jacobs jumped to his feet, screaming, “You lying bitch!  You’re in this with her!”
“I merely told the truth, as I promised to do.  I do not place my hand on the Holy Bible and lie for anyone, even my husband,” Mildred stated firmly. 
“It is a lie!  Lucinda is only eighteen!” he screamed at the Judge.
“Sit down, Mr. Jacobs.”
“I will not!  This whole farce was planned by that bastard Lucinda is living illegally with.”
“Your Honor, I was a witness to the wedding.  Doc Z and Lucy are married proper,” Mac stated.
The Judge banged his gavel and called the room to order once again.  “I don’t know how they do things in the East, but I won’t put up with your client’s outbursts, Counselor.  Instruct him to shut the hell up or I’ll find him guilty on principle.”  He then turned to Mrs. Jacobs and said kindly, “Ma’am, I have learned over the years that Mothers are much more reliable when it comes to knowing their children’s ages and birth dates.  What year was your daughter born?”  Mildred answered promptly and without hesitation.  The Judge used pencil and paper to do some figuring, and then nodded.  “That makes Mrs. Zabarski of legal age, Mr. Jacobs.”  He looked at the Jury and said, “Do you need to deliberate this, or are you of one accord?”
After a few seconds of whispering and nodding, one man stood and said, “We find the defendant guilty, Your Honor.”
“Yes, I thought so.  Can’t see any sense in putting this off.  The defendant will rise.”
The attorney pulled Calvin Jacobs to his feet.  “Calvin Jacobs, you have been found guilty of kidnapping.  I can’t imagine a father arranging to have two men he doesn’t even know kidnap his daughter, a daughter who is of legal age and happily married to a good man.  You give fathers everywhere a bad name, and I see no reason to have mercy on you as you’ve shown no remorse whatsoever.  According to the laws of this land, you are hereby sentenced to hang by the neck until dead.  Sentence will be carried out one week from today at high noon.  May God have mercy on your soul.”  He banged the gavel and got to his feet.
“Lucinda, do something!  He is your father!” Mildred cried out.
“I’m sorry, Mother.  He has never been a father to me, and I have no sympathy for him.  He should have stayed in Boston and left me alone.”  She turned and left the courtroom, Henry right beside her.  She was numb from hearing the sentence.  She’d expected that somehow Calvin would get off with a tap on the wrist.
“This is all your fault, Mildred.  You set me up!” Calvin’s face was mottled with anger.  He started to say something else, but suddenly pitched forward.
“Someone call the Doc back in here,” the Judge ordered.
Henry hurried into the courtroom, but frowned when he saw who was lying on the floor.  “Please, young man!” Mildred begged. 
Henry couldn’t refuse her and knelt beside Jacob’s motionless body.   After a few seconds he said, “He’s dead.”
“Noooo!” Mildred wailed in genuine distress.  Lucinda came forward and put her arm around her Mother.  It occurred to her that Mildred was probably the only person on the face of the earth who would grieve for Calvin Jacobs.  Still, as his daughter, she was relieved he didn’t hang.
 
* * *
 
A few weeks later Mildred went back to Boston.  Lucinda tried to get her to stay in Snow Ball, but Mildred insisted her life was in Boston.  Lucy didn’t argue.  She knew that Mildred blamed her for Calvin’s death.  She also knew that she would tell her friends nothing about the trial.  Lucinda would be as dead to her as her son and husband.
“Are you all right, honey?” Henry asked as the stage pulled out of town.
“Yes.  I feel sorry for her, Henry.  Father never loved her, and there has to be a part of her that realizes that.  To be honest, I’m still surprised she told the truth on the witness stand.  When she was called as a witness, I fully expected her to say whatever Father told her to say.”
“She couldn’t do that after placing her hand on the Bible,” Henry said gently.
“If Father would have had enough time to fill her head with lies about you, she would have perjured herself to protect me.  Fortunately, his attorney was involved in another trial and they didn’t leave Boston until the last possible moment.”
“I wouldn’t have let him take you away, Lucy,” Henry told her, his blue eyes full of love for his pretty little wife.
“I wouldn’t have gone.  Father couldn’t have kept me with him!”  She was positive of that. 
“Now, I do believe that,” Henry replied with a grin.
Things seemed to settle into a calm routine, and Henry couldn’t say that he was sorry.  He was content and Lucy seemed to be happy and content, too.  Of course, he should have realized that with such a feisty woman for his wife things would never be dull for more than a few weeks at the most before she managed to get herself into mischief.  And that mischief usually occurred when he was out of town delivering another baby.
Mac was enjoying a cup of fresh coffee in his office when he heard footsteps running.  He got to his feet as Gracie came bursting through the door.  “You need to come right away, Mac.  Mrs. Z is in trouble at the saloon.”
Mac cursed under his breath, but grabbed his hat, checked his gun and went running.  Why in hell did the Doc always have to be out of town when Lucy got into trouble?  He stepped through the swinging doors and took in the situation at once.  He took out his gun and fired it into the air.  While that might work with brawling men, Mac learned it didn’t seem to have the same effect on two women determined to pull out each other’s hair.  Both Lucy and the well-built redhead ignored him and continued to fight with each other.  He finally grabbed up a pitcher of beer and dumped it all over them.  That worked!
“Mac!” Lucy sputtered angrily.
“What is this all about, young lady?” he demanded as he reached down to grab each of them by an arm and pull them to their feet.
“She hurt Dove,” the redhead accused.  “I’m gonna carve her in pieces.”
“Dove was already hurt, Mac.  Gracie came to get me because he passed out cold and hit his head.  There’s nothing I can do.”
“You done killed him!”  The other woman tried to come at her again and Mac gave her a firm shake.
“Settle down, Red.  Gracie, what happened here?” he asked.
“It’s like Mrs. Z said, Mac.  Dove came in and ordered a beer, and all of a sudden he keeled over and hit his head on the rail when he went down.  We tried to revive him, but when he didn’t come to, I ran for Doc Z.  Mrs. Z said he was out of town deliverin’ another baby, so she came to see if she could help.  Mrs. Z didn’t do nothin’ wrong.  This here woman came in, took one look at Dove on the floor and Mrs. Z tryin’ to help, and she went for her gun.  Mrs. Z kicked it out of her hand, and then they went to fightin’.”
“Is this man still alive, Lucy?” Mac asked, already positive he knew the answer.  The man was turning blue.
Lucy checked for a pulse and listened to his chest.  She shook her head, and then looked at the redhead, “I’m sorry, Miss, but he’s gone.”
“Nooooo!” the redhead wailed.  “Dove, don’t you leave me, too!” she cried out.
“Lucy, there isn’t anything else you can do here.  You’d best get on home and figure out how you’re goin’ to talk Doc Z out of takin’ his belt to your backside when he gets home and hears about this.”
“I didn’t do anything wrong, Mac!” Lucy indignantly defended herself.
“I’m not your man, so save all the excuses for Doc Z,” Mac ordered.  “If you were mine you wouldn’t sit for a week.”
“You always say that!” Lucy angrily accused and without giving it conscious thought, she drew back her foot and kicked Mac on the shin before taking off on a dead run for home.
Mac howled in pain and hopped on one foot while he held his injured leg.  Gracie laughed and said, “I don’t reckon you should go to Doc Z’s office and ask for help, Mac.  Mrs. Z might kick the other leg!”  People chortled but Mac silenced them with a glare.
He pulled himself together and stepped forward to pull the redhead to her feet.  She couldn’t seem to stop crying and he did the only thing he knew to do, and that was to put his arms around her and offer comfort.
 
* * *
 
Lucinda was furious, and after she took a bath and washed the beer out of her hair, and put on clean clothing, she put all that furious energy into scrubbing the floor in the infirmary and waiting room.  Sheriff Mac Forrester really aggravated her at times.  What he needed was a woman of his own to worry over and maybe then he would stop messing into her business.  She didn’t go into the saloon for nefarious or immoral purposes; she went because a man was injured and needed help.  No one would think it remiss if Henry went to help, but just because she was born a female, it was wrong for her to breathe without a man’s blessing.  It made her angry, and if Henry objected, then he was going to get a piece of her mind!  Her temper lasted long enough for her to scrub the floor in the kitchen, too.
She put on a pot of vegetable soup for dinner and had just set it to simmer when she heard Henry come in through the office door.  She went to greet him and see how the birthing went.  From the expression in his blue eyes she gathered that it didn’t go well and she hurried forward to comfort him.  When he lost a newborn, or the mother, it caused him great pain.  “What happened, Henry?” she asked quietly.
He reached out and took her arm and led her through the infirmary and into their living quarters.  He didn’t stop until they were in the bedroom, and then his hands went to his belt buckle. 
“Henry, no!”  She gasped in outrage and backed away from him.  “I don’t know what you’ve heard, but you should at least hear me out before you go crazy!”
“I heard at least ten different versions between the outskirts of town and here, Mrs. Zabarski.”
“There weren’t even ten people in the saloon!” she exclaimed.
“So, you did set foot in there?” he angrily demanded.
“You weren’t here and a man was dying!  I was trying to help, Henry.”
“You went into the saloon after I forbade it.  You had a gun pulled on you.  You got into a fight.  You sassed Mac and then you kicked him when he told you to get on home.”  He looked at her.  “Does that about sum it up?”
“No, not really,” she argued.  “I went to the saloon to help, for no other reason.  This poor girl came in and thought I’d killed Dove, the man who was injured.  She went for her gun, and I disarmed her.  She came at me and I defended myself.  Dove died, and she was grief-stricken.  Mac always sees the worst in me, Henry.  I didn’t do anything wrong.”
“Was kicking Mac ‘right’?” he demanded.
“He was being a pompous, irritating ass.  He poured beer all over me!  I lost my temper.”
“You were told not to ever go into a saloon for any reason, weren’t you, Lucinda?” Henry asked mildly.
“I didn’t go there, Henry.  I was led there to help someone.  There is a difference.  I wouldn’t have set foot in there if someone wasn’t injured.”
“It isn’t a safe place for a woman, Mrs. Zabarski.  You could have asked them to bring the man here, but you made a choice to go into a saloon instead.  Not acceptable, and you are going to get your butt strapped for it.”
“Noooo!  That’s just not fair, Henry!” she argued.  “I don’t deserve your belt for trying to help someone.”
“I’m not going to spank you for trying to help someone, Lucy!” Henry was exasperated.  “I’m going to spank you because you went about it in the wrong way.  You went into a saloon, and you were very nearly shot!”
“That would have happened if Dove were here in the infirmary, darling.  You’re letting your worry and fear for my safety make you crazy again!” she accused.  “Maybe I should have asked someone to bring Dove here… but I just didn’t think of it at the time,” she conceded.  “I’m sorry, and if there is a next time, I will do just that if at all possible.”
Henry nodded.  Lucy had a point.  He was letting his worry and fear take over his common sense once again.  He needed to learn from his mistakes, too.  “You’re right, Lucy.  I’m letting worry over your safety make me harsh, and I promised I wouldn’t let that happen again.”   She smiled at him in relief, and he was hard pressed to continue, “But you did go into a saloon… and you did kick Mac, and I won’t let that pass.”  He took his hands from his belt and reached for her instead.
Common sense warned Lucy not to struggle.  She didn’t want a spanking at all, but she’d known as soon as she kicked Mac that she would pay for her impulsive behavior with a sore bottom.  Henry bared her and then spanked her white cheeks with his hand, making sure each slap was sharp and left a burning sting that soon turned her bottom a fiery red.  Lucy tried to lie still and accept the spanking, but after a while, she was hurting and pleading for mercy.  “Henry, please stop!  I’m sorry I kicked Mac, and I promise I will apologize to him.”
“Are you sorry for setting foot in the saloon?” he stopped spanking to ask.
“I’m sorry I didn’t stop to consider how upset you would be,” she offered.  “I also promise to think if there is ever a next time.  Contrary to what Mac would have you believe, I do not do these things to upset you, darling.  I truly love you and want you to be happy.”
The spanking was over and while his feisty little wife might have a sore bottom, she clearly won the battle.  He gently turned her over to hold her on his lap and he claimed her sweet lips with his.  “I truly love you and want you to be happy, too, my sweet Lucy.”
 
 


The End
 


 
Blushing Publications thanks you whole-heartedly for your purchase with us!
 
There are plenty more stories such as the one you’ve purchased from Blushing Books!  Visit our online store to view our might selection!
 
http://www.blushingbooks.com
 
This book is intended for adults only.  Spanking and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults.  Nothing in this book should be interpreted as advocating any non-consensual spanking activity or the spanking of minors.
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