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The five pretty elves were working
tirelessly getting their jobs done. All of them had recently been
assigned to the workroom next to the kitchen where Mrs. Claus spent
her days cooking for Santa and baking goodies for the elves. She
also oversaw the work of the elves assigned to her.

It was considered an honor to work
under Mrs. Claus. She was said to be strict, but fair. The best
part of working in Mrs. Claus’s workroom was the delicious food she
served. Hearty soups and stews were the usual fare at lunchtime.
Desert was always a large, yummy sugar cookie or other
pastry.

Elves were assigned to the workroom on
a temporary basis and rotated frequently. Usually the elves working
under Mrs. Claus needed a little extra supervision before they were
ready to once again work with the general elf population. By
nature, elves are a mischievous bunch when there are more than two
or three working together. They played simple practical jokes on
each other, laughing and teasing their way through the
workday.

These particular five; Moonlight,
Noelle, Winter, Holly, and Stardust; had recently been causing a
little more trouble than usual. They had caused a few elves in the
doll clothes sewing workroom to cry with their teasing. Though they
meant it all to be in good fun, sometimes their teasing was a
little too much and hurt feelings ensued.

The head elf in the sewing workroom,
Nicole, had done everything she could think of to keep these little
troublemakers under control. But they didn’t always realize how
their teasing and practical jokes affected the other elves until
the tears started. And even then, they didn’t understand why the
crying elf was upset.

Nicole had gone to Mrs. Claus in
desperation to get her sewing workroom back under control. She
spent several minutes explaining to Mrs. Claus that this was the
first year the five misbehaving elves were working together. Each
one of the elves had a fun, teasing spirit; however, once the five
of them got together, things went beyond just a little teasing. The
practical jokes were becoming excessive, upsetting the other
workers, and causing the workroom to fall behind in
production.

“Mrs. Claus, these girls
are good workers, but they are a bit too playful and sometimes can
get out of hand. Perhaps if they worked here under your supervision
they will learn how to work together with the other
elves.”

“Certainly, my dear.” Mrs.
Claus was more than happy to help. It wasn’t the first time she had
to straighten out some of the elves. “Tell me, are they new workers
or do they have some experience?”

“Oh, they’ve all been
working here since graduating from Toyland High School nearly three
years ago. That makes them all about twenty or twenty-one. As is
the custom, each year they’re assigned to a different department so
they can be fully rounded in their skills.”

“Very well, send them to
me along with the necessary tools and materials for what they’re
working on this year. I’ll see to it that they learn how to work
together without causing any trouble.”

“Thank you, Ma’am. I’ll
have them here first thing in the morning.”

 


 


Mrs. Claus spoke to Santa that night
about the five elves that she would have the following day. She
served him a big dinner, loaded with lots of calories to help him
get back his winter weight. He was far too thin now and there were
only two short months left before Christmas Eve.

“These five elves have
been causing a little trouble in Nicole’s sewing room. I hope I can
straighten them out quickly so production can get back on
track.”

“I’m sure you’ll manage,
dear.” Santa said as he ate his dinner. “If nothing else, your
wooden spoon will take care of it.”

“Yes, I know that will
work. But I truly hate it when I have to redden their bottoms.
Hopefully they will listen when I talk to them and corner time is
the worst punishment I’ll have to give.”

Santa smiled at his beautiful wife and
said, “It’ll be fine, dear. I know you can handle it. Now, I think
I smelled apple strudel when I came into the kitchen. Will I be
getting any of it for my dessert?”

“A very big slice, Santa.
You are downright skinny and need to fatten up.” She slipped her
hand under his shirt to feel his muscled chest and six-pack abs.
“People around the world don’t expect to see such a fit
Santa.”

He wrapped his arm around her slim
waist, pulling her close to him and burying his head in the soft
pillows of her ample bosom.

“Mmmm…you’re feeling quite
fit yourself, dear. Perhaps we should go upstairs and have
something a little different for dessert.”

She playfully slapped his hand away
and said, “You’ll eat your apple strudel first and then we’ll go
upstairs for that other kind of dessert.”

Mrs. Claus began cleaning up the
kitchen while Santa ate his first dessert. When he finished, he
brought the empty plate to the sink and kissed her neck.

“Get upstairs, woman. I’m
going to go do my final check on the reindeer and then I’ll be
ready for my second dessert.”

He gave her bottom a firm smack before
turning away to put his heavy jacket on.

After wiping the counters down,
cleaning the table, and putting the dishes away, Mrs. Clause
skipped upstairs to get ready for Santa.

She ran a nice hot bath with lemon
scent and stripped her clothes off. Easing herself down into the
fragrant water she relaxed and let go of her worries over the five
misbehaving elves.

Fifteen minutes later she rinsed off
under the shower head and then ran another hot bath; this time with
the very manly scent of bay rum. While the tub filled, she
slathered her body with lotion and combed out her hair.

Santa came up the stairs in his
stocking feet, having left his snow covered boots by the back door.
He came up behind his wife and nuzzled her ear.

“I expect to find you
naked in our bed when I’m done with my bath.”

“Yes, sir!” She answered
with a saucy flip of her hair.

She loved it when Santa was in one of
his randy moods. It meant he’d had a good day training with the
reindeer and everything was going smoothly with preparations for
Christmas Eve. It also meant she was going to be getting some Santa
lovin’.

Mrs. Claus slipped off her dressing
robe and climbed into the big bed without putting on any night
clothes. Covering herself with the silken sheets and warm, down
filled quilt, she waited for her man to come to her.

 


 


Pancakes were cooking on the griddle,
cheesy scrambled eggs were in the frying pan, bacon in another pan,
and a pot of Santa’s favorite hot chocolate was on the warmer. The
back door flew open, letting in a gust of wind and a swirl of
snowflakes.

“Good morning, Ma’am!”
George, the maintenance elf, greeted Mrs. Claus. “I have work
materials for the five elves that will be working under you for the
next few days.”

“Oh, good morning,
George,” Mrs. Claus said. She was in a fine mood after a night of
love. “Just put their things in the workroom and then come sit down
and have a bit of breakfast.”

“Thank you, Ma’am. The
wife has already fed me this morning. But I wouldn’t mind a cup of
your delicious hot chocolate.”

He went back outside and started
hauling in the tools and materials for the girl elves. It took him
several trips. There were three sewing machines to carry in,
numerous bolts of fabric, ribbons, thread, scissors, tape measures,
and all the other things necessary to make doll clothes.

Santa came down, saw George struggling
with the sewing machines and tucked two of them under his arms and
grabbed the third one in his hands. They were elf size sewing
machines so little more than toy size for Santa.

The two men sat down at the table and
Mrs. Claus gave them each a cup of hot chocolate with a mound of
whipped cream on top and sprinkled with chocolate shavings. This
time of year it was all about calories when feeding Santa. She
prepared a big plate of food for Santa and set it front of
him.

When she saw George licking his lips,
she renewed her offer. “How about one pancake and just a smidge of
my cheesy eggs? Maybe a strip or two of bacon?”

“All right, Ma’am. You’ve
twisted my arm,” George joked. “It’s darn right hard to say no to
your cheesy eggs. And truth be told, just between us, my Jessica
isn’t quite the cook you are.”

Placing a plate of food on the table
for George, Mrs. Claus said, “She should come over one day and I’ll
share my recipe for the cheesy eggs and help her out with some
cooking advice.”

“I’ll let her know, ma’am.
But she’s a bit touchy about her lack of cooking
skills.”

“Well, then I’ll just have
to coax her over here on some pretext or other and get into a
cooking conversation with her.”

“That’d be much
appreciated, Mrs. Claus.” George dug into his plate with great
relish.

Just as Mrs. Claus sat down with her
breakfast, there was a small knock at the door and then a little
blonde head popped in.

“Are we too early, Ma’am?”
Moonlight asked as she took in the delicious smelling aromas of
breakfast.

“Not at all, my dear. Come
in, come in.”

The five elves came in and stomped the
snow off their boots. Winter lined up the boots neatly under the
bench by the door.

“Have you ladies had
breakfast yet?”

“No, ma’am. We skipped
breakfast so we’d be sure not to get here too late.”

“Well, come sit down and
eat. You can’t do a day’s work starting out with an empty
belly.”

Mrs. Claus got up and fixed five more
plates of breakfast, thinking how it was a good thing she had
cooked up plenty of food. The girl elves were sitting at the table,
looking at Santa with awe. It wasn’t every day that the elves got a
chance to eat breakfast with Santa.

It wasn’t long before George and Santa
got up to leave and start their workday. Once they were out the
door, Mrs. Claus asked the girls to clear the table and bring
everything to the sink so she could wash the dishes.

“Thank you, ladies, now
you can go in the workroom and start on your doll clothes while I
clean up the kitchen. George set everything up for you.”

“Yes, Mrs. Claus.” All
five elves chimed in, excited to be working in such close proximity
to Santa’s wife. They skipped into the workroom, eager to start
their day.

Stardust and Moonlight were twin
sisters and they both worked on the sewing machines along with
Winter. Noelle cut the patterns out of the fabric, and Holly color
coordinated all the little outfits and made ribbon sashes for the
dresses and bows for their hair.

Holly had her own special tool case
that she carried with her. It contained her favorite scissors,
measuring tape, needles, and other tools. She had brought it in and
placed it on the workbench just before they sat down to eat
breakfast with Santa. Now it was nowhere to be found.

“Where’s my case?” She
asked as she looked around the workroom. “I know I brought it in
here and put it on the workbench.”

Stardust and Moonlight giggled. Winter
pressed her lips together to keep from giggling.

“Are you sure?” Noelle
asked, trying to keep a straight face and then suddenly breaking
out in loud laughter.

“What did you do with my
case? I can’t work without my tools!” Holly was on the verge of
crying.

“Oh, don’t be such a
baby,” Winter said. “Your case is over there by the
window.”

Holly sniffed once more and went to
retrieve her tool case. She’d get even with those girls as soon as
she could think of something to do to them.

Mrs. Claus came to the doorway and
asked, “What’s going on in here? Is someone making
trouble?”

None of the elves replied to her
question, they just kept busy with their work.

“I need an answer, ladies.
Holly, why are you upset?”

Sniffling one more time, Holly said,
“I misplaced my tool case. But I have it now.”

“Very well, then. Let’s
get busy and get some work done.”

“Yes, Mrs. Claus.” All
five elves answered.

They worked throughout the morning
without any further incidents. At noon, Mrs. Claus put her warm
coat on and picked up a box of lunch she had prepared for
Santa.

“I’m going to the reindeer
barn to bring Santa his lunch. I’ll be back shortly and then we’ll
have our lunch.”

 


 


When she returned to the house, she
made six ham and cheese sandwiches and then put out six bowls of
her potato and corn chowder on the table. Next, she poured out six
glasses of apple juice and then called the elves to come to the
table for lunch.

The elves chattered on and on about
their work. Moonlight and Stardust talked about the pretty dresses
they were making for the dolls. Not to be outdone, Winter told Mrs.
Claus about the dresses she was making and how special they
were.

Noelle told how she was making changes
to the patterns as she cut out the parts the other girls would
need. And Holly was excited about the beautiful hair ribbons and
bows she was making.

“It sounds like you’re all
very talented with the doll dressmaking,” Mrs. Claus praised them.
“I’m looking forward to seeing the finished products. Now eat your
cookies and let’s get back to work.”

“I’m full, Mrs. Claus,”
Holly said. “May I be excused now and have my cookie a little
later?”

“Of course, my dear. You
run along back to work.”

 


 


Holly had another reason besides being
full to skip her cookie. She was going to get back at the others
for hiding her tool case. Taking a look back in the kitchen to make
sure they were still eating their cookies, Holly quickly removed
the bobbins from the sewing machines and then went to Noelle’s
patterns and mixed them up all out of order.

When she was finished she sat like an
innocent angel and worked on sashes, bows, and other trim for the
doll clothes. She could barely wait for the others to come back
into the workroom. She almost started giggling at how funny it was
going to be.

In a few minutes the other four elves
came in, ready to get back to work. Moonlight, Stardust, and Winter
all started running fabric through their sewing machines. But when
they lifted the cloth up, they saw that it was not sewn
together.

“My sewing machine isn’t
working,” Winter said.

“Neither is mine,”
Moonlight and Stardust said in unison.

“And my patterns are all
mixed up.” Noelle cried.

Holly sat on her stool and
snickered. This was so much fun! It served
them right after hiding her tool case!

“You did this!” Winter
pointed at Holly. “Now I have to put my patterns all in order
again.”

“Where did you hide our
bobbins?” Winter demanded.

Holly had gone from snickering, to
giggling, and was now laughing so hard she couldn’t
answer.

“What’s going on in here?”
Mrs. Claus was at the workroom door. “What’s all this ruckus
about?”

“Holly took our bobbins
out of our sewing machines.” Moonlight said.

“And she mixed up all my
patterns!” Noelle said.

Holly’s laughter had ended abruptly as
soon as Mrs. Claus had made her appearance. Her eyes were wide with
fear now. She hadn’t expected the other elves to tattle on her.
After all, she hadn’t accused them of hiding her tool
case.

“Holly? Did you do those
things?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Holly
answered. “But only to get them back for hiding my tool case this
morning.”

“Well, two wrongs don’t
make a right, young lady. Now get up and come with me to the
kitchen.”

Holly put down her ribbons and slid
off her stool. With her head hanging in shame, she followed Mrs.
Claus to the kitchen.

“Go to that corner,” Mrs.
Claus pointed. “You will sit there, on the naughty stool, for
thirty minutes and think about what you did.”

“But they did something to
me first!” Holly was on the verge of crying.

“I understand, Holly. That
still doesn’t make what you did right. Now, thirty minutes in the
corner and think about what you did.”

“Thirty minutes! That’s
too long!” Holly protested.

“Would you rather I put
you over my knee and spank your bottom with my wooden spoon, young
lady?” Mrs. Claus’s voice was very stern.

“No, ma’am,” Holly’s voice
quavered.

“Good, then go to the
corner now.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Holly was good and mad at her
co-workers now. They started this and she was the one getting
punished. It wasn’t fair! Now she had to think of something else to
get them back for her punishment. But first, she better think about
what she did so when Mrs. Claus asked her about it, she’d have
something to tell her.

 


The four elves still in the workroom
were whispering about poor Holly’s punishment. They were all
feeling very lucky that they weren’t being punished for their prank
with Holly’s tool case.

“I bet Holly is going to
be mad at us since she’s the only one getting punished.”

“Be quiet, Winter. If Mrs.
Claus hears us, she might decide we should be punished
too.”

“Yeah, let’s just get our
work done.”

“Well, you know it is our
fault. Holly was right when she said we started it.”

“Shush! I hear Mrs. Claus
coming.”

“Noelle, Holly will coming
back in here shortly. When she does, please come see me in the
kitchen.” Mrs. Claus said from the doorway.”

“Yes, Mrs. Claus,” Noelle
answered.

Noelle glanced at her friends with a
worried look in her eyes. Moonlight and Stardust shrugged, having
no idea why Mrs. Claus would want Noelle in the kitchen.

Holly’s thirty minutes of sitting on
the naughty stool in the corner were up and Mrs. Claus asked her to
come and sit with her at the table.

“Did you think about what
you did today?” Mrs. Claus asked the tear streaked elf.

“Yes, ma’am. I
did.”

“And did you come to any
conclusions with your thoughts?”

“Yes, ma’am. I have to
remember that just because someone did something to me doesn’t mean
I have to get them back. Two wrongs don’t make a right.”

“Very good, Holly. Now
have a cookie and a cup of hot chocolate and get back to
work.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Holly helped
herself to a big sugar cookie and sipped her mug of hot chocolate.
When she was finished she went back to the workroom and started
working again without even speaking to her friends.

Noelle went to the kitchen to find out
what Mrs. Claus wanted to see her about.

“I understand you and the
others played a little prank on Holly this morning. Is that
correct?” Mrs. Claus asked Noelle.

“Yes, ma’am, but it was
really nothing. We just hid her tool case. We were going to give it
back to her.”

“You must not interfere
with another elf’s tools and work supplies. You caused her worry
when she couldn’t figure out what had happened to her case. Now go
sit on the naughty stool for thirty minutes and think of three
reasons why you shouldn’t do that.”

“Thirty minutes! But we
didn’t do anything that bad, it was just a joke.”

“Well, it was a joke
that’s going to cost you thirty minutes on the naughty stool.
Unless you’d prefer a trip over my knee and a spanking with my
wooden spoon. Which will it be, young lady?”

Noelle pouted, but said, “The naughty
stool, ma’am.”

“That’s what I thought
you’d say.”

When Noelle’s thirty minutes were up,
Mrs. Claus listened to her three reasons why one should not
interfere with someone else’s tools and supplies.

“It makes them worry, it
keeps them from doing their work, and it mean’s I’ll have to sit in
the corner on the naughty stool.”

“Very good. Now back to
work with you, and send Winter to me.”

“Is she going to have to
sit on the naughty stool too?”

“That’s none of your
business, Noelle. Now go back to work.”

“Yes, Mrs.
Claus.”

One by one, each elf was sent to the
kitchen to spend thirty minutes in the corner. When all five elves
had been punished, Mrs. Claus breathed a sigh of relief and started
to prepare dinner for Santa.

Her relief didn’t last long. Just as
she had everything under control with the cooking, she heard a
commotion coming from the workroom. She tiptoed to the doorway so
she could hear what they were saying.

“This is all your fault,
Holly! Just because you’re such a baby and had to get back at us
for a little joke.”

“I am not a baby, Winter!
If you can play a joke on me, then I can do the same to
you!”

Moonlight said, “What you did was far
worse than what we did.”

“Oh, it was
not!”

“Yes, it was,” Stardust
retorted.

Noelle put in her two cents with, “I
almost got spanked because of you, Holly!”

“You did not!” Holly
said.

Mrs. Claus had heard quite enough. She
stepped into the workroom and cleared her throat. The five elves
all opened their mouths in a surprised O and hushed up.

“All five of you, in the
kitchen. Now.”

They all looked at each other, scared
and wondering what Mrs. Claus would do now.

“I said, now.”

The elves quickly headed to the
kitchen and lined up near the table. Mrs. Claus reached into her
utensil drawer and pulled out a large wooden spoon. The elves all
gasped and started saying, “No! Please, Mrs. Claus. We’ll be
good.”

“Quiet!” She ordered them.
“I have had enough of your bickering and blaming each other for the
trouble you’re all in. You all share equal blame. Now remove your
tights and panties, and lift up your smocks. Winter, you’re
first.”

“But, ma’am, if we have to
be spanked, can it be over our tights?”

“No, it cannot. Now off
with your tights and undies and come here.”

Winter obeyed, and Mrs. Claus took
Winter’s hand to help the elf hop up over her knee. She lifted the
elf’s smock and picked up the wooden spoon.

“There will be no
pranks…”

Smack!

“Ow!”

“No teasing…”

Smack!

“Ow!

“And no
fighting…”

Smack!

“Ow!”

“While
working.”

Smack!

“Ow!”

“Do you
understand?”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Ow! Ow! Yes, I
understand! I’m sorry!”

Mrs. Claus gave Winter three more
smacks of the wooden spoon, bringing it to a total of ten, five on
each bottom cheek.

“Go stand facing the wall
with your hands folded at your back.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Winter said
tearfully as she quickly did as she was told.

“Noelle, you’re up next.
Come on, up you go over my knee.”

Noelle was afraid to say anything and
quickly obeyed, hoping her spanking would not be as hard as
Winter’s. Winter’s butt was very red.

Mrs. Claus spanked Noelle exactly the
same way as she’d spanked Winter, giving the exact same lecture
with the exact number of strikes with her wooden spoon.

Like Winter, Noelle had yelped a loud
‘Ow!’ after each spank and was crying when the ten strikes were
over. By the time Noelle’s spanking was over, all the elves were
crying; either in pain from their spanking or from the fearful
anticipation of the spanking to come.

The twin sisters, Moonlight and
Stardust, followed Noelle and they yelped and cried louder than any
of the others. But Mrs. Claus stayed firm and completed the exact
same spanking for each elf. Finally, it was Holly’s
turn.

She took her spanking without making a
sound other than the sniffling caused by her tears. Then she stood
with the other elves, facing the wall, their reddened fannies on
display for Mrs. Claus.

“I suggest you all stop
your crying. You’ll be standing there until all crying ceases. Each
of you deserved that spanking and you’ll get another one tomorrow
if you can’t work together without the pranks and bickering. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, Mrs. Clause.” Each
elf answered.

The elves stood there for about five
more minutes and then Mrs. Clause sat down in her big chair in the
front parlor and called them to come in.

“All right, my dears, put
your undies and tights back on and come sit with me.”

They all quickly covered their bottoms
with panties and tights, then skipped into the parlor and climbed
up onto Mrs. Claus’s lap. She wrapped her arms around all of them;
the twins sat on the left side of her lap and the remaining three
elves were on her right side. They cuddled in close for
comfort.

“There, there, my
darlings. All is well again. You’re all forgiven for today’s
misdeeds. But you must remember to be good and leave the pranks for
free time, not during work.”

“Yes, ma’am,” All the
elves were quite contrite now and vowed that they would make no
more trouble in the workroom.

Mrs. Claus gave them each a hug and a
kiss on the cheek. “The day is almost over. Why don’t you each help
yourselves to one of the sugar cookies on the table and you can go
home. Tomorrow will be busy while we try to catch up on all the
work that didn’t get done today.”

“Okay, Mrs. Claus!” They
scrambled down from her lap and rushed into the kitchen for their
cookies. Then they pulled on their boots and coats and rushed
outside into the softly falling snow.

 


 


Santa’s wife continued to sit in her
chair and contemplated on the events of the day. She always felt
bad when she had to resort to spanking the elves. She preferred
using corner time or giving them essays to write. Spanking was
generally reserved for the more serious infractions.

She questioned whether she had done
the right thing. Should she have given them lines to write instead?
Should she have separated them to stop the teasing and fighting?
The elves definitely needed discipline at times, but had she been
too harsh? Guilt was creeping into her thoughts as she second
guessed her actions.

When Santa came in he was surprised to
find the kitchen empty. Mrs. Claus was almost always in the kitchen
cooking his supper when he returned at the end of the day. He
slipped off his black boots and hung his warm coat on a
hook.

It was very quiet in the house and he
wandered into the parlor. There he found Mrs. Claus sleeping in her
chair. Was she sick? Mrs. Claus never napped; they both stayed busy
all day and went to bed early. There wasn’t usually any time to be
taking naps.

He reached out his hand to feel her
forehead and her eyes flew open.

“I didn’t mean to wake
you, are you feeling ill?”

“Oh, my! I had no
intention of falling asleep. I don’t even have your supper ready.
I’m so sorry, Santa dear.” She quickly got out of her chair and
started bustling to the kitchen.

Santa could see that something had put
his wife out of sorts. She was troubled and he meant to find out
what was bothering her.

“Don’t worry, why don’t we
just have some sandwiches? That will be fine tonight.”

“Are you sure?” She asked.
“I have some nice rich potato soup I could heat up to go with the
sandwiches.”

“That’ll be fine. I’ll
just go wash up while you get it ready.”

Santa’s supper was on the table when
he came back down and Mrs. Claus was just finishing making her
sandwich. When she sat down beside him, he could see she had a
troubled look about her.

“What is bothering you, my
dear? Did you have a bad day with the elves?”

“They were misbehaving
something terrible, Santa! I ended up spanking all five of
them.”

“All five of them? They
must have been very naughty.” Santa was surprised that she had
spanked all five of the elves. Usually the instigators were the
only ones that received a spanking.

“Yes, all five. It started
when four of them hid Holly’s tool case, which I knew nothing about
until later. Then, after lunch, Holly decided to retaliate and took
the bobbins out of the sewing machines and mixed up the patterns.
That’s when the squabbling really began.”

She went on to tell him how she had
put Holly in the corner for thirty minutes and how the others had
teased her.

“So then I had the other
four take turns on the naughty stool as well. That apparently made
them angry with Holly and they began telling her it was all her
fault for taking the bobbins and she told them it was their fault
for starting it all with hiding her tool case. I finally had enough
and spanked them all.”

“It certainly sounds as
though they earned their spankings. What is troubling you about
it?”

“I just feel guilty,
Santa. I wonder if I wasn’t patient enough. Perhaps I should have
given them lines to write, or an essay on how to work together in
harmony.”

Santa knew his wife, and he knew there
was only way she was going to get rid of the guilt and feel
better.

“Oftentimes, we don’t have
the patience we should have and we treat others less than fairly.
Perhaps this guilt you’re feeling is justified and you were a bit
quick to spank the elves.”

“Yes, I think I acted too
quickly with a harsher punishment than was necessary. With
everything Nicole told me about their shenanigans, I think I
overreacted and went to spanking when another punishment would have
served.”

He knew what his wife needed, but he
also knew it would be better if she came to the same conclusion and
asked him to help her. He thought he’d help her along now with
coming to terms with what she needed. She also needed to be the one
to ask for it.

Mrs. Claus hung her head in shame. She
never wanted to hurt the elves. She always tried to be kind and
fair to all of them. The elves deserved their spankings, especially
since they had been an ongoing problem for Nicole. But she should
have had more patience and understanding with them. Well, there was
only one remedy for her guilt and she hated to have to ask for it,
but she had no choice if she was going to rid herself of her guilt
and remorse.

“Santa, as much as I hate
to say it, I’m afraid I deserve to be spanked.”

“Yes, my dear, you’re
right. I know you don’t want it, but you’ll feel better afterwards.
Now, get upstairs, get my belt out, and get into
position.”

“Yes, Santa.”

She climbed the stairs
slowly, delaying her spanking as long as possible.
The belt! Santa must think I was much too
harsh.

Mrs. Claus picked up three large
pillows from the window seat and placed them in a stack at the
center of the bed. Then she went into Santa’s implement drawer and
had to move several paddles, a few short leather straps, and a
cane, to pull out his wide leather belt. Leaving it curled up, she
put it on the corner of the bed.

With butterflies in her belly, she
went into the bathroom and showered. Putting on a candy cane
striped thong and matching tank top, she climbed on the big bed and
draped herself over the stack of pillows. This was Santa’s favorite
position for a punishment spanking; it made her bottom a perfect
target for him to spank.

Pulling a smaller pillow closer to her
for her head, she waited patiently in what was a very humiliating
position. Her bottom was propped up high and facing the doorway so
it would be the first thing Santa saw when he entered the
room.

She didn’t have long to wait. In a few
minutes, she saw his shadow as he stood in the doorway, taking in
the sight of his wife’s beautiful bottom waiting for his firm hand.
He felt a twitch in his groin as his eyes spotted the black belt at
the corner of the bed.

Santa stripped down to his shorts and
sat on the bed next to his wife. He softly caressed her bottom with
his big hand, noting that she had put the thong on for him. It left
enough of her cheeks bare for him to give her a warm up and then he
would pull the thong down to her knees when it was time to move on
to the belt.

Slowly, very lightly, he began to
spank her bottom, pausing frequently to rub between
spanks.

“Why are you being
spanked?”

Mrs. Claus sighed at how good the
light spanks and gentle rubbing felt. She knew things would
progress to a state that did not feel good at all.

“Because I was short on
patience in dealing with the elves.”

The slaps to her bottom were stronger
now, a little sharper and ouchier. She squirmed a little
bit.

“What could you have done
differently?”

She hated this part of being spanked.
Having to tell Santa what she did wrong and how she could have
handled things better made her feel even worse. But she knew it was
necessary.

“I could have talked to
them about their behavior, given them lines to write or an essay. I
could have separated them to stop the fighting and
teasing.”

Her bottom was quite red now, though
not nearly as red as it was going to be. Santa paused again and
rubbed her bottom, feeling the warmth that would turn into heat
when he applied his belt to her backside.

As he slipped his fingers under the
waistband of her thong and began pulling it down, he asked, “How
many spanks did you give the elves?”

“Ten spanks each with the
wooden spoon.”

“Well then, I think we’ll
give you exactly what you gave the elves.”

Relieve washed over Mrs. Claus. Ten
strikes with the wide belt would hurt, but she had been expecting
much more. She relaxed some, know that it would be over
soon.

“Yes,” Santa continued, “I
think you’ll feel much better after you’ve had just what the elves
had. Ten times five will be fifty stokes for you.”

“Fifty! But they only had
ten!”

“Yes, but those ten spanks
on five elves add up to fifty.”

He picked up the belt and wrapped the
buckled end of it around his hand. Then he stood up so he would
have enough room to swing the belt.

“Santa! Please! Fifty with
the belt is too much!”

“Who is charge, Mrs.
Claus? Who makes the decisions on what the punishment will
be?”

“You do, Santa. You’re in
charge.” It came out in barely more than a whisper. She knew it was
useless to beg for less. It would only make her punishment harder.
She clenched her cheeks in anticipation of the first
stoke.

Whack! The first blow landed on her
butt cheeks and she yelped in surprise.

Three more strokes followed in rapid
succession and she buried her head in the pillow to muffle her
cries. Santa continued, making sure he got her sit spot, the top of
her thighs, and covered her entire derriere. After twenty-five
strokes, he paused and rubbed her very red bottom.

“We’re halfway there,
love. How are you doing?”

She nodded her head to indicate she
was all right. At least as all right as anyone could be in the
midst of receiving fifty whacks with Santa’s belt. Her rear was
burning, but she had this coming so she’d just have to deal with it
and take her punishment. Her mind wandered to the aftercare Santa
always provided. That thought would get her through the next
twenty-five whacks.

Santa swung his belt and it landed
squarely on her ass, striking both cheeks and leaving a raised
welt. He eased up on the rest of the strokes and gave her a little
more time between strikes.

Finally the last blow landed and he
dropped the belt to the floor. Lying down beside his wife, he drew
her off the stack of pillows and snugged her in tightly to him. Her
heated bottom was tucked into his groin and he felt the warmth of
her well spanked bottom radiating onto him, causing him to get even
harder.

Mrs. Claus was quietly crying as he
held her. She grabbed onto his hand and he squeezed
lightly.

“It’s all right now, dear.
All is forgiven.”

She nodded her head, unable to speak
yet. She did feel his growing cock pressing against her sore ass
and she wiggled her hips, letting him know she wanted
him.

Santa knew many men didn’t pleasure
their wives after disciplining them, but he believed it was the
best part of a spanking. It showed true forgiveness and love. It
eased the sting of the belt or whatever else was used and put his
wife’s world right again.

He slipped his hand between her legs
and felt the hot wetness there. As always, he was amazed at how a
painful spanking could result in such damp heat. His fingers found
her opening and slid inside, stroking in and out while his thumb
massaged her hard little nub. Mrs. Claus moaned and wriggled around
so she was lying on her back and could reach that hard shaft that
had been pressing against her backside.

She stroked up and down, bringing him
to the point where they both wanted nothing but to have his cock
buried deep within her. She spread her legs farther apart, inviting
him to climb between them.

Santa didn’t need anything more. He
moved on top of her, nestled his hips in the apex of her thighs,
and drove into her while his mouth came down on her breast and
suckled there.

She wrapped her legs around him,
pulling him in deeper and holding him there as she raised her hips
to meet his every stroke. Her gasps had become ones of pleasure and
she closed her eyes, arched her neck as her head fell back, and she
keened in ecstasy as Santa groaned his own satisfaction with a
final hard thrust.

Moments later, she turned into his big
comforting chest, and confessed, “I really needed that, I feel so
much better now about the elves.”

He chuckled a low ho ho ho, “I will
always give you what you need, my dear. Let’s get some sleep, we
have a lot of work to do. Christmas Eve is just around the
corner.”

Spanked, loved, and guilt free, Mrs.
Claus snuggled in for a good night’s sleep. As did the five elves
who knew they’d been forgiven. Santa too slept soundly, knowing
he’d given his wife exactly what she needed.

 


 


 





 


 


 



OFFICE SANTA

 


 


No need to rush, Sheila told herself.
She had a full hour before she had to leave to make it to the
office Christmas party without being too late. There was plenty of
time for her to take twenty minutes and soak in the tub.

She was desperate for some relaxation.
The whole week had been simply crazy with trying to do everything
done at work before the Christmas holiday. With less than two weeks
to go, everyone wanted something done so they could have a worry
free holiday.

Well, what about her holiday? Didn’t
she rate a worry free holiday? She supposed not. As a lowly
paralegal she was stuck with all the drudge work at the law firm
where she worked. While the lawyers all went out of town or just
took several days off to spend with their families, she would have
to work every day except Christmas Day.

Most likely, she’d end up coming in at
least in the morning before going to her mother’s for Christmas
dinner. Even if she was lucky enough to have her work caught up,
she’d probably still spend a few hours at the office studying for a
test or doing homework. The office was more conducive to studying
than her small cramped apartment.

Studying at the office didn’t always
work out. If anyone else was there working late, once they realized
Sheila was there, they would invariably ask her to look something
up, make some copies, or find other things for her to do. It was a
good sized company and they had a dozen or so paralegals, but they
all left as soon as their shift was over and never came in on their
off time like Sheila did.

This Christmas party was something
else she didn’t want to do. She hated mingling with co-workers
outside of work hours. They were people she worked with, not
friends. She didn’t want to get to know them any better. The usual
office party just gave people an excuse to drink too much and next
thing you knew all sorts of inappropriate things were
occurring.

There was no getting out of the party,
she might as well rinse off and get ready. The one good thing about
the party was that it would give her a chance to interact with her
hot new boss, Tony Grayson, outside of business.

He was hired to head the real estate
department and she had been assigned to him as his paralegal.
Sheila had done everything she could think of to get her new boss
to see her as something other than just his paralegal. She wore
tight mini-skirts to work and four inch high heels that killed her
feet. Her blouses were tightfitting and either low cut or she
unbuttoned one too many buttons.

She dropped things on the floor and
when she bent over to pick them up, she made sure her ass was
sticking out in Tony’s direction.

But Tony never made an inappropriate
move. He didn’t even seem to notice her as anything other than his
paralegal. It was discouraging.

Sheila wondered if she just wasn’t his
type. He sure as hell was her type and if he didn’t pay any
attention to her tonight, her next move was going to be to go all
conservative and make him use his imagination as to what was under
her clothing. If that didn’t work, she’d have to give up on Tony
and think about setting her sights elsewhere.

Her outfit for the party was a red
mini-skirt and a tight red sweater with a scoop neckline that
showed off plenty of cleavage. The white fake fur around the collar
and wristbands was all that relieved the red of her outfit. Red
high heeled boots completed the look.

 


 


The party was in full swing by the
time Sheila arrived. She made her way through the groups of
lawyers, their secretaries, the other paralegals, and a couple of
investigators. Most of them had brought along their spouse or
significant other. A few outside business contacts had been invited
and Sheila figured there were over a hundred people at the
party.

Curt Bowman was already drunk, but
that was no surprise. He was almost always drunk. It was his firm,
but he did very little work. The other attorneys handled nearly all
aspects of every case. Even when one of his cases did go to trial,
Mr. Bowman was there as window dressing only. One of the other
lawyers sat second chair and did the work.

Sheila sidestepped around a cluster of
people to avoid Curt. He was obnoxious and had a slimy way of
looking over the women in the office. She didn’t want to hear any
of his off-color remarks.

She spotted Renee and Cindy near the
food table and headed towards them. She knew the food would be
good, Curt didn’t skimp when it came to throwing a
party.

“Hi, Sheila.” Renee smiled
at her. “Did you come alone?”

“Yeah, I’m not seeing
anyone seriously enough to drag them to a company party. Hell, I’m
not seeing anyone at all.”

“I know what you mean,”
Cindy said. “I came alone too.”

“Aren’t we expected to do
the mingling thing?” Renee asked.

“I guess, but what’s the
point? We know everyone that works here and mingle with them every
day.”

“Now that’s the wrong
attitude, Sheila. You’ll likely get a piece of coal when Santa
hands out the gifts,” Cindy joked.

“Whatever. I didn’t even
want to come this party.”

“Well, you’ll never guess
what Ruth told me.” Renee always had the latest in office gossip.
Ruth was Curt’s secretary and she always knew everything that was
going on in the office.

“Ok, I’ll bite,” Sheila
said. “Who is sleeping with whom?”

“No, nothing like that.
It’s about your new boss. He’s going to be here tonight but you’ll
never even know it when he shows up.”

“Why not? Will he be in
disguise?”

“Yes! He’s going to be the
firm’s Santa Claus!”

“You’ve got to be kidding
me. What’s a lawyer doing taking on the role of the office party
Santa?”

“Ruth said he offered to
do it when he overheard her trying to hire a Santa. Everyone was
booked and she didn’t know where she was going to find one. So he
offered and thought it would be a good way to introduce himself to
the rest of the staff. He hasn’t met everybody since he’s only been
here two weeks.”

“Well, hopefully he’ll get
here soon so I can leave. I have to study when I get home, I don’t
really want to be here.” She left out the part about how she’d love
to be here if Tony would finally see her as something other than
his paralegal.

“Jeez, Sheila. You’re
really a downer tonight. I think you need to get laid.” Cindy’s
solution to all problems was a good roll in the sack.

“You’re probably right,
but I need a boyfriend for that to happen and right now I don’t see
one in my near future.”

“Let’s eat some of this
good food,” Renee suggested.

Sheila tucked her clutch purse under
her arm to free her hands and picked up a plate, napkins, and
silverware. Then she led them to the end of the long food
line.

A half hour later, their plates laden
with all kinds of goodies, they found a table at the edge of the
room and sat down to eat and watch their co-workers make fools of
themselves. Sheila was always surprised at how these stuffy lawyers
loosened up at a party. And if they weren’t married or their wives
weren’t at the party, they seemed to think they could hit on any
woman who happened to be near them.

“Ho Ho Ho!”

It was a deep voice, perfect for
playing Santa, and it came from the elevator area. Sheila
recognized it as Tony’s voice. Everyone turned in that direction to
watch Santa Claus stride in with a huge sack slung over his
shoulder.

“Merry Christmas!” Santa
bellowed in a loud voice. “Happy Holidays!”

Sheila figured that last one was
thrown in for the people who celebrated something other than
Christmas. An effort to be politically correct. She watched Santa
come in and thought he was just a little too hot to pull off the
Santa routine.

He was tall, with wide shoulders. It
was hard to tell what kind of shape he was in with all the padding
around his middle, but Sheila had seen him in regular clothes, and
she knew he was ripped.

His brown eyes darted all around the
room and she would swear he just winked at her. Was he flirting? He
settled in a big office chair that someone had wheeled out of
Curt’s office and began pulling packages out of his
sack.

“I believe I see my elf
over there. Come here, Sheila, and help me with these.”

Oh, so he had noticed her. Her party
clothes made him want her to be his elf. She smiled and went to
help Santa. There were several medium and large sized presents
which Santa asked Ruth to place under the Christmas tree. From the
way Ruth picked up several at a time, it appeared they were empty
and meant for show only.

Next he pulled out several small boxes
that were all the same size. They were wrapped with two different
papers. The gifts for the men had blue metallic paper and the ones
for the women were wrapped with a red and green Christmas motif.
They were all gift cards, the only difference being the amount,
which varied according to an employee’s time at the
firm.

Santa and his elf handed them out to
everyone and then Curt came forward to make his usual speech about
the great people working at the firm and thanking everyone for
their hard work and loyalty. As far as Sheila was concerned it was
all the same blah, blah, blah crap he always spouted.

She wanted him to finish his little
speech so she could explore were Santa’s flirtation might take her
next. She caught Santa looking at her and he winked at her
again.

Renee saw the wink and said, “Santa’s
flirting with you, Sheila. Do you two have something going on that
we don’t know about?”

“I wish! I’ve done
everything I can think of to get him to notice me as a woman.
Tonight is the first time he’s ever been anything but all
business.”

“Well, I suggest you work
it, Sheila. Don’t blow your chance. But make sure you don’t fall
for a one night stand.”

“I won’t.” Sheila turned
to go to the bar for some iced tea and walked right into the red
velvet chest of Santa.

It was a very hard chest and this
Santa smelled very good. Sheila was sure your average Santa did not
smell like this. This was as close as she’d been to her new
boss.

“Ho Ho Ho, who’s having a
one night stand?”

His voice was deep and yummy even when
he wasn't playing up the Santa Claus act.

“Uh…no one. We were just
talking.”

His brown eyes had flecks of gold in
them that seemed to sparkle. What she could see of his lips behind
the fake beard appeared soft and smooth. She wondered what kissing
them would feel like.

Stop thinking things like
that. Kissing the new boss was not
something that would likely ever happen so there was no point in
thinking about it.

“I think Santa and his elf
need a break,” Santa said. “Why don't we go to the free bar Curt
set up and get a drink?”

“Sure, sounds good.”
Sheila couldn’t believe he was actually asking her to have a drink
with him.

He took her elbow and led her to the
bar.

“What would you
like?”

“A margarita would be
great.”

Tony ordered Sheila’s margarita and a
scotch for himself.

“You look very fetching in
your elf costume, Ms. Brennan.”

“Please, call me Sheila.
It’s not really a costume, I just thought it was Christmassy for
the party.”

“I believe that’s the
miniest mini-skirt you’ve worn in the two weeks I’ve been with the
company.”

So he did notice her
mini-skirts!

“Do you object to my
mini-skirts?” She fluttered her eyelashes at him.

“Not at all, Sheila.
Though they don’t quite qualify as truly professional
attire.”

“Perhaps not,” she
conceded. “But then, I’m not dealing directly with the
clients.”

“True; still, I do find
your mini-skirts a bit distracting. I’m often tempted to do
something about them.”

“Do something about them?
Like what?”

“Like have you bend over
my desk so I can apply my wooden ruler to your bottom. As short as
your skirts are, I’m sure once you were bent over my desk, your
cute little ass cheeks would be exposed.”

Sheila’s eyes opened wide. Did she
hear him right? He wanted to spank her? While she was bent over his
desk? She found herself unable to think of anything to
say.

Tony chuckled at having dumbfounded
her. He knew she’d been trying to get his attention. Little did she
know she’d been quite successful. It had been more than difficult
to keep himself from tossing her over his knee and spanking her
bottom for the way she dressed. And for the inappropriate showing
of her assets as she bent down to pick up things she was always
dropping.

He was not as blind to her charms as
she thought. There had been many a hard-on he’d had to hide by
remaining seated behind his desk.

Almost every time she walked into his
office in one of her tight sweaters, with her breasts pushed up for
maximum cleavage, he had to fight to keep from licking his lips. A
sound spanking was exactly what she needed. Followed by a good
fucking.

“I suggest you begin
wearing longer skirts or I’ll have no choice but to take care of it
myself.”

Sheila swallowed hard. She still could
not think of a thing to say. He was threatening to have her bend
over his desk if she didn’t change the length of her
skirts.

He had no right to tell her how to
dress. There was no dress code in the company policy. Plenty of the
women working there dressed just like Sheila. All the secretaries,
receptionists, and paralegals dressed to attract the attention of
the high powered lawyers. The only women who dressed more
conservatively where the female attorneys.

Even though she had already decided to
try toning down her clothes in her attempt to woo Tony, she now
rebelled at his suggestion that she wear longer skirts.

She finally found her
voice.

“I’ll dress as I please,
Mr. Grayson. Company policy has no specific dress code.”

“That may be, Miss
Brennan. I, however, do have a dress code. You will dress properly,
and that includes showing less of your cleavage, or will face the
consequences.”

“I don’t think so,” Sheila
responded. “Perhaps you should find another paralegal to work for
you.”

“No, I like your work. I
asked for you because I like your work. You will comply with my
dress code.”

He was making her angry now. Who did
he think he was? Making demands on how she should dress?

“I’ll speak to Curt
tomorrow and have him reassign me to someone else.”

Tony narrowed his eyes, but she
ignored his look. Walking away from him, she suddenly felt a firm
hand on her elbow and found she was being propelled down one of the
hallways.

“What the hell are you
doing?” Sheila demanded.

“We’re going to go into my
office and see if we can take care of that attitude.”

He spoke in a low, stern voice that
set butterflies off in her belly.

“I suggest you let me go
before I make a scene.” She tugged her arm trying to pull away from
his grasp, but he was holding her elbow too tightly.

“Go ahead, make a scene.
It might be fun to see everyone's reaction.”

He led her into his office, closed and
locked the door behind him while still holding on to her elbow.
Then he pulled her over to a chair, sat down and yanked her over
his red velveteen covered knee.

He put his left arm on her back and
his hand held her waist so she was tucked in close to him. With his
right hand he flipped up the tiny mini-skirt and was pleased to see
her undergarment was a mere thong that left her ass cheeks nicely
exposed.

“What the hell do you
think you're doing?” She shrieked as she kicked her
legs.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Three sharp spanks from his hand
landed on her bottom.

“Are you crazy? What are
you doing?” She yelled again.

“I'm giving you a
spanking.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“You have no right! Stop
it right now!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I'll stop when you
apologize for your behavior and your clothing.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“My behavior? What are you
talking about?”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I’m talking about your
refusal to comply with my dress code.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I am going to sue your
ass for this! You can’t tell me how to dress! When I get through
telling Mr. Bowman what you’ve done you won't even have a job! Now
let me up!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I said I will stop as
soon as you apologize.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Sheila's bottom felt as though it were
on fire. She didn't think she could take much more and decided it
would be prudent on her part to give this asshole what he wanted
and apologize.

“All right! I'm sorry, now
please stop!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“What exactly is it that
you're sorry for, Ms. Brennan?”

“For whatever it is you
want me to be sorry for! Now let me up!” She wiggled and squirmed
trying to get free, but he held her tightly.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Why are you being
spanked, Ms. Brennan?” Tony paused in his assault on her ass and
waited for her reply with his arm raised and poised to give her
more swats.

Oh, what an insufferable
prick!

“Because you don’t like
the way I dress.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Ms. Brennan, you can do
better than that. If you want this spanking to be over, I suggest
you admit you dress inappropriately for work and apologize for your
refusal to follow my dress code.”

She could sense that his hand was
ready to come smacking down on her ass again if she didn't say what
he wanted to hear. How humiliating! She couldn't believe this was
happening. How was she ever going to come to work knowing that she
would have to see him on a daily basis?

“Fine. I dress
inappropriately and I apologize for refusing to agree to your dress
code. Now please let me up.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“What the fuck! I said
what you wanted me to say!”

“Those last ones were for
taking so long to give me your apology.” He pulled the skirt of her
dress down over her reddened cheeks and helped her up. What he’d
really wanted to do was slip his fingers between her legs and see
if her thong was damp from arousal. But that would be pushing his
luck.

She was near tears and her face was at
least as red from embarrassment as her bottom was from being
spanked. She sniffled back some tears and turned away from
him.

Tony handed her a box of tissue. “You
can go down the hall and slip out the side door to avoid any people
if you like.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t avoid
them,” she said hotly. “Maybe I should just go out there and tell
them what you did to me.”

“You could do that. I
think it might be more of an embarrassment to you than to
me.”

“I hate you!” She spat out
the words, snatched open the door, and went down the hall to the
side door. It would go to another bank of elevators and she could
avoid seeing anyone.

Tony chuckled to himself as he watched
her stalk off in all her fury. She was a feisty one. He was very
thankful he had convinced Curt Bowman that the real estate division
needed its own dedicated paralegal and had asked if Sheila could be
assigned to him as his personal paralegal.

 


 


Sheila drove home and let herself into
her tiny apartment. Studying or doing any homework was out of the
question after the night she’d had.

How dare he spank her! How dare he
think that he could take such action! What a prick! What an
asshole!

She fumed and paced around her room
wondering how she was going to go into the office the next morning.
He was her boss, she couldn’t very well avoid him.

Changing into a tank top and boy
shorts to sleep in, she took a peek at her bottom in the mirror and
was not surprised to see it was a bright pink. And quite warm to
the touch. Her belly had butterflies flitting about when she
thought of the stinging smacks his hand had delivered to her
ass.

It was then that she realized her
pussy was wet. How could that be? How could she possibly be aroused
from something as painful and humiliating as being spanked? It
couldn’t be; could it? No, she told herself; she might have the
hots for her boss, but there was no way being spanked by him could
arouse her. She’d never had the slightest inclination towards
erotic spankings. It had to be a fluke.

Staring at the dark ceiling before she
fell asleep, her mind wandered to how soft Tony’s lips had looked.
What would it be like to kiss them? His chest had been firm, even
hard when she had bumped into him. The padding around his waist did
not disguise his well-muscled chest. And the way he smelled was
simply yummy. Damn! Why did she have to be attracted
him?

Her hand drifted down between her legs
and she touched her slit with her fingers. She was very wet and
when she ran her finger up the length of her pussy and to her clit,
it wasn’t long before she made herself come.

Sheila rolled to her side and told
herself it had nothing to do with Tony, nothing to do with being
spanked. It was simply that she was horny and it had been a long
time since she’d had any real sex.

 


 


The phone on Sheila’s desk rang,
interrupting a brief she was trying to put together before going
home for the night. It was the Monday after the Christmas party and
so far she had been able to avoid her boss all day.

“Hello,” she said
brusquely.

“Ms. Brennan, please come
to my office with the Jameson file.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll be right
there.”

Sheila sighed. She didn’t have time
for this now. After saving and closing the file she was working on,
she went to Tony’s office.

Tony watched her enter his office. He
was not surprised to see she was wearing another mini-skirt. Her
top wasn’t too tight, but it revealed the tops of her soft breasts
and he could already feel his cock responding to the sight. He
wasn’t sure if he was making a mistake by insisting she dress more
appropriately, but he knew she was testing him now by wearing the
mini-skirt. There was no choice, he was going to have to bend her
over his desk and follow through with his threat.

Why was he so attracted to her? She
wasn’t beautiful, at least not in the traditional sense, yet he
couldn’t keep from staring at her. Her copper colored hair had to
be natural. He didn’t think you could find that color in a bottle.
Deep set green eyes and the usual dusting of freckles that were
common with her sort of coloring made it very pleasant to look at
her. Her mouth was a little too wide, but those eyes more than made
up for it.

Sheila stopped and watched his
reaction to her blatant disregard for his orders concerning how she
dressed. Damn, he was handsome with his dark hair and eyes. It was
obvious he spent time at the gym working out. She guessed he was
about ten years older than her twenty-five years. How was she
supposed to work with him after he’d spanked her? How would he
respond to her ignoring his dress code?

“Please close and lock the
door, Ms. Brennan.”

He spoke in a very stern, no nonsense
voice. Her belly dropped like a lead balloon as she realized what
he was going to do. Perhaps it had not been the wisest decision to
defy Mr. Grayson’s orders.

“Ms. Brennan, I asked you
to close and lock the door.”

“I prefer to leave it
open, Mr. Grayson. Now, how can I help you?”

“It’s your choice, Ms.
Brennan. You will be bent over my desk whether you close the door
or not. If you prefer anyone passing by to know about the spanking
I’m about to give you, then by all means, leave the door
open.”

Sheila quickly closed and locked the
door. Then she turned to him in fury.

“You can’t do this! I will
not allow you to spank me whenever you think you want
to.”

“Very well. You’re
fired.”

Her mouth dropped open. “You can’t
fire me because I won’t let you spank me.”

“I’m firing you for not
dressing appropriately. You may leave, Ms. Brennan. I have no
further need for you.”

“But…but…you can’t just
fire me. I’m in school! I need my job to pay for tuition and
support myself while I’m in school! And…and you weren’t the one
that hired me! I’ve been working her longer than you
have!”

“But I am your boss now
and I can fire you. If you truly feel you need your job, then I
suggest you come here and position yourself over my
desk.”

Sheila didn’t move. Why, why hadn’t
she worn slacks, or a longer skirt? She could not lose this job.
There was no way she could afford any time of unemployment while
she looked for another job. This company had worked with her,
allowed her flexible hours so she could go to class and have time
for study. She knew she had no choice; she had to take the
spanking. But first, she’d try to beg her way out of it.

“Please, Mr. Grayson. I
promise I will wear longer skirts from now on.”

“I’m sure you will, Ms.
Brennan. Now bend over my desk and let’s this over
with.”

Sheila looked pleadingly at him but
saw he was not going to give an inch. His dark eyes were even
darker than usual and his arms were folded across his chest. She
felt her pussy tighten when she wondered if he was going to use his
hand to spank her or the wooden ruler he’d threatened her
with.

She walked to the desk and now noticed
that side of it had been completely cleared to make room for her.
Had he suspected she was going to defy his dress code? Her legs
trembled as she stood there.

Tony swept his arm toward the desk to
indicate she should get into position. Then he reached into his
desk drawer and retrieved an eighteen inch wooden ruler. He smacked
it on the palm of his hand, testing it.

Sheila bit her lip and tried to beg
once more. “Please, Mr. Grayson. I promise. I’ll never wear a
mini-skirt again.”

“I know, Ms. Brennan. Bend
over now.”

She sighed and bent her torso over the
desk, folding her arms under her head, resting her forehead on the
back of her hand.

Tony lifted her skirt and tucked the
hem into her waistband to keep it from falling down. Her white
panties covered her creamy cheeks and he slipped his fingers under
the elastic waistband to pull the panties down.

“No! Please, leave my
panties on.”

“They’re coming off. All
spankings will be on the bare bottom, Ms. Brennan.”

All spankings? How many
spankings did he think he could give her?

He pulled them down and let them bunch
at her knees. Stepping to her left side, he smacked the palm of his
hand once more with the ruler.

“Tell me why you find
yourself in this position, Ms. Brennan.”

“Because…because you’re a
sadistic prick!”

CRACK!

“Ow!” She cried out and
reached her hand behind her to rub her butt.

He grabbed her hand and guided it back
to the desk.

“Keep your hands on the
desk or I’ll have to tie them together. Now, I’ll ask again. Why
are you in this position?”

“Because I’m wearing a
mini-skirt!”

CRACK! CRACK! One strike landed on
each cheek.

“Ow! That
hurts!”

“Yes, I know it
does.”

He smacked her again and again with
the ruler, causing her to cry out repeatedly. She tried to muffle
her cries with her hands. How embarrassing if anyone should hear
the crack of the ruler on her ass or her cries!

Tony watched as the red welts
blossomed on her smooth skin. His cock had already been hard when
she walked into his office in her little mini-skirt; now it was
straining against his pants, begging to be freed.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

With her fist jammed to her mouth,
Sheila’s cries were barely audible.

“Mmfft!
Mmmmmmfft!”

After a dozen hard cracks of the
ruler, Tony stopped. He wanted to touch her welted bottom and feel
the heat, but knew he shouldn’t. It would have to wait for another
time.

“You’re done, you can pull
your panties up now.”

Sheila’s butt was on fire as she
straightened up and pulled her undies over her burning bottom. She
sniffled, plucked a tissue from the box sitting on his desk, and
blew her nose.

“If there’s nothing else,
sir, may I go back to my desk now?”

Tony had to bite the inside of his
cheek to keep from smiling. She was trying so hard not to cry in
front of him. He wanted to take her in his arms and comfort her.
But if he did that, he’d end up making love to her on the small
sofa in his office.

“No, Ms. Brennan. I called
you in here to speak to you about a case we need to get started on.
Unfortunately, your mini-skirt caused a disruption. Please sit down
so we can discuss the new case.”

Sheila picked up her yellow legal pad
and pen. She sat in the chair across from his desk and almost
jumped right back up when her tender bottom hit the seat. She
winced and slowly shifted, trying to find the most comfortable
position for her poor, abused ass cheeks.

Tony gave her the details of the case
and told her what he wanted her to research. He looked at her the
entire time he spoke and tried to catch her eye, but she kept her
head down as she wrote her notes.

She nodded and said ‘yes, sir’ here
and there, but she never once looked up at him. Sheila was unsure
how to act. Today’s spanking had been much worse than the one at
the Christmas party. Maybe the lack of his Santa suit caused him to
be harsher.

She’d been a fool to test him on his
threat. From here on out, she would dress demurely and not risk any
more spankings.

When Tony was done he said, “Unless
you have any questions, we’re done for now.”

“Yes, sir.” Sheila stood
and headed out the door without saying anything else.

“Oh, Ms. Brennan. One more
thing.” Tony called after her, forcing her to turn around and
return to his office.

“I will need your
assistance on a few nights this week. We can adjust your daytime
schedule to make sure you have time for school and
studying.”

“A few nights? Will you be
seeing clients on those nights?” Sheila was trying to find out why
she had to work nights; she never had to previously.

“No, I will be acting as
Santa Claus for my sister’s day care centers. She has three of them
throughout the city and will be having Christmas parties at them.
Two are this week and one is next week.”

“So you play Santa Claus
on a regular basis?”

“Yes, why does that
surprise you?”

“Um…I don’t know, I guess
because you’re a lawyer.”

He shrugged, “We’ll just call it my
community outreach project. I do it every year and I actually enjoy
it.”

“I’ll be happy to help, I
think it will be fun.”

“Good, we have one on
Wednesday and the other for this week is Friday. They’re both at
four in the afternoon and should be over by seven. Just let me know
what time you need off to keep up with your schoolwork.”

“Yes, sir.” Sheila went to
her workstation to begin working on the new file.

On Wednesday Sheila wore a pantsuit to
work and brought along the red outfit she’d worn to the office
party. It would make a cute elf costume for the children and she’d
bought some red tights to wear under the skirt for modesty in front
of the children. Instead of the red boots, she would wear a pair of
brown loafers with green pom-poms she had attached with
double-sided tape. She was sure her role would be helping to keep
order with the children and perhaps handing out the
gifts.

She was a little late for work, having
studied late the previous night, but hoped Mr. Grayson wouldn’t
notice or at least not say anything about it.

At three o’clock Mr. Grayson entered
her office to let her know he was leaving for the day care center
so he would have time to change into his costume.

“Don’t be late, Ms.
Brennan. Four o’clock sharp.”

“Yes, sir.”

Sheila worked a little longer, then
changed into what she now thought of as her elf costume and left
her office. Ruth held her up for a few minutes asking questions
about how it was going with her new boss.

“I can’t talk now, Ruth. I
have to meet Mr. Grayson at four.”

The daycare center was only fifteen
minutes away, but traffic was heavier than usual and it took her
several minutes to find a parking space as the center’s lot was
filled with cars of the parents coming to the party.

The receptionist at the center told
her to go down the hall to the lunch room where the party was being
held. Glancing at the clock on the wall, she saw she was nearly
fifteen minutes late. Santa was already seated in a chair with his
bag of goodies by his side. His eyes went to the clock when he saw
her entering the room, reminding her she was late. He was a
stickler for being on time. She’d probably hear about it later;
especially since she had been late for work that
morning.

The party was great fun; she enjoyed
the children’s excitement and it was a pleasure to help hand out
gifts to all of them. Each child had their picture taken while
sitting on Santa’s lap.

Things ended earlier than expected;
mothers had to get home to make dinner or leave to pick up other
older children. Sheila and Tony stayed to help his sister, Anne,
clean up the party debris.

While Sheila was out of earshot, Anne
asked her brother about his new assistant. “How’s the new job? Is
Sheila your new secretary?”

“No, she’s my paralegal
and assistant. So far, the job is great. It’d be better if my
paralegal could manage to be more punctual.”

Knowing how her brother felt about
being on time, Ann smiled and said, “I’m sure you’ll straighten her
out on any tardiness issues.”

“I will most definitely
take care of that.”

When everything was cleaned up and
they were ready to leave, Tony turned to Sheila.

“I’ll need a little of
your time back at the office. Meet me there in twenty
minutes.”

He strode away before she could even
respond. His tone had been a little cold, even stern. Sheila
wondered what bug had crawled up his ass. She had to admit it was
incredibly hot when his eyes darkened and he spoke in that dominate
manner.

 


 


Parking on the street in front of the
firm was no problem at this time of day. Sheila preferred the
street to the parking garage at night. She always found it creepy
to be walking alone in that cavernous garage when it was so empty
and no one was around.

Everyone had left the office for the
day. Dropping her purse off at her workstation, she knocked on Mr.
Grayson’s door and stepped inside. He was still dressed in his
Santa costume.

“You were late. Twice
today. Is this a habit of yours?”

“Uh…I’m sorry. I studied
late last night and overslept this morning. I left this afternoon
with plenty of time to get to the daycare center, but Ruth stopped
me on my way out and then traffic was worse than I expected.
Parking was a pain at the center. I didn’t intend to be late, but
it couldn’t be helped.”

“I value punctuality and
will not tolerate tardiness.”

“I apologize, it won’t
happen again.”

Tony nodded his approval and removed
the heavy red Santa jacket. He was wearing a white long sleeved
business shirt under it. After he unbuttoned the cuffs, he began
rolling up the sleeves.

“Please lower your tights
and panties, then bend over my desk.”

“What?” Sheila wasn’t sure
she heard him correctly. Did he really just tell her to bend over
his desk?

“Let's not make this any
more difficult than it has to be. I believe I’ve made myself clear
about the mini-skirts. You’ve already had a punishment over that
issue and yet you chose to wear one again tonight. Late twice in
one day is cause for another punishment. Now, over my
desk.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” Sheila's
voice trembled as she started to put together exactly what he
meant. She vaguely recalled him telling her how he believed
consequences were the best way to correct certain undesirable
behaviors. But she had thought that only applied to his dress code.
He never said anything about consequences for being late.
Had he? She’d been so
upset with being spanked, she hadn’t paid too much attention to
anything he had said. Could he really be
getting ready to spank her again now?

“I apologize, sir. But I
wore the mini-skirt as a sort of elf costume, not in defiance of
your anti mini-skirt decree. I already explained why I was late.
I’m afraid I cannot accept this sort of consequence. Perhaps you
should find another paralegal.” Her voice shook as she spoke, but
she had a feeling it had more to do with excitement than
fear.

“I don’t want or need
another paralegal. You will do just fine once we’ve trained you.
Now, down with your tights and over the desk. Unless you’d rather
be out of a job.”

She swallowed hard, not
sure what to do. The idea of having her hot boss spank her ass was
making her pussy wet. Again!
Yet, deep inside, she felt that she should voice
another protest. But if she did that, she would be risking losing
her job. Her best bet, in her opinion, was to accept her
consequence.

She lowered her tights but left her
thong on, and bent over the desk, folding her arms and resting her
head on them. Her head faced the window and she was grateful to see
that the blinds had been drawn. Mr. Grayson was beside her, on her
left where she couldn't see him.

“Panties down as well,
Sheila. All punishments are on the bare bottom.”

Her face flushed red and she begged,
“Please, Mr. Grayson. It’s just a thong. Can’t I please leave it
on?”

“Either you take the thong
down or I will.”

Sheila quickly pulled it down to her
knees and then bent over the desk again.

“Since this is not your
first punishment, I will use the strap today instead of the ruler.
You will receive twelve strikes, six for the mini-skirt and six for
your tardiness.”

Afraid that her voice would come out
in nothing more than a squeak, Sheila remained silent. However, she
sucked in her breath when she felt his left hand rest on her lower
back and her butt cheeks clenched in anticipation of the first
strike.

“Relax, Ms. Brennan. Do
not clench your cheeks or I will be forced to give you additional
strikes.”

Sheila struggled to relax, but it was
difficult. Would he warn her before he began? Or would the first
blow be a complete surprise? She had barely finished her thoughts
when…

WHACK!

The strap hit her ass with a sharp
sting and she yelped, “Ow!”

WHACK!

The second strike immediately followed
and her upper body came up off the desk. If Mr. Grayson's hand had
not been on her lower back, she would have leaped up.

WHACK!

The third strike stung even more and
she swore he had put more power into it.

“Ow! Dammit, that
hurts!”

“Yes, I'm aware that it
hurts. Perhaps you'll think more about the benefits of being
punctual and reconsider your clothing choices in the
future.”

WHACK!

“Enough! I'm sorry! I
won't be late again. Please stop.”

“Just two more for the
tardiness, Ms. Brennan.” He pressed his hand onto her back a little
more firmly and raised the strap in his other hand.

WHACK! WHACK!

The two final strikes came in rapid
succession, one on each ass cheek.

“Shit! That fucking
hurts!”

“Watch the language, Ms.
Brennan. You may get up now. Stand in the corner with your hands on
your head for five minutes and then we’ll finish with the final
six.”

Sheila’s ass was burning worse from
the six strikes of the strap than it had from the ruler spanking,
even though the ruler had been a dozen strikes. She felt the
dampness between her legs and couldn't understand how something
that hurt so much could arouse her.

“I don’t want to stand in
the corner. Just get the rest of this shit over with now and let me
go home.”

“You are not in charge,
Ms. Brennan. Do as you’re told and stand in the corner. Or find
another job. And watch your language or I’ll have to add a few
strokes.”

Sheila stood in the corner and fumed.
She didn’t need this crap. When she got home tonight she would
check online for any job openings. She was a good paralegal and
surely she could find a job that didn’t require her to submit to
spankings.

The five minutes passed quickly while
Sheila plotted her strategy to leave this company and find other
work.

“All right, back over the
desk.” Tony instructed.

Once she was back in position, he took
pity on her and said, “I’ll finish up with my hand instead of the
strap.”

Sheila didn’t respond, though she was
vastly relieved, No way could a hand hurt like a ruler or a
strap.

The six spanks were delivered in rapid
succession, three smacks per cheek. They hurt plenty considering
they were in addition to the six from the strap.

“We’re done. You can get
up.”

She kept her head down in
embarrassment, pulled up her clothing, and asked, “May I go
now?”

“Yes, you may go. I expect
you’ll be on time tomorrow morning?”

“Yes, sir.” She walked
quickly out of his office and crossed the hall to get her purse.
She didn’t want to see him again tonight, but he was waiting in the
hall to walk out with her.

“It’s late, I’ll walk you
to your car.”

“That’s not necessary, I
found a spot on the street in front of the building.” Her voice was
cold and clipped. Tony could feel the anger in her.

“I hope I don’t detect an
attitude, Ms. Brennan. We can easily have you over my desk for
another strapping.”

She turned to face him and almost
snarled at him.

“Don’t expect me to be
happy about your ‘consequences’ over minor infractions, Mr.
Grayson. The only reason I’m not reporting you to Curt is because I
desperately need this job while I’m still in school.”

Tony chuckled. The girl had spunk. He
had a feeling there were going to be more punishment sessions. He
had a suspicion that the strapping had excited her. It had not been
easy resisting the temptation to slide his fingers between her legs
and check for dampness. He was going to enjoy training
her.

“Come now, Ms. Brennan,
it’s not every girl that can claim she’s been spanked and strapped
by Santa.”

She stomped off towards the elevator
and punched the down button. Tony had leisurely followed her and
when he reached the elevators, Sheila stormed out the stairwell
door and began the twenty-eight floor descent on foot.

“Sheila!” Tony called from
the doorway. “Don’t be foolish! It’s twenty-eight flights down to
the lobby.”

Her response was to skip down the
stairs faster. When she got to the twenty-first floor she thought
she’d slip in that door and take the elevator from there. But the
door was locked and she had no choice but to continue down the
stairs. She could hear Tony following her, though it didn’t sound
like he was rushing.

The only reason Tony followed her was
in case she couldn’t make it all the way down. A few times he heard
her stop and try a door, but they were all locked. Many of the
floors were taken up entirely by one company and they all locked
the stairwell door as a matter of security. You could leave a floor
by the stairs, but you could not enter.

Sheila stopped at the seventeenth
floor and listened. Tony was still coming down. She tried the door
and it opened, but it was a dark hallway and she didn’t want to go
into an unfamiliar area that was dark.

She continued going down, slower now.
Since Tony wasn’t rushing to catch up with her, there was no reason
for her to wear herself out hurrying down the steps.

When she finally made it to the lobby
level, she had a sudden fear that the lobby door would be locked as
well. Taking a deep breath, she turned the knob and was relieved
when it opened.

The night watchman looked up in
surprise when she came through the door.

“Is something wrong with
the elevators?”

“No, I just thought I’d
get some exercise.”

The watchman shrugged and went back to
his magazine. He looked up a minute later when the stairwell door
opened again and a man dressed like Santa Claus came
through.

“Did a young lady just
come through here?” Tony asked the man.

“Yeah, said she was
getting some exercise. She just went out the door.”

Tony hurried out the door; his car had
been parked on the street as well. Sheila was just pulling away
from the curb. He quickly got in his car and followed
her.

It was only a twenty minute ride to
her loft and he watched her park and walk into the building. He
thought he should leave now that he knew she’d made it safely home.
But he was feeling guilty now. Not about spanking her. She’d
deserved both of those punishments.

 

What he felt guilty about was not
talking to her afterwards. He should have made sure she understood
why she’d been punished and what she should do in the future to
avoid any more spankings. It wasn’t right that he hadn’t provided
any aftercare.

Tony felt his cock getting hard as he
sat there thinking about her creamy cheeks turning pink from the
first strike of the strap. Then a deeper pink with each successive
strike. Her ass was quite a lovely shade after he’d delivered the
sixth stoke. He’d wanted to touch her.

Thinking it was probably going to be a
mistake, he got out of this car and walked into the vestibule of
her building. He had just found her name and apartment number on
the doorbell list when someone else came out of the inner lobby,
leaving Tony a way to get in without ringing her bell.

So much for secure buildings, he
thought to himself. It was probably a visitor who had just left. A
resident would most likely be more cautious about letting just
anyone enter beyond the vestibule.

She was on the sixth floor and he took
the elevator. He’d had enough of stairs for one evening. When he
reached her floor he noticed there were just four units, making it
easy to find hers.

 


 


The first thing Sheila did when she
got home was to strip and look in the mirror at her spanked bottom.
It was still pink and she wondered how red it had been immediately
after the strapping. She put her hand on the pink marks and thought
they were slightly warm, but she didn’t feel they were raised. She
thought by morning her ass would look normal again.

Being in no mood to study, she sat
down on her sofa and thought about Mr. Grayson. How the hell did it
come about that he’d punished her three times in barely more than a
week? It was incredible that in that time her ass had been bared;
spanked by hand and a ruler, and now strapped by him.

And it turned her on!! Each time she
had felt her pussy getting wet. Tonight, after he’d strapped her
bottom, she had been angry, but what she’d really wanted was for
him to touch her. She needed to figure out if she was angry at him
for punishing her or angry at herself for being aroused by
it.

Sheila wasn’t surprised when she heard
the knock on her door. She was sure it was her friend and neighbor,
Julie. They often shared a glass of wine in the evenings and
bitched about school, jobs, and men.

She wasn’t in the mood for any
visitors and almost didn’t answer the door. But then she thought
Julie had probably heard her come home and it was probably better
to have a diversion right now instead of brooding over that prick,
Mr. Grayson.

Without checking the peephole, Sheila
opened the door saying, “Hey, Julie, what’s up?”

The greeting immediately changed into,
“What the hell are you doing here and how the hell did you get up
here? This is a secure building!”

“Ms. Brennan…Sheila, I
came to talk to you. May I come in?”

“I don’t want to talk to
you, Mr. Grayson. I will see you in the morning.”

She started to close the door but he
stuck his foot out and prevented the door from shutting.

“Please, I promise this
won’t take long.”

She didn’t answer, but she did let go
of the door and turned into the living room, giving him
access.

Tony stepped inside and looked around.
It was a small apartment; he figured not more than one bedroom. It
was furnished with what looked like secondhand items from Goodwill.
She had a minimum of furniture, but kept the place neat.

Her small dining table was covered
with schoolbooks and notebooks. A laptop was open but not turned
on. The kitchen was visible and he could see it was just a small
galley style kitchen. Adequate for a single person living alone, he
supposed.

Sheila stood in the living room with
her arms crossed over her chest and waited for him to say whatever
he had to say. She was getting pissed at the way he looked around
her place, like he was judging it and finding it lacking in some
way.

Suddenly, she started laughing. It
occurred to her that her boss, still dressed like Santa Claus, was
standing in her living room, looking as though he’d rather be
anywhere else. What could be more bizarre? Oh yeah, that a few
hours ago he’d taken a strap to her ass for being late.

“What do you find so
amusing?”

“I’ll just keep it to
myself, if you don’t mind. I wouldn’t want to risk another
punishment by telling you.”

Her insolence made him want to take
her over his knee right then. Instead, he took a deep breath and
sat down.

“Ms. Brennan, may I call
you Sheila?”

“Sure, apparently you may
do whatever you like when it comes to me.”

His dick was getting hard again. Her
sassy mouth made his hand twitch and he wanted to remove the wide
belt of his Santa costume and apply it to her ass. He crossed his
legs, thankful for the loose fit of the Santa pants.

“Sheila, I think we
started off on the wrong foot.”

“You think? Why would you
think that? Could it be because you’ve spanked me and strapped
me?”

“You deserved each of your
punishments, and I’ll have you over my knee right now if you don’t
stop and let me talk.”

Sheila didn’t think he’d
really do it. Not in her very own apartment. Would he? She decided to shut up and
let him talk.

“I didn’t come here to
apologize for disciplining you, Sheila. I came to apologize for not
being clearer beforehand and for not making sure you knew exactly
what was expected of you and what the consequences would be if you
didn’t adhere to certain guidelines. I thought before we go any
further, we should have a better understanding of these
things.”

She couldn’t believe he was actually
apologizing. Yeah, it was in a roundabout way, but he was trying to
say he was sorry. Still, she wasn’t going to make it easy for
him.

“So far, I’m hearing you
came to apologize but I haven’t heard you say you’re sorry
yet.”

“If you could stop
interrupting me, I’d like to discuss a few requirements of your
position as my paralegal and assistant.”

“Sure thing,
boss.” She stressed the
last word, putting as much sarcasm into it as she could.

He gave her a look that made her shut
up. It was the look she’d seen before when she’d gone too far. Too
far in his opinion anyway.

“I expect you to be on
time unless there is an emergency. Heavy traffic or oversleeping
does not constitute an emergency. Leave earlier to allow for
traffic delays. Go to bed earlier so you will not
oversleep.”

Tony continued talking about things he
expected from her. Most of these things had to do with how he liked
his research and briefs prepared. Aside from his dress code and
punctuality, his next pet peeve was bad language. He did not
appreciate it when people he associated with cussed. Finally, he
expected to be treated with respect.

Failure to comply with these
expectations naturally resulted in consequences.

“I find that corporal
punishment is most effective in correcting these types of errors
and behavior. I’m sure you will agree once you see the
results.”

Sheila was stunned. He was talking
about spanking her on a regular basis whenever she didn’t do things
to his satisfaction!

“Does Curt Bowman know
about this kink of yours?”

“It is not a kink; it is
an effective management tool. And Curt has given me leave to handle
my staff as I see fit.”

“You didn’t answer my
question? Does Curt know you like to spank your
assistants?”

“It hasn’t come up. Are
you willing to work for me under these guidelines and accept the
consequences when necessary? If not, I am more than happy to write
you a glowing recommendation and you may seek employment
elsewhere.”

Sheila couldn’t quit. Even with a
recommendation, finding another job that would allow her the
flexibility she needed to continue with school wouldn’t be easy.
She really had no choice. Even though she’d been ready to quit
earlier this evening, she knew it was not practical.

Would it really be that difficult
working within his rules? All she had to do was be on time, wear
longer skirts, stop swearing, and treat him with respect. She could
do that. Now that he’d clearly defined what he expected of her,
there would be no more spankings. She’d make sure of it.

“I need this job, Mr.
Grayson. I need the flexible hours while I’m going to school. I
will agree to continue to work with you, but I hope you won’t be
disappointed when you find no further reasons to exercise your
corporal punishments.”

“That would make me very
happy, Sheila.”

He rose to shake her hand but found
himself pulling her into his arms and kissing her.

Sheila was surprised to suddenly find
his mouth on hers, but since this had been her goal since the first
day she’d been assigned to him, she didn’t fight it. She let it
happen.

His tongue probed and she opened her
mouth slightly to let him in. Tony deepened the kiss and it became
much more passionate than he’d intended.

Sheila purred deep in her throat and
let her tongue play with his. When his hand came up to cup her
breast, she melted into him. He tugged her tight top up and pulled
it over her head, breaking their kiss.

Her eyes opened and she looked at him.
He could see the desire in her eyes.

“Sheila? Are you okay with
this?”

She nodded and whispered, “Yes, oh
god, yes.”

“I’ve wanted you since the
first day you stepped into my office. You and those damned
mini-skirts of yours.”

He took her mouth again and then
scooped her up in his arms and carried down the short hall to her
bedroom. She unbuckled the wide belt and unbuttoned the red Santa
jacket.

When they were in her room, she
slipped his jacket off and tugged his white t-shirt up and over his
head. The red velvet pants were next. Held up by just a drawstring,
she untied it and let the pants fall to the floor. He stepped out
of them and used the toe of one foot to slide his shoe off, then
repeated it with the other shoe. Soon he was standing there in just
his boxers, his cock straining for release.

Meanwhile, Tony had removed Sheila’s
bra, unzipped her skirt and let it join his pants on the floor.
Slipping his fingers in the waistband of her tights and thong, he
pulled them down to her ankles. Lifting one foot, then the other,
he removed the garments completely.

“I seem to be completely
naked,” Sheila said. “But you still have your boxers on. No
fair.”

“Then take them off,” Tony
growled as he leaned in to kiss her again.

She did, and then he quickly had her
flat on her back on the bed. By now, they were both so hot for each
other, they came together in a frenzied rush. Hands touching
everywhere, lips kissing and skimming over each other’s faces, legs
entwined, until Sheila stopped him so she could reach in her night
stand and hand him a condom. Tony put it on, moved between her legs
and plunged his stiff cock into her wet heat. He pounded into her
hard and fast; Sheila bucking her hips to meet every thrust. They
came together quickly, both of them exploding almost
violently.

It was several minutes
before either could speak. Sheila was shocked that she’d fallen
into bed with her spanking boss. She giggled when she amended that
in her head to hot spanking Santa
boss.

“What’s so
funny?”

“Oh, nothing really. I’m
just a little surprised at myself. I don’t normally end up in bed
like this.”

“You mean with your boss?
Or after a spanking?” It was his turn to chuckle now.

She slapped him lightly on the arm. “I
mean at all. And you’re the first one to ever spank me.”

“Really? Neither of your
parents ever took you over their knee?”

“Nope, violence was not
their way to raise a child.”

“I don’t see spanking as
violence. It’s a useful tool for modifying and controlling
undesirable behavior. No boyfriend ever spanked your
ass?”

“No! No one has ever
spanked me. Except you.”

“Hmmm,
interesting.”

He got up and used the restroom,
disposing of the used condom. When he returned, she was under the
sheets, completely covered up. He slipped in beside her and began
caressing her body. This time he would take it slow.

“If I ask you a question,
will you answer me truthfully?”

“Sure,” she answered.
“What do you want to ask?”

“Were you aroused by any
of the spankings?”

Sheila blushed and he had his answer
without her saying a word. Now he waited to see if she would tell
the truth.

“I’m not sure. I mean, I
didn’t feel aroused while it was happening, but later I noticed
that I was…um…”

“Wet?” He asked when she
couldn’t finish her sentence.

“Yeah, that. And I didn’t
know if it was the spanking that did it.”

It was the truth and he was glad she
didn’t try to deny it.

“Me too. My dick got hard
every time I spanked you. Hell, my dick got hard every time you
walked into my office in those damn mini-skirts that barely cover
your ass.”

She laughed and said, “Well, that was
the idea behind wearing them. I just didn’t expect you to object to
the point that you’d spank me.”

He stopped talking and began kissing.
His hand came up to cup her breast and he tweaked her nipple,
sending a hot jolt down to her center. Tony slid down her body,
kissing his way to her pussy. Once there, he licked the length of
her slit and sucked her clit. Two fingers slipped inside her and
moved in and out while he sucked her sensitive little
nub.

Sheila lay back and moaned her
pleasure. He took her almost to the top, before he stopped and
whispered, “I’m going to need another condom.”

“In the drawer. Hurry, I
want you inside me now.”

He quickly took care of that little
interruption, kissed her pussy once more, and then slowly entered
her. He stroked in and out, taking his time. Raising himself above
her while supporting his body with his arms on either side of her
head, he looked down and watched his cock sliding in and out of
her.

“Look. Look at my cock
fucking your pussy.”

Sheila raised her head slightly so she
could see his thick shaft going all the way in and then coming
almost all the way out before sliding back in to the
hilt.

They watched for a few minutes and
then the tempo increased slightly. Tony lowered himself so he could
kiss her and she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him
in deeper.

“Oh god, fuck me, Tony.
Fuck me and make me come.”

“You’re gonna come, baby.
You’re gonna come for me.”

He thrust deeply a few more times
before shuddering his release just before Sheila’s pussy contracted
with her orgasm and squeezed tightly around his cock.

Collapsing half on and half off
Sheila, he said, “I love you, baby. I think I’ve love you since you
first stepped into my office.”

“Mmmm…with my damned
mini-skirt?”

“Yeah, with your damned
mini-skirt.”

They laid quietly for several minutes
before Tony had another question for Sheila.

“I want you to be all
mine, Sheila. I love you. Can you live with my way of life? I’ll
warn you now; I intend to spank you whenever you need
it.”

“Yes, I can live with it
if it means I have you. I love you. Besides, how many girls can say
Santa spanks them?”
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Dana stopped her pick-up truck at the
ranch entrance and looked around. The tall vertical logs of the
entrance structure were worn by years of exposure to the Arizona
sun. Something else to put on her list of things that needed fixing
or replacing.

She hadn’t been here for nearly ten
years and was excited to be making it her home one again. This was
where she’d been raised and there were a multitude of good memories
here. After ten years of letting someone else manage and run the
ranch, she was back for good.

Growing up, she had helped her dad
with the horses and the few cows he ran. He had taught her the ins
and outs of running a small, but profitable ranch. Breeding horses
had been the main focus of the ranch, but they had also bred some
prize bulls.

Memories of those days were good,
unfortunately they took a turn when she was fourteen and her dad
had died due to complications after being stomped on by one of his
prize bulls. It had been a freak accident and not one she wanted to
think about.

A cowboy was riding up to the entrance
and Dana lifted her hand to her forehead to shade her eyes from the
sun so she could better see him.

He looked to be a big man, on a big
horse. Wearing a blue plaid flannel shirt, and a gray Stetson, Dana
knew he must be the man her mother’s lawyer had hired a year ago to
keep the ranch running.

“You the owner?” He asked
gruffly.

“Yes, I’m Dana Taylor,
Marlene’s daughter.” Her stomach did a little flip as she looked up
into the chiseled features of his face. She wrote it off to being
hungry since she hadn’t bothered with breakfast this
morning.

His eyes narrowed as he took this
information in. Wilcox, the lawyer, told him the place was going to
be sold. This gal must have decided to keep the place. Little slip
of a girl she was, maybe he’d get to keep this job. He’d been
hoping it wouldn’t sell too soon, giving him the time to figure out
a way to buy it for himself.

“Chase Matthews, I’ve been
looking after the place for the last year or so.”

“Nice to meet you,” she
replied. “I guess I better drive the rest of the way
in.”

She turned to get back in
her car and by the time she’d buckled her seat belt, he was gone,
riding back towards the barn and corral. A
man of few words, she thought to
herself.

Dana thought he looked to be roughly
her age, maybe a few years older. It was sometimes hard to tell
with cowboys. Their faces often looked older than their years due
to the long hours spent in the sun. She was on the downside of
twenty-nine, coming fast up on her thirtieth birthday.

She parked her pickup in the driveway
next to the kitchen door. Dana walked around to the back of the
pickup and lowered the tailgate to get out her suitcases and the
six U-Haul moving boxes of personal belongings. Inside the cab were
several bags of groceries she’d bought when she stopped in town on
her way to the ranch.

“I’ll get those for you,
ma’am.”

She nearly jumped out of her skin when
he spoke. He’d made no noise whatsoever when he came up behind
her.

“Sorry, ma’am, didn’t mean
to startle you.”

“That’s all right, Mr.
Matthews. I thought you were in the barn or the corral.”

“I was. But when I saw you
park I knew you’d have stuff to take in the house so I thought I’d
come over and help.”

“Thank you, I appreciate
it. If you get these, I’ll grab the groceries from inside the
cab.”

“I expect you’ll be
staying in the master bedroom. Want me to take the boxes up
there?”

“Uh, I don’t know yet. I
was thinking of using my old room. I just don’t know what kind of
condition it’s in. I’ll run up and check.”

Upstairs she went straight to her room
and saw it was exactly as she’d left it nearly ten years ago. The
same pink chenille bedspread on the double bed, the white French
provincial dresser from Sears with the matching desk and night
stand. The old hooked rug Dana’s mother had made years before was
still on the floor. Her bookcase was filled with her complete
collection of the old Nancy Drew Mysteries, the Junior Classics
collection, and all the books she’d read in high school and done
book reports on.

Everything was dusty, but she could
clean tomorrow. All she really needed to do now was take the
bedspread out in the yard to shake the dust out and then throw it
in the wash with the sheets. She knew she’d be more comfortable in
her own room rather than the master bedroom.

The memories the master bedroom would
evoke were more than she could deal with right now. Her own room
would be far more comforting.

 


 


Downstairs in the kitchen Chase waited
for instructions on where to put the boxes. He needed to get back
to the barn, but something about Dana Taylor tugged at him. He
wondered why she decided to keep the ranch since she'd been gone
for ten years, ever since her mother had died.

She came down with a bundle of bed
clothes in her arms and dumped them into the washing
machine.

“Thanks, Mr. Matthews. You
can just leave the boxes here, I’ll drag them upstairs
later.”

“It’s Chase, ma’am. None
of that mister stuff. I’ll take them up for you.”

He bent down and stacked two of the
boxes, then picked them up and headed up the stairs.

“Second door on the left,”
Dana called up after him as she grabbed a box and followed
him.

Upstairs in her room, he took the box
from her and set it against the wall next to the ones he’d brought
up.

“You shouldn’t be lifting
those heavy boxes, I’ll get the rest of them.”

“I’m not some weak city
girl, Chase. I carried them when I loaded them into the truck; I
can carry them up now.”

“That’s fine when there’s
not a man to help you, ma’am. But around here, I do the heavy
lifting.”

He took the stairs back down two at a
time and this time stacked the three remaining boxes and carried
them up, leaving nothing for Dana to do but start putting her
groceries away.

“Can I offer you a cup of
coffee before you go back to the barn?” She had coffee in one of
the grocery bags if there wasn’t any in the cupboard.

“No, ma’am. I best be
getting back to work.” He turned to walk out the door but she
stopped him.

“Chase, drop the ma’am
stuff. Call me Dana.”

He tipped his cowboy hat and said,
“Yes, ma’am…I mean, yes, Dana.”

Left alone in the kitchen, Dana put
the groceries away and was thankful she had the foresight to stop
and get them. The fridge was almost empty. A few hot dogs in an
opened package, a nearly empty quart container of milk, half a jar
of grape jelly, and a dozen or so cans of beer was all it
held.

The pantry cupboard had a few cans of
beans, a jar of peanut butter, and a loaf of white
bread.

She pulled out the old crock pot, and
threw in the stew meat she’d purchased, a bag of frozen stew
vegetables, a package of onion soup mix, and a can of cream of
mushroom soup. Stirring it all together, she put the lid on and
turned it on high. Dinner would cook itself.

Next, she made two thick ham and
cheese sandwiches, grabbed a couple of cold beers, and headed to
the barn to share lunch with Chase.

He was mucking out the horse stalls
and didn’t hear her enter. She watched him work for a few minutes.
The muscles in his back bunched up as he lifted the full shovel and
dumped the contents into the wheel barrow. He was a fine specimen
of a man, she thought to herself. Even though she’d met him only a
few hours ago, she sensed he was a good man. She felt safe with
him, which had been a slight concern of hers when she first
arrived.

Not wanting to startle him, Dana made
a little noise as she moved further into the barn and then said,
“I’ve got a couple of sandwiches here, want one?”

He turned around, surprised to see her
in the barn. “Sure, but you didn’t have to make my
lunch.”

“It was no trouble, I was
making myself a sandwich.” She waited while he took off his gloves
and then handed him the wrapped sandwich.

“Hold on, I want to wash
up a bit.” He went outside the barn and picked up the hose. Next to
the spigot was a bottle of liquid soap and he quickly washed his
hands and face. He dried them with a clean bandana that was in his
pocket.

They sat on a rough bench and Dana put
the beers between them and held out his sandwich again.

“I don’t normally drink
beer until I’m done for the day.”

“Well, since I brought it
out, make an exception and drink it.”

He looked at her and frowned, but
popped open the beer and drank.

Dana wanted to talk to him about what
kind of shape the ranch was in. She wanted to hear what he said and
then go talk to Mr. Wilcox, the attorney. With no idea of how much
money was left in the estate, or if there were any debts, Dana had
no idea where to begin.

“I know you have work to
do, but I put a stew in to cook in the crockpot for dinner. Can we
go over some things tonight?”

“Sure, there’s a few
things to fill you in on.”

“Good, in the meantime,
I’m going to take a short nap. It was long drive and I’m
tired.”

“I’ll get back to
work.”

 


 


At dusk, Chase came in the kitchen
door with a pail of milk.

“I’ve already strained
it,” he told Dana. “I haven’t been pasteurizing, but wasn’t sure
what you want to do.”

“We always drank it raw,
Daddy said pasteurizing was fine for the big outfits, but as long
as it was just our family with our cow, we didn’t need
to.”

“That’s the way I see it,
plus it tastes better without the pasteurizing.”

Dana went to the pantry and pulled out
several quart jars and began pouring the milk into them using a
funnel. She would make butter in a day or two.

After he washed up at the kitchen
sink, Chase said, “I’ve been staying here in the guest room. The
old bunkhouse doesn’t have running water. I’ll take my stuff and
move out there, but I hope it’ll be all right if I continue to use
the shower in here.”

Where he might be sleeping hadn’t even
occurred to Dana. There was no need for him to move out to a
bunkhouse that had no running water and probably was in need of
several repairs. The ranch house wasn’t big, but it did have three
bedrooms and two baths upstairs. There was a half bath downstairs,
just off the kitchen.

“Just stay here, in the
house. There’s no need for you to move out to the
bunkhouse.”

“You sure?” Chase asked
with a frown. “Might cause talk in town.”

“Well, let the sons of
bitches talk then. I couldn’t care less.”

“Hey, watch the
language.”

Dana looked at him in surprise, “What
language?” Was he upset over her calling the town’s people sons of
bitches?

“It’s just an expression,
and if they start gossiping about whatever arrangement we have here
on the ranch, they are sons of bitches.”

“I don’t care about any
gossip, but a lady shouldn’t use that kind of language.”

“You’re kidding me,
right?”

She’d finished with the milk and
started dishing out the stew into bowls to serve with some crusty
bread.

Chase shook his head, “Nope, I’m not
kidding. I’d prefer if you didn’t cuss.”

“Too bad. I’ve been
cussing most of my life and I’m not about to stop now. I think it’s
a great way to express yourself at times, and I don’t believe I
overdo it. You’ll have to learn to live with it.”

Dipping his bread into the juice of
the stew, Chase asked, “Why don’t you try learning to live without
cussing?”

“Because I don’t want
to.”

“When I was growing up,
cussing always earned us kids a trip over Pa’s knee for a spanking.
Once we got older, it was a whipping with his belt.”

“Sounds like abuse to me.
I’ll bet you’re glad to be all grown up and on your own.” Dana
wondered if Chase’s childhood had been full of whippings and
beatings.

“Nope, there was no abuse
involved. Just discipline and learning how to behave like civilized
humans.”

“Spanking children is a
shitty way to teach them how to behave. There are any number of
better ways to discipline children.”

“Language, please. You may
be right about there being other ways, but nothing teaches a kid
faster than having a sore butt.”

The last thing Dana wanted to get into
was an argument on the best way to raise children. She didn’t have
kids and wasn’t planning on any for quite some time. The ranch was
her concern and she changed the subject to ranch
business.

“So tell me, how do things
stand with the ranch? How many cows do we have, how many
horses?”

Chase reached into his shirt pocket
and pulled out a small spiral notebook. He flipped it open and
thumbed through several pages.

“Twenty-two head of cattle
of which eight are used for breeding. The rest of them are calves
and yearlings that’ll eventually go to market. I’ve been rotating
them through the fenced pastures to prevent over-grazing. We’ll
need to bring in some alfalfa hay for feed. We’ve got twelve
horses, but three of them are sold and will be picked up in a
couple of days.”

“That doesn’t sound too
bad for a small ranch with just one cowboy running it. But I’ll bet
all it does is pay for expenses and keep the place going. Not much
profit, is there?”

“Not a lot,” he admitted.
“But it’s growing. When Wilcox hired me, there were less than a
dozen cows. I’ve doubled that number and we’ll be ready to take
several of the yearlings to market next month.”

“So do you think I could
scratch a living out of this spread? I can’t afford to hire more
help right now.”

“Sure you could. It’s a
small place, less than four thousand acres, but we could put in a
couple of feed lots to make up for the grass you don’t have and
increase the cattle we’re running.”

“Raising horses is more
profitable, can we increase that as well?”

“I don’t see why not.
It’ll take a couple of years; two to three year olds bring the
highest dollar, but yeah, you could do fairly well.”

“My dad always did all
right on this ranch. We always had more than enough. In fact, after
he died, Mom and I did all right until she died and I went to
college. She paid Wilcox to hire someone to run the ranch until I
decided to sell or keep it.”

“It’s definitely workable.
Would you want me to stay on? Or will you being hiring someone
else?” Might as well find out what his fate was gonna
be.

Dana looked up at him in surprise.
“Hell yes, I want you to stay on! You’ve grown our little herd in
this past year; why wouldn’t I want you to stay?”

Chase winced at her cussing, but let
it pass. Hell wasn’t really a cuss word, he just didn’t like a lady
talking like that.

“You did want to stay,
didn’t you?” It was an afterthought that he might want to move on.
She needed him to stay.

“I’ll stay. I have no
hankerin’ to move on and start at another ranch right before
roundup time.”

She laughed. “I guess not, the new guy
always gets the shit jobs at roundup.”

Chase sighed heavily and said,
“Please, Dana. Can you at least try to watch the
language?”

“I’ll try, but it just
comes so naturally. I don’t even realize I’m doing it.” She thought
it was kind of funny that a few swear words upset him so
much.

“A few trips over my knee
would cure you of that habit.”

“Ha ha, lucky for me I’m
too old to be spanked.”

“According to my father,
you’re never too old for a good spanking and I agree.” He got up
from the table and put his hat on. “I’m gonna check the horses in
the barn and then turn in.”

She watched him go out the door and
wondered why all this talk of spanking seemed to make her thighs
squeeze together. Dana dismissed those thoughts and cleaned up the
kitchen, put the leftovers away, and went up to her room. Even with
the nap she’d had, she was exhausted. Three days of driving, and
then trying to settle back in her childhood home had taken its
toll. She wanted to get up early in the morning, get her room in
some kind of order, and then ride the ranch and see what had
changed.

 


 


It was a restless night. She stared at
the ceiling and thought about her father and mother. They had been
a happy family before her father had died. Marlene had never really
gotten over his death and if Gus hadn’t been around to keep the
ranch going, Dana didn’t know what would have happened.

Dana had worked as a ranch hand after
school, helping Gus in whatever way she could. The ranch continued
to provide an income, but it wasn’t growing. Dana couldn’t do
anything about that. She had to finish high school and look after
her mother. As long as the ranch supported them, she wasn’t going
to worry about increasing revenue.

Marlene died shortly after Dana
graduated from high school. Dana postponed college for a year, and
then went to college on the east coast. She got her degree in
social services, and then got a job. Gus, their foreman, continued
to run the ranch and Dana checked in with him regularly.

Dana never went home again. All
proceeds from the ranch were deposited into the bank and Mr. Wilcox
took care of all expenses.

Then Gus died a year ago. Dana never
even knew he was sick. She was planning to sell the ranch when she
told Mr. Wilcox to hire someone else to run it until they could
find a buyer. Chase was hired and for several months everything
went along as it had been for nearly ten years.

Dana became dissatisfied with her work
and found herself thinking of the ranch more and more. The open
country, thoughts of riding, and the feeling of doing a hard day’s
physical labor all began to invade her mind. She called Wilcox,
told him to stop looking for a buyer and began working on closing
all her open cases.

She was back now and with Chase’s
help, she was going to turn this ranch into a profitable venture
again.

 


 


Chase woke up at dawn to the smell of
bacon and coffee. He wondered if he was dreaming and then
remembered that Dana had come home the day before. He was pissed
off that Wilcox hadn’t even let him know that Dana had changed her
mind about selling and was coming back.

The good smells wafting into his room
from the kitchen made him forget about being pissed and he got up
and headed for the shower. Twenty minutes later he was dressed and
in the kitchen, eyeing Dana’s attractive backside and feeling a
tightening in his groin.

“Mornin’, sure does smell
good in here.” He reached for a mug and poured himself a cup of
coffee. His stomach rumbled and he was sure some of that food was
coming his way. There was too much of it for just one
person.

“Have a seat, the eggs are
almost done and then we can eat.”

“You know you don't have
to cook for me, but I do appreciate you getting up so early to make
breakfast.”

“I don't know what you
normally eat in the morning,” Dana answered. “But breakfast is the
most important meal and heading out for a day's ranch work with
nothing but coffee in your belly isn't the best idea.”

“I'm not one for doing
much cooking, but I don't just have coffee in the morning. I
usually make two slices of toast for myself.”

“That's not enough. From
what I saw yesterday of your food staples, you’re not exactly
eating well.” Dana dished out the food, putting two thirds of it on
his plate before sitting down to eat.

“I do all right,” Chase
defended his food choices. “I was planning to go to town and do
some shopping on the weekend.”

“Well, you won’t have to
now. I bought enough yesterday to hold us for a while. I want to
unpack this morning, and do a little cleaning around the house.
I'll make some soup and sandwiches for lunch and if you're not too
busy, I'd appreciate it if you would take me on a little tour and
show me the ranch.”

He nodded his agreement as he heaped
some scrambled eggs onto a piece of the toast, folded it in half,
and took a large bite.

“Sure, I can do that.
We’ll go check the cattle, it's almost time to move them to the
next pasture.”

“Great, lunch will be
ready at noon.”

They finished eating, Chase left to
check on the horses and then go do some fence repair, and Dana
cleaned up the kitchen, unpacked, and began the big job of tidying
up the house.

 


 


At noon, Dana had a big pot of
vegetable soup on the stove to go with the roast beef sandwiches
she'd made. Chase showed up right on time, making Dana think of
what her dad used to say. She said it out loud when Chase came
through the door.

“There's nothing like the
promise of a good meal to make a man be on time.”

“Ain't that the truth? I
saddled up a horse for you and they’re outside waiting for
us.”

“Thanks, but you didn't
have to do that. I do know how to saddle a horse. I worked with my
dad on this ranch every day until he died. When Gus came to work
for us, I helped him out every day after school.”

“You can saddle your horse
next time, I just thought it would make things quicker if we could
just get moving right after we eat.”

Dana was anxious to go and see what
the ranch looked like after ten years. She only ate half a sandwich
with her bowl of soup, put the dishes in the sink, and put her
boots on. Grabbing her jacket, she didn't wait for
Chase.

Seeing that she was in such a hurry,
Chase finished his soup and wrapped his second sandwich in a paper
towel to take along, and followed her outside.

Dana didn't have any trouble telling
which horse was meant for her. The big chestnut stallion had a coil
of rope hanging from the saddle horn, the canteen, and a scabbard
for Chase's rifle. The smaller Palomino mare just had a saddle and
a canteen.

“Aren't you a pretty
girl?” Dana cooed to the horse and petted her, letting the horse
become familiar with her. It had been ten years since she'd ridden
a horse and she hoped she wouldn't make a fool of
herself.

She was on the right side of the horse
and thought she'd go around and mount before Chase came out just in
case she had any difficulty getting on the horse after so many
years. Just as she was rounding the back side of the horse, a
little voice spoke behind her.

“That's a fool thing to
do, walking behind a horse like that. You're liable to get kicked.
You sure you grew up on this ranch?”

It was Chase, of course. He'd seen
that she was about to go behind the horse and stepped up to put his
hand on the side of the horse, letting it trail towards the back so
the mare wouldn't be startled and kick out at Dana.

Dana felt like an idiot. Of course she
knew better, she just wasn't thinking. She knew if you had to go
around the back end of a horse, it was smart to keep your hand on
its rump.

“I know, it was stupid. I
guess I'm just out of practice, not having ridden for the last ten
years.”

She put her left foot in the stirrup,
grabbed hold of the horn, and was ready to hoist herself into the
saddle, when Chase stopped her by grabbing her arm. She felt an
electric shock run through her arm and looked up at him. It was
obvious he had felt it too, as he immediately let go of her
arm.

“Don't you think you ought
to check the cinch? I know it's fine because I'm the one that
saddled the mare, but for all you know I might've done a half ass
job.”

He was right again, but all she could
think of was that he had said ‘half ass.’

“You just swore,” she
accused. “I thought you didn't like swearing.”

“I don't like ladies
swearing, and I try to keep mine to a minimum. Now check the cinch
and let's go.”

She found the cinch to be fine, and
she mounted the horse asking, “What's her name?”

“Pal.”

“Pal? As in short for
Palomino? Real creative there, aren't you?”

“It seemed better than
just calling her ‘girl,’ especially when we already have a mare
named Girl.”

“You're kidding. You named
one of the mares Girl?”

“Well, not intentionally.
But it was what I kept calling her so it became her
name.”

Dana laughed, leave it to a guy to
come up with such names. “I'm almost afraid to ask what you named
your horse.”

“His name is
Brownie.”

“Brownie. Yeah, you’re
real original, all right.”

“Hey, at least he's got a
name. I don't bother naming most of the horses since the goal is to
sell them. But Brownie is mine, so I gave him a name.”

“And what about Pal? Isn't
she for sale?”

“No, I thought we might
try breeding her. She’s got nice lines and comes from good
stock.”

The afternoon went quickly, Chase
showed Dana the various pastures that he rotated the cattle around.
There were fences to be repaired, waterholes to check on, and he
gave the small herd a general look over to make sure there were no
sick cattle.

On the way back to the ranch house,
Dana asked him about his family and learned his parents were both
deceased and his siblings were scattered all over the country. He
didn't see them very often, though his sister had invited him to
spend Christmas with her family in California.

“Are you going to
go?”

“No, I turned her down. At
the time I didn't know that you would be here, and I didn't want to
leave the ranch with no one looking out for things.”

“You could go now that I'm
here. If you were only going to be gone for three or four days, I'm
sure I could handle it. The cattle more or less take care of
themselves so all I really have to do is feed the horses and muck
out the stalls. I can definitely handle that.”

“Yeah, you probably could
handle it. But I don't really want to go. My family isn't really
very close, and I think I’d just feel at loose ends cooped up in a
house in the city. I'd rather stay on the ranch.”

“So it looks like we're
gonna be spending Christmas together. We’ll need to get a
tree.”

“Are you one of those
people that goes all out for Christmas? A tree, decorations, and
all that Santa Claus stuff?”

“Yep, I'm afraid I am. I
love Christmas. When I was a little girl, my dad would dress up in
a Santa costume and sit in his armchair, eating the cookies and
milk that I had left for Santa. I'd be peeking from the stairway,
thinking I'd caught Santa taking a break. I think I was about nine
years old before I learned that Santa was my dad.”

Chase smiled at her memory. It was a
good memory, and he had good memories of his childhood Christmases
as well. But that was a long time ago, and he hadn't spent a
Christmas with family for about twelve years. He didn't mind being
alone, but maybe it would be nice to have Dana around this
year.

Dinner was leftovers from the night
before and as most ranchers and farmers do, they called it a night
by eight thirty and each went to their room. Dawn came mighty
early.

 


 


On the weekend, with less than ten
days to Christmas, Dana saddled Pal and went to look for a tree to
chop down. She had a rifle in case she ran into a bobcat or bear
and needed to defend herself, a small axe, and a rope to tow the
tree home.

Chase watched her as she saddled the
mare while he pretended to be absorbed in some task. She struggled
a little bit with lifting the saddle up, but appeared to cinch it
properly. She attached the scabbard for the rifle and hung the axe
and rope from the saddle horn. The business end of the axe had a
shield over it for safety.

“Hey!” Chase called out as
she mounted and began to ride out of the barn. “You didn’t check
her hooves. You’ll be in trouble out there alone if she’s got a
loose shoe or a rock stuck in there.”

It irritated Dana to have to admit he
was right. Again. She slid off the horse, grabbed a hoof pick, and
proceeded to check each hoof.

Chase came over and began lecturing on
the necessity of safety precautions in everything they did out on
the ranch.

“We’re isolated out here;
it’s not like we can dial 911 and the ambulance will show up in
less than ten minutes. We’re a good half hour from any services,
and depending on time of day and traffic, it could be as long as an
hour. You’ve got to be more vigilant on the safety
measures.”

“I know,” she answered.
“Just try and cut me some slack here. It’s been ten years since
I’ve been on the ranch; I’m a little rusty.”

“There’s no room for
cutting you any slack. You could put your life, and mine, in danger
with some of your carelessness. I suggest you get unrusty real
quick or I’ll tan that cute bottom of yours to get the message
across.”

“What!? You’ll do what?”
Did he really just threaten to tan her ass?

Chase had a stern look on his face.
Dana thought he sure was cute when he was mad and lecturing her.
All alpha male, taking over every little thing. Though it was a
little disconcerting that once again, talk of spanking seemed to
send a tingle to her nether regions. He seemed to be forgetting
that she owned this spread, and he worked for her. She’d have to
straighten him out on that point later on.

“You heard me. Now get
that tree and get back here pronto. We’ve got work to
do.”

“Oh, well, yes sir!” She
replied in as sarcastic a tone as she could manage.

“And watch your tone,
young lady. I don’t have time for your games, I’m trying to run
your ranch.”

Now she was getting pissed. She was
about to tell him off, but decided to wait. The last thing she
needed was for him to get all riled up and quit on her. He’d done a
great job in the past year, and she didn’t want to lose him. Not to
mention she liked having him around. Without replying, she mounted
the mare again and rode off to find her Christmas tree.

 


 


Chase had had enough of her. He was
done playing Mr. Nice Guy with her. She was careless and
thoughtless. He didn’t have time to run the ranch and keep an eye
on her to make sure she was safe. Either she was going to do things
right or she’d be taking a trip over his knee.

He wanted to keep this job. It paid
well; better than most cowboy jobs. In addition to his regular
salary, he got a cut of all profits he made for the ranch. Few
ranches offered that kind of deal.

However, keeping this job wasn’t worth
having to watch this little slip of a female keep herself out of
harm’s way. She was going to learn to do things his way; which to
his way of thinking, was the right way.

Working through the afternoon, Chase
didn’t realize that Dana hadn’t come back with the tree until it
was getting late. Sunset was less than an hour away and she was
nowhere in sight. Sighing at the irresponsibility of some people,
Chase finished making sure the horses had food, saddled up Brownie,
and rode out in the direction Dana had taken earlier.

 


 


Dana had taken her time finding the
perfect tree. She stopped often and took pictures with her point
and shoot digital camera. The day had gone much more quickly than
she’d anticipated, but finally she found and chopped down a tree.
She wrapped it in burlap to protect the needles as she dragged it,
tied one end of the rope around the trunk just above the lowest
branches, and the other to the saddle horn. She mounted Pal and
slowly rode back to the ranch.

A little more than halfway back she
noticed a rider heading in her direction. Was that Chase? Yes, as
he got closer she recognized him and wondered if something was
wrong at the ranch.

“Where the hell have you
been all afternoon?” He demanded when he reached her.

She looked at him in confusion. “What
are talking about? You know I went out to get a tree.”

“That was hours ago!
Sunset is less than an hour away. What took you so
long?”

“Well, excuse me! I didn’t
know I had a time limit! I stopped and took some pictures.” Dana
was getting a little pissed with his controlling ways.

“You have got to be the
most thoughtless and careless person I know! I told you to get back
pronto. Why didn’t you tell me that you would be gone longer than I
might expect? Did it ever cross your mind that I might think
something happened to you when you didn’t return in a few
hours?”

“No, it didn’t. I don’t
answer to you, Chase.” Regardless of what she said, she felt guilty
for making him worry.

He was right. Again. It seemed he
always was. Ranch life was vastly different than living in the
city. It wasn’t wise to just take off and not let anyone know where
you were going or how long you would be gone. Still, it irked her
that he lectured her as if she was some errant child doing
something wrong.

Dana didn’t say anything else. All the
way back to the ranch, Chase continued to rant about her
irresponsible behavior and how he had work to do and didn’t have
time to go chasing after her to be sure she was all
right.

“You ought to just stay at
the ranch house and spend your time cooking and cleaning.” He ended
his tirade as they approached the front yard of the
house.

“What! I should spend my
time doing what? What century do you think we live in?”

He ignored her outrage as he slipped
off his mount, walked over to the tree and untied the rope. Picking
it up, he carried it into the house and propped it up against the
wall.

“You have a stand to put
this thing in?” The impatience was clear in his voice.

“Yes, I’ll get it.” Dana
went to the back door where she’d left the tree stand earlier that
morning.

Chase had his back turned and was
looking out the big picture window when she came back into the
living room. She set the stand in the corner where she planned to
put the tree and stepped back, unsure if she should say anything.
It was obvious he was still fuming over her causing him worry when
he had work to do.

He turned around, pulled a straight
backed chair away from the dining room table, and put it next to
where she was standing. Chase sat down on the chair, and in one
quick movement, he grabbed Dana’s arm and hauled her over his
knee.

Before she could utter a protest, he
was smacking her bottom and delivering the same lecture he’d given
her on the ride back to the house.

She finally found her voice and
started yelling at him.

“Let me up, you jerk! What
the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“What your daddy should
have done years ago!”

Her legs kicked, but he hooked his leg
over hers to hold them down. When she tried putting her hand behind
her back to protect her bottom, he grabbed it and held it at the
small of her back.

“You’re fired! You can’t
do this to me! Stop!”

He smacked her harder, knowing her
jeans were limiting what she felt of this well-deserved spanking.
He wasn’t worried about her firing him, he was under contract and
it wasn’t that easy to break the contract. He knew he didn’t need a
baby-sitting job while trying to run the ranch.

When Dana realized he wasn’t letting
up on the spanking, she began to apologize.

“Ok, ok, I’m sorry! I
should have told you I might be gone for a while. Please stop! I’m
sorry!”

At last, he stopped whacking her ass
and turned her so she was sitting on his lap. She was breathing
hard and was oh, so angry at him. But she felt strangely comforted
as he held her close and began murmuring soothing words. She felt
safe, and protected; she leaned her head on his hard
chest.

“It’s all right, baby. You
just have to think a little bit more about what you’re doing out
here. You’re not in the city and it can be very dangerous when
you’re off alone.”

Chase softly rubbed her arm and held
her there for a few minutes. His cock was hard and he wondered if
she could feel it pressing against her hip. And what about her? Had
the spanking aroused her as much as it had him? He didn’t know what
to make of his feelings for Dana.

First she caused him no end of
frustration, then he worried about her. His dick got hard nearly
every time he laid eyes on her. And he had this odd desire to
protect her and keep her safe.

He enjoyed looking at her, watching
her go about her day to day activities. Dana was fun to be around.
She was still a little unsure about most of the things she did with
the horses, but she was slowly getting the hang of it again. Ten
years was a long time to be away from the workings of a ranch.
Maybe he was expecting too much from her too soon.

Several minutes passed and when he
looked down at her face, he saw she had fallen asleep. Keeping his
arm around her shoulder, he slid the other one beneath her knees,
stood up, and carried her over to the sofa where he gently put her
down.

Dana moaned a little and then curled
up and continued to sleep. Chopping down that tree and being
outdoors for the better part of the day had taken its toll on
her.

Chase put the tree in the stand,
tightened the screws to the base, and took the burlap off so the
branches could open and settle into position. With one last look at
Dana, he went outside to finish up the evening chores.

 


 


Dana woke up about an hour later and
her first thought was that she’d dreamed about Chase putting her
across his knee and spanking her. She sat up and looked around. The
chair he’d spanked her on was still sitting in the middle of the
floor. The slight soreness of her butt told her that it wasn’t a
dream at all. The bastard had actually spanked her!

She remembered telling him he was
fired. Had he left? Did he think she meant it? What would she do if
he just got on his horse and rode away? She knew she wasn’t up to
handling everything on her own.

Looking out the picture window she
could see the corral and there was Chase, making sure the horses
had feed for the night. He’d be coming in soon and she hadn’t even
started dinner. It would serve him right if she let him eat a
peanut butter and jelly sandwich. Maybe that’s exactly what she’d
do, she thought. Grill herself a steak, cook one serving of some
green beans, and let him worry about his own dinner. The thought
made her smile.

She put a couple of potatoes in the
oven to bake, made a green salad, and took two steaks out. Yes,
she’d cook for the bastard. But he was definitely getting the cold
shoulder after what he did to her.

Chase came in through the kitchen
door, hung his hat on one of the pegs, and went to the bathroom to
wash up without saying a word to Dana. He was glad when he noticed
two steaks sitting on the counter. Surely one of them was for him.
But he wasn’t about to ask, he’d wait until she offered
it.

Dana waited until she heard the water
stop running in the bathroom he used, and then she put the steaks
on. While they cooked, she set the table, poured two glasses of ice
tea, and put the large salad bowl in the middle of the
table.

He came in just as she was pulling the
steaks off the grill. She plopped the larger steak on his plate and
gave him the biggest potato. Then she sat down and began
eating.

Dinner was eaten in total silence.
When they were both done, she gathered up the plates and dished out
two small bowls of ice cream for dessert. After that was eaten, she
was about to get up and do the dishes when he stopped
her.

“I have something to
say.”

“Then say it and let me
get on with cleaning up.” She stood up and waited for him to
talk.

“First, you can’t fire me.
I’m on a contract. There are only two reasons I can be dismissed
before the end of the contract. Those are neglecting the ranch and
embezzlement of ranch funds.”

She knew that, now that he reminded
her. It hadn’t occurred to her when she was yelling at him to stop
pounding on her ass.

“Second, we’re going to
have a few rules around here. You will abide by all safety
precautions at all times. You will not go off by yourself without
telling me how long you intend to be gone. I will supervise
everything you do with the horses or cattle until I feel you’re
capable of doing things without that supervision.”

Dana would never admit it, but she was
glad he would be supervising her ranch skills. She felt out of her
element and had simply been too proud to ask for help.

Rising from his chair, Chase walked
toward her, making her step back towards the counter until she
bumped into it. “Third, the next time I have to give you a
spanking, it will be on your bare bottom.”

“The next
time…”

His mouth came down on hers,
effectively cutting off whatever she was about to say. Her hands
came up to his chest with the intention of pushing him away, but it
was so nice and felt so good she let herself go limp with the
pleasure of it.

Tongue met tongue as he deepened the
kiss. One hand cupped her ass and the other worked its way under
her shirt and then under her bra. His thumb caressed her nipple,
turning it into a hard little button.

Instead of pushing him away, her hands
had grabbed fistfuls of his flannel shirt as she took his kiss and
returned it in full. She was pulling him closer and leaning into
him at the same time. It was like she was trying to merge with him.
Her eyes flew open at the thought of merging. Merging? As in sex?
No, she couldn’t; she’d only met him a few days ago.

Chase sensed the change in her and
opened his eyes to find hers wide open as though she was startled.
He broke the kiss and looked at her questioningly.

“What’s wrong?”

She shook her head, “Nothing, nothing
at all. Kiss me again.”

He did, and the next time they came up
for air, he asked her, “My room or yours?”

“Yours.” Her voice was
just a hoarse whisper.

For the second time that day, he
scooped her up and carried her. Only this time it was to his bed.
He quickly stripped and then began undressing Dana.

Unbuttoning her shirt, he kissed every
inch of her skin as it was revealed. He lifted her shoulders off
the bed to slip her arms out of the sleeves, kissing a trail across
her collar bone. While she was still in a half sitting position, he
unhooked her bra and removed it.

He suckled at each breast, causing her
to moan and arch her back. The jeans were next and when she was
bare, except for her pink thong, he planted kisses on her belly,
hips, and thighs. He twirled his tongue around her navel and ran it
down to the thin waist band of her thong. Taking it between his
teeth, he tugged it down, all the way to her ankles and then let it
fall to the floor.

Chase meant to take his time, make
this last, pleasure her thoroughly before seeking his own release.
But he didn’t think he could do it. His cock was throbbing and he
wasn’t going to last very long. The sexual tension had been
building up within him for the last few days and all he wanted now
was to bury himself deep inside her.

Trying to slow down, he kissed her
ankles and slowly moved up to her knees. His fingers found the
warm, damp folds at the apex of her thighs. She was wet, as ready
as he was. He moved up her body and kissed her there. His mouth
found her clit and he teased it with his tongue while his fingers
explored her channel and plunged into her.

Lingering too long wasn’t in the cards
right now. Not only was he about to explode, but Dana had grabbed
his hair and was tugging at him to move him further up. She wanted
him inside her as badly as he wanted it.

He rose up on his arms, and she opened
her legs wider. His cock pushed into her and he paused to savor the
feel of her warmth wrapped around him.

Dana put one hand on each of his ass
cheeks and pulled him fully into her while she lifted her hips to
meet him. As Chase drove into her, he took her to the peak with him
and together they tumbled over the edge.

They remained locked together even
after Chase rolled to his side, taking her with him, wrapping one
leg around her to keep them from separating. Both were breathing
hard and neither one spoke for several minutes.

When he felt her heart rate slow down,
Chase caressed her back and asked, “How are you
feeling?”

“Mmm…nice; very nice.” She
was still trying to process what had just happened. “What about
you?”

“I feel great. I’ve wanted
to do that since I saw you get out of your car when you drove up to
the ranch entrance.”

She leaned her head back to get a
better look at him. “Really? Since you first saw me?”

“Yep, I gotta say you
caught my fancy right off the bat.”

“Caught your fancy? Isn’t
that a little bit of an old fashioned saying?”

“I suppose so, but it
fits. I wanted you then and I want you now.”

“Um…you just had
me.”

“And I’m going to have you
again.”

Still on their sides, he began to
slowly move his hips. His cock was beginning to get stiff again and
while he worked on slow, easy movements, his head dipped to take a
breast into his mouth. Lightly biting her nipple, he reached for
the other nipple with his hand and pinched it at the same time,
making her gasp at the pleasure/pain sensation.

His thrusts became faster as his cock
was now fully hard. Rolling so she was on her back again, he
slipped his arms under her legs and put them on his shoulders,
allowing him to plunge even deeper into her pussy.

Dana grabbed his head between her
hands and pulled him down so she could kiss him. He groaned as he
felt his balls tighten. The contractions of Dana’s pussy as she
exploded in another orgasm made him thrust hard one more time
before his body shuddered and he growled out his
release.

 


 


Dana woke up first, just before dawn.
Her limbs were all entwined around Chase. Her head was on his chest
with one arm stretched down his torso and her hand almost touching
his now soft cock. One leg was between his legs, and one of his was
bent and resting against her pussy. He had one arm around her back,
holding her close, and the other hand was cupping her
breast.

She needed to get up and start
breakfast. She tried to move his hand from her breast without
waking him, but his eyes opened as soon as she put her hand on
his.

“Where’re you
going?”

“To shower and then start
breakfast.”

“Hmm…sounds good, I’m
hungry from all that activity last night.” He kissed her
shoulder.

“Me too,” She kissed his
chest and thought about staying in bed. What could it hurt to stay
snuggled up to Chase for a few more minutes?

Her mind was quickly changed when he
gave her ass a slap and said, “Up and at ‘em.”

She grumbled, but got up and turned
the hot water on in the shower. When she was done she found him
sleeping and smacked his ass.

“Up and at ‘em goes for
you too.” She skipped out of his reach just in time as his arm
darted out to grab her.

“You’re gonna pay for that
smack!”

“Not if you want
breakfast,” she yelled back up the stairs.

 


 


Later, after lunch, Dana asked if him
if he’d bring down the boxes with the Christmas decorations from
the attic. Chase tugged on the string that opened the drop-down
ladder and went up into the dusty attic. The boxes were neatly
labeled and he dragged them to the ladder. One box had a label that
said ‘Santa Suit’ and he popped it open to take a look.

A red velvet jacket, pants, and hat
were folded in tissue paper. A wide black belt and boots were at
the bottom. This must be the Santa suit her dad used to wear, he
thought.

Chase carried that one down first and
hid it in his room. He had the beginnings of a plan coming together
in his head.

Next, he carried the rest of the boxes
of ornaments and other decorations to the living room. Once he was
done, they went out together to the barn and he watched her saddle
her horse. They were going to ride out to the cattle and move them
to the next pasture.

 


 


The next week sped by quickly. After
sharing that night in his room, they were sleeping together every
night and making out in the barn every chance they got.

They had fallen into a good working
routine. After showering, Dana cooked breakfast while Chase went
out to collect the eggs from the chicken coop. Then they would eat
and Chase went to work with the horses. Dana cleaned, did laundry,
and other household tasks until lunch.

Lunch was always a simple soup and
sandwich. The only thing that changed about lunch was what type of
soup and what kind of sandwich.

Afternoons were spent together working
with the cattle, repairing fences, and other ranch chores. Chase
watched her closely to be sure she did things safely and, for the
most part, was satisfied.

On the Saturday before Christmas, they
drove into town for supplies. Dana needed to stock up on groceries,
and Chase needed to line up a hay delivery.

Their first stop was the mall. Dana
had told Chase she needed a few items of clothing to get through
the mild Arizona winter. It was a good excuse to get to the mall so
she could buy Chase a gift.

He agreed and said he could use a few
things too. He wanted to buy Dana a gift and had the perfect one in
mind. She did not have a cowboy hat and always went out with a bare
head. If it was cold, she sometimes wore earmuffs. The western
store at the mall would have what he wanted.

It was extremely crowded with
Christmas being only two days away. They parted at the entrance and
agreed to meet at the food court in two hours.

Dana first went to Victoria’s Secret
to buy a few sexy items to wear for Chase in the bedroom. She spent
quite a bit of time there buying various items. A few thongs, a
pair of sexy thigh high stockings with lace trim at the top, a hot
pushup bra that showed off her full breasts, and some very sexy red
underwear for Christmas Eve.

Next she went to the sporting goods
store and bought some warm thick socks for both herself and for
Chase. Winters were mild in their part of Arizona, but it was cold
at night, and there was nothing worse than riding out on a cold
morning with freezing toes.

Her final stop was at a leather goods
store where she bought Chase a pair of fine riding gloves. They
were really too fancy for ranch work, but he could use them when he
was riding the fence line and change to work gloves when he needed
to do repairs. They were fur lined and would keep his hands warm on
the cold winter mornings.

Chase bought the cowboy hat, a couple
of flannel shirts for himself, and then made one more stop before
heading to the food court. He was fifteen minutes early, so he got
a cup of coffee and sat down to wait for Dana.

A half hour later he looked at his
watch and wondered where the hell she was. He got a refill on his
coffee and sat down again, killing the time by people watching.
When his coffee cup was empty again, he glanced at his watch and
saw that she was now a full hour late.

He was becoming irritated. They still
had to get groceries and he had ranch supplies to order and some to
pick up. The ride back to the ranch was over an hour long and
there’d be chores waiting for him. He didn’t have time for this. It
was obvious she had no concept of time and the importance of
punctuality.

Forty-five more minutes passed before
she strode up to his little table with a big smile on her
face.

“I am starving! Let’s get
something to eat and then we can go.”

He gave her a stern look and said, “Do
you have any idea how late you are?”

“I’m late? I thought I was
on time. Surely that couldn’t have taken me more than two hours.”
She dug her cell phone out to check the time.

“Oh, shit! I had no idea
so much time had passed. I guess I was having a good time
shopping.”

“Watch the language, Dana.
Did it never occur to you to look at the time? Did you forget we
had other stops to make before heading home?”

“Oh, don’t get your
underwear in a bundle. It’s Saturday, and no big deal. You should
have called my cell.”

“I don’t have a cell phone
to call you with. If you recall, they don’t work out on the ranch
so there’s no need for me to have one. This is just another example
of your careless attitude.”

“Jeez, get off it, Chase.
What do you want to eat?”

He was just giving her his steely
look. The one that told her he wasn’t pleased with her. She
shrugged, told him to keep an eye on her bags, and went to order a
couple of burgers and cokes.

They ate in silence and were on their
way in fifteen minutes. The other stops were completed in short
order, and Dana complained about his attitude.

“I hope you get that bug
out of your ass soon. I don’t like being rushed in the grocery
store. You’re going to make me forget something I need.”

“Well, just follow your
list and you won’t forget anything.”

“I don’t have a list. I
just go down all the aisles and when I see something I need or can
use, I get it.”

“You are the most
disorganized person I’ve ever met. Next time, you will make a
list.”

“No, I won’t. I never have
and I’m not about to start now just because you say so. Stop trying
to ruin my Saturday outing and just leave me alone to do my
shopping.”

Chase was glad he’d insisted on
getting the ranch supplies before coming to the grocery store. If
he still had another stop to make, he’d be worried about getting
back to the ranch before sunset.

 


 


They made it home with about an hour
of daylight left. The ride home was like their lunch, done in
silence.

“I’ll unload the
groceries,” she told him. “You just take care of the
horses.”

He nodded tersely and started walking
away. Then he stopped and turned around.

“Dana!”

She looked up at him, her arms full of
grocery bags. “Yeah?”

“We need to talk tonight.
I don’t want any more days like today.”

Her eyes rolled and she answered,
“Whatever.”

Dinner was simple. Baked chicken,
vegetables, and a salad. When she put the dessert on the table, she
asked what he wanted to talk about.

“You need to be better
organized. It’s insane that you don’t make a grocery list. Next
time we go to town, I expect you to have a list. And if we ever go
to the mall again, you will be finished and meet me at the time we
agree on. You kept me waiting nearly two hours today.”

“I don’t do lists. That’s
not gonna happen. I’m sorry I was late, I just didn’t realize how
much time I spent in the stores. Now can you just drop it so we can
have a nice evening?”

She leaned over and gave him a kiss.
He pulled her in closer and deepened the kiss.

“You’ve been talking
snippy to me all day, sweetheart. You know you’re asking for a
spanking. And you should keep in mind that I told you the next one
is gonna be on your bare butt.”

“What? There’s not going
to be any more spanking. You just get that idea right out of your
head. You need to work on your control issues and just let me be
me.”

He smacked her bottom sharply saying,
“I don’t have control issues. I’m in control and I know
it.”

With that he got up to take care of
the last of the chores while she cleaned up the kitchen. Dana
rubbed her butt and wondered what she’d gotten herself into falling
in love with that cowboy.

 


 


Christmas Eve morning Dana was busy
wrapping the few gifts she had to put under the tree. She even
wrapped a couple of empty boxes to make it look more festive in the
living room. It would be their first Christmas together and she had
planned a sexy night.

They would get everything done today
and tomorrow would be almost a whole day off. All they’d have to do
is feed the animals, milk the cow that supplied the milk for the
ranch house, and collect the chicken eggs. She had a Christmas
dinner planned with all the fixings. Her turkey was way too big for
two people but she knew all kinds of things she could make with the
leftovers. From turkey soup, to sandwiches, to turkey tetrazzini;
she’d freeze some of it and nothing would go to waste.

Dana spent the entire day working in
the house and Chase took care of all the ranch chores. She had a
lot to do to get ready for tonight and do all the prep work for the
big Christmas Day dinner.

For Christmas Eve she planned a simple
ham dinner with baked potatoes and green beans. She made an easy
chocolate cream pie for dessert and a pecan pie for the following
day. Later, she’d surprise him with that sexy red number she’d
bought at Victoria’s Secret.

Chase was in a good mood too, he had
plans for tonight with Dana and he was definitely looking forward
to them. It would be an interesting night.

When he came in for dinner, Dana
flashed him a big smile. “Dinner’s almost ready. Go wash up and
I’ll have it all dished up when you get back.”

Eating his dessert, the chocolate
cream pie with a big dollop of whipped cream on top, he asked, “Are
you planning to leave some cookies and milk out for
Santa?”

She laughed, “I stopped doing that
years ago. Once I found out Santa was really my dad, I never did it
again.”

“Well, I think you should
leave some out for him. I’ve heard there really is a Santa and he
just enlists parents to help him out on the big night.”

She giggled a little bit. Chase wasn’t
usually playful or fanciful like this. But she kind of liked him
this way.

“Oh, okay. If you think I
should, I guess it wouldn’t hurt anything.”

As usual, she cleaned up the kitchen
while Chase went out to do the evening chores. She poured a glass
of milk and put four chocolate chip cookies on a plate. These would
sit in the fridge until just before she went to bed.

She waited until Chase was back in the
house before she went to her bedroom to put her sexy outfit on.
Even though she spent every night wrapped in his arms in his bed,
her clothes and personal things were still in her room.

He usually spent some time writing in
the ranch journal every evening before bed. It was just a simple
system of keeping up with what was going on with the cattle and the
horses. It would give her time to shower, fix her hair a little
bit, and put on just a touch of makeup.

Meanwhile, Chase was getting ready for
his own plans for the night. The box with the Santa suit was now
hidden behind the sofa. He had taken his shower and was writing his
notes at the kitchen table. All he wore was a pair of pajama
bottoms and a t-shirt.

Dana came down wearing a big fluffy
robe. She gave a huge fake yawn.

“I’m so tired! I’m going
to put the milk and cookies out and go to bed.”

“Okay, babe. I’ll just
finish this and be right up.”

Once he knew she was upstairs in the
bedroom, he closed the journal and went into the living room.
Taking out the Santa suit, he stripped off his pajama bottoms and
put the red velvet getup on. He fastened the big wide belt and then
put on the black boots. They were a tad too small, but he could
live with it for tonight.

Then he pulled a straight back chair
from the dining table and sat down next to the small table with the
cookies and milk. He ate one cookie and took a sip of the milk. Ten
minutes passed.

He ate another cookie. Ten more
minutes went by.

“Chase, are you coming to
bed?” Dana called from upstairs.

He didn’t answer. He ate a third
cookie and drank a little more milk.

“Chase! What are you
doing?” She called out and he could tell she was coming down the
stairs.

He heard her stop in the kitchen and
when she found it empty, she came to the living room.

“Ho, Ho, Ho!” Chase
bellowed out in a deep voice. “You naughty girl! Spying on Santa,
trying to catch him eating cookies and milk!”

Dana laughed out loud but played
along. “Oh, you caught me spying on you, Santa! Does that mean all
I’ll get for Christmas is a piece of coal?”

She sauntered over to him, letting her
fluffy robe open and drop to the floor.

Chase’s eyes nearly popped out of his
head as he saw what she was wearing. Her breasts were about to
spill right out of that tiny bra. How such a little piece of fabric
could make those gorgeous mounds look so hot, he had no idea. But
he liked it.

He let her get close to him before he
answered her.

“No coal for you, young
lady,” Chase took her arm and quickly put her over his lap. “What
you’ll be getting is a sound Christmas spanking!”

“What! No! I told you no
more spankings!”

Ignoring her protests, Chase began
swatting her backside. The red thong left her cheeks bare and he
warmed her up by giving alternate smacks to her ass. One to the
left cheek, one to the right. Two to the left, two to the right.
Then three to each, four to each, and finally five.

“Stop! You can’t do
this!”

“Oh, but I
can.”

When her cheeks were nicely pink, he
yanked the thong down to her knees and gave the tops of her thighs
a few smacks.

“Ouch! That
hurts!”

“I know.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Chase! Please stop. Why
are you spanking me?”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“For keeping me waiting at
the mall for close to two hours.”

Smack! Smack!

“But I
apologized!”

“For being snippy in the
grocery store.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“I just don’t like rushing
through for my groceries. Ow!”

“For telling me I have
control issues.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“You do have control
issues. Ow! You’re bossy! Ouch! Stop!”

Suddenly she was being whacked with
something other than his hand. This was smaller, narrower, and way
more ouchy.

“What is that?! Ow! Stop
it right now!” She kicked her legs up and struggled to get up. But
he held her fast, locking her legs down by swinging his leg over
hers.

“This.”

Swat!

“Is.”

Swat!

“Our.”

Swat!

“New.”

Swat!

“Leather.”

Swat!

“Strap.”

Swat!

“No, No, No! Let me
up!”

Swat! Swat! Swat!

“Be still and this will be
over sooner.”

He continued to swat her with the new
leather strap. Her ass cheeks were a deep rosy red and when he
paused to run his hands over her cheeks, they were very warm. He
decided that was enough for one night. After all, he didn’t want to
bruise her.

Dana wanted to cry but she was too
damn mad. But she was very glad that the spanking had stopped.
Chase was rubbing her sore bottom in a soothing way. His hand
trailed down her thighs and she quivered from the sensation. Her
legs opened a little wider and his hand fell between
them.

He touched her sex and found it wet.
Did she know her pussy was wet?

“You’re wet, babe. Did you
enjoy your spanking?” He teased.

“No! I’m wet from you
rubbing my butt and touching me there.”

“I don’t think so, you’re
much too wet for it to be from just a few minutes of touching. I
think the spanking turned you on.”

She didn’t answer. He was right.
Again, damn it! Why was he always right? She refused to admit it to
him.

Chase lifted her up so she was sitting
on his lap. He kissed her temple and nestled her head on his
chest.

“I love you, Dana. You do
know that, don’t you?”

Her breath caught. She knew she loved
him, but this was the first time he’d said it to her.

“I love you, Chase. I was
hoping you loved me too.”

He chuckled and stood up with her in
his arms.

“Let’s go upstairs so I
can show you how much I love you.”

She began unbuttoning the velvet Santa
jacket. Her hands skimmed inside the open jacket and pulled his
t-shirt up so she could touch his skin.

They were in his bedroom now and he
placed her on the bed so he could get the stifling hot suit off.
His stiff cock had made a tent of the pants.

Dana sat up and helped him. She was so
ready for him to enter her. By the looks of him, he was every bit
as ready as she was.

He pushed her down on the bed and
rolled her over so she was face down. Lifting her hips he put a few
pillows beneath her. Then he kneeled between her legs and entered
her in one quick, deep thrust while holding on to her hips and
pulling her closer.

With each thrust he felt the heat
radiating from her well-spanked bottom. She clutched the bed sheets
and drove her hips backward to meet each one of his thrusts. She
came suddenly, unexpectantly, in wave after wave of shuddering
contractions.

Chase felt her body grip his cock and
he came inside her with an intensity he’d never experienced before.
They collapsed on the bed and Dana spooned her butt into his groin
and promptly fell asleep.

 


 


Chase awoke first on Christmas
morning. Dana had rolled onto her belly and kicked off the covers.
He admired her ass which was still pink from the leather strap and
reached out his hand to touch it. Yes, it was still slightly
warm.

She moaned at his touch and opened her
eyes. She smiled at him and wiggled closer.

“Good morning,
Santa.”

He bent his head to kiss her. “Good
morning, how do you feel?”

“Good, I feel extremely
good. But I had a strange dream. I dreamed that I found Santa in my
living room and he gave me a very hard spanking.”

“Ah, well I think I should
tell you that was no dream.”

She giggled and nuzzled closer. “Oh
good, because after the spanking, he made me come like I’ve never
come before. Maybe he can do that again sometime.”

“I’m sure he’ll be more
than happy to accommodate you with that.”

Chase reached into the night table
drawer and pulled out a small box.

“I was going to give you
this downstairs, but I can’t wait any longer.”

“Oh! You bought me
jewelry?”

“Open it.”

The box was wasn’t wrapped and all she
had to do was flip the top open. Inside was the most beautiful,
brilliant cut diamond ring she’d ever seen. It was an engagement
ring.

Her eyes widened and she looked at
him. “What…what is this?”

“I want you for my wife.
Dana, I love you more than I can ever tell you. Will you be my
wife?”

“Yes! Yes, Chase, I will
be your wife. I love you.” She let the tears of happiness flow as
she flung herself into his arms.

“On just one condition,”
she added quietly.

“And what condition is
that?”

“That you spank me like
that again every now and then. And make exquisite love to me like
you did last night.”

“That’s a
deal.”




The End
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