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Chapter One

 


 


Samantha drove down her street and saw the
For Sale by Owner sign in the front yard of the house on the
corner. She touched her foot to her brake pedal, slowing down so
she could read the phone number on the sign. The hunky guy that
owned the house was trimming his bushes and she didn’t want to be
obvious by stopping to write the phone number down. Her own house
was five doors down and by the time she got there she’d already
transposed a couple of those numbers.

Dammit, she said to herself, now I
have to drive around the block to get the number again.

Pulling her little note pad from her console
she quickly jotted down the area code and the next three numbers
she knew she remembered correctly. Balancing the notepad on her
thigh and holding the pen in her right hand, she drove around the
block, stopping at the stop sign which gave her the opportunity to
get the last four digits and write them on her notepad.

The address numbers of the house were too far
away for her to read but she knew she could find it on the tax
records using the mapping system available on the multiple listing
service.

Hunky Guy was still trimming his bushes and
she was pretty sure he didn’t spot her on her second drive-by past
his house. Even if he did, so what? She lived five doors down and
drove by his house at least twice a day and on some days four or
more times.

Sam backed into her garage, parking her SUV
nearly in the center of the space designed for two cars. These
days, hers was the only car in the garage.

Before she unlocked the door that led into
the house, Sam hit the button on the control panel that locked the
garage door making it more difficult for any would be robbers to
get in. She never used to worry about those sorts of things, but
her husband had been a security freak and some of that had rubbed
off on her over their ten years of marriage.

Charlie had keeled over three years ago while
on the job at the large investment firm where he worked. A brain
aneurysm was what the doctor told her. Nothing could be done,
Charlie was already dead by the time the paramedics got there,
leaving Samantha a widow a month after she turned thirty-three.

Walking into her messy house, Sam locked the
door and turned the alarm off. She waited a few seconds and then
turned it back on in the ‘at home’ position. Going into the spare
bedroom she used for her office, she turned on her computer. While
it booted up she went to the master bedroom, kicked off her shoes,
and changed into a cotton tank top and yoga pants. Then she took
off her makeup and pulled her dark shoulder length hair into a
ponytail.

Back at her computer, she opened up the
MLS—multiple listing service—and clicked on the button that would
take her to tax records. Once there, she typed in her own address
and when the information popped up there was a map with her
property highlighted. She clicked on the property on the corner so
it was now the highlighted one and the information changed giving
her what she needed to know.

Hunky Guy’s name was Harold McClintock. Sam
didn’t think Harold was such a good name for a hunky guy, but she
figured his parents couldn’t have known he would grow up to be such
a fine specimen of male hotness.

Opening up the form she used for information
on her prospects, Sam began typing in his name and address. She
filled in the date he purchased the house—a few months after
Charlie died—but when she looked to see what he paid for it, the
figure was zero. Clicking on the link to the documents so she could
see how he got the house for nothing, she discovered the property
was inherited from a woman who she assumed was his mother. She
filled in the form with the rest of the pertinent information she
would need if she were going to try and get it as a listing.

Her next step was to check the price of
recent sales in the neighborhood and the price of current listings
available. Once that was done, she got out her cell phone and
dialed Hunky Guy’s phone number.

“Hello, this is Mac.” A rich deep voice
answered.

Mac was a much better name than Harold.
Better than Hunky Guy too.

“Hi, Mac. My name is Samantha Robbins with
Real Estate Experts and I’m calling to ask the price of the home
you’re selling.”

“Are you going to try and convince me to let
you list my house?” Just the sound of his deep voice made Sam feel
all warm and tingly. There was a drawl to his voice and she
wondered if he was more a country kind of guy instead of a true
city dweller.

“No, I’m not going to hassle you for your
listing. I just wanted to know the price because not only am I a
real estate agent, but I’m your neighbor. I live just five doors
down from you and I like to keep up with what’s going on in my
neighborhood.”

He chuckled and said, “Well, you’re certainly
using a different approach than the other agents that have called
me. Everyone else tries to convince me that they can get more money
and sell my house faster than I can by doing it myself.”

“It’s true I probably can get you more money
and sell it faster, but I just figure if you’re trying to sell it
yourself, you’re hoping to save the price of paying a commission. I
know if that’s what I were doing, I wouldn’t want agents hounding
me.”

“So you don’t want my listing; you just want
to know what the price is?”

“I didn’t say I don’t want your listing,” Sam
laughed lightly. “I’d be more than happy to take your listing, I’m
just not going to hassle you about it. So are you going to tell me
what you’re asking price is?”

“Sure, Samantha. I’m asking for
$320,000.”

“That’s a good price, certainly not
overpriced and pretty much in line with recent sales and other
listings in the neighborhood. I noticed on tax records you
inherited the house.”

“Yeah, I did. From my aunt. She paid quite a
bit more than it’s worth now, but the housing crisis took its toll.
I’ve hung on to it for a few years hoping it will gain in value,
but I’m ready to sell it now.”

“I know what you mean, it seems just about
everyone has been impacted by the housing crisis. I appreciate you
speaking with me, and if you should decide to hire an agent, I’m
right down the street and I’ll do a great job for you.”

“Why don’t you give me your number, Sam? I
like your soft sell approach and maybe I’ll give you a call if I
decide doing this myself isn’t working.”

She gave him her number, thanked him again
for speaking with her, and hung up. Making some notes on her form
about how their conversation went, she filed her prospects folder
and went to the kitchen to see what she could scrounge up for
dinner.

Sitting in Charlie’s big leather chair, Sam
balanced her heated frozen dinner on her lap, turned the TV on, and
pushed the button that raised the foot rest of the chair.

Mac was certainly a better name for Hunky Guy
than Harold. Obviously, he didn’t care for the name Harold either.
She supposed it could be shortened to Harry, but that didn’t sound
much better for a hunky guy.

Yeah, Mac was a good name. It was short, easy
to remember, and had a bit of a tough ring to the sound of it. Her
strategy would be to wait about a week or so and then give him
another call.

 


 


Real estate was a tough business right now.
The huge housing crisis had finally settled down, but inventory was
low and there weren’t many buyers out there. Buyers were still
afraid of paying too much for a home. If Charlie hadn’t left her
with a pretty nice life insurance payout, Sam would probably be in
trouble right now.

She owned several rental properties she had
purchased during the housing boom. When the crash came, Sam had
worked her butt off listing foreclosures and had made a lot of
money. Unfortunately, she didn’t save most of that money. Instead,
she felt it was a great time to invest in even more income property
and that’s what she did.

The properties she purchased during the boom
were now worth about half of what she’d paid for them and it would
be a long time before she would see any profit from those. She paid
cash for most of the properties she bought during the crash but
nearly all of them had needed repairs to get them ready to rent and
it would be at least another five years before she could sell those
at a profit. At least she didn’t owe anything on them and as long
as she had tenants paying rent, she could get by.

Charlie’s insurance money was almost gone and
unless she picked up more real estate business, getting by was
going to get tougher. Thank goodness there’d been a mortgage
insurance policy to pay off the balance on her house. Sam was
trying to hang onto what was left of the insurance money and save
it for retirement. The only way that was going to happen would be
if she started making more money in real estate.

Now that the foreclosure crisis was pretty
much over, she wasn’t working so hard and had more time on her
hands, she sometimes felt like she was going through the grieving
process again. Thoughts of Charlie and the fun they had together
kept crowding into her head and making her sad all over again.
Sometimes she thought she might be depressed.

Maybe she should find a hobby to keep her
busy until real estate picked up to a more normal pace. Then again,
she didn’t really need to take up a hobby; she already had plenty
of them. It was just that she’d been so busy with the foreclosures
she’d neglected all her projects.

She’d neglected her house as well. The
furniture was all dusty, the tile floors had dust bunnies in all
the corners, things needed to be put away, and the house just
needed a good thorough cleaning.

While she knew all those things needed to be
taken care of, Sam didn’t feel like it. In fact, she didn’t feel
like doing anything. She’d even been doing pretty poorly with her
real estate. She should be out there prospecting, trying to drum up
more business. Instead, she wasted the better portion of her days
feeling sorry for herself and making only weak efforts at
increasing her sales. She knew all of those things pointed to
depression, but she couldn’t bring herself to go see a doctor.

Putting her melancholy feelings aside, Sam
began straightening up her office. She filed away what she needed
to keep, threw away what she wasn’t going to use and in just over
an hour, Sam’s office was looking pretty good. She spent the rest
of the afternoon doing research on the market in her neighborhood
and the surrounding area. Then she called her marketing rep and
ordered postcards and flyers to be distributed in an attempt to get
more business.

 


 


Two weeks later, on a Saturday morning, her
phone rang and when she picked it up she instantly knew by the
voice that it was her neighbor, Mac, calling her.

“Hello Samantha, this is Mac from down the
street.”

“Hi, Mac.” She didn’t know why, but her
stomach did a little flip-flop at the sound of his voice. Maybe it
was the possibility of getting his listing. “What can I do for
you?”

“How would you like to buy my house?”

She laughed and answered, “I don’t want to
buy your house, Mac. But I’d be happy to list it for you.”

“Are you free this afternoon, say about three
o’clock?”

“Sure, that’ll work for me.”

“Good, then I’ll expect you at three.”

They hung up and Sam headed to her computer
to put together her listing sales presentation. She ran the
comparable numbers in the neighborhood to verify that he was priced
in the ballpark, even though she already knew he was. She printed
out the personalized presentation after inserting a picture of
Mac’s house that she had taken one morning when it looked like he
wasn’t home.

Excited that she might actually get a listing
after a dry spell of several months, Sam changed into more
professional attire and made sure she had everything in order
before walking down the street and knocking on Mac’s door.

He took his time answering the door and just
as she was about to knock again he opened up. Dressed in a
tight-fitting T-shirt and jeans, Mac swept his arm to the side,
inviting her in.

The first thing she saw was a well-worn
cowboy hat hanging on a coat rack with pegs.

“Are you a weekend cowboy?”

“I’m a weekend city boy. I spend the weekdays
up at my ranch.”

“You’re a real cowboy?” Sam was confused.
What was he doing living here in the city?

“Yep. This was my aunt’s house and she left
it to me when she died. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do with it
so I’ve been coming on the weekends and making sure everything’s
all right. But now I think it’s time to sell. I’ve got a ranch to
run and don’t need a house in the city.”

She had not known he was only at the house on
weekends. She only saw him on weekends, but then most people did
their yard work on the weekend, so she hadn’t even thought about
where he was during the week.

“Where’s your ranch?”

“Up near Payson.” He led her toward the
living room while he talked. “Do you want to sit down and talk
first, or would you like a tour of the house?”

“I’ll take the tour first, but is there
someplace where I can put my things down? The kitchen table is
always a great place to talk when we’re done with the tour.”

“Yeah, let’s go to the kitchen and we’ll
start the tour from there.”

Sam was pleasantly surprised by the condition
of the house. It was neat and clean, not too cluttered, and if the
rest of the house looked this good, there should be no problem
selling it. Opening her bag, Sam got out her digital camera and
started taking pictures of the kitchen, breakfast nook, and the
adjacent family room.

“Aren’t you jumping the gun a little bit?
Taking pictures before you even know you’ve been hired?”

“Not at all, I know I’m your best bet for the
listing. I live in the neighborhood, which is very convenient for
both of us when comes to signing documents and all the other little
things that come up during the sale of a home. I know more about
this neighborhood than anyone else since I’ve lived here for over
ten years. Why wouldn’t you give me the listing?”

He liked her confidence and simply said,
“Come on, I’ll show you the rest of the house.”

She followed him around as he took her from
room to room and mentioned all the items that he updated or
repaired since he’d owned the house. She listened carefully and
snapped her pictures.

The backyard was large and nicely landscaped.
Sam wasn’t surprised; since she saw him so frequently working on
his front yard, it only made sense that he would care for the
backyard as well.

Back in the kitchen, they sat at the table
and Sam pulled out the listing booklet she had put together for
him. She had a list of all the recently sold homes and the current
ones on the market.

“Looks like I’m pretty much on the money with
my pricing,” Mac said.

“You are, and we can leave it at that price
if you like or we can raise it just a little bit to give us some
negotiating room.”

“I’m agreeable to that, but there are a few
things I’d like to get straight before we go any further.”

Uh oh, she thought to herself, here
comes his dumb ass ideas about what I should do to get it
sold.

Putting a smile on her face, Sam said, “Sure,
tell me what your concerns are.”

“First of all, I want to make it clear that
I’m not going to take the house off the market while somebody waits
for their house to sell before they can buy this one. And I won’t
accept an offer if the buyer is not already pre-approved for their
loan.”

“That’s not a problem; those are both good
ideas and what I normally recommend.”

“Good, and how do you handle offers if the
buyer isn’t qualified?”

“We won’t consider any offers unless a loan
approval is included with their offer. And if it’s a cash offer,
then I insist on proof of funds to be included in the offer.”

“That sounds good, Samantha. I’m just going
to give you one little warning—I expect you to earn your
commission; I don’t want you listing my house and then I never hear
from you again until we get an offer.”

Sam noticed that his voice had changed from a
casually friendly manner to a more businesslike tone and now there
was something else in his voice. She wasn’t quite sure what it was.
It had almost a bossiness to it; as if he were telling her this is
the way it’s going to be, take it or leave it.

If she wanted to improve her current
financial condition, Sam had no choice but to take it. Besides, he
wasn’t asking for anything unreasonable, it was his tone that
seemed to bring up a red flag. Maybe she was reading too much into
it. She wasn’t going to worry about it but she did think that tone
he used was quite sexy.

“You’ll hear from me at least once a week,
and whenever we do have a showing I’ll be getting feedback from the
buyer’s agent and reporting to you on that. You’ll get automatic
e-mails on a weekly basis telling you what kind of hits your
listing is getting on all the home selling websites that are out
there.”

“All right, then let’s write it up. I just
want you to know I don’t tolerate slackers and I do expect things
to be done correctly.”

“Well then, I guess it’s a good thing I’m not
a slacker.”

Sam had already prepared all the paperwork
needed to make the listing official. All she had to do was fill in
the price. She passed him all the various forms, waiting for him to
read through them and then initial and sign where necessary.

“I’ll be at the ranch during the week and
I’ll come back down every Friday evening. I’ve got internet access
on the ranch and a smart phone. If I’m working the cattle, you
might have to wait a few hours for me to respond. We have spotty
coverage up there except for at the house. That’s why I finally
decided to hire an agent. I just keep missing calls about the
house.”

“That’s not a problem. I’ll just stay in
touch with email during the week and we’ll talk when you’re back in
town.”

There were a few other questions, but when
everything was finally complete, Sam gathered up all her paperwork
and left him a copy of everything he had signed. Thanking him for
giving her the listing, she shook his hand and left to go home and
get the listing up on the internet.

 


 










 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


There were a lot of little things involved in
the initial marketing of a new listing. Besides entering it on the
MLS, there were pictures to upload, marketing pieces to order, and
making sure the listing was being fed out to the hundreds of home
selling and buying websites. She e-mailed a copy of the listing to
Mac and asked him to look it over and let her know if there were
any changes he’d like and if all the pictures met with his
approval.

She was done, and despite his warning that he
didn’t want her to list his house and then do nothing until an
offer came in, there really wasn’t anything else for her to do at
this point. She needed to wait for the flyers and postcards to be
finished before she could send them out. That would take at least
three or four days. For now, she hoped they would get some showings
so Mac could see some results.

Her marketing rep sent her proofs a few days
later. She looked them over, found no errors, and approved them for
printing. She even sent copies of the proofs to Mac so he could see
things were moving right along. He answered that evening with an
e-mail saying they looked very professional. He also told her he
wouldn’t be in town that weekend.

It was early the following week when she
received the completed flyers. They looked good and she put them in
a plastic flyer stand and carried it over to Mac’s house. He was at
his ranch so she let herself in with the key in the lockbox and set
the stand on the small table in the entryway.

Back at her house, she emailed him a copy of
the final product and told him she’d put them in the house for
buyers to take with them after viewing the house. It would help
buyers remember the house if they had a flyer for reference.

That evening she received a response from
Mac. They look great, Samantha. Thanks for dropping them off at
the house.

She answered him; Sure thing, just doing
my job. The postcards are probably going to go out today or
tomorrow and you’ll be getting one of them in the mail, they’re
being sent out to 350 of the nearest neighbors.

Mac emailed her back; I’ll keep an eye out
for it when I get back for the weekend. Thanks again,
Samantha.

She logged off her computer, feeling
confident that he was happy with what she had done so far on
marketing his listing. Sam was all fired up and ready to make a few
calls and see if she could drum up any more business.

 


 


On Friday, she received a copy of the
postcard in her mail and knew Mac should have received one also.
Knowing he wouldn’t be in until later that evening, she decided
she’d wait for him to call or contact him in the morning. She spent
the rest of the day cleaning house and doing laundry.

Her cell phone rang at about 7:30 that
evening and Mac’s name appeared on the smartphone screen.

“Hi, Mac. I got the postcard in the mail
today, did you get yours?”

“Yes, I did.” His voice sounded very terse.
“That’s why I’m calling. I’d like to discuss it with you, could you
come over now?”

Somewhat alarmed by the hard tone in his
voice, Sam asked, “Is there something wrong?”

“This is something I prefer to discuss in
person. Are you free to come over?”

“Certainly, I’ll be there in a few
minutes.”

Wondering what could possibly be wrong, she
hung up and changed into a pair of dress slacks and a blouse.
Thinking she didn’t really need any of her paperwork to discuss the
postcard, she left her bag at home and walked over to Mac’s with
just her house keys in her hand.

Mac’s front door was open, but she knocked on
it and called out, “Mac? It’s Samantha, I’m here.”

“Come on in, I’m in the kitchen,” Mac called
out. “And please close the door and lock it.”

Samantha found Mac finishing up the dishes
from his dinner. She saw the postcard sitting on the table.

Thinking she might as well get right to the
point of his call she said, “You sounded upset about something on
the phone. Is there something about the postcard you didn’t
like?”

“Why don’t you take a look at it? Take a good
look.”

“I proofed these when they were e-mailed to
me last week. I sent them to you for your approval. What’s wrong
with them?” Samantha was becoming annoyed by his tone.

She looked it over and it looked just like
the one she received that day. She read it over a second time, and
even a third time. She found nothing wrong with it to cause his
reaction.

“Whatever the problem is, Mac, I’m not seeing
it. Could you just tell me what it is that has you so upset?”

“You’re not a very good proofreader, are you
Samantha?”

“Obviously not, if I’m missing it after
proofing it two or three times last week and reading it over again
now three more times. Would you mind pointing it out to me?”

He tapped his finger on the little box next
to the picture of the front of the house. In the box it listed the
number of bedrooms, baths, and the square footage of the house.

Sam’s eyes widened as she saw the square
footage listed as 242 instead of 2423. One little digit
missing.

“Oh my goodness! I can’t believe I missed
that. I am so sorry, Mac. I will call the marketing rep first thing
on Monday morning and have them redone and sent out again.”

Mac’s lips pressed together as his eyes bored
into her.

Damn, he looks sexy with that stern look
on his face, Sam thought to herself while at the same time
thinking she shouldn’t have those kinds of thoughts about her
client.

“I suppose that’s the best that can be done,”
Mac said. “But it’s not enough. Three hundred fifty people got
postcards today saying my house has 242 square feet. By the time
you get new postcards made and sent out again it will be a nearly
two week delay.”

“You’re right,” Samantha conceded. “I just
don’t know what else I can do. But again, I do apologize and I will
get a new set out as soon as possible. I’ll ask my marketing rep to
put a rush on it.”

“I understand mistakes happen, Samantha. But
I’m about ready to cancel my listing. This is exactly the kind of
error that I warned you about in the beginning that I simply don’t
tolerate.”

“We have a signed contract, Mac. This is
really nothing more than a typo. I’m sorry I missed it, but I did
send you a copy of the proof. I don’t think it’s sufficient cause
for you to cancel your listing.”

“Your ineptness is definitely sufficient
cause to cancel the listing and it’s not my job to catch errors.
That’s why I hired you.”

Samantha didn’t want to lose this listing,
especially over something so silly as a simple typo. She didn’t
know what else she could do besides reorder the postcards. Yes, it
would be a slight delay, but it was a mistake anyone could make.
What did he expect from her? She didn’t want to beg, but she needed
this listing.

“Please, Mac. I’ll do anything to make this
right. If you have any suggestions that would make you feel better
about this, let me know and I’ll be happy to comply.”

He studied her for a minute, thinking about
all the times he’d seen her walking around the neighborhood on the
weekends, putting her little marketing flyers on everyone’s door.
He knew she was a widow—the next-door neighbor had told him how her
husband had unexpectedly died.

He’d been attracted to her lush form the
minute he first saw her. What most appealed to him about her was
that she had some meat on her bones. She wasn’t fat, not by any
means. It was just refreshing to see a woman who didn’t feel a need
to starve herself in today’s version of skin and bones that passed
for beauty.

Her full bust, small waist, and curvy hips
were a pleasure to watch as she walked down the sidewalks of the
neighborhood greeting people and handing them her latest piece of
promotional material. There had been many times he’d wanted to
strike up a conversation and ask her out, but he wasn’t really
interested in a weekend romance. And he didn’t know if she was
still grieving for her husband or interested in dating again. Now
that he thought about it, it had to have been two or three years
since her husband died—maybe even a bit longer. It was right about
the same time his aunt died and he’d first come down to check out
the house.

As all these thoughts went through his head,
he kept his eyes focused on her face and it was obvious she was
concerned about losing his listing. He knew exactly what he wanted
from her to atone for this error.

“There has to be a consequence, Samantha. I
can’t let this mistake slide. Without consequences, I’m concerned
you might slip into more carelessness as we progress with the sale
of my home. Since I’m out at the ranch most of the time, I need to
make sure you’ll stay focused on what you need to do.”

“A consequence, Mac? What kind of
consequence?” There was obvious suspicion in her voice.

“A spanking, Samantha. I want you to lower
your pants and lean over the kitchen island. I intend to give you a
sound spanking that should help keep you on your toes.”

“What?” Samantha wasn’t sure she heard him
right. Actually, she knew she had heard him right, she just
couldn’t believe it.

“I know you heard me. I believe in
consequences and yours is going to be a spanking. It’s your choice,
of course. You can drop your pants and lean over the island or
cancel my listing.”

An image of Mac smacking her bottom while she
leaned over the cold granite of his kitchen island popped into her
mind. The image was followed by an almost forgotten twitch of
sexual desire in her lower belly. What was that about? He
had to be joking with her. Clients just didn’t spank their real
estate agents for simple mistakes.

She gave a short laugh and said, “That’s
funny, Mac. But let’s be serious. I’m going to order new postcards
on a rush and I believe that should be adequate.”

“I assure you, I’m very serious. Either lower
your pants and get into position or I will give you a letter of
cancellation right now.”

This is absurd, she thought to
herself.

“Mac, I want your listing; I need your
listing. But spanking me for a small mistake seems a bit excessive.
I’m thirty-six years old, not some misbehaving child. Isn’t there
another way I can make this up to you?”

“I don’t consider it a small mistake when
three hundred fifty people have just been informed that my house
has 242 square feet. And I don’t think a spanking is excessive—I
think it’s a very effective tool and will help you remain focused
on getting things done correctly the first time.”

She fidgeted for another minute, turned her
back on him so he couldn’t see her face as she thought about the
consequences he wanted to deliver. A spanking? She had a
hard time believing it, but she was going to agree to let him spank
her. She needed the listing and the commission it would bring her
once it was sold.

Turning around to face him again, her voice
trembling a bit, she said, “All right, I’ll agree to the
spanking.”

“A wise decision.” Mac walked to the sofa and
picked up a soft throw pillow which he then placed on the hard
surface of the kitchen island. “This will make it a little more
comfortable for you. Come on now, down with the pants and lean over
the counter.”

Her hands shaking, Samantha undid the top
button of her slacks and lowered the zipper. Hooking her thumbs
under the waistband, she pushed her pants over the curve of her
hips and let them fall to her ankles. Closing her eyes tightly, she
leaned over the island and hugged the throw pillow to her
chest.

Mac walked over to her left side and placed
his left hand on the small of her back. He touched the palm of his
right hand to her panty-clad bottom to let her know the spanking
would begin.

Sam flinched at the feel of his hand on her
ass and when she felt the hand lift, she clenched her jaw preparing
for the first blow.

CRACK!

“OW!” She exclaimed as her upper body lifted
up.

Mac pushed her down again and without saying
a word, delivered a volley of blows, alternating between left and
right cheeks.

She cried out several more times before he
paused. His fingers grabbed the waistband of her white panties and
quickly yanked them down to her knees.

“What are you doing? I didn’t say you could
pull my panties down!”

“You’ve just had your warm-up. The real
spanking is beginning now and everyone knows that a proper spanking
is given on the bare.”

“I didn’t agree to that!” She protested.

“You agreed to take the spanking and I’m the
one that determines how that spanking will be delivered.”

He pushed her shoulders back down on the
pillow as he said, “Stay in position, Samantha. I don’t want to
have to remove the belt from my pants.”

What? Was he really threatening to spank her
with his belt?

Before she could reply, he was raining
stinging swats on her naked ass. Each one seemed to be harder than
the last and Samantha bit her lips together in an effort to not cry
out. She couldn’t stop the grunts and moans that escaped from deep
in her throat.

As she squeezed her eyes shut tighter and
tighter, she felt teardrops leaking from them. She tried hard to
relax and take her punishment, but relaxing while being spanked
seemed to be impossible. A sob finally burst out and she tried to
smother it in the pillow.

Matt stopped spanking but kept his hand on
her back, holding her in place.

“We’re done, Samantha. I hope you’ve learned
your lesson and will be more diligent in the future.”

He pulled her panties back up for her and
then stepped away saying, “You can pull your pants up now. You know
where the guest bathroom is if you need a few minutes to pull
yourself together.”

Samantha pulled her pants up and ran to the
bathroom slamming the door shut. Leaning her back against the door,
she cried in earnest over her humiliation.

 


 










 


 


 


 Chapter Three

 


 


There was a sudden rap on the door and Mac’s
voice came through, “Slamming doors will get you another
spanking.”

She seethed at his high-handed treatment of
her and refused to answer. Glancing up at the mirror, she saw her
face was red and splotchy from crying. Running the cold water in
the sink, she began splashing it on her swollen eyes.

“Did you hear me, Samantha?” Mac called out
from the other side of the door. He was using his stern, demanding
voice that told her she’d better answer him.

“Yeah, yeah. I heard your bellowing!”

“Disrespect will get you a date with my belt,
Samantha. I expect a better attitude from you.”

She didn’t answer him. She glanced up and
looked at her face in the mirror and was surprised that steam
wasn’t coming out of her ears. Never in her life had she
encountered such an arrogant jerk.

Running her fingers through her hair trying
to straighten it up a bit didn’t seem to be helping much. She
wished she had brought her purse along. But how would she know that
his request to speak with her in person would turn into a bottom
reddening experience?

Mac was bellowing again. “Samantha, I expect
an answer when I speak to you!”

Checking to make sure her pants were zipped
and buttoned, she adjusted her blouse, and jerked the bathroom door
open almost violently.

“Here’s your answer, Mac,” She spit out every
word with precise enunciation. “Take your fucking listing, roll it
up tight, and shove it up your ass!”

She pushed past him and strode to the front
door. After yanking it open she turned around and said, “You can
e-mail me your letter of cancellation.”

Shutting the door with a loud slam, Samantha
jauntily walked home with a big smile on her face. She was glad to
be rid of that listing. Dealing with Mac had turned into a
nightmare and was definitely not something she wanted to continue.
Just who the hell did he think he was?

Letting herself in through her garage door,
Samantha turned the alarm off and then on again in the “at home”
position. Deciding she needed and deserved a glass of wine,
Samantha filled a tumbler with ice followed by White Zinfandel
wine. No point in fooling around with a little three or four ounce
wine glass, she was going to be having much more wine and didn’t
want to be bothered constantly refilling a small wine glass. The
ice would keep the wine chilled even though some would consider
putting ice in wine a sin.

Clicking the TV on, she found a mindless
comedy show to watch, and sat in Charlie’s chair sipping her wine,
still livid over Mac’s high-handedness and berating herself for
allowing him to spank her. She should have told him to shove his
listing up his ass when he first made the suggestion that she had
earned a spanking with a simple typo.

 


 


Mac had chuckled to himself when Samantha
told him off and stormed out slamming the front door. He wondered
if he’d get a chance to make good on his threat that door slamming
would get her another spanking.

He liked her fiery temper. Realizing she’d
submitted to the spanking only because she needed the money the
sale of his home would give her, he wasn’t all that surprised that
she didn’t walk out at the very first suggestion that she should
bend over the kitchen island countertop.

After the spanking, she was embarrassed and
had run to the bathroom. There was a possibility the first door
slamming had been done by mistake in an effort to get away from
facing him while she was still embarrassed. But he couldn’t resist
teasing her with another spanking and when she had snapped back at
him, he had threatened her with his belt just to see how she would
respond.

Not that he was above using his belt on her
fine ass if she continued to be disrespectful, but in hindsight he
felt he should’ve let it go.

Now she was expecting him to e-mail her a
cancellation on his listing. He wasn’t going to do it. Instead, he
was going to wait and see what her reaction would be when he didn’t
cancel.

 


 


Sunday morning Samantha woke up with a slight
headache and a mouth that felt like she’d been sucking on cotton
socks all night. She got up, brushed her teeth, rinsed with
mouthwash, and went to the kitchen to make herself a cup of hot
chocolate. No coffee or tea for her; she couldn’t stand the taste
of coffee and only drank tea when she had a cold or the flu.

She drank the hot chocolate and took three
aspirin for her headache. Thankful that she wasn’t prone to
hangovers, Samantha tried to remember how many tumblers of wine she
had consumed before stumbling to bed the previous night. She
suspected it was three, which was the equivalent of eight or nine
glasses of wine.

But no, she told herself, all that
ice had taken up space in the tumbler and watered the wine
down. It was probably more like six glasses of wine.

Feeling a little better, she scrambled a
couple of eggs for breakfast and then showered and got ready for
the day. There was going to be no work today, she decided. She
would give her best friend, Lori, a call and see if she wanted to
go shopping at the mall.

 


 


Taking the day off had been a great decision.
She and Lori met at the mall and shopped for two or three hours,
spending money Samantha shouldn’t have been spending. She didn’t
care—she needed this. And starting on Monday, she would work twice
as hard at replacing Mac’s listing and write him off as a horrible
experience.

After shopping, they got a bite to eat and
Lori asked, “Are you all right, Sam? You seem a little
preoccupied.”

“I’m fine. I just got a new listing a couple
weeks ago and the guy is turning out to be a total jerk. He pissed
me off last night and I ended up telling him to shove his listing
up his ass and slammed out of his house.”

“What did he do to piss you off?”

Sam wasn’t ready to tell her friend she’d
submitted to a spanking. It was simply too embarrassing and she was
sure Lori would tell her she should have walked out as soon as he
mentioned it.

“I’m not ready to talk about it yet. I don’t
know if I’ll ever be ready to talk about it.”

“Wow, he must’ve really pissed you off. Did
he try and make a move on you?”

“No, it wasn’t that. I could’ve dealt with
that; this was much worse.”

“Well, you’ve gotta tell me now. You can’t
leave me hanging like this.”

“Lori, please.” Samantha was blushing at the
thought of what had happened.

Lori saw the blush and immediately jumped to
the idea that perhaps Sam had been the one to make a move on her
client. Maybe he rejected her and that was what was so embarrassing
for Sam.

“Spill it, girlfriend. You know there’s
nothing you can’t tell me.”

Sam caved and said, “I made a mistake on the
postcards and he was angry people would think his house was only
242 square feet instead of 2423. He said there had to be a
consequence for my mistake.”

Lori’s brows pulled together in a question
and she asked, “A consequence? What kind of consequence?”

Sam blushed a deep shade of red and said,
“That’s exactly what I asked.”

“Let’s have it, tell me everything. I need
full disclosure.”

“I can’t, it’s just too embarrassing.”

“There’s nothing so embarrassing you can’t
tell me. We’ve been friends a long time, Sam. You’ll feel better
once you get it off your chest.”

“He said he wanted me to drop my pants and
lean over the kitchen island countertop for a spanking,” Sam
blurted out in a low whisper so no one else would hear.

Lori nearly spit her drink out and then
started laughing. “You’ve got to be kidding me! I don’t blame you
for walking out and telling him to shove his listing up his
ass.”

In a very small voice, Sam said, “That’s not
when I walked out.”

“There’s more to the story? This is getting
good, tell me everything.”

So Sam explained how she had tried to talk
him out of it. “He just wouldn’t take no for an answer and said I
could either take the punishment or he would cancel his listing.
Lori, you know how bad I need this listing and I just couldn’t let
him cancel the listing.”

Lori leaned over the table and whispered, “Oh
my god, are you saying you let him spank you?”

Close to tears again, Sam nodded her
head.

“And then you walked out? Come on, Sam. Tell
me all of it.”

Sam told her about slamming the bathroom door
and Mac’s threat that door slamming would get her another spanking
and then another threat when she had yelled at him in what he
thought was a disrespectful way.

“His second threat was something about a date
with his belt if I continued to be disrespectful.”

“And then?” Lori urged Samantha to continue
with the story.

“That’s when I finally pulled myself together
and stormed out the bathroom door telling him to take his listing,
roll it up tight, and shove it up his ass. Then I went home and had
the equivalent of about six glasses of wine before going to
bed.”

“So have you heard from him? Did he send you
a cancellation?”

“He hasn’t called me, but I haven’t checked
my e-mail today so I have no idea if he sent me a cancellation.
Frankly, I don’t care. That’s one listing I can do without.”

The girls sat quietly for several minutes,
nibbling on their food. Then Lori made a little confession of her
own.

“Remember when I was dating that guy a couple
years ago? His name was Rob.”

“Yeah, I remember. You always said he was
great in bed but unless you two were in bed, he was boring.”

“Yep, that’s him. I never told anyone, but he
used to spank me during foreplay. It was so hot, it made the sex
really, really good. I do miss him for that.”

“I hardly think that’s the same thing,” Sam
said. Then she laughed and asked, “Did you guys pretend you’d been
a naughty girl?”

“Sometimes. Other times I would just act like
a brat to get things rolling. Then he’d say something like ‘over my
knee, young lady, now’ and I would obey and drape myself over his
lap.”

“Interesting. I’ve never been spanked as part
of sex, but now that you’re telling me about it, I can see how it
could be hot and very sexy.”

“I’m not sure how hot and sexy it would be as
a real consequence, but it did the trick for fun.”

They finished eating and Sam said, “I better
get home. I didn’t sleep all that well last night and I’ve got to
drum up some new business this week.”

 


 


After a good night’s sleep, she felt much
better when she woke up Monday morning. She showered, had
breakfast, and sat down at her computer to go through her
e-mails.

Ignoring e-mails for more than twenty-four
hours left her with nearly a hundred fifty to go through. Most of
them were junk; advertisements from lenders, repair people looking
for work, and free classes for continuing education to maintain her
license. About ten e-mails were legitimate ones that required a
response and it wasn’t until she was finished that she realized
there was no e-mail from Mac.

She clicked in her spam folder and ran a
search to be sure she didn’t miss it, but there was nothing. Mac
hadn’t sent her a cancellation. Now what?

It meant that at least for now, she still had
his listing. Well, she would do her job until he canceled. She
should be able to handle all communication by e-mail or text so she
wouldn’t have to face him again.

A few hours later, Samantha received a phone
call from another agent who wanted to know if Mac’s house was still
available and if there were any offers pending. Since she had not
received a cancellation notice from Mac, she was still obligated to
do her best to sell his house.

“It’s available, and we have no offers at
this time. The seller is not home during the week, so you can go
ahead and show it.”

She managed to get through the next two weeks
without having to speak to Mac. She fielded phone calls and sent
him an email whenever the house was shown. Each morning she checked
her email for a cancellation letter and rechecked it each evening.
When she thought about it she came to the conclusion that he felt
he couldn’t cancel his contract with her. She’d taken her spanking
so she should be able to keep the listing.

 


 










 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


 


Just like every other night since Mac had
spanked her, Sam stared up at her ceiling and relived what she had
come to refer to as ‘the humiliation.’ She went over her response
when he first suggested she drop her pants and lean over the island
counter. What else could she have said? The suggestion had taken
her completely by surprise. There had even been a few split seconds
where she wondered if her mind was playing tricks on her.

One thing she did know; the moment she
realized he was serious, she should have walked out. It had been a
mistake to let the state of her financial condition influence her
decision to comply with his so-called consequence.

After analyzing the prelude to her
capitulation, she relived the feel of his left hand on her back and
the first sharp crack of his hand coming down on her panty covered
bottom. That first whack had been followed by several more spanks
before he’d yanked down her panties and peppered her ass with even
harder smacks. Maybe they only felt harder without the protection
of her panties.

After Lori told her about being spanked by
her former boyfriend as part of foreplay, by the time Sam got to
the part where her spanking became a bare bottomed one, her hand
invariably ended up between her legs and she pleasured herself
while reliving the rest of ‘the humiliation.’

Her orgasm usually came when she got to the
part where he threatened a date with his belt if she continued
being disrespectful. Why that was the final thing that pushed her
over the edge, she didn’t know.

Neither the spanking nor the time she spent
in the bathroom afterwards with Mac bellowing his threats through
the door had been arousing. She supposed it was Lori’s telling her
of erotic spankings that caused it.

What she found most disturbing—well, not
really disturbing, more strange or odd—was that her orgasm ripped
through her right when she thought of the threat of being spanked
with his belt.

Did she secretly want to be spanked? Was
there something buried in her subconscious, trying to get out,
trying to tell her that she wanted to submit to a dominant man? Or
was it simply that she hadn’t had sex in over three years and she
was more than ready for a tumble between the sheets?

Sam rolled over to her side and hugged her
body pillow close. Wondering if Mac would contact her when he came
in the following night for the weekend, she fell asleep with her
questions unanswered and unresolved.

 


 


Another week went by, making the listing
nearly a month old, but no offers came in. Sam took phone calls,
answered e-mails, and did her job. Mac’s threat to cancel the
listing apparently was nothing more than that—just a threat.

He called her a few times, and each time she
let it go to voice mail. A few minutes later she would send him a
text message apologizing for not being able to answer the phone and
asking how she could help him. She gave herself several pats on the
back for successfully avoiding any direct contact.

Two more weeks passed with more showings and
no offers. Sam was beginning to think she’d have to talk to Mac
about lowering his price and she knew that would most likely have
to be done in person. It was Friday and he’d be at the house for
the weekend.

Then, in the span of a few hours, Sam
received two offers on Mac’s house. She looked them both over very
carefully and prepared a sheet showing what his net proceeds would
be at the close of escrow for each offer. Then she e-mailed the
offers to him, asked him to look them over, choose the one that
sounded acceptable, sign and return it to her. She felt she had to
include a comment about contacting her if he had any questions, but
hoped she wouldn’t have to speak to him.

Twenty minutes later, her phone rang and
Mac’s ID showed up on her screen. She didn’t want to answer, but
knew she had to. If she wanted her commission, she had to
facilitate this transaction as efficiently as possible.

“Yes Mac. How can I help you?” Sam hoped her
voice sounded professional and not as apprehensive as she felt.

“Hello, Sam,” His deep voice sent a wave of
warmth through her entire body. “Can I trouble you to come over and
explain these two offers tonight? I’m on my way to the house and
should be there by six-thirty. How about seven?”

“Is it something I can help you with over the
phone?”

“I’d rather do it in person, if you don’t
mind. They’re very similar offers and I want to make sure I choose
the best one. I think we should look at the offers together and
discuss the various points I have questions about.”

Sam gave a small sigh before answering,
“Fine, I’ll be there at seven.”

“See you then.”

 


 


Sam brushed her hair but didn’t bother to
change clothes. She was wearing jeans and a loose T-shirt. She
hoped he wasn’t expecting her to dress in anything more than casual
clothing. Picking up his file, her purse and house keys, Sam walked
down the block to Mac’s house.

He was watching for her from the window and
opened the door before she had a chance to knock.

“Thanks for coming, Sam. I appreciate your
help in analyzing both of these offers.”

“No problem, just doing my job.” Her voice
was cool and professional.

Mac led the way to his kitchen table and Sam
sat down and pulled out her copies of the offers. They went over
each offer carefully and Sam explained why one offer was better
than the other even though they were similar.

Mac wanted to prolong Sam’s visit as long as
possible, so he asked questions he already knew the answers to. He
enjoyed watching Sam as she tried to control the slight tremor in
her hands. It was obvious she was uncomfortable with this first
face-to-face meeting after her spanking. It took her a little
while, but she was finally able to relax and answer all his
questions in a professional manner.

It was over an hour later before Mac said he
felt he understood and would like to think about it overnight.

“That’s fine, we have until 5 PM tomorrow
afternoon to respond to both offers. Once you decide which one you
want to go with, just sign and initial in all the places I
highlighted and e-mail it back to me.”

Sam began gathering up her papers and putting
them back in the file. Mac reached out and wrapped his hand around
her wrist. Her eyes flew up to meet his when she felt the jolt his
touch sent up her arm. From the look in his eyes, she knew he felt
it too.

Pulling her hand away, she asked, “Is there
something else?”

“Yes, there is.”

She waited for him to tell her what else he
needed and when he didn’t say anything else, she asked, “Well? What
else do you need?”

“You’re rude behavior the last time you were
here means you have another spanking coming.”

He struggled trying to keep a straight face
as he thought how much fun it was goading her. He knew she was
uncomfortable being here in the same room with him, but he wasn’t
done with her. Not by a long shot. He wanted her in a way he
couldn’t remember ever wanting another woman. Ever since she
stormed out of his front door, his dick woke up every time he
thought about how she had stood up to him. How she ripped open the
bathroom door and told him to shove his listing up his ass.

That feistiness had turned him on. The only
reason he hadn’t canceled his listing was because it gave him the
perfect excuse to see her again. Unfortunately, it hadn’t quite
turned out that way. Instead, Sam was handling everything via
e-mail and text messages. Even when he tried to initiate a phone
call, she wouldn’t answer his calls. She simply sent him an e-mail
or a text saying she was sorry she missed his call and asking how
she could help him.

Mac called her one weekend from his aunt’s
unlisted land line and she had picked up right away. As soon as she
discovered it was him calling, she told him she was with a client
and would he please send her an e-mail and she would respond later.
He knew it was a lie because he’d seen her drive by on her way home
just a half hour earlier.

Still, she had handled everything
professionally and he felt the spanking had kept her on her toes
since there were no further bumps in the road. He was itching to
discipline her for her disrespect the last time she’d been in his
home. And for the lie about being with a client.

Mac wanted much more than a casual
relationship with Sam, but it would have to be on his terms. He
knew the lifestyle he wanted to live and hoped he could bring Sam
to not only accepting such a lifestyle, but wanting it as much as
he did. He watched now as her face turned a deep red.

 


 


Sam felt the heat as her face flushed to the
roots of her hair. She quickly finished stuffing everything in her
file and stood up. Choosing not to respond to his comment, she
headed for the front door.

“Sam! We’re not done here.”

Sam turned around and said, “You may not be
done, but I am. No part of my job requires that I submit to your
sadistic nuances.”

He had gotten up from the table and walked
towards her and was now standing in front of her. “I’m not
sadistic. I simply believe in people treating each other with
respect and when they don’t, there have to be consequences.”

“You know, I believe in treating people with
respect as well. But you have to earn that respect. By spanking me
for a simple typo on a postcard, the only thing you earned was the
loss of my respect.”

Mac moved a step closer to her and for a
second she was afraid he was going to kiss her. His face was so
close and she smelled the sandalwood scent of his cologne or
aftershave. For just a split second, she wanted to lean into him
and feel his lips on hers.

Instead, she turned on her heel and continued
to the door. Mac reached out and grabbed her arm. Turning her back
around to face him, he pushed her back against the wall and put
both of his hands on either side of her, trapping her.

“I saw how the last spanking affected you,
Sam. Your body doesn’t lie.”

She wasn’t sure what he meant. “How it
affected me? You mean how it mortified me to be spanked as though I
were a misbehaving child who’d done something very bad and needed
to be taught a lesson? Is that what you mean?”

Mac liked how her eyes flashed and she didn’t
cower at being trapped between his arms. He smiled his sexy half
crooked smile and shook his head.

“No, that’s not what I meant.” He leaned in
close and almost whispered in her ear, “I meant after I spanked
you—when you were still bent over the kitchen island and exposed
with your panties pulled around your knees. Did you know your pussy
was glistening? You were wet with arousal from having your bottom
reddened by my hand.”

Sam sucked in a breath and her eyes widened
in astonishment. “That’s a lie! I was not aroused! I was nothing
but…but humiliated and…and embarrassed.”

He kissed the spot just in front of her ear
and whispered, “I think you’re aroused right now.”

“I am not!”

She told herself it wasn’t really a lie, she
hadn’t been aroused until he kissed that tender spot near her ear
and suggested she was aroused.

“You are; don’t lie to me or you’ll add
another spanking to the one you already have coming.”

“No! You can’t spank me again; I won’t let
you!”

“Won’t you?” His kisses trailed down her neck
until he planted one in the little indentation at the base of her
throat.

Her knees were having trouble holding her up
and for some reason she couldn’t resist letting her torso fall
forward into him while her hands clutched at his shirt. With one
hand, he tilted her chin up and claimed her mouth.

Sam tensed for a moment, but then opened her
mouth to let his probing tongue enter. She touched her tongue to
his and that was all the encouragement Mac needed. Scooping her up
in his arms, he carried her to his bedroom.

 


 










 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


 


Setting her down on her feet, he took the hem
of her T-shirt and pulled it over her head. Then he looped his arms
around her and unhooked her bra while Sam was busy unbuttoning his
shirt. They each unbuttoned the other’s jeans while locked in
another passionate kiss.

All thoughts of spankings had flown from
Sam’s mind. She was gasping for breath and for the first time in
over three years, she couldn’t get naked fast enough. She wanted
Mac, wanted him now and nothing was going to stop her.

Falling on the bed, they tore at each other’s
jeans and Mac cupped one full breast as Sam reached for his hard
shaft. Wrapping her hand around his thick, throbbing cock, Samantha
arched her back to bring her breast closer to Mac’s mouth as he
dipped his head.

His other hand slid down her back and cupped
her ass, pulling her in closer. Running one finger around the head
of his cock, she felt the small drop of moisture at the tip and
massaged it gently into his skin.

Mac groaned and his hand slipped between her
legs and found her wet slit. She was ready and Mac didn’t think he
could wait another minute to bury himself inside her. He grabbed a
foil packet from the bedside table and rolled the protection on. As
he rose up over her, Sam opened her legs wider and guided his cock
to her opening.

Plunging deep inside her, Mac slid his arm
beneath her back and lifted her head and shoulders to meet him in
another searing kiss. Her arms came around him and she dug her
fingers into his shoulder blades as she bucked her hips up to meet
each of his strokes.

They came quickly and together with Sam
sinking her teeth into Mac’s shoulder as the waves washed over her
body. He held onto her tightly as her pussy convulsed around his
pulsating cock and he found his release.

The weight of his body on top of hers was
keeping her from being able to take a deep breath. She didn’t care.
She couldn’t remember when she’d ever had such frantic, quick, yet
oh so satisfying sex.

Noticing her short breaths, he realized she
was bearing most of his weight and finally rolled off her and onto
his back. He kept one hand resting on her hip as though he didn’t
want to break all contact. After a few more minutes he sat up,
removed the condom, and pushed himself backwards so he was leaning
against the headboard.

“Come up here, next to me.”

She scooted up and rested her head on his
shoulder when he brought his arm around her. Neither of them said
anything; he just rubbed her shoulder and her arm with his hand and
she drew little circles with her finger on his thigh. He pulled her
closer, half turning her so his hand could reach all the way down
and caress her ass.

She gave a little moan and snuggled in
tighter, her head now resting against his chest, her bottom
sticking out and giving him easy access. His heartbeat thudded in
her ear and she closed her eyes, enjoying the quiet closeness and
soft caresses.

In a little while his hand began rubbing and
lightly patting her ass. She shifted as though she was asking for
more and little by little, Mac helped her rearrange herself until
she was almost lying across his thighs.

Rubbing, patting, more rubbing, more patting.
He moved his hand to the other cheek and repeated the sequence of
rubbing and patting. Occasionally Sam moaned in pleasure. The pats
became a little harder and there was less rubbing. Then there was
no more rubbing and the pats had become slightly stinging
swats.

Mac was spanking her. And she was enjoying
it; in fact, she was fully aroused again. It was obvious this was
one of the sexy, foreplay kind of spankings her friend Lori told
her about. While the strikes gave a sting to her bottom, it was a
sting that seemed to travel straight to her pussy. She could feel
the wetness forming there and wondered briefly if her juices were
dripping onto Mac’s thigh.

Pausing for a moment to admire the rosy color
of Sam’s shapely ass, Mac chuckled when she raised her bottom up as
though asking for more. He rubbed her reddened cheeks and his hand
slid between her legs and two fingers slipped inside her soaking
pussy.

“Mmm…it feels so good,” Sam murmured.

“Your backside is a beautiful shade of deep
pink.” His fingers continued to stroke in and out for a few more
seconds before he pulled them out and then turned her around to
face him.

He pulled another condom from the nightstand
and put it on before he lifted her up and then slowly settled her
back down with her legs straddling him. He was hard and ready as
his cock slipped into her heat. With his hands on her hips, he
helped her slide up and down on his shaft.

Their eyes were locked on one another as the
pressure built up. Mac’s hands were now on her breasts with his
fingers rolling and tugging on her erect nipples.

“Come for me, Sammi. Come for me now.”

She gasped and pumped up and down faster. But
she didn’t come. She was so close; right there at the edge. But
still she didn’t come. Her eyes were closed now and she was
focusing on the delicious sensations he was giving her.

Mac couldn’t hold out any more; he was about
to explode. Letting go of her breasts, he wrapped his arms around
her and pulled her down close to his chest, bringing her mouth to
his. Capturing her mouth with his, he reached down with his hand
and gave her ass two sharp smacks. Her pussy contracted suddenly in
an intense orgasm, gripping his cock and milking it as they came
together again.

When she could speak again, she lifted her
head from his chest. “Did you know I’d come right then if you
spanked me?”

He lifted one corner of his mouth in a smile.
“I hoped you would. I couldn’t hold back any longer and wanted you
to come with me.”

She put her head back down on his chest and
wondered if it was the spanking that had made the sex so hot and
intense or was it because she hadn’t had sex for three years? She
didn’t know and didn’t really care.

 


 


The following morning, another offer came in
on Mac’s house. Sam looked it over and prepared a net proceeds
sheet for Mac and then e-mailed it to him. She couldn’t face
calling him after what had happened the previous night.

How did she wind up in his bed when she had
been on her way out the door after he told her she still had a
spanking coming? Where had her mind been? When he kissed her she
had melted right into him. There had been no protests from her when
he laid her on his bed and made love to her.

As hard as she tried, she couldn’t remember
how she wound up splayed across his lap in a perfect spanking
position. It had happened so slowly and gradually that she hadn’t
been aware that she was being spanked until the strikes had begun
to sting.

It most definitely was not a punishment
spanking; it had turned her on far too much to be considered
anything but an outright erotic spanking. And it had led to some
very erotic activity.

They had both fallen asleep afterwards, and
when she awoke later, Mac was in the shower. Sam had gathered her
clothes and slipped into the guest bathroom. She quickly dressed
after a fast wash up and then went to the kitchen and scrawled a
quick note. All it said was, let me know which offer you decide
on.

She grabbed her things and let herself out
the front door, making sure it locked behind her. Once she was safe
in her own home, Sam poured herself a glass of wine and relived
some of the best sex she’d ever had.

When her phone rang, she looked at the screen
and saw it was Mac calling. He must’ve just realized she was gone.
She didn’t pick up or return his call. She needed to think.

Was what happened just a one night stand? Was
it just lust? Did Mac intend to pursue a relationship with her, or
had he only wanted to get her into his bed for a one time shot?

And what did she want out of it? Yes, she’d
always found him attractive. He was a bit of eye candy when he was
working in his front yard as she drove by. But she never thought
anything would come of it.

Why hadn’t she? Was she still too wrapped up
in her grief over losing Charlie? It had been three years since his
death; surely it was beyond time that she move on with her life.
Her friend Lori had tried to set her up several times in the last
few years and Sam had declined every time. She told herself she
wasn’t ready to get out there on the dating scene again. She wasn’t
ready to even think about another relationship.

“Don’t think of it as starting another
relationship,” Lori had advised. “You’re still young, Samantha.
Just go out on a date to have fun. You don’t have to be looking at
every guy trying to figure out if he’s your next serious
relationship. Just have fun.”

Maybe Lori was right. She should stop
worrying about what might happen with Mac. Last night had been fun.
She enjoyed everything he did to her body, every sensation, and
definitely every orgasm.

When she woke up to find another offer on his
house, instead of just e-mailing it to him, she should have called
him. She was going to rectify that right now. Picking up her phone
she saw the missed call she hadn’t answered last night.

She hit his number to return the call and
waited for him to answer.

“Good morning, Samantha. How are you feeling
today?”

“I’m feeling fine, Mac.” Sam thought her
voice sounded almost shy. She cleared her throat and continued, “I
just sent you an e-mail with a third offer. It looks a little
better than the other two so you should think about that one and
then get back to me as soon as possible with your decision.”

“I’ll take a look at it.” Then he asked,
“Sam, why did you sneak out last night while I was in the
shower?”

“I don’t think I sneaked out, I left you a
note. I needed to come home and get some sleep.”

“You could’ve slept here. In fact, I was
hoping you would.”

“Mac, I don’t know that I’m ready for a
relationship. Of any kind. I haven’t dated since my husband died. I
haven’t even gone out with my friends but a few times since
then.”

Mac thought about how he felt when he came
out of the shower and saw his empty bed. Thinking she might’ve gone
to the kitchen for a drink of water, all he’d found there was her
short note. To say he was disappointed was the least of his
feelings. He decided to keep things light since Sam didn’t appear
to be ready for anything more.

“How about we just try getting to know each
other a little better? No one’s talking about jumping into anything
serious right away.”

“I know, I’m just not sure that I’m ready for
anything.” She didn’t say it, but in the back of her mind she was
thinking she certainly wasn’t ready for anything involving a man
who wanted to spank his woman when she misbehaved.

Letting that comment go, Mac said, “I’ll look
over all three offers and get back to you no later than two o’clock
this afternoon. Will that be time enough?”

“That would be great, I can wait as late as
four o’clock. I just need about an hour to respond to all of them
and two of them have a deadline for our response of five o’clock
this afternoon.”

“You’ll have them well before four o’clock.
And Sam? I want to see you again. For something more than just
business.”

“We’ll see—I have to go now.” Sam hung up and
went to the kitchen to make herself some breakfast.

 


 


True to his word, Sam received his response
before two o’clock. He had decided to accept the offer that had
come in that morning. She called the buyers agent and gave her the
good news.

“Wonderful, I’ll get things moving on our end
and I’ll open escrow first thing Monday morning.”

“Good,” Sam responded. “I look forward to
working with you and a nice smooth transaction.”

Feeling elated that she would have a nice
little chunk of money to add to her coffers in about thirty days,
Sam spent the rest of the day making phone calls and trying to
figure out how she could get more business.

Her phone rang and she picked it up without
even looking at the screen.

“Hello, this is Samantha. How can I help
you?”

“Hello, Sam.” She recognized Mac’s deep
velvety voice right away. “How about we get together tonight and
celebrate getting my house under contract?”

A vision of her sprawled over his lap being
lightly spanked as a prelude to fantastic sex popped into her head
and she wondered if that was what he was talking about.

“Uh… I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

“I’m just talking about dinner, Sam. I’ll
throw a couple of steaks on the grill and we’ll open a bottle of
wine.”

When Sam didn’t answer, Mac amended his
offer.

“Forget the grill, let’s just go out and get
some dinner.”

“Mac…,” Sam wasn’t sure what to say. She
hadn’t even finished thinking about what happened the previous
night, much less decided on whether or not she wanted to have
anything to do with him other than what she needed to for getting
his house sold.

“Look, it’s just dinner. Nothing else, I
promise. I’ll pick you up at your house and we’ll go out. When we
come back I’ll drop you off right at your door. Come on, Sam.”

“All right,” Sam agreed. “What time should I
be ready?”

“Make it 6:30.”

“Okay, see you then.”

Mac hung up before she could change her
mind.

 


 










 


 


 



Chapter Six

 


 


“What have I done?” Sam wailed as she talked
to Lori about agreeing to go on a date with Mac.

“I can’t believe you’re going on a date with
the spanker! How did that happen?”

“I finally got his house under contract and
he wants to go celebrate. At first he wanted to just have dinner at
his house and throw a few steaks on the grill.”

Sam went on to explain how she had hesitated
and Mac had decided they should just go out and eat.

“Stop fretting about it. I mean, you’ve
already slept with him so what’s one little dinner date?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I should tell him I’ll
meet him at the restaurant. That way, I can go home when I want if
things aren’t going well.”

“No, don’t do that. Let him be the gentleman
and drive. I’m not doing anything tonight. If things get hinky,
just give me a call and I’ll come get you.”

“Okay, but I’m going straight home after
dinner.”

“Don’t make that decision now. See how dinner
goes, maybe you’ll be all horny and ready to jump his bones after
dinner.”

“Yeah, right. I have to go get ready. I’ll
call you tomorrow.”

“See that you do, I want to hear all the
details.”

 


 


Samantha dressed fairly conservatively for
her date with Mac. She wore a pencil skirt that was just an inch or
two above her knees, and a white blouse that showed just the
slightest hint of cleavage. Her mother’s pearl necklace, a few
silver bangle bracelets, and a pair of four-inch stilettos finished
off her outfit. Grabbing a lacy wrap in case the night turned
chilly, she picked up her clutch bag and stepped outside when she
saw the headlights of his car turn into her driveway.

“You look beautiful,” Mac complemented her.
“But then you always do.”

“Thank you.” Sam said as he held the
passenger door open for her.

“I hope you like Italian food; I made a
reservation at a small family-owned restaurant. A friend of mine
owns it and the food is terrific.”

“I do like Italian food, it’s one of my
favorites.”

“We’ve got about twenty minutes till we get
there, why don’t you tell me something about yourself during the
ride?”

“There’s not much interesting to tell. I’ve
been in real estate for a little over 10 years and I don’t do very
many exciting things.”

Mac brought up the subject that he hoped
would not upset her.

“I’ve heard the talk around the neighborhood
about how your husband died unexpectedly.”

Sam didn’t say anything for a minute or two
and Mac asked her if it bothered her to talk about it.

“I don’t think so, though I don’t often talk
about it. It’s been just over three years now and I’m pretty sure
I’m through the grieving process, even though I still miss him. I
sort of threw myself into my work and got very involved with all
the bank foreclosures when the housing market collapsed. That kept
me pretty busy.”

“Would I be prying if I asked if it was a
happy marriage?”

She laughed lightly and answered, “Yeah, it
would be prying. It’s a rather personal question, don’t you
think?”

“Okay, I apologize. You don’t have to answer.
I was just trying to make conversation.”

“I know, and I don’t mind answering. It is
prying, but it’s not like it happened just recently. I thought we
were happy, we were beginning to think about starting a
family.”

“I’m sorry; do you want to tell me what
happened? Sometimes it’s good to talk about these things.”

“It was completely unexpected. We both went
off to work and then I got a call from Charlie’s boss saying he
collapsed at his desk and the paramedics were taking him to the
hospital. He was already dead by the time I got to the hospital. It
was a brain aneurysm that had popped.”

Matt heard the little hitch in her voice and
felt bad for bringing the subject up.

“Look, I’m sorry I brought it up. Not exactly
a good subject for our first date.”

Sam swallowed hard and blinked back the tears
that were threatening.

“Your turn, tell me about you now.” Samantha
said, a little bit too brightly.

“I’ll tell you over dinner, we’re here
now.”

He parked the car and got out. By the time he
walked around the car to open Sam’s door, she was already out.

Matt frowned and said, “I prefer opening
doors for ladies.”

“Why? I’m not a paraplegic or anything, I’m
perfectly capable of opening a door.”

“It has nothing to do with your capabilities.
It’s simply a matter of being polite and treating a woman like a
lady.”

Sam shrugged and muttered, “Whatever.”

She waited at the front door of the
restaurant for Mac to open it. She stepped into a small vestibule
and there was another door to be opened. She waited, but thought
how silly it was when she could have opened the door herself and
they’d already be completely inside. Then again, maybe it was kind
of nice having a man cater to these little needs.

 


 


“Mac! Good to see you, it’s been too
long.”

“Hey, Louie. Glad to be here, how’s it
going?”

“Very well. And who is this beautiful lady
with you?”

Louie was your typical middle-aged Italian
restaurant owner. Dark hair with a pencil thin mustache and he
sported a belly that told Sam he overindulged in his own
cooking.

“This is Samantha; she’s the real estate
agent who just got my house under contract. Samantha, this is an
old friend of mine, Louie.”

“Nice to meet you, Louie.” Sam extended her
hand to shake his, but instead of shaking her hand, Louie turned it
and kissed the back of her hand with old European charm.

“I am very happy to meet you, Samantha. Was
Mac a complete bear while you worked at selling his house?”

Sam wondered if Louie knew about Matt’s
proclivity for doling out spankings and sincerely hoped Mac had not
bragged to any of his friends about the scene in his kitchen.

“We’ve managed to get this far without too
much trouble.”

“Good, Mac can be a little controlling at
times,” Louie said in a low voice for Sam’s ears only. “Come, let
me take you to your table.”

Their table was somewhat secluded and Sam
thought their area of the restaurant was more dimly lit than the
rest of the place. She hoped Mac wasn’t thinking this was going to
turn into a romantic date or something that would land her in his
bed again.

Louie chose to personally wait on his friend.
Handing them menus, he said, “I have an excellent wine and will
bring you a bottle while you look over the menu.”

Sam opened her menu, but instead of looking
at it she kept her eyes on Mac. He sensed that she was staring at
him and glanced up at her.

“Is something wrong?”

“I don’t know. Did you tell Louie?”

“Did I tell Louie what?”

Sam gave an exasperated sigh and said, “You
know what—did you tell him what happened?”

Mac lifted one corner of his mouth in a half
smile and said, “You’ll have to be more specific, Sam. What
happened that you think I might have told Louie about?”

“About what you did to me!”

“Oh, you mean about the span…”

“Shh! Don’t you dare say it! But yes, exactly
about that.”

“Now why would you think I would tell Louie,
or anyone else for that matter?”

“Because of what he said; that he hoped you
were not too much of a bear during our transaction.”

Mac chuckled and took her hand in his, “Don’t
read things into what people say that aren’t there. I keep my
private life very private. Louie is the older brother of an old
school friend. They started this restaurant together and then my
friend, Louie’s younger brother, was killed in a car accident.
Louie just knows I like things to be handled in a professional
manner. That’s all that was meant in his comment.”

He sounded sincere, Sam thought. She wanted
to believe him.

“I’m sorry about your friend,” Sam said, but
then continued to push on who Mac might have told. “So you haven’t
told anyone? Not Louie or anyone else?”

“No, of course not. I consider that part of
my life very private.”

Louie chose that moment to return with their
bottle of wine, stopping Sam from asking any more questions.

“If you have no allergies to seafood,
Samantha, and provided you enjoy seafood, I hope you will trust me
to select our very fine paella for your dinner.”

A big plate of fettuccine Alfredo had been on
Sam’s mind for dinner, but paella sounded good too and most likely
would be lower in calories, though she wasn’t really sure about
that.

“That sounds good, Louie. I’ll go with that
suggestion.”

“Excellent. And you, Mac? Will you have the
paella as well?”

“As good as that sounds, Louie, I’ve had my
stomach set on some of your fettuccine Alfredo.”

“Very well, I’ll bring your meals out
shortly,” Louie gave a little bow and scurried away to the kitchen
to supervise the meals for his friend.

As soon as Louie was gone, Sam looked at Mac
and asked, “Can we split our dishes fifty-fifty?”

“No, I invited you to dinner, I’m going to
pay for it.”

“That’s not what I meant, I mean will you eat
half of my paella and give me half of your fettuccine? I really
wanted fettuccine Alfredo but I thought it would be polite to try
the paella since Louie is your friend.”

“Sure, no problem. In fact, that’s why I
wanted to order something else. So that we could each have some of
both dishes.”

She gave him a huge smile and said, “Thank
you.”

Mac grimaced and said, “In spite of what you
may think, I’m really not an ogre.”

“That remains to be seen. So tell me about
yourself, you promised you would once we were in the
restaurant.”

“There’s not a lot to tell, I grew up on a
small ranch in northern Arizona but my father lost it when my
mother got cancer and he mortgaged everything to the hilt to get
her medical care. There was a little college fund put aside for me,
but I didn’t go to college. Instead, I went to work on the ranch I
own and saved all my pay. When age began to take its toll on the
former owners and they couldn’t take care of the place anymore they
moved to a retirement community and sold me the ranch.”

“Did your mother beat the cancer?”

Mac smiled and nodded, “Yeah, she did. She’s
doing real well now and goes on several cruises every year.”

“And your Dad?”

“He died a few years ago from pancreatic
cancer.”

“I’m sorry, that must have tough for your
mom. And you.”

“It was. Dad had good insurance though and
left my mom pretty well off.”

“And you’ve never been married?”

“No, I was busy being a cowhand and since I
bought the ranch I just never seem to have much time to pursue any
serious relationships.”

 


 


Mac had enough of talking about himself. He
picked up his glass of wine and said, “To getting my house under
contract.”

Sam smiled and clinked her glass on his and
took a sip of wine. “I just hope it’s a smooth transaction and we
don’t run into any problems.”

“I’m sure you’ll see to it that everything
goes smoothly. So what happens now?”

“The buyers have their inspection. And at the
end of that they’ll let us know if there’s anything they want you
to fix.”

“I’m not too worried about that. I’ve
maintained the property pretty well and I don’t see any major
issues. What else can go wrong?”

“All kinds of things can go wrong, but the
most common are unreasonable expectations for you to make repairs
after the inspection and problems with their loan application. Even
though they’re pre-approved, things could pop up during the loan
underwriting process that disqualify them. We don’t have control
over that, so we just have to hope for the best.”

Their meals came and the conversation slowed
down while they ate. When they were both approximately halfway
through their dishes, they switched plates as agreed.

Louie hovered nearby, close enough to see if
they needed anything, yet too far away to overhear their
conversation. When both wineglasses had been emptied for the second
time, he came over and refilled Sam’s glass but shook his head at
Mac.

“I assume you are driving, two glasses of
wine is all you get.”

“Come on, Louie. You know I can handle more
than two glasses of wine.”

“Yes, I know. But I would rather be safe than
sorry; two glasses is your limit in my restaurant. Especially when
it is your responsibility to get Samantha home safely.”

When they were finished eating, Mac waved for
Louie to come over to the table.

“We’ll have two of your Neapolitans for
dessert.”

“Um… I’d rather have some tiramisu.”

Mac frowned at her and she wondered what she
did wrong now. But he didn’t say anything and just nodded his
head.

“We can split them like we did our dinner,”
Samantha said, trying to smooth over the slightly uncomfortable
moment.

“Yeah, okay. We can do that. It’s just that
their Neapolitans are the most fabulous ones I’ve ever tasted.”

The desserts were served and Louie had
already divided them up between the two plates. Mac decided to make
it clear to Samantha how much he wanted them to pursue their
budding relationship.

“Sam, I know you want to move slowly, but I
want to tell you that I thoroughly enjoyed last night. In fact, I
think we both enjoyed it.”

Sam couldn’t keep from blushing as she
remembered how much she enjoyed the erotic spanking and how it made
her feel, how hot the sex had been afterwards. She thought it would
be best to tell him right up front that she didn’t think she could
deal with the other side of the spanking equation. For hot sex it
was great, but she couldn’t live with the worry of being punished
every time she displeased him.

“I did enjoy last night, but I can’t deal
with the more serious spankings. I can’t live with keeping things
bottled up for fear that you’ll get upset and decide I need to be
punished.”

“I think you have the wrong idea about how
that kind of relationship works. But let’s put that on the back
burner for now, and just get to know each other better. Would you
be agreeable to that?”

“Yeah, I would. But I’m afraid now that I
know how you feel about the whole subject, I would still always
have it in the back of my mind that I might say or do something to
displease you.”

“You know, there are many ways that people
incorporate spanking into their relationships. There are countless
reasons why they do it. Some use a list of rules and tasks that
have to be followed and when they’re not, it’s cause to administer
punishment. There’s only one thing I punish for.”

Louie came back to check on them, keeping Sam
from asking what that one thing was. Recalling how she was forced
to bend over his kitchen counter to keep the listing, she was
pretty sure the one thing was not doing a job the right way the
first time.

They continued eating their desserts and in a
few minutes Sam said, “That one thing is what worries me. Every
time I do something that might not be up to your exacting
standards, I’d be in trouble.”

Mac realized she was talking about the post
card error. “Okay, so make that two things I punish for. But the
one you’re talking about, is only for important things in business.
The error of the square feet on my house was very troubling to me.
All those postcards going out saying my house was little more than
the size of a shed was not the way I wanted my home marketed.”

Now Sam couldn’t help but wonder what the
other thing was. And then she remembered his threat when she had
slammed the bathroom door. So he didn’t approve of slamming doors?
Everyone slammed doors when they were angry or upset. She had to
ask.

“So if we were in a serious relationship, I
have to always be careful not to ever slam the door? What if I slam
one by accident?”

Max chuckled and said, “No, it is not
slamming doors. It’s disrespect that I won’t tolerate. When you
slammed the bathroom door, you did it out of anger and when you
yelled through the door at me, that was disrespect.”

“It’s disrespectful if I’m angry with you?
How the hell am I supposed to control that emotion?”

He shook his head. “You don’t understand.
Getting angry is not disrespectful. Yelling, swearing, calling
names, and certain tones are disrespectful. Just because someone is
angry it doesn’t mean they can’t sit down and have a calm
conversation. If they’re too angry to speak calmly, then they
should just wait until they cool down.”

Sam continued eating while she thought about
how to respond. To her way of thinking, being angry or even
yelling, didn’t mean disrespect. Maybe calling someone names and
swearing at them could be considered disrespectful, but when she
was mad, she often yelled. And sometimes she might drop an “F” bomb
or other obscenity. She couldn’t remember a time when she’d
resorted to name-calling.

“I couldn’t live like that. I may not mean to
be disrespectful, but you could take it that way and then I’d be in
trouble. That’s not a life that I’m willing to live.”

“I think you’re making it more complicated
than it is. Let’s go back to what I suggested earlier, and just get
to know each other a little better and see where it leads.”

She supposed they could try it. After all,
Mac had several good qualities other than being attractive and
making her heart beat a little faster whenever she was around him.
He was almost old-fashioned in the polite way he treated
her—opening doors, taking her elbow when they walked across the
street, and always making sure she was comfortable. Besides, she
wasn’t a disrespectful person. She treated people well. She had to
in the real estate business.

“Okay, let’s get this transaction on your
house closed and then we can go out again.”

“I don’t want to wait a whole month until my
house closes to go out with you again. I’m only here on the
weekends and I’d like to see you on those weekends for more than
just business.”

Sam didn’t respond to that statement and on
the drive home from the restaurant, Mac reached over and took her
hand, squeezing it lightly. She squeezed back and smiled at
him.

“Do you still want me to drop you off at your
house? Or would you like to stop at my house and come in for a
glass of wine?”

It was very tempting to take him up on his
offer of a glass of wine. And why shouldn’t she? They had agreed to
see each other and she’d already been in his bed once, so what was
the harm even if she did end up in his bed again?

“Okay, I’ll take you up on a glass of wine.”
He squeezed her hand again, glad she was willing to give him a
chance to be part of her life.

 


 










 


 


 


 Chapter Seven

 


 


They sat on stools at his high kitchen table,
drinking the wine Mac had pulled from his fridge. Sam yawned and
quickly apologized.

“I didn’t think I was tired, but I guess it
was a long day with getting everything taken care of as we go under
contract with your house.”

“Is there a lot of work involved for you at
this point?”

“Not really, mostly it’s follow-up stuff. I
have to make sure all the other involved parties do their jobs when
they’re supposed to.”

Mac got up to get the bottle of wine out of
the fridge again. He refilled their glasses, emptying the bottle
and walked to the sink where he rinsed it out before putting it
into the recycle trash.

“You rinse your bottles? Why, when you’re
throwing it out?”

“It’s a habit I picked up years ago when I
lived in an old cabin on the ranch. It wasn’t exactly hard for
little critters to get inside and I learned if I rinsed out all the
cans, bottles, and jars before throwing them away, those critters
weren’t as inclined to come inside. Plus, it helps keep your
garbage from smelling.”

“I don’t do that and my garbage doesn’t
smell. I take it out to the dumpster right away if I have something
like onions or garlic that I know will smell. And I take the trash
out every day. Between that and the garbage disposal, I don’t have
any stinky garbage.”

“I do the same, but living in that cabin
caused me to be very careful about my trash and it’s become a habit
I’m not interested in dropping.”

Samantha wondered why they were talking about
garbage. Of all the things they could and probably should discuss,
garbage was not on the list at all. She wondered if she was going
to wind up in his bed again. The way her stomach flip- flopped at
the idea probably meant she wanted to.

Changing the subject, Sam asked about the
ranch. “Tell me about your ranch.”

“It’s just your typical ranch. I moved into
the main house when I bought the ranch about fifteen years
ago.”

Sam didn’t know anything about ranches and
barely knew what to ask him. All of her ranching knowledge had come
from watching old westerns on television.

“So many cows do you have on your ranch?”

He smiled at her question. “We’re not a real
big operation, we run between a thousand and fifteen hundred head
of cattle.”

Cattle, not cows, dummy.

“Do they all get slaughtered for food?”

Mac chuckled, thinking she was grasping at
anything to make conversation.

“No, they don’t. If we did that, we wouldn’t
have a herd left. We cull the herd every year at the fall roundup.
We decide which calves we’re gonna keep and which cows are still
good for breeding. We sell the rest.”

He paused when her eyes seemed to glaze over.
Then he asked, “You don’t know anything about ranching at all, do
you?”

“No, I know absolutely nothing about
ranching. I’m a city girl and I’ve never been on a ranch or even
near a horse. Or a cow.”

“I find that a little surprising,” Mac said.
“Most city folks go on some sort of little trail ride at some point
in their lives.”

Lifting one shoulder up in a half shrug, she
said, “Not me. I’ve never gone camping, boating, or any of the
other outdoorsy things most people do. I did once go on a hike up
at the Grand Canyon. It wasn’t a long hike, maybe three miles round
trip.”

“So how do you stay in such great shape?”

“I have a treadmill. I do three miles a day
five or six times a week and then I go to the gym for workouts two
or three times a week.”

He noticed her wine glass was empty again and
went to the fridge to get a new bottle. Once he opened it, he stood
by her side filling her glass while running his other hand down her
spine.

She shivered at the caress and felt her
stomach muscles tighten as desire shot through her. She turned her
head to look at him and his face was right there, leaning in for a
passionate kiss. Her hand went to his shoulder and her lips parted
in anticipation.

His tongue traced her lower lip and she moved
forward to deepen the kiss, the hand on his shoulder now curling
around to his back and pulling them closer together. The wine was
forgotten as Mac picked her up and carried her to his bedroom.

“Take your clothes off,” He commanded as he
set her on her feet and began to undress himself.

Kicking off her shoes, Sam obeyed. She had
four pieces of clothing on — blouse, pants, bra and panties — and
they came off in record time. Mac walked to her and their bodies
pressed together. She felt his hard cock pushing against her lower
belly and she wanted to touch it. They were at the foot of his bed
and he pushed her down into a sitting position. Spreading her knees
apart, he knelt between her legs and kissed the inside of each knee
before slowly working his way up her inner thighs. He kissed the
left and then the right side before turning back to the left and
moving barely an inch higher for the next kiss. It took him several
minutes to get to the apex of her thighs and with each kiss, each
inch, Sam’s heart rate increased along with her breathing. Her
hands were on his head running her fingers through his thick, light
brown hair.

Mac was there, he had reached his
intended goal and he breathed in the scent of her arousal. One
finger traced her damp channel, parting the tender lips to find her
pussy very wet. With his tongue he licked the length of her slit
pausing to nip and suckle on her clit.

Sam moaned and leaned back on her elbows to
better enjoy the sensations. Letting her head fall backwards, she
lifted her hips, encouraging him to continue his ministrations.

He licked the length of her pussy again,
pausing to insert his tongue into her channel. She tasted sweet,
and he lapped it up. He opened his eyes to look up at her and saw
her eyes were closed and her lips slightly parted. Her fingers were
clenching the bedclothes.

Inserting two fingers into her hot pussy,
Matt clamped his mouth on her clit and suckled hard, making her
instantly explode as she bucked her hips up for more.

With her head thrashing from side to side,
Sam released the bedclothes and grabbed his hair, clinging to him
as another orgasm ripped through her.

“I want you,” She whispered. “I want you now,
inside me, please.”

Rising to his feet, Matt leaned over her and
scooted her further back on the bed. Using her feet, she helped
slide herself towards the headboard. Mac was on his knees between
her legs, and she glanced at his throbbing shaft. Reaching for it,
she wrapped her hand around it and ran her thumb over the tip,
spreading the heavy drop of moisture over the entire head. He
ripped open the foil packet sitting on the night stand and rolled
the condom on. Bringing her knees up to her chest, opening herself
completely to him, she guided his cock to her entrance.

“Fuck me, Mac. Fuck me hard.”

He plowed deeply into her heat and started
pounding hard. His balls slapped against her with every stroke. He
slid one hand between their bodies and tweaked her swollen,
oversensitive nub, causing her to cry out as her third orgasm tore
through her. She wrapped her legs around his waist and lifted her
hips to meet each pounding thrust. Taking his face between her
hands, she pulled him down so she could kiss him as wave after wave
engulfed her entire being. Their tongues battled in time to the
thrusting of their hips. With a final tweak to her clit, Mac drove
into her one last time, his body shuddering in release as her pussy
clamped tightly around his cock.

Sometime later, she woke on her side with Mac
spooned up against her back, one arm lazily draped over her waist.
His breathing was slow and steady, the breathing of a person sound
asleep. She opened her eyes and glanced at the clock on the bedside
table. The amber numbers told her it was 3:44 in the morning.

I should go home, she told herself.
But she knew if she got up, got dressed and walked to her house,
she’d be wide awake and unable to fall asleep again. Closing her
eyes, she drifted back to sleep.

She was on her back the next time she woke up
and it was daylight. Mac’s hand was cupping her mound and one
finger was slowly drawing circles around her clit. When she turned
to look at him, he was watching her with his head propped up on his
other hand.

“Good morning, beautiful. Sleep well?”

“Mm..mmm.” She hummed her answer as she
lifted her hips to show him she liked what he was doing.

Then she flipped over on top of him and slid
down the length of his torso until her head was near his groin.
Looking up at him, she licked her lips and took his semi-hard cock
into her mouth. It started growing immediately as she swirled her
tongue around it and sucked. Her hand gently rolled his balls at
the same time. She loved the feeling of his cock expanding in
length and girth as she licked and sucked on it. The sucking
motions became harder and faster and it wasn’t long before before
she felt a tightening in his balls and at the base of his cock.

He was very close to coming and he hooked his
hands under her arms and pulled her up. Handing her an open foil
packet, he said, “Ride me, Sam.”

Straddling his hips, she rolled the
protection onto his pulsing shaft. Lowering herself over his cock,
she slid down on top of him and grinned.

“You like that, cowboy?”

“Yeah, baby. I like that a lot.” He
growled.

It was just a few thrusts before he pulled
her down and held her tight as they both came in a shattering
release.

She collapsed and slid halfway off him.
Moving as though she was going to get up, He tightened his arm
around her shoulders.

“Don’t go yet.”

She cuddled next to him for a few minutes but
her bladder was demanding she visit the restroom. With a last
caress to his chest, she said, “I gotta get up.”

She kissed him lightly and slipped out of the
bed.

 


 










 


 


 


 Chapter Eight

 


 


Mac watched her fine ass as she walked into
the bathroom and knew this was the woman he wanted for his own. But
how was he going to get her to come around to agreeing to his way
of life? He knew himself well enough to know that there were
certain things his wife was going to have to abide by.

First and foremost, he wasn’t going to
tolerate any disrespect. He treated people with respect and if they
didn’t return it, he didn’t need them as friends and didn’t do
business them. Mac wanted a wife who would treat him respectfully
and not try to pull that woman’s lib crap on him and try to take
charge of everything. He was going to wear the pants in his
family.

He didn’t expect his wife to be a slave to
his every whim, but he did want a certain amount of submissiveness
in his woman. Being the one to wear the pants meant major decisions
would be his to make. He’d be happy to listen to any ideas and
would consider every reasonable option. But in the end, his
decision would be the final one and his future wife would have to
understand that and be able to accept it.

Mac wasn’t sure Samantha would be able to do
that. It was possible she was just too independent to let a man
take care of her. To let herself trust a man to do what was best
for her, for them, for their family.

Right up there with respect, another
important thing would be her safety. That meant not doing things
that could bring harm to her or their family. He didn’t know Sam
well enough to know if she did any stupid things like texting while
driving or if she drove too fast and regularly received speeding
tickets. Doing things like that would definitely earn her a trip
over his knee.

Finally, if she was going to be in business,
he felt she needed to do her job as well as possible. Not just when
it was his interests she was working for, but for all her clients.
He had already seen how easy it was for her to forget the little
details and let things slip. That would have to be remedied if they
were to work out any sort of permanent relationship. Mac wanted to
help Sam be the best person she could be.

Sam had already protested against punishment
spankings—though she did seem to enjoy erotic spankings as part of
foreplay. But how would she react if he turned her over his knee
for being sassy and disrespectful? Would she willingly go stand in
the corner if he told her to?

Was he willing to change his attitude on any
of these things to accommodate her if she refused to live his way?
From what he could see, Samantha was pretty much at loose ends and
hadn’t been able to make a new life for herself since her husband
died. She worked at her real estate career but wasn’t raising any
hell with it.

When he heard the shower turn off, he got up
and went to the kitchen to make some pancakes and sausage. He’d
make her breakfast and then see if he could talk her into coming
out to the ranch for the following weekend.

 


 


Samantha came into the kitchen rubbing the
dampness out of her hair with a towel.

“Do I smell sausage? I’m starving.”

“Yep, sausage and pancakes. They’ll be ready
in about ten minutes.”

He looked over at her and thought how sexy
the tousled look was on her.

“Come here,” Mac ordered.

From the look in his eye, Sam knew he wanted
to kiss her. She obeyed his command and stepped into his arms,
lifting her face up to meet his lips.

He looked into her eyes for a moment and she
heard a deep rumble in his throat before he kissed her. The kiss
was hard, deep, and long. She felt her panties dampen and then she
smelled the sausage beginning to burn just as Mac pulled away.

“Go get dressed before I get side-tracked and
burn the whole breakfast.”

Sam skipped out of the kitchen feeling
light-hearted and something else. It took her a minute to realize
it was the feeling of being wanted. Really wanted. Not just for a
quick roll in the sack, but for much more—something more permanent.
It was a feeling she hadn’t had since before Charlie died.

Stop it, she cautioned herself.
Don’t be reading more into this than what’s there. For all you
know, he’s just having some fun until his house sells and then
he’ll be gone to his ranch and you’ll never see him again.

She quickly dressed and went back to the
kitchen for breakfast. She didn’t mind if the sausage was a little
overdone, she liked it that way.

Two plates were on the table with a platter
of pancakes and a smaller one of the sausages. A miniature pitcher
of warmed syrup sat beside each place setting.

“Yum…this looks good.” She helped herself to
three pancakes and three sausages. Then she took a fourth sausage.
There were plenty and she was hungry.

Mac sat down across the table from her and
started pitching his idea.

“What are your plans for today?”

“I’ve got some laundry to do, and a little
cleaning. I don’t usually do much real estate work on Sundays. I’ve
kind of let the house go and have been working on straightening
things up a little. What about you?”

“I’ve got a proposition for you if you’re
willing.”

She swallowed a big bite of pancake dripping
with syrup. “Yeah? What kind of proposition?”

“I want to ask you to come out to the ranch
next Friday when you get done with work. It’s only a two and half
hour drive and if I get the yard work done today, I can skip coming
down here next weekend.”

“You want me to come to your ranch? I just
got through telling you I’m a city girl, I don’t do the outdoorsy
thing.”

“I know, but maybe you don’t do the outdoorsy
thing because you’ve never had the opportunity. Why don’t you try
it? Just one weekend—just a few days.”

“I don’t know, Mac. I don’t think I have the
right clothes for that.”

“I know you have jeans; I’ve seen you in
them. That’s all you need—jeans and a t-shirt, maybe a sweater in
case it gets chilly.”

“What about shoes? I don’t have any cowboy
boots, or even any hiking boots. All I have is my walking shoes
that I use for the treadmill.”

“Those will do for the weekend. Come on, Sam.
It’ll be fun, you’ll enjoy yourself.”

Sam thought about it. What could it
hurt? It wasn’t like she was swamped with buyers or listings to
sell. Maybe it would be fun.

“Okay, I’ll do it. But you’ll have to give me
real good directions, I don’t have a great sense of direction and
if my car didn’t have GPS in it, I would get lost on a regular
basis. And I doubt that the GPS will be able to find your
ranch.”

“No, my address is a rural route so the GPS
in your car is pretty much of no use. Let me get my laptop and I’ll
pull up some maps and then print them out for you.”

While he was gone, Sam ate the last sausage
on her plate and noticed there was only one left on the platter.
She popped that one into her mouth and then cleared the table and
put the dishes in the dishwasher. When she turned back from the
sink, Mac was already at the table pulling up the map. He had a pad
of paper and was writing out basic directions. Sam stood behind him
to look at the map and read his directions. It didn’t look that
hard; she was sure she could figure it out.

“That looks pretty easy, but what I do if I
get lost? Can I call you on your cell?”

“You won’t get lost if you follow my
directions. Once you clear the town of Blue Star, you just follow
the road for about three and a quarter miles and you’ll see a gate
on the left with a sign that says McClintock Ranch. The gate will
be closed, but I’ll make sure the lock is off. I’ll keep the chain
wrapped around it, but all you’ll have to do is unwind it, open the
gate, drive through, and close the gate again. I’ll leave the lock
at the base of the gate post and if you can, I’d appreciate it if
you put the lock on the chain. Before I put the no trespassing sign
up, people used to wander onto the ranch pretty frequently.”

“That must be a big gate to let a vehicle
through, is it heavy?”

“No, it has well oiled hinges and swings open
real easy. A three or four-year-old could do it with no problem.
You’ll be fine.”

“And if I have any problems? Can I reach you
on your cell phone?” Sam asked again.

“Maybe, cell reception can be spotty up
there. That’s why I always have you send me a text. Those
eventually make it through, but sometimes calls don’t and I don’t
even always get a missed call alert.”

“And then where do I go once I’ve locked the
gate? Are there signs directing me to the ranch house?”

Mac grinned and shook his head. “No, there
are no signs. Just follow the road for about a mile and a half and
then you’ll come to a fork. The left fork is narrower and you don’t
want to take that one. Stay to the right and you’ll come to the
ranch house in about two more miles.”

“What if I get lost out there? What if my car
gets a flat? I’ll be all alone in the middle of nowhere.”

“Yep, you sure are a city girl. Through and
through. Send me a text when you leave. I’ll give you two and a
half hours to get to the gate and I’ll meet you there. Then you can
follow me to the house. How does that sound?”

She sighed in relief and smiled at him. “That
sounds better. But now I really want to see if I can do it on my
own. So why don’t you just wait for me at the gate but let me open
it, get my car through, and lock it up. Then I’ll lead the way to
the ranch house following your directions and you’ll be right
behind me in case anything goes wrong.”

Mac grinned again, “Okay babe, we’ll do it
your way.”

“Good, now I better get home and get my
housework done and you get your yard work done and I’ll see you on
Friday.”

Mac walked her to the front door, gave her
one last belly-clenching kiss and sent her out the door with a
light swat on her rear end.

Turning around, she grinned at him before
walking to her house.

 


 










 


 


 



Chapter Nine

 


 


The week passed quickly and with each day,
Sam became a little more excited about her weekend at the ranch.
The buyer for Mac’s house was busy with inspections and she had to
help out with meeting workmen and letting them in. Glad that all
the appointments were keeping her busy, she barely had time to shop
for the things she wanted for the trip.

She went to the mall on Tuesday and purchased
a pair of hiking boots that the clerk assured her would be
excellent for clomping around the ranch and even for horseback
riding. He pointed out that these boots had a real heel that would
keep her foot from slipping off the stirrups. She had no idea what
he was talking about.

She wore the boots around the house every day
for the rest of the week to make sure they were broken in by Friday
and wouldn’t give her any blisters. She was surprised how much she
was looking forward to the coming weekend.

On Friday morning she pulled out a small
carry-on size suitcase from the guest room closet and began packing
what she thought she might need for the weekend. Nothing fancy,
just three pairs of jeans, some tops, bras and panties, socks, and
the new sexy nightie with a matching thong. She couldn’t resist
buying it when she saw it in the window of the Victoria’s Secret at
the mall. It had a built in push-up bra that gave her plenty of
cleavage and made it look like her breasts were about to spill
right out of it.

She took care of everything she needed to do
that day, put her little suitcase in the car, locked up her house
and left. Right after she pulled out of her driveway she remembered
she was supposed to text Mac to let him know she was on her way.
She pulled over, got out her phone and sent the text. Then, making
sure her Bluetooth was on, she dialed her friend Lori to tell her
she was going away for the weekend.

“Things must be getting hot and heavy,” Lori
said. “I can’t believe you’re going to spend a whole weekend with
him.”

“I can’t believe it either, I’m such a city
girl and I’m afraid I’m going to hate the whole thing. I can just
imagine what kind of bugs will be all over the place. I packed a
can of bug spray so I’ll be ready.”

“So tell me what’s going on in your spanking
world. Have you done anything else to make him spank you?”

“Lori! There have been no more spankings for
punishment. I told him I’m not ready for that kind of relationship.
He agreed to put spanking on the bank burner so we can just get to
know each other better.”

“Hmm…no more spankings for punishment, but
does that mean that there have been some non-punishment
spankings?”

Samantha didn’t find it uncomfortable at all
telling her friend about the erotic spanking. Maybe because they
were on the phone and not looking at each other face-to-face.

“You were so right, foreplay spanking made
the sex so hot. I will definitely want more of that kind of
spanking.”

“Oh really? You haven’t told me about that.
How did that come about?”

“I don’t even know how it happened. We were
sitting on his bed and he had his arm around me, his hand was
rubbing my bottom, and little by little we ended up shifting and
then his rubbing became little swats. Then before I knew it, I was
draped over his lap and I realized he was actually spanking me. And
I was loving it.”

Lori laughed and said, “I’d say you’ve
entered a whole new realm of sexual adventures.”

“Maybe. We’ll see how this weekend turns out.
I better get off the phone and concentrate on my driving; I’ve got
a long way to go.”

“Okay, I want to hear from you on Sunday
night or Monday morning at the latest with complete weekend
details.”

“I’ll give you a call.”

 


 


Sam put some music on to help make the ride
more pleasant. She was surprised how quickly the time flew by. She
saw the sign telling her the Blue Star exit was twelve miles away
and glanced at the clock. She’d been driving for two hours already.
Seeing a gas station up ahead, she pulled in to fill up her tank
and get a bottle of water. Mac had told her there was no gas
station in Blue Star so she’d be smart to fill up when she saw
one.

When she went inside the little mini-mart to
pay for her gas, there were no other customers, just the clerk.

“Howdy, ma’am. You passin’ through?”

She smiled at his friendly tone and replied,
“I’m on my way to the McClintock Ranch for the weekend.”

“That’s Mac’s place. You his girlfriend or
something?”

According to all the novels Sam had read,
small town people were nosy and this guy was proving that to be
true. She didn’t want to say she was Mac’s girlfriend.

“Or something,” She said it with a smile in
an attempt to keep him from taking it the wrong way. Then she
added, “I’m the real estate agent trying to sell his aunt’s old
house.”

He completed the transaction and handed her
the receipt. “You tell Mac that Jimmy said howdy.”

“I’ll do that. Have a nice day, Jimmy.”

She got back in her car and continued her
drive. There was a fair amount of traffic heading up to Payson, but
once she turned off to head for Blue Star, she was pretty much
alone on the road with only an occasional car zipping past her
going in the opposite direction.

Blue Star was barely a town. If there hadn’t
been a sign stating she was entering Blue Star, she would have
thought she was just passing through a cluster of homes and a few
businesses. It looked lonesome to her, sort of sad and unloved with
its gray, unpainted store fronts. She shook the feeling off and
glanced at her odometer to check the mileage. Slowing down so she
wouldn’t miss the gate to Mac’s place, she kept one eye on the road
and the other one on the fence line, watching for the sign Mac said
would be there.

Just like he said it would be, the sign was
on the gate. Mac was not there and she hoped it was because she was
about fifteen minutes early. Hopefully he was on his way. She put
her vehicle in park and got out to see if he had taken the lock off
the chain. He might not have since he was planning to meet her
there.

Yes, the lock was off and the chain was just
wrapped around the gate post. Sam unwrapped the chain and let it
fall to the ground. She pushed on the gate and it swung open
easily. Making sure it was open all the way she spotted a big rock
that she suspected was there to keep the gate from swinging shut
before someone was able to pull their vehicle through. Rolling the
rock over with her foot, she propped the gate open and then turned
and looked down the dirt road. She didn’t see or hear anything.
Maybe Mac got tied up and would be a little late.

Once her car was through the gate, Sam closed
it, wrapped the chain securely around the gate and the gate post,
and then put the lock on. There was no other traffic on the highway
and Sam just stood by her car for a few minutes.

It was quiet, very quiet. Other than an
occasional rustle from the wind blowing through the scrub oak
trees, she heard nothing. Not even a bird. She supposed she should
get in her car and start driving towards the ranch house. As long
as she drove slowly, she should be fine and she’d probably run into
Mac on her way.

Getting in her car, she locked the doors and
put on her seatbelt before starting to drive down the road. It was
a well-maintained dirt road and much smoother than she’d expected.
Looking up in her rear view mirror, Sam could see virtually nothing
other than the big cloud of dust her car was leaving in its wake.
The road took a slight turn to the right and she slowed down so she
could take a look at her surroundings.

As far as she could see in any direction,
there was nothing but open land dotted with scrub brush and a few
lone trees struggling to survive. She wondered what the cattle
grazed on. There certainly was not enough grass. She stopped the
car and got out to take a look around but it felt eerie to be in
the middle of nowhere with all the silence. She felt like she was
the only person on earth and she didn’t like the feeling at
all.

She continued to drive and in a few minutes
she saw a man on a horse coming towards her. Did Mac’s ranch hands
know that she was coming? Or would this man give her grief for
being on private property before she had a chance to explain that
Mac was expecting her. She drove slower, letting the man get
closer. Double checking that her doors were locked, she decided she
would only open her window half an inch to speak to him.

The closer he got, the more he looked like
Mac. Sam had expected him to be in his pickup truck, not on a
horse. It didn’t matter, she was glad to see him and even more glad
that it wasn’t one of his ranch hands. When they were about 20 feet
apart she came to a stop and waited for him to ride up to her
window.

“Hey, I see you made it through the gate.”
Max slid off his horse and walked to her open window. Taking off
his hat, he stuck his head inside her car to give her a quick hard
kiss. “ Sorry I’m running late, we had a little problem up with the
herd and I decided to come straight down to meet you instead of
stopping for the truck.”

“That’s all right,” she smiled and enjoyed
the little thrill that skipped down her spine from his kiss. “I
didn’t have any trouble with the gate and I locked it up good and
tight. Do you need to go back to see to your herd?”

“No, the problem’s all taken care of. Come
on, let’s head for the house. Keep it slow so I can ride next to
you and not have to eat your dust.”

She rolled her window up to keep the dust and
dirt out of her car and slowly drove to the ranch house. Mac’s
original instructions were excellent and when she came to the fork
in the road she remembered to stay to the right. After another
couple of miles Sam saw buildings. One looked like your classic
barn, only this one seemed huge. Not that she would know what an
average size was for a barn, but this was much bigger than what she
imagined. There was a corral attached to the barn and a few horses
were inside it. A short distance from the barn was a low building
that she thought was probably housing for the ranch hands. A little
further and what had to be the ranch house came into view.

It was a sprawling single level territorial
style home with a gated courtyard and an arched entry. On the left
side of the gate was a hitching rail and Mac tied his horse to it
while Sam parked her car on the right side of the gate where she
had noticed a couple of concrete blocks marking the area for
parking. Mac’s pickup truck was parked in the far space leaving the
closest spot to the gate open. She pulled in and got out of her
car.

“Wow, this is a beautiful house! I love this
territorial style and the courtyard patio looks really inviting.”
She opened the back door and pulled her suitcase out.

Mac reached to take her bag and she said,
“That’s okay, it has wheels. I can handle it.”

“Give me the bag, Sam.” He gave her a look
that told her not to argue with him.

Huffing out a sigh, she said, “Fine, take
it.”

“I hope you’re not getting an attitude.” Mac
had a warning tone in his voice that made Sam look up at him.

“Or what? You’ll spank me? Don’t forget we
agreed to put that stuff on the back burner for now.”

“Then I’d suggest you improve your attitude
or I’ll be moving ‘that stuff’ right to the front burner.”

“Yeah, right.” She swept her arm out to the
side and said, “Lead the way, Oh Master.”

He grinned at her. “Mmm…I like that. Yeah,
you can call me Master.”

“Fat chance, buddy. Let’s go, I’ve got to use
the restroom.”

 


 










 


 


 



Chapter Ten

 


 


Mac led her through the courtyard and she
paused to look at the comfortable seating at the side of a bubbling
fountain. There were huge potted plants all around the courtyard
and an outdoor dining set. When she turned around again to follow
Mac, he was already in the house, holding the door open for
her.

Hurrying inside she stopped again once Mac
had shut the door. His house was gorgeous. Not the kind of gorgeous
you’d find in some Architectural Digest or House
Beautiful magazine; but it was the warmest, most inviting home
she’d ever been in.

Decorated completely in what she figured had
to be called Western style, the house seemed to beckon her to come
in and sit down—to make herself comfortable. Two large prairie
style sofas with western motif upholstery were in the living room
facing each other with a large coffee table of the same style
between them. The end tables matched and the lamps emitted soft
yellow light from their parchment colored shades. The ceilings were
high with big round beams stretched across the room

Navajo rugs were on the floor and a few hung
on the walls. She could tell the ones on the walls were very old. A
huge television screen was mounted on one wall and on each side was
a candle holder with a little tea candle illuminating a cowboy on
his horse.

“I thought you needed the restroom.”

“I do, but this room is so beautiful it made
me forget.”

“I’ll give you a tour of the whole place
after dinner. Let me show you your room and get you settled. I know
Lupe has dinner ready for us.”

“My room?” Sam had assumed she’d be sharing
his room.

“Yeah, your room.” He led her down the hall
to a large guest room with it’s own private bath. Once they were
inside, he explained.

“I don’t need Lupe giving us her disapproving
looks. It’ll be easier to deal with her if she doesn’t think you’re
shacking up with me in my room. You can use this bathroom and
change in here if you want. But once Lupe is gone for the night, I
want you in my room.”

“Is Lupe like your mother or something?”

“No, but she likes to act like she is. She’s
been on this ranch since before I bought it. She cooks, keeps the
house clean, and does the shopping. She also likes to stick her
nose in my business and tell me what she things about
everything.”

“And you just let her? Have you tried
spanking her?” Sam smirked as she said it.

“Very funny. You’ll understand once you meet
Lupe.”

Sam looked around the room. Like the rest of
the house it was decorated in a western theme. But this was a
little more feminine. The furniture was a light oak color in a
mission style, similar to what was in the living room but not as
heavy. The bed cover and curtains were made of white eyelet lace.
The pictures on the walls depicted scenes with horses grazing and
beautiful Arizona landscapes. In one corner, by the window, there
was a small upholstered chair in a flower print with a matching
ottoman. A perfect spot for a little relaxing or reading before
bedtime.

“I love this room, it looks very comfortable.
Won’t Lupe wonder why the bed is never messed up?”

“Nah, she’ll just think you’re an expert bed
maker.”

“So what now? Dinner time?”

“Yeah, if you want to wash up or freshen up,
I’ll wait and show you where the kitchen is.”

Sam went to the window seat where Mac had
placed her suitcase and opened it up. She pulled out a toiletries
bag and went into the bathroom while Mac sat in the flower print
chair and waited.

She didn’t take long, she was back out in
less than ten minutes and Mac could tell she’d combed her hair and
put on fresh lipstick. She looked good and he wished Lupe wasn’t
waiting to serve them dinner.

“My room is just down at the end of this
hall. It’s the master suite and has a sitting room attached that
I’ve turned into an office space. I’ll show it to you later since
Lupe is waiting for us.”

They walked back the way they had come but
turned down another shorter hall just before they reached the
living room. It led to a dining room with a large table made of
knotty pine planks and polished to a high sheen. There were two
place settings laid out on the table.

“Looks like Lupe thinks we should eat in
here.” Mac sounded almost disappointed.

“You don’t want to eat in the dining
room?”

“I prefer the kitchen. Why should Lupe run
back and forth carrying plates of food and stuff when there’s a
perfectly good table in the kitchen?”

“I don’t mind eating in the kitchen if you
want to take these in there.”

“No, Lupe probably has it in her head that we
should eat here since you’re company. She’ll only bite my head off
if we move this stuff into the kitchen.

Just then, a short Hispanic woman in her late
sixties walked in from the kitchen waving a wooden spoon and
started speaking in rapid-fire Spanish. Sam couldn’t understand a
word and Mac just answered by saying, “Si, Si, Lupe.”

“What is she saying? She sounds angry.” Sam
assumed the woman didn’t know how to speak English, since she was
speaking Spanish.

Mac shrugged and said, “She’s had dinner
ready for nearly an hour and said the least I can do is let you eat
after your long drive. She wants us to sit down now and she’ll
bring in the food. She made enchiladas and sopaipillos.”

Lupe responded as well, “No, no. Lupe is not
angry. I just want you to eat while the food is still hot and
fresh. Come, you sit here.”

Lupe held the chair to the right of the head
of the table where Sam assumed Mac would be sitting. She sat down
and scooted her chair closer to the table.

“Aren’t you going to sit down?” Sam asked
Mac.

“Yeah, I just want to go wash my hands. I’ll
be right back.”

He followed Lupe through the swinging door
that led to the kitchen, leaving Sam alone in the dining room. She
heard the water running, and then there was more of the Spanish
rapid-fire talking between Mac and Lupe. The voices were muffled by
the door and Sam couldn’t make anything out. Even if she could, her
Spanish vocabulary consisted of less than twenty words so she
wouldn’t know what they were saying anyway.

Mac soon came back in, followed by Lupe
carrying a tray with a large dish of enchiladas smothered in cheese
and red sauce. There were several smaller bowls containing sour
cream, guacamole, shredded lettuce, and a few varieties of
enchilada sauce and salsa ranging from mild to hot flavors.

Lupe set the tray down on the table on the
other side of Mac and reached across for Sam’s plate. She placed a
generous serving of the enchiladas on the plate, a large scoop of
refried beans and then passed the plate back to Sam.

“I don’t know what you like on your
enchiladas, so I will let you choose and make it the way you
want.”

Lupe then took Mac’s plate and gave him
nearly twice as much as she had given Sam. Apparently she knew
exactly how Mac liked his enchiladas; she poured hot enchilada
sauce over it and then put a large scoop of guacamole and another
one of sour cream on top. She finished his plate off with refried
beans and shredded lettuce.

She left the room saying, “Help yourselves to
seconds if you want any, and then let me know when you’re ready for
dessert.”

Once Lupe was gone and the door stopped
swinging, Sam said, “Lupe seems a little bossy. But I think I like
her.”

“Lupe is more than a little bossy but she’s
very kind and caring. She just has a gruff way of showing it. I
don’t know what I would do without her. The house would be a mess
and I would be eating frozen convenience foods for just about every
meal.”

“How long as she worked on the ranch?”

“I don’t really know. Years and years would
be my guess. Lupe and her husband, Manuel, came with the ranch.
They worked for the former owners and I kept them on. Manuel used
to be one of my cowhands, but he’s pushing seventy years now and he
needed his knees replaced. Now he’s the maintenance man and fixes
everything on the house, bunkhouse, barn, and their little
cottage.”

Sam talked about how impressed she was with
his house and the way he had furnished it.

“The interior is almost exactly what I would
expect when entering a territorial style house. Did you have any
help with the decorating?”

“Not really, it already had this western
style from the previous owners. Some of the furnishings are what
they left behind, and then I just picked up pieces whenever I saw
something I thought would look good. Lupe helped somewhat too,
bringing in little knickknacks she thought I might like whenever
she went shopping.”

“Well, it’s very nice and I’m looking forward
to the complete tour after dinner.”

Lupe came back in and asked if they were
ready for dessert.

Mac said, “You can bring it in, Lupe. I’ll
take care of the cleanup tonight, you can go on home.”

“No, I’ll bring dessert and then clean up.
You have company, you should not be doing dishes.”

Knowing better than to argue with his
housekeeper, Mac just shrugged.

Lupe stacked everything on a large tray and
went back to the kitchen. A few minutes later she came back with a
small platter piled high with a dessert pastry dusted with powdered
sugar and a small pitcher of warmed honey.

Sam knew what these were and she dived right
in saying, “This is one of my favorite desserts. You better grab
what you want because I could easily eat them all.”

Mac chuckled and said, “Knock yourself out.
I’ll just take a couple of them.”

Lupe beamed at Sam and said, “I have more in
the kitchen, just let me know and I’ll bring them out.”

After eating three of them, Sam was stuffed.
But it didn’t matter; when Mac urged her to eat the last remaining
one, she snatched it up and quickly devoured it.

“I know I’m going to be sorry for pigging out
like this later on. But this is the most delicious meal I’ve had in
I don’t know how long.”

Mac stood up and took her hand. “Come on.
Let’s go have the rest of the tour and then we’ll go sit out in the
courtyard and look at the stars.”

Lupe came in to clear the table and Sam
briefly wondered if the woman stood by the door listening to their
conversation so she would know exactly when to come in and clear
the table.

“I’ll be leaving in half an hour or less,
right after I clean up,” Lupe announced as she gathered everything
onto her tray.

“Sounds good, Lupe. I’m just going to show
Samantha the rest of the house and then we’ll go sit in the
courtyard for a bit.”

“Bueño, I will see you in the morning at
breakfast.”

 


 










 


 


 


 Chapter Eleven

 


 


Mac took Sam to the other wing of the house
which consisted of three additional bedrooms and a game room. The
game room had a pool table, a few old pinball machines, and a small
bar with a couple of stools.

Coming up behind her at the pool table, Mac
wrapped his arms around her and asked, “Do you shoot pool?”

“I do, but not very well and I haven’t played
for over three years. My husband enjoyed pool and we would go out
sometimes and play. He’s the one that taught me.”

Mac thought he detected a note of sadness
when she spoke of her dead husband.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to dredge up sad
memories.”

“That’s okay, they’re not really sad
memories. They’re happy memories. The only sad thing is that he
died so soon, so young.”

Taking her hand, Mac led her back through the
house and into the kitchen. Lupe was already gone and Mac opened
the fridge and got out a bottle of wine. Then he went to a cabinet
and grabbed two wine glasses.

“Come on, it’s a beautiful night and the
courtyard is very pleasant this time of year.”

Sam followed him outside to a double sized
recliner. A small table sat on each side of the recliner and Mac
filled their wineglasses before they sat down.

“Just lean back and relax, let your stomach
digest all that food we ate. The sky is beautiful and I can point
out some of the major stars if you want.”

“I would like that, I’ve always been
interested in astronomy.”

“Okay then, let’s see what we have up in the
sky tonight.” Mac leaned back and started pointing out some of the
more prominent stars. Sam hadn’t realized he was holding her hand
until he let it go to point to a series of stars in a row.

“That’s Orion’s Belt up there; do you see
it?”

“I do, but what I can never figure out is how
the people that named the constellations pulled those images from a
cluster of stars. They must’ve had very good imaginations. Do you
know what I mean? Yeah, I see Orion’s Belt but where’s the rest of
him? I can’t make out anything else that could be related.”

Mac gave a light laugh and took her hand in
his again. “It’s there, it’s just not always easy to find. I’m no
expert, but I do know the major constellations and I can generally
tell you which planets are visible according to the time of
year.”

A cool breeze wafted over them and Sam took a
sip of her wine before setting the glass down on the table next to
her side of the lounge. She snuggled closer to Mac and he let go of
her hand to put his arm around her shoulder and drew her closer.
When he kissed her temple, she lifted her face to smile at him.

He smiled that half smile she found so sexy
and leaned down to kiss her. He gently pulled her lower lip into
his mouth and ran his tongue over it while softly sucking on it.
Sam moaned into his mouth and rolled more to her side, putting her
hand on his chest and then sliding it up and behind his head. She
toyed with his hair while he ravished her mouth. Her upper leg came
up and hooked itself on his outer hip. She could feel the bulge of
his cock on her thigh through his jeans and her pussy dampened her
panties in response.

Working themselves up into a fevered pitch,
they began undoing buttons and unzipping zippers before helping
each other strip themselves of their clothing until Sam was on top
of Mac, sprawled across him with her lips kissing the crook of his
neck while her fingers played with one of his nipples.

Mac’s hand smacked her bottom and he
whispered in her ear, “Naughty girl, naked and making love in the
courtyard. I think you need a spanking for being so naughty.”

She moaned as she felt a gush of moisture
between her legs. Not quite believing what she was doing, she
whimpered as she pressed herself even closer to him and inched
upwards, making her bottom even more available for a playful
spanking.

“Mmm… You know you deserve a spanking, don’t
you?” He gave her ass several more smacks that were just hard
enough to bring her to the edge.

Straddling him, she picked his pocket to find
the foil packet she knew was there. After ripping it open and
putting it on him, she scooted up higher and impaled herself on his
straining cock.

“I need you inside me, I want to fuck
you.”

With his hands on her hips and her hands
supporting herself on his chest, she rode him hard. Letting go of
her hips, Mac squeezed a breast with one hand and massaged her clit
with the other. She started softly keening as he brought her closer
to the peak. He was about to explode himself and he pulled her down
to capture her mouth so that neither of their final outbursts would
carry across the landscape to the bunkhouse.

Breathing hard, she collapsed on top of
him.

“I don’t think I can move, can we just sleep
out here?”

“It’s a damn good idea, but I’m afraid Lupe
would be a little surprised when she got here in the morning to
find us sprawled naked across this lounge.”

She rolled to the side and whined, “But I
don’t think I can walk. My legs feel like rubber stumps and I don’t
think they’ll hold me up.”

Mac stood up, gathered all their clothes and
shoes together, then piled them on Sam’s belly.

“Hold on to that stuff, I’m going to carry
you inside.”

Leaving the wine and the glasses outside, he
took her in his arms and carried her inside, kicking the door shut
with one bare foot. Taking her to his bedroom, he laid her on the
bed and dumped all the clothes onto the floor. Sam rolled to her
side and was sound asleep before Mac even climbed in next to
her.

 


 


She woke up just after daylight to the smell
of coffee and bacon. Her stomach rumbled and she turned her head to
find Mac was already gone. She listened for any sounds coming from
the master bath and when she didn’t hear anything, she threw the
covers off and went to take a shower. As soon as she stepped out of
the shower and dried off, she remembered all her clothes were in
the guest bedroom. Thankful Mac’s towels were all large bath
sheets, she wrapped herself up and eased the bedroom door open.
Sticking her head out the door, she made sure the hallway was clear
and then sprinted to her room.

While she was rummaging in her suitcase for
clean clothes, there was a tap on her door before it opened. She
spun around and was relieved that it was only Mac.

 

“I’m glad you’re up, Lupe is just about done
making breakfast.”

“Great, I’m starving. Let me just get dressed
and blow dry my hair.”

“Okay, don’t do anything fancy with your hair
though. You’ll be wearing a cowboy hat most of the day.”

“I will? Why?”

“Because it will protect your head from the
sun. Now get a move on, I talked Lupe into letting us eat in the
kitchen.”

Thinking Mac could be pretty bossy, Sam
dressed quickly, dried her hair, and pulled it into a low ponytail
at the nape of her neck. Makeup was probably going to be pointless
if she was going to be outside for most of the day so she applied
only some moisturizing sunblock, a little mascara, and lip
gloss.

The kitchen was a good size and had obviously
been modernized in the last few years. The cabinets were more of
the knotty pine that was in the bathrooms. There were two large
cook-tops and a built-in double oven. A large stainless steel
refrigerator stood next to a matching upright freezer. There was
plenty of countertop area and lots of storage. A table that could
seat six if pulled away from the wall was already set for two.

“Good morning, Lupe. It sure does smell good
in here.”

“Sit down, the food is ready. I hope you
slept well last night?”

“I slept like a baby, thank you.”

“Mac tells me you don’t drink coffee. Do you
want some orange juice?”

“Sure, that would be great. And I’ll just get
a glass of water.”

“You sit, I’ll get the water and juice.”

Mac joined her at the table and they ate a
delicious breakfast casserole of hash brown potatoes, eggs, and
cheese with a side dish of sausage. It wasn’t long before Mac said
it was time to go.

Lupe shooed them out of the kitchen and Mac
took Sam's hand and they walked to the barn. Once there, Mac led
her to the tack room and grabbed a cowboy hat from a peg. There
were three other hats that appeared to be sized for children.

"Here, put this on. It's the hat my sister
uses when she comes to visit."

"I didn't know you had a sister. How old is
she?"

"She's thirty-five and divorced. She comes
here with her three kids a couple of times a year. You’ll meet them
next time they’re out here."

Putting the hat on her head, Sam asked, "You
do remember that I told you I've never been near a horse,
right?"

"Yep, I remember. That's why I'm going to
have you ride Angel today. My sister's youngest kid usually rides
her. Angel is older, calm, and won't give you any trouble. She's
perfect for your first time on a horse."

They walked out to the corral that was
attached to the back of the barn. Several horses were milling
about, two of them already saddled and Mac grabbed their leads to
bring them into the barn.

"I had Randy saddle these for us this
morning.” He handed her a piece of carrot and said, "Just hold your
palm out and let her take the carrot. She won't bite and you'll
instantly become her friend."

Sam did what she was told and closed her eyes
while she held her palm open.

"Oh! Her muzzle is so soft, just like velvet.
And it tickles," Sam giggled and reached out to pet Angel’s
neck.

"Okay, I'm going to show you how to mount.
Always mount on the left side of the horse. Put your hand up here
on the pommel, put your left foot in the stirrup, and then boost
yourself up with your right foot and swing your leg all the way
over,” Mac demonstrated while he explained. “You want to keep the
saddle centered on her back so don't try to just pull yourself up
with your arms. You want that boost from your right leg. Once
you're up, get your right foot in the stirrup and settle yourself
into the saddle."

"Looks easy, I think I can do that."

With her heart beating a little bit faster
than normal, Sam reached for the pommel, put her left foot in the
stirrup and boosted herself up in what she thought was a perfect
mount.

"Hey, that was great, you're a natural. We’re
gonna head out now and Angel will probably just follow me without
you doing anything at all. But if she doesn't, just give her a
little nudge with your heels and she'll start moving along."

Mac rode slowly out and let Sam catch up
until they were side-by-side. Then he gave her brief instructions
on the proper way to hold the reins, how to make Angel turn left or
right, and how to pull back and make her come to a stop.

 


 


Mac stopped near a small lake and dismounted.
There was a large rock with a flat top and after he tied his horse
to a branch, he put his saddlebags on the rock before helping Sam
get off Angel.

“Let’s have a swim before we eat lunch.”

“I didn’t bring my swimsuit.”

“You won’t need it, we’ll be skinny
dipping.”

She looked at him in surprise and said, “I’m
not going skinny dipping out here. What if someone sees?”

“It’s my ranch, no one is around to see.”

“That still doesn’t mean no one will come by.
What if one of your staff has a problem and rides out here to talk
to you?”

Mac laughed, “One of my staff? You mean one
of my ranch hands? They’re all busy and know what to do if there
are any problems. No one will be coming anywhere near here.”

Sam looked around. There was a small copse of
trees on one side of the lake, but you could see right through it,
so she doubted anyone would hide there. The rest of the surrounding
area was nothing but rocks and scrub brush.

Stop being so rigid, she told herself.
It’ll be fun. There’s just the two of us here.

“Well? Are you going to watch me swim or come
in with me?” Mac already had his shirt off and sat down on the rock
to pull off his boots before removing his jeans.

“Okay, I’ll do it. But there better not be
anyone coming around here.”

Sam undressed and took his hand when he
reached for hers. They walked down to the water and she was
surprised how warm it was.

“I was expecting cold water. This is very
pleasant.”

“It’s a small lake and not very deep. It’s
usually fairly comfortable this time of year.”

They waded in until the water was nearly to
Sam’s shoulders. Then she pulled away and started swimming to the
other side. It wasn’t far and when she stopped and turned around,
Mac was right there behind her.

“I wouldn’t expect a little lake like this to
be so clear. Are there any fish in it?”

“No fish. I think it’s clear because it’s
spring fed. In the hottest part of summer, the level can get pretty
low and then it’s not so clear. But right now, it’s perfect.”

He put his hands on her buoyant breasts and
rubbed his thumbs over her nipples. Leaning down, he kissed her
upturned face. She melted against him, placing her hands first on
his chest, then around his shoulders.

Mac lifted her up by her hips and her eyes
opened wide when he settled her down on his shaft and she felt the
fullness as he entered her. Wrapping her legs around him, she
hooked her ankles together and prepared to enjoy the ride. It was a
delicious feeling being fucked in the lake water. She felt light
and floaty.

With her holding on to his shoulders, he
didn’t need to hold her up in the water and his hands cupped her
breasts, working her nipples until they were hard and erect. His
thrusts were coming faster now and she levered herself up and down
on his cock with her arms on his shoulders. Soon his hands were on
her back, pressing her closer and tighter to him when he was about
to come. He knew she was close and he slipped his hand between them
and found her clit.

They came together and then Mac slipped out
and leaned Sam backwards so she was floating. He floated next to
her on his back, and took her hand. They gazed at the puffy clouds
in the sky for a few minutes.

“I’ve never done it in the water. It was
nice.”

“Mm..hmm, it was nice. We can come back
another time and do it again.” Mac spoke softly, relaxing in the
water.

“I’d like that.”

Sam suddenly flipped over and yelled, “Last
one to the other side has to serve lunch to the winner.” Then she
began swimming with strong strokes to where they had left their
clothes. She swam better than most people and fully expected to
beat him. Mac overtook her and won by one stroke.

He chuckled at her crestfallen look and said,
“I guess not many people out-swim you.”

“They don’t. I was on the swim team in school
and even though I’m older now, I usually win a swimming race.”

“Well, don’t feel bad. It was a close race
and I barely won. But since I did, it’ll be you serving me
lunch.”

She pouted, “Damn it, I was sure you would be
the one doing the serving.”

Taking the towel Mac had fished out of his
saddlebag, she dried off and reached for her bra. Mac put his hand
on hers and stopped her.

“Don’t get dressed just yet, I think I want
you to serve me in the nude.”

“I’ll agree if you don’t get dressed
either.”

“Deal, let’s eat and then we’ll ride to
another favorite spot of mine.”

 


 


Sam served him, teasing him the whole time by
bending over to pick things out of the saddlebags to give him a
good view of her ass. She brushed her breasts against him, and his
cock was soon hard again.

He growled low in his throat and warned her,
“You better stop flaunting that fine ass at me before I decide
you’re a naughty girl that needs to be put over my knee.”

“Maybe I want a spanking,” Sam watched him
closely for his reaction. She had surprised herself when she said
it. She did want a spanking, but a playful sexy one, like the one
out on the patio the previous night.

Mac sensed immediately what she wanted. She
was playing at being a naughty girl.

“Then that’s exactly what you’ll get, young
lady.”

He scooted to the edge of the rock and patted
his thigh. “Over my knee, naughty girl.”

Sam obeyed and laid across his knee. The rock
was high enough that it left her dangling over his knee with her
legs unable to touch the ground and her arms outstretched with
fingertips barely touching the ground.

He smacked her bottom lightly several times
before he began a mock lecture.

“You’ve been a very naughty girl, young lady.
Teasing me with your bottom on display like that. Where did you
learn such naughty behavior?”

The smacks rained down on her ass and she
squirmed in delight, feeling safe and secure as he held her waist
tightly with one hand while he spanked with the other.

“I’m so sorry, sir,” She cooed in a
high-pitched voice. “I’ll try not to do such a naughty thing
again.”

“You’d best not, or you might be getting a
taste of my belt across your ass. Do you understand me?” More
spanks landed on her butt.

“Yes, sir. I promise I’ll be a good girl from
now on.”

Mac paused in his spanking and let his hand
dip between her legs. When he felt how wet and ready she was he
lectured her some more, while continuing the spanking.

“You’re even more naughty than I thought,
young lady. Getting yourself all excited by this spanking. Do you
have any idea how wet your luscious pussy is?”

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry, sir.” Sam was playing
her role to the hilt. “But sir, I think it’s just because I want
you to fuck me again.”

“Such language!” He gave her three sharp
whacks and then stood her up.

Turning her around, he bent her over the
blanket that was spread on the rock and entered her from
behind.

“I’ll fuck you, Sammi. I’ll fuck you good.”
He growled in her ear and pounded into her while his hand snaked
around to play with her clit. His other hand reached for her nipple
and pinched it none too gently, causing her to cry out as her pussy
convulsed around his thick shaft and her orgasm raced through her
body in waves. It barely registered with her when Mac’s body
stiffened and he grunted in his release.

He pulled her back up and they laid down on
the blanket, catching their breath.

“We’re good together, Sam.” He murmured. “I
think we’re very good together.”

“I know, I think we are too. But I can’t
believe I asked for a spanking.”

“Why not? It was fun. I enjoyed every minute
of it and I know you did too.”

“Yeah, but still. I don’t think most normal
people go in for the spanking scene.”

“You’d be surprised, Sammi. You’d be
surprised how many people like either getting their buns warmed or
warming someone else’s buns.”

Samantha sat up and said, “I’m going to go
rinse off in the water and then get dressed.”

“Good idea, I’ll come with you.”
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By the time Mac took her on a tour of the
ranch, including a stop on a hilltop that overlooked the area where
his herd was currently grazing, it was nearly dark when they got
back to the house. Lupe was gone but there was a casserole keeping
warm in the oven. There was a brief note with instructions on how
to warm it up and a warning not to forget to put any leftovers in
the fridge. Sam turned the oven on and then went to the guest room
to shower while Mac did the same in his room.

While she was changing into a clean blouse,
she heard her cell phone give a text alert. The cell phone was in
her purse and it took a few minutes before she could dig it out.
With service so poor on the ranch, she had not bothered to take it
along on their ride. Wondering who would be texting her, she looked
at the name and had a sudden sinking feeling in her gut.

The inspection period for the buyer on Mac’s
house was still going on and had kept Sam busy during the week with
scheduling various inspectors. The home inspector found a few areas
of concern on the roof and a roofer had to be brought in for
consultation. The termite inspector gave the home an all clear on
wood destroying insects but found a few patio cover supports with
the beginnings of wood rot.

With everything going on, Sam failed to enter
the appraiser’s appointment in her calendar. That appointment had
been scheduled for this Saturday. The text was from the appraiser
and had come in over four hours earlier. He was asking when she’d
be there to let him into the house. There were a few voice-mails as
well from the appraiser. While the appraiser had been texting and
leaving her voice-mails; she’d been skinny dipping with Mac in his
little pond, having her first ride on a horse, and being spanked in
an oh so hot way for being naughty.

How the hell did I forget to enter that in
my calendar? Mac is not going to be happy.

Seeing she had several bars on her phone, she
called the appraiser, apologized profusely, and rescheduled for
Monday morning. Combing her hair and putting her mascara on, she
couldn’t help but think about the post card fiasco and how that had
resulted in her being bent over his kitchen islands for a spanking.
Only now, the memories of that spanking caused a tightening deep in
her abdomen that she suspected was sexual arousal rather than the
rage that had initially followed that first spanking.

Was it because she had now experienced erotic
spankings? Did the fact that she enjoyed those extend to more
serious punishment type of spankings? She didn’t think so, after
all there had been nothing enjoyable about the humiliating
experience.

In recent weeks Sam had found herself in his
bed on more than one occasion. One had not included any spanking
whatsoever but the second one was a repeat of her first erotic
spanking and had excited her and led to an even more satisfyingly
intense round of sex. What they done at the small lake earlier
today had been equally satisfying.

She made up her mind to avoid mentioning the
missed appointment with the appraiser. Sam couldn’t remember if
she’d mentioned anything about the appointment to Mac so there was
every possibility that he had no idea anything had been scheduled
for that day. Not only had she forgotten to put it in her calendar,
she’d forgotten to ask the buyer’s agent to meet the appraiser and
let him in since Sam knew she’d be at the ranch. Did that count as
two infractions?

Her phone beeped with another text alert. It
was Mac telling her he was ready and would be at her door in just a
few minutes. She took a deep breath and prepared to bluff her way
through the evening.

When he knocked on her door, she stepped out
and smiled brightly at him. He took her hand and they walked to the
kitchen where Sam took the casserole out of the oven while Mac went
to the fridge for the salad Lupe had made to go along with their
dinner.

Mac noticed how quiet Sam was and asked if
everything was all right.

“Uh…yeah, I guess I’m just tired from all
that outdoor activity today.”

“Did you check your phone when we got back to
see how things went with the appraiser today?”

Well, so much for avoiding the subject.

“Uh… There was a little snafu today and the
appraisal didn’t get done.”

Something in her voice must’ve alerted him to
the possibility that the snafu was her fault. His voice took on an
entirely different tone.

“A snafu? What kind of snafu, Sam?” There was
more than a hint of steel in his voice.

Better to tell him the truth, than get caught
in a lie.

“It was my fault, Mac. I forgot to make a
note of it in my calendar and I wasn’t there to let the appraiser
in. We’ve already rescheduled for Monday and I’ll be sure to be
there.”

A knot formed in her belly while she waited
for his response. It wasn’t long in coming.

He poured them each a glass of wine and said,
“So you’re telling me the appraiser was at the house today but
couldn’t get in? Because you forgot to make a note of the
appointment?”

“Yeah, but I called him and we’re already
scheduled for Monday morning.” She kept her voice light and
mentioned the rescheduling again in an attempt to minimize the
importance of the missed appointment. “So it’s no big deal. He was
very understanding.”

She took another sip of her wine and tried to
maintain a casual attitude while her insides were twisting in
anticipation. Of what, she wasn’t sure.

Mac continued eating but Sam’s appetite had
deserted her. All she was doing now was pushing the food around her
plate with her fork. She thought it was good thing she’d already
eaten most of the food on her plate considering how hungry she’d
been after being outside all day.

 


 


“I’m a little disappointed,” Mac began
lecturing her. “We’ve had this discussion a couple of times now. I
had a lot of confidence in you when we signed the listing
agreement. Yet, it seems you keep dropping the ball.”

Sam felt about two inches tall as he made it
clear she had disappointed him more than once.

“I’m sorry, I guess I was excited about my
weekend here at the ranch and with getting everything taken care of
so I could be gone for the whole weekend, it just slipped my mind
and I forgot to make the entry in my calendar. I should have had
the buyer’s agent meet the appraiser and let him in.”

Mac looked at her and kept on eating. He
sighed heavily and pushed away from the table. Gathering the plates
from the table, he rinsed them and put them in the dishwasher.

“There’s some leftover apple pie if you care
for some dessert.”

She shook her head. “No thanks, I think I’m
full.”

“Then let’s go sit on the patio for a little
while before we go to bed.”

Relieved that the discussion about the missed
appointment seemed to be over, Sam got up to follow him outside
where they sat again on the double sized lounge. There was no
lesson tonight on the constellations. She sensed he was doing the
strong, silent, cowboy act.

Attempting to make conversation, she said,
“It seems to be more quiet tonight than it was last night.”

“Yeah, that’s because it’s Saturday night and
most of the hands are in town spending their paychecks.”

“Are they off for the weekend?”

“Some of them are, they rotate weekends off
so we’re never without any hands on the ranch.”

Sam noticed he wasn’t touching her as much as
he had the previous night. They were sitting side by side but his
arm wasn’t around her shoulders and they weren’t even holding
hands. When she tried to slide her hand in his, he sat up and
reached for his wineglass. It was obvious he didn’t want to touch
her.

Was he that upset over a stupid missed
appointment?

In another half hour or so, Mac got up and
said, “Let’s go in, it’s getting late.”

His voice had that hard quality to it again
and she felt a little trembling low in her belly.

“Yes, Sir.”

Sir? Where had that come from? She
couldn’t recall a time when she had ever referred to a client or a
friend as Sir.

Calm down, she told herself. He’s
probably just as tired as I am. There’s nothing to worry
about.

Following him inside, she wondered if she
should sleep in the guest room. Mac didn’t seem too interested in
having her in his bed. When they reached the door to her room she
stopped and turned to him.

“I guess we’re both tired after the long day.
I’ll just say goodnight here.”

His eyes pierced into hers and she looked
away from that gaze that sent shivers through her.

“You will sleep in my room, with me.” His
tone left no room for argument, but she felt she should
protest.

“I think it’ll be better if I sleep in here
tonight.”

“I’m not going to argue with you. Either walk
to my room under your own steam or I’ll pick you up and carry you
there. You’re choice, young lady.”

Another ripple shot through her abdomen and
she obeyed without saying anything else. Young lady? She had
a feeling she was in trouble. Hopefully she was reading too much
into his mood.

“I need to use the restroom and get ready for
bed,” She announced as she slipped into the bathroom and locked the
door behind her. She needed a few minutes to pull herself together.
She didn’t understand why she was so nervous and apprehensive.

It was a good twenty minutes before Sam came
out of the bathroom. During that time she’d taken another quick
shower and told herself she was being silly. There was nothing to
fear. Feeling confident again after giving herself a good talking
to, refreshed by the shower, she put on the sexy lingerie she’d
brought along to the ranch and exited the bathroom.

Two steps into the doorway, she stopped short
and stared at the bed. In the center of the bed was a stack of
three large pillows and at the foot of the bed there was a wooden
paddle.

Not even letting her mind consider the
possibility of a punishment spanking coming her way, Sam quirked
the corner of her mouth up in a little smile. She was sure she
needn’t fear what he would do with that paddle. This was going to
be one of those foreplay spankings.

Mac was standing beside the bed and he leaned
down and patted the stack of pillows.

“Off with that cute little get-up, Sam. I
want you on the bed, with your hips over the pillows.” His voice
sounded matter of fact, not menacing at all.

She ran her tongue over her lower lip as she
took off the see-through top and let it fall to the floor. She
kicked it to the side and slipped off her gold tone slippers.
Climbing up on the bed in just her panties and push-up bra, she got
into position thinking she’d been worried about nothing. Already
her pussy was wet in anticipation of what was to come, though she
wasn’t quite sure if she liked the idea of the paddle. Grabbing
another pillow to wrap her arms around and rest her head on, Sam
gave her ass a little wiggle to show she was ready for the fun to
begin.

Putting one hand on her upper back, Max slid
it down to the small of her back and let it rest there.

Smack!

The harder than normal blow fell on her
bottom.

“Ow! Not so hard.”

Another smack of equal intensity
followed.

“Hey!” Sam lifted her shoulders and turned in
protest. Mac pushed her back down and delivered another stinging
smack.

With barely a pause, he yanked down her
panties and pummeled her butt with a volley of stinging strikes
from the paddle.

“Stop it! Stop that right now. This is not
any fun.”

“It’s not supposed to be fun, this is the
result of your failure to take care of business.” Another round of
four or five strikes came down her already sore bottom.

 


 


“That’s not fair! I’ve already taken care of
it. The appraiser has rescheduled and I apologized. Stop it right
now!”

Mac continued slapping her butt with the
paddle, alternating cheeks while he lectured her.

“You will pay closer attention to this
transaction.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“You will enter all appointments made in your
calendar immediately after making them.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Ow!”

“You will do this with all your transactions,
not just mine.”

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Ow! Stop!”

“Do you understand me?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Sam didn’t respond quick enough to his
question and paid for it with three more whacks to her butt.

“Answer me, Sam. Do you understand me?”

“Yes! I understand, now stop spanking me.”
She sobbed into the pillow, relieved that Mac had finally stopped
pummeling her ass with that infernal paddle.

He sat down on the bed and rubbed her bright
red bottom for a few minutes. Then he pulled her up and cradled her
in his lap.

“It’s okay, baby. It’s all over, and
everything is going to be fine now. You just need to pay more
attention and focus a little better on the details of your
transactions.”

Unable to admit that she did feel better
about her forgetfulness now that she’d been punished for it, Sam
sniffled and said, “You said spankings were on the back burner.
You’re not fair.”

“I don’t see it that way. When we discussed
it we were talking about our personal relationship. We were talking
about no spankings for disrespect, texting while driving, and that
sort of thing. Our business transaction was not included in that
discussion.”

He let her sniffle and cry on his shirt while
he soothed her burning bottom with gentle rubs. In a few minutes,
she pushed herself away from him.

“You didn’t make that clear at the time. If
you had, I would’nt have agreed to it. If you’re through abusing
me, I think I’d like to go home now.”

He put his hand behind her head and leaned in
to kiss her. His other hand slipped between her legs and found her
dripping pussy.

“I did not abuse you, it was a corrective
disciplinary action. Your wet pussy agrees with me.”

Sam’s face flushed a deep red. She couldn’t
deny it, her body betrayed her and the evidence was there. She was
aroused and as much as she wanted to teach him a lesson and go
home, her body was crying out for satisfaction and release.

He kissed her again and inserted two fingers
into her hot channel.

“Lay back down over the pillows.”

She jerked away from him and said, “No! I
won’t let you spank me again.”

“Hush now and do what I say. I’m not going to
spank you.”

Hesitantly, she rolled onto her stomach over
the pillows. She turned her head to look over her shoulder and see
what he was doing. She couldn’t see him, he was directly behind
her. She felt his hands on her ankles and he parted her legs. The
mattress sank as he got on his knees between her legs.

Running his hands up her soft thighs he
skimmed over the globes of her warmed ass cheeks and up her back.
Sliding back down, he cupped her pink cheeks and then leaned down
to give each round globe a gentle kiss.

His lips felt the heat of her reddened skin
and he murmured, “Such hot cheeks you have. These belong to me,
Sam.”

She didn’t know how to respond to that. A
part of her wanted to tell him her ass belonged to her and no one
else. Another part of her wanted to beg him to take her now. To
fill her pussy with his hard shaft and make her come.

Before she could say anything, she heard the
crinkle of a foil packet being ripped open. His fingers parted her
lips and she felt the tip of his cock at her opening. Leaning over
her back, he grasped a breast in each hand and plunged inside
her.

“Ahhh… Ohhhhh…yes… make me come.” She moaned
at the wonderful sensations and begged for release.

He pounded into her, hard and fast. One hand
reached down and massaged her swollen clit. He tweaked it, pressed
hard against it while his other hand rolled and tweaked a
nipple.

The sudden explosion of her inner muscles
felt like a bolt of lightning. The contractions were so intense, it
was almost painful. She heard Mac’s loud grunt and felt the pulsing
throb of his cock as he came.
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Samantha woke up in Mac’s bed the following
morning slightly disoriented. She had been serious when she told
him she wanted to go home. She didn’t care that it was a two and a
half hour drive or even that she’d be making the drive in the dark.
She was mad and not even the dark country roads would have stopped
her. But she must have fallen asleep after the most sensational sex
she’d ever had.

She was lying on her side and could see out
the bedroom window. Rolling onto her back, she saw the other side
of the bed was empty and wondered if Mac had left her and gone to
work his cattle or do whatever ranchers do. Then she heard him
walking down the hall and she sat up, running her fingers through
her bed-head in a vain attempt to straighten up her hair.

“I was hoping you’d be awake. Lupe is off on
Sundays so I made breakfast.” In his hands was a bed tray piled
high with food, coffee, and two glasses of orange juice. Her
stomach growled at the aroma of the food and she looked up and
smiled at him.

“I didn’t realize how hungry I was. Thank you
for cooking.”

Max set the tray down over her lap and then
sat next to her on the bed.

“I hope you’re eating some of this,” Sam
said. “This is way too much food for one person.”

“I wasn’t sure what you would like for
breakfast, so I made a little bit of everything.”

Sam looked down at the tray and saw two fat
omelets, six or eight pancakes with maple syrup on the side,
several strips of bacon along with several links of sausage. A
small bowl of fresh fruit and a bud vase with a single rose he
must’ve cut from one of the large pots on his front patio, finished
off the tray.

“You sure did; I’m not sure the both of us
can eat all of this.”

“Let’s dig in and see if we can do it some
justice.”

 


 


She had been prepared to be mad at him for
punishing her again, but after the fantastic sex, she was having
trouble maintaining her ire. Then there was the little thing about
feeling so much better about her mistake now that she’d ‘paid the
price.’ Bringing her breakfast in bed wiped out any lingering
feelings of resentment.

“I shouldn’t have stayed the night; I planned
to go home last night.”

“I wouldn’t have let you leave. These roads
are no fun at night, especially for someone unfamiliar with
them.”

“I guess this delicious breakfast makes it
worthwhile. I would never prepare something like this for
myself.”

He chuckled and leaned over to lick a crumb
of toast from the corner of her mouth.

“Then can I assume you’re not mad at me any
longer for punishing you last night?”

She gave a little pout and said, “I was
trying to be mad at you when I woke up, but you bringing me
breakfast in bed makes it a little difficult to stay mad.”

“You had that spanking coming and I think you
know it.”

“I disagree, Mac. I don’t think I should be
spanked for every little mistake I make.”

“You’re right, but not keeping track of your
appointments and inconveniencing other people is more than a little
mistake. I felt it needed addressing.”

Maybe he was right, she admitted to herself.
But did everything have to be addressed with a spanking?

“There are other ways besides spanking
me.”

“Give me one other way that would get your
attention as well as a good sound spanking does.”

Sam couldn’t really think of anything and she
finally just said, “You could try talking to me. You could try
pointing out what I did wrong and even giving me a few suggestions
to keep that from happening again.”

“I’ll tell you what—I’ll give that a try next
time. But when it doesn’t work, you have to promise to take your
punishment. Without any complaints.”

Sam thought about it and an image of the
mind-blowing sex that followed her punishment made her think if
that happened after every punishment, it could be well worth the
bruising her bottom had to endure.

“Well? Do you agree to that?”

She didn’t really have a choice but to agree.
After all, he was making an effort by agreeing to try talking
before spanking.

“Yes, I’ll agree. If talking doesn’t work
I’ll accept the punishment.”

“Good, now that we’ve settled that, let’s get
dressed. I’ve got to go do some chores. Do you want to come help or
would you rather stay here until I’m done?”

She had been hoping for some morning sex, but
he was probably already late with his chores after making her
breakfast.

 


 


They went out to the barn where Sam watched
Mac as he mucked out the stalls. It was a messy job and she didn’t
regret for one instant that she was no help to him. She did help
him put clean hay in the stalls once they were ready for it. There
wasn’t much else she could help with, especially since she didn’t
want to get dirty before having to leave for home.

The morning flew by and soon it was time for
lunch. They sat in the kitchen eating grilled cheese sandwiches and
Lupe’s potato salad. Mac had enjoyed Sam’s visit and wanted her to
come out again the following weekend.

“I can’t come out here every weekend.
Saturday and Sunday are the main real estate days and I already
usually take Sundays off. I have to work at least one weekend day
if I’m going to make money at this.”

Mac nodded his head in understanding. “How
‘bout we take turns? I’ll come down there every other weekend and
you come up here on the other ones?

Sam had to think about that. Once his house
was sold, if he came down to see her he would probably expect to
stay at her house. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that. How
would she concentrate on working when he was in the house? She
supposed she could go to the office. Most of weekend real estate
business was showing homes to buyers or holding an open house. Mac
wouldn’t really be in the way; she supposed it could work out.

“What about after your house sells? Do you
really want to come down for weekends when I might have to be
working?”

“You’re not working day and night, are you?
If I came down on a Friday night we could go out. Then on Saturday
you could take care of business and we’d make plans for the
evening. I could bring my laptop and work on the ranch bookkeeping
while you’re busy. I’d be leaving on Sunday by noon which would
free you up for any business.”

Sam was beginning to feel cornered. She
didn’t know where this relationship was going. She didn’t know if
she even wanted a real relationship with a spanking cowboy.

“I don’t know, Mac. Don’t you think we’re
moving awfully fast? We barely know each other.”

“I know I want you, Sammi.” He wasn’t any
more sure how to work things out than she was, but he knew he
wanted her in his life. For keeps.

“There’s still nearly a month left before
your house closes. Can we just leave things the way they are for
now? Maybe I can come back up here to the ranch in a few
weeks.”

Mac was disappointed, but knew she needed
more time. He would go along with her suggestion for now. Even if
everything went the way he wanted it to and she became fully his,
there were a lot of things to be worked out.

“All right,” He answered her. “I’ll be down
Friday night.”

They finished lunch and Sam went to finish
packing her small suitcase to get ready to leave while Mac rinsed
the dishes and put them in the dishwasher. Then it was time to
go.

Mac carried her suitcase to her car and put
it in the trunk. He opened the driver’s door for her and when she
was settled in, he shut the door. Going to his truck, he started it
up and waited for her to back out and head down the dirt road. Once
at the gate, he motioned for her to wait while he unlocked and
opened it for her.

She wasn’t going to drive off with out a kiss
from her cowboy. She waited a minute for the dust their tires had
kicked up to settle and then got out of her car.

“I had a wonderful time,” Sam said as Mac’s
arms went around her. “Now I can say I’ve ridden a horse.”

“And you’re a natural at it. Next time we’ll
give you a different horse and maybe go somewhere to spend the
night sleeping under the stars.”

He leaned in to kiss her. It started out soft
and gentle, but soon became deep and passionate. Pressed between
him and her car, she felt him grow hard and moved her hips against
him.

Mac groaned and said, “Much more of this and
we’re going to end up in the back seat of your car.”

Smiling saucily, she asked, “Would that be so
bad?”

“It wouldn’t be bad at all, love. But we’re
too close to the road. Go on and get in the car now before I change
my mind.”

With a pretend pout, she kissed him once more
on the corner of his mouth.

“You’re mine, Sam. Don’t forget that.”

She didn’t answer him. Her eyes widened just
a bit and she quickly go into her car. She didn’t know what to say
and ended up driving off with a small wave as she went through the
opened gate.
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The next several days were very busy for Sam.
She received a phone call from the postcards she had mailed out on
Mac’s listing and had an appointment to meet with another seller a
few blocks away. He gave her that listing on the spot and for the
first time in more than a few years, Sam had two listings at the
same time.

A few calls came in from the For Sale signs
on the two listings and she picked up a couple of new buyers.
Managing her listings and showing homes to her new buyers made her
busier than she’d been in a long time. She was beginning to feel
like her financial condition was going to be all right. The extra
business was making her come to terms with accepting Mac’s opinion
of her sloppy organizational skills.

She found herself constantly forgetting to
write down little reminders and she knew she needed to be more
diligent about keeping notes, and making sure to track her
appointments. But old habits were hard to break and during the week
she had made numerous little mistakes. None of it caused any delays
or problems, but she knew they were things that shouldn’t have
happened. She worked harder at being more efficient and thorough.
Being so busy didn’t stop her from thinking about Mac and even
though they texted back and forth a few times, she found Friday
night couldn’t come soon enough.

At dinner on Friday evening, Sam proudly told
Mac about how much her business had picked up and how she was
improving with staying organized and on top of everything that was
going on.

“That’s great, I’m glad to hear it. Did you
remember to check with our buyer’s lender today to follow-up on how
their loan was coming along?”

Sam’s face fell and she slapped her palm to
her forehead.

“Dammit! I did call the lender this morning
and I had to leave a message. He didn’t call me back and I forgot
to call him before they closed.”

Mac’s lips pressed together. The closing of
his house was just a little more than two weeks away; it was very
important that Sam keep up with the lender and make sure that there
were not going to be any glitches with the loan going through. This
was exactly the kind of thing he would normally take Sam over his
knee for. But he had promised to try talking first.

“That’s part of what I was talking about when
I was telling you about staying focused on the tasks that need to
be done. It’s something I think should be addressed with a good
spanking. But we’re going to try talking. Tell me what you’re going
to do Monday morning.”

Sam smiled prettily and said, “I’m going to
call the lender first thing Monday morning and if I end up having
to leave another voice message then I will try again in the late
morning and then I will try to get someone else to speak to in the
early afternoon. See how well talking can work? Spanking isn’t the
only solution to everything.”

“It’s a damn good one. Let’s see how Monday
goes before you start gloating.”

 


Monday evening Mac called and asked Sam if
she remembered to call the buyer’s lender.

“Yes, I did. And everything is on track.” She
couldn’t help adding, “Are you disappointed that talking worked and
you don’t get to spank me?”

“No, not really. Believe it or not, I don’t
like it when I have to punish you. I just find it’s much more
effective than anything else.”

“You’re right, I’m having a hard time
believing you don’t like to spank me.”

“I think you’re mixing up the spankings. I
very much enjoy turning your bottom a rosy color, but not as
punishment. I can do without having to punish you.”

“Then don’t. Talking it out will work just as
well.”

“We’ll see about that. Are you coming up to
the ranch this weekend?”

“I don’t think I can, Mac. Now that I have a
couple of buyers to work with, I need to stay here on the weekends.
But if you come down, I’ll make you dinner on Saturday night.”

“Sounds good to me. I’ll call you in a few
days.”

 


 


Sam missed Mac during the week. She wanted to
talk to him every day and sent him at least a couple of emails each
day. He usually didn’t respond until he was back at the ranch house
in the evenings. She hadn’t felt like this since before Charlie
died and she wondered if she was falling in love with Mac.

She dreamed of him often and her mind was
constantly occupied with thoughts of their lovemaking. It occurred
to her that she hadn’t felt quite this way even in the early days
of being with Charlie. Of course she’d been happy with him. But he
hadn’t consumed her thoughts every day and night.

There wasn’t another chance for her to go to
the ranch before the closing of the sale on Mac’s house. Her new
buyers demanded all her weekend time and the last two weekends Mac
had come in on Saturday morning instead of Friday night. She missed
that extra night of lovemaking in his big bed.

Her other listing now had a contract on it
and one of her buyers had offered on a house and was also now under
contract. With three transactions to manage, Sam was having a hard
time keeping things moving along smoothly. There were so many
things to remember and she kept forgetting to make notes. Her phone
would ring and she’d get side-tracked and then do something else
without finishing the task she was on before the phone rang. If she
got much busier she’d have to hire an assistant. At least Mac’s
closing was coming to an end and there wasn’t much more for her to
do other than wait for the loan to be completed.

It was the last weekend before the closing
and Mac arrived on Saturday in the late morning. He sent Sam a text
letting her know he was in town and then packed up his personal
belongings that were still in the house. This would be his last
weekend in the house. The buyer had offered to buy the furniture
for a reasonable price and Mac was glad he didn’t have to worry
about moving furniture or having a garage sale.

After working in the yard for a while, Mac
decided to take a shower to get ready for dinner with Sam. As
usual, he left the door to the master bathroom open while he
showered. Just when he was finishing drying himself off, a sudden
scream right behind him startled him and caused his wet foot to
slip on the tile. He slipped and fell, landing painfully on his
tail bone.

“Shit! Who the hell are you?” He hollered at
the middle aged woman gawking at him.

“This is my house! Who the hell are you?” She
cried out indignantly.

“If you’re the buyer, I’d like to remind you
this isn’t your house yet. Now get the hell out of my room so I can
get off the floor and get dressed.”

“Oh! I’m so sorry,” She exclaimed. “You must
be the seller. Didn’t your agent tell you we’d be coming by this
afternoon?”

“No, she did not. Lady, please get out of my
room now.” He covered up as best he could with his towel, curled
over onto his side and reached for the edge of the tub for support
in standing up.

“Oh dear, let me help you.” She reached out
to try and assist him but immediately stopped when he yelled
again.

“Just get the hell out!”

Another woman, obviously the buyer’s agent,
had just come in. There’ll be no talking about this mistake with
Sam, he thought to himself.

“What’s going on in here?” The buyer’s agent
asked and then quickly turned around when she saw the naked man
trying to get up from the floor.

The two women left the room and Mac managed
to get on his feet. His back hurt, but he didn’t figure it was any
worse than after a day of wrangling on the ranch. He finished
drying off and got dressed. The women were standing and whispering
in the kitchen when he came down the hallway.

“I apologize ladies. I shouldn’t of yelled
like that, but you did startle me.”

“We apologize as well,” The agent replied. “I
sent Samantha a text message about the buyer wanting to come and
take a few measurements. She said she’d let you know.”

“Yeah, well it must of slipped her mind. Did
you get all the measurements you need?”

“Um…yes. Except for the master bedroom. If
you’re through in there, I’ll take them now.”

“Go right ahead, ma’am.” He drawled in his
best cowboy speak.

The woman blushed and hurried down the
hall.

“I’m so sorry we intruded on you like
that.”

“It’s okay,” Mac told the buyer’s agent. “But
you can be sure I’ll be having more than a word with Samantha.”

“Oh, I don’t want her to get in trouble.
She’s been so pleasant to work with. We’ll be closing in a few days
and this will all be forgotten. You’re not hurt, are you?”

“No, I’m fine.” He went to the fridge and got
a bottle of water. The buyer came back and they left hurriedly,
clearly embarrassed by having caught him naked in the shower.

 


 


Rubbing his tail bone with one hand, Mac
dialed Sam on his cell phone. It went to voicemail and he hung up
without leaving a message. He sent a short text telling her the
buyer had just left.

Oh no! I forgot to let him know they were
stopping by, Sam thought when she read the text message. She
was showing homes to one of her buyers and knew Mac would not be
happy. She was glad they had the agreement to talk first; she
didn’t think this was serious enough to be something Mac might want
to spank for but it was good to know she was safe.

She had one more house to show this buyer and
then she could head home and get ready for her dinner date.
Luckily, the house was horrible and the buyer was in and out pretty
quickly. Sam headed home and straight for the shower.

When she texted Mac and told him she’d be
ready in half an hour and would come over to his house, he replied
with a short ‘that’ll be fine.’

At the restaurant, Mac told her about his
encounter with the buyer.

“I’m sure the buyer didn’t expect to surprise
a naked man and make him fall with her screeching.”

“Oh no! I’m so sorry, did you hurt yourself
when you fell?”

“I think my tail bone is slightly bruised,
but I’ll live.”

“Is this something we need to talk about? I
mean, it’s my fault you fell because I forgot to text you. Do you
want to talk about it and how I can prevent something like this
from happening again?”

He looked at her with his dark, hooded eyes
and said, “No, I don’t want to talk about it.”

Uh…oh, he looks mad.

The rest of the dinner conversation was
fairly stilted and Sam felt worse and worse about her failure to
text him about the buyer stopping by. It wasn’t long before she
gave up trying to have a normal conversation. His answers were
mono-syllabic and just contributed to her guilty feelings. She
didn’t know how to fix it if he refused to talk about it.

“Did you have a good week at the ranch?”

“It was okay.”

“That’s nice, did anything exciting
happen?

“No.”

“Oh…um, did you get things packed up today at
the house?”

“Yeah, I did.”

“Well that’s good. Do you still have a lot to
do?” Sam searched her brain for things to talk about, but it just
wasn’t working.

“No, I’ll finish up tomorrow.”

Giving up, Sam finally asked him outright,
“Are you angry with me?”

Mac put down his fork, looked at her and
shook his head.

“No, Samantha. I’m not angry. I’d say I’m
more disappointed than anything else.”

“Disappointed? Just because I forgot to tell
you about the buyer coming by?”

“Disappointed because we’ve talked about how
you need to pay closer attention to details. You’ve been spanked
for it, we’ve talked about it, and still you keep making the same
sort of mistakes. How do you think that woman felt finding me naked
in the bathroom? And how much worse did she feel after she
screeched and I lost my balance? I’m disappointed because it seems
you just don’t care enough to do things the right way.”

Sam wondered how he always managed to make
her feel like she was about two inches tall with his lectures. Not
only had she caused Mac to be embarrassed, but the buyer and her
agent as well. Mac could have been badly injured in that fall. She
had nothing to say in her defense. Mac was right, she just wasn’t
diligent about the details. It was becoming more and more evident
the busier she got, the worse she was at managing everything.

The silent ride home was relieved only by the
soft music coming from the radio. Mac said nothing further and Sam
felt too guilty and miserable to even attempt to make conversation.
She racked her brain for a way to make this up to Mac.

He pulled his truck into his garage and they
got out. Mac expected Sam to just head out the garage door and go
to her house. When she walked to the door that led into his house,
he was a little bit surprised.

She followed him to the kitchen and he asked
if she wanted a glass of wine.

“Sure, that would be nice,” Sam answered,
thinking it might help bolster her courage for what she thought she
wanted to do. Well, not wanted to do, but felt she should do. It
was the only thing she could think of to make things better.

 


 










 


 


 


 Chapter Fifteen

 


 


Mac poured two glasses of wine and slid one
of them across the counter to Sam. She took a long sip, then
another one. Half the glass was gone when she set it back down on
the counter. Picking it up again almost immediately, she emptied
her glass.

“Slow down, Sam. Wine isn’t meant to be
guzzled like water.” He refilled her glass.

This time he noticed a slight tremor to her
hand as she lifted the glass to her lips. Was she nervous? Why?
Did she think he was going to break his promise about trying to
talk things out instead of spanking her butt? She should know him
better than that by now. Though spanking her ass was exactly what
she deserved.

Her second glass was empty and she pushed it
over towards Mac in a silent request for another fill up. He raised
one eyebrow and she thought he was sending her a warning. But he
filled her glass a third time and she drank it down almost as
quickly as the others.

“Enough,” Mac said when she pushed her glass
over to him again. “Are you trying to get drunk?”

“No, not drunk. But I want to ask you for
something and I’m kinda afraid to.”

Her words were slightly slurred and Mac
couldn’t remember if she’d had two or three glasses of wine at the
restaurant. What was she going to ask for? And why was she
afraid? Was she afraid of him?

Thinking his reticent attitude all evening
might have caused her to be afraid he’d break his promise, he came
around to her side of the counter and said, “You can ask me
anything, Sam. You have to know you don’t ever have to be afraid of
me.”

“I know,” she whispered. “But this is hard
for me.”

He picked her up and moved to the sofa where
he sat down and cradled her in his lap.

“All right, baby. Ask away. What do you
need?”

Sam swallowed hard and turned her face into
his neck.

“I feel terrible that I caused you to slip
and fall.”

“You didn’t, it was the buyer’s screeching
that made me slip and fall.”

“Yeah, but it wouldn’t have happened if I
paid more attention to details and remembered to let you know they
were coming by. So it is my fault.”

Mac put his fingers under her chin and tilted
her head up so he could look in her eyes.

“What do you think will make you feel better
about this?” He hated seeing her feel so guilty.

“I…I want to ask you something.”

“Okay, go ahead and ask.” He rubbed her back
in a soothing caress, calming her fears of what she was about to
ask.

“If you hadn’t agreed to talk things out
instead of spanking, what would you do about this? About me
forgetting to text you and making you hurt yourself?”

Mac wondered if this was some kind of test so
she’d know what sort of reactions she could expect in the future
when similar things might happen. He spent a few minutes thinking
through how he was going to reply.

“First, I want to tell you that whatever I
would do would not be because I hurt myself. It would be a
corrective measure to help you learn to focus better on all the
little details you have to think about in this business. Do you
understand what I’m saying?”

“Yes, I think so. So then what would you do?
Spank me?”

“I would. We’ve already had this happen two
or three times now. If we were doing things my way, I would spank
you. But this time it would be a longer spanking and I would use my
belt to get the point across.”

Sam gave a slight gasp and felt her butt
cheeks clench together. Taking a deep breath, she turned into his
neck again and very softly said, “Then do it.”

Mac heard her and didn’t believe what he was
hearing.

“What did you say?”

She lifted her chin a little so her mouth was
closer to his ear. “I said, then do it.”

“You’re asking me to spank you? To punish
you? With my belt?”

Sam nodded her head. “Yes, I want you to
punish me like you would if we hadn’t made our agreement.”

“You’re sure about this? You’ve thought it
through and decided it’s the best thing?”

Nodding her head again, she spoke up a little
louder this time.

“Yes, I feel just terrible. I feel guilty and
ashamed and sorry to have disappointed you. I want to be punished,
to atone for what I did.”

Mac kissed her lightly. “You will feel
better. You’ll have a clean slate and we’ll never bring it up
again. But I want you to be absolutely sure about this.”

“I’m sure. I’m a little bit afraid, but I’m
sure. I want you to punish me exactly like you think I deserve to
be punished.”

 


 


After carrying Samantha to the bedroom, Mac
set her on her feet and sat down on the edge of the bed.

“Take off your skirt and your pantyhose. You
can leave your panties on for now.” His voice was firm, but not
menacing. More like someone who needed to do something
unpleasant.

With trembling fingers, Sam slipped out of
her skirt, folded it, and placed it on the nearby chair. She wasn’t
wearing pantyhose, just thigh-high stockings with lacy tops.
Sliding her fingers under the elastic stay-put band, she was
interrupted when Mac stopped her.

“Leave those on as well.”

Sitting down on the edge of the bed, he
patted his lap and said, “Over my knee.”

Sam was confused. “You’re not going to use
your belt?”

“Oh, I am. We’ll get there. Right now, I want
you to do as I say and get over my knee.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Damn! She called him sir again. Where had
that come from? She didn’t want to call him sir! But it had felt so
right.

He guided her between his legs and with his
help, Sam went over his left knee. She felt his right leg clamp
down on the back of her knees, holding and locking her in position.
Her arms stretched out and her fingertips just touched the floor
enough to give her some support.

Thankful for the scant cover of her panties,
Sam waited for the blows to begin.

Instead, Mack was gently running his hand
over her panty clad bottom.

“Tell me why we’re doing this.”

She gulped and said, “Um…because I asked you
to punish me?”

He gave her ass a light smack. “And why did
you ask for this punishment?”

“Oh, that. Because I don’t pay enough
attention to detail.”

“That’s right. And you’re going to work on
that even more now, right?”

“Yes, sir.” She wondered when he was going to
start smacking her ass.

“I want to be clear on this, Sam. You’ve
asked me to give you the punishment I would normally give you if we
had not made our agreement. Is that right?”

“Yes, sir.”

She felt one small tap on her butt and then
his hand came down in a stinging blow. Then another, and another,
and another. Sam whimpered, but did not cry out.

The spanking continued for several minutes
and it wasn’t long before she felt her panties were giving her
absolutely no protection whatsoever from Mac’s heavy swats. Her
legs twitched when she tried to kick, but with his leg locking her
in place, they barely moved.

When his fingers slid under the waistband of
her panties and yanked them halfway down her thighs, she cried out
in protest.

“No! Please! Can’t I leave them on?”

“Who’s in charge of this punishment?” His
voice was deep and stern.

Resigned to her fate, she sighed and said,
“You are. You’re in charge.”

“Exactly.”

His hand came down in a stinging smack on her
bare bottom, surprising Sam with how much more sting there was on
naked skin. Her panties had been a lifesaver compared to being
spanked on the bare!

Smack! Smack! Smack! Three smacks to the left
cheek.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Three more smacks to the
right cheek.

“Ow! That hurts!”

“Yes, it does. It’s a spanking.” Smack!
Smack! Smack! The sequence was repeated.

“Owwww! Ouch!!”

“You know you have this coming. Don’t you,
young lady?”

His hand continued raining stinging smacks on
her already sore bottom.

She sniffled and nodded her head up and down
as best she could while hanging over his knee.

“I’d like an answer, Samantha.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Yes, yes! I know! Ow!” Her butt cheeks
squeezed together as the stinging seemed to worsened.

Would this spanking never end? He’s been
smacking my ass for at least a half hour.

In fact it had been less than ten
minutes.

Mac stopped and rubbed her aching tush. He
had been holding onto her waist with his left hand while he spanked
with his right hand. Now he took his left arm and slipped it under
her torso to help her up and onto her feet. Her face was almost as
red as her bottom from the blood rushing to her head while bent
over Mac’s knee.

“Go stand in the corner, hold your blouse up
around your waist so it doesn’t cover your bottom.”

Her face flushed an even deeper red at his
order.

“What?”

“You heard me, young lady.”

“But…but…”

Mac took a deep breath and said, “Who is
charge of this punishment?”

“You are…but…”

“Either stand in the corner with your blouse
held up around your waist or you can go back over my knee and we’ll
continue the spanking with the hairbrush. And then you will still
be sent to the corner.”

She stood there and looked at him.

“Well? Which will it be? The hairbrush is on
the dresser. Either bring it to me or go stand in the corner.
Now.”

“Yes, sir.” Samantha meekly walked to the
corner and pulled the hem of her blouse to her waist.

Stand in the corner? Whoever heard of such a
thing for a grown woman? Was he looking at her red ass while her
nose was in the corner? What was he thinking about? Did he forget
about the belt?

So many things were running through her mind.
She felt so vulnerable standing there half naked and making sure
her blouse didn’t cover her reddened bottom. She wondered how long
she’d have to stand there.

The room was so quiet she wondered if he’d
left her alone. Turning her head slowly to take a peek, she was
suddenly startled by his stern voice.

“Face the corner, Samantha. Or bring me the
hairbrush.”

“Yes, sir.” She quickly replied and stared at
the paint in the corner, noticing little flaws in the paint.

“How long do I have to stand here?”

“You just started your time over again by
speaking. You will stand there until I tell you to leave the
corner.”

She opened her mouth to protest but quickly
closed it again before he started the unknown time again. Her knees
ached for movement and she slowly flexed them one at a time.

“No fidgeting.”

Sam sighed and did her best to remain still.
It wasn’t easy and she felt like she’d been standing there, staring
at what she was beginning to think of as a very sloppy paint job,
for at least a half hour or more. She wiggled her toes and was
relieved when Mac didn’t notice it.

After what seemed to be at least another
fifteen minutes, she heard Mac moving around the room and wondered
what he was doing. More than anything she wanted to take a peek.
But she was afraid she’d only get herself in more trouble.

“You’re almost done with the corner time. Try
to stay still so we don’t have to start over again. Now tell me
again why you’re being punished.”

She hoped it was all right to talk since he’d
asked a question.

“Because I don’t pay enough attention to
detail.”

“You do understand this can be a problem and
it would be much better for you and your clients if you would
manage your tasks better.”

“Yes, sir.”

“What do you think might be a good way to
improve on this problem?”

“I have a notebook and I’ll make sure to use
it more and start writing everything down so I don’t forget
things.”

“That would be a very good start and I think
it would help considerably.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You can come out of the corner now.”

“Thank you,” She turned quickly away from the
hated corner but wished it back once she saw the bed.

 


 


There were three large pillows stacked on the
edge with a smaller one behind them. She knew immediately he had
not forgotten the belt. The large pillows were for her to bend over
and the smaller one was for her head and to give her something to
hold onto.

Sam looked at him and her eyes were wide and
round. His shirt sleeves were rolled up above his elbows and she
thought that might have been part of the sounds she heard when she
was still in the corner. Moving her eyes lower, they rested on the
wide leather belt on his jeans.

Mac’s hands went to his waist and he unhooked
the big belt buckle and drew the length of the belt through the
loops in his jeans. Sam’s eyes were glued to the thickness and
width of the belt. Her belly flip-flopped and her thighs squeezed
together. Her heart began beating faster. I can’t believe I was
stupid enough to ask for this. His threats of a date with his
belt popped into her mind and she felt her face heating as it
flushed a bright pink. At the same instant, her belly tightened and
she was sure she felt an unexplainable twitch of desire as her
pussy became damp.

Would he raise his hand high and swing the
entire length of it across her bottom? She could picture the end of
it wrapping around her hip and possibly causing even more pain. Or
would he shorten it by doubling it and whip her that way? Would a
doubled over belt hurt more?

“Bend over the pillows, Samantha.” Mac
interrupted her thoughts as he wrapped the buckle end of the belt
around his hand leaving a good two feet of it loose.

“Mac…please…”

“I’m going to ask you again, Samantha. Who’s
in charge of this punishment?”

“You are, sir. You’re in charge.” It was
barely a whisper and she hung her head in shame.

“You asked for this, Sam. Your actions, or
lack thereof, are what caused you to ask for this. Are you backing
out now?”

He was giving her an out, but it would be a
coward’s out and she wouldn’t do it. She would take her punishment.
She only hoped she’d be able to take it.

“No, I’m not backing out.” Samantha took the
few steps to the pillows and positioned herself over them drawing
the single, smaller one close to her chest.

“Spread your legs a little more.”

She obeyed but asked, “Why?”

“Because I said so.” And he flicked the end
of the belt smartly across both cheeks.

Jumping up, she grabbed her cheeks and
rubbed. “Ouch!”

“Do that again, and I’ll double the strokes.
Now get back over the pillows.”

Her thighs quivered and she bent back over
the pillows, then moved her legs wider apart.

“Like this?” Sam asked in a tearful
voice.

“Yes, just like that.”

And with no further warning, the belt came
down and left a hot stripe blossoming across her ass.

“OWWW!”

It came down again before she even finished
her outcry. And again and again and again. She tried to count but
quickly lost her place and clung to the small pillow, moaning
loudly into it with each stroke.

Mac whipped the belt across her already sore
and red ass twelve times, each strike leaving a bright red welt
until they were crisscrossed over her entire bottom. He saw her
legs shaking and knew it was time to stop. She’d had enough and he
had a feeling this time it would leave a lasting impression on her.
She should be feeling this punishment every time she sat down for
at least a few days.

Dropping his belt to the floor, he gathered
her up in his arms and pulled her onto his lap as he sat on the bed
to comfort her. She was crying and sniffling on his shirt while he
rubbed her sore bottom and made soothing noises in her ear.

Strangely, she felt clean. That was the only
word she could think of to describe how she was feeling. It was
exactly like Mac had said it would be. She felt she had a clean
slate and nothing to feel guilty or ashamed about. She felt
forgiven.

Even while she was being punished, they had
talked about how she was going to improve this particular problem
and she’d taken her punishment. She’d asked for him to do what he
thought needed to be done. Yes, she had deserved every bit of this.
Those other spankings Mac had given her had been nothing compared
to this. He must have realized that his previous spankings had not
had a lasting impact and this time he needed to be sure to get her
attention. As good as she felt about having accepted her
consequences, this was not something she wanted to repeat.

Determined to never have to go through a
session like that again, but happy that her man had given her
exactly what he knew she needed, Sam drifted off to sleep in Mac’s
arms and slept through the night.

 


 










 


 


 


 Chapter Sixteen

 


 


Samantha awoke facing Mac’s naked back. She
smiled to herself as she examined every part of his well-muscled
strong back. Wanting to run her hands over his skin, she kept them
tucked inside the blankets so as not to wake him. Rolling onto her
back, she winced at the soreness of her bottom.

Funny, she thought to herself, that
my punishment wasn’t the first thing that came to my mind.

Throwing the covers off, she walked to the
bathroom and shut the door. The very first thing she did was take a
look at her bottom in the mirror. Wow! That was all she
could think.

It was still very pink and there were three
or four small bruises forming. She touched them but they didn’t
hurt. Were they the result of the whipping with the belt? Oddly
enough, she felt proud of her markings. She felt it showed that she
took responsibility for her actions and accepted the consequences.
Yes, she was proud of the proof of her punishment. She wondered if
Mac would feel bad about the marks.

While rinsing her hair in the shower, the
sliding glass door opened and Mac stuck his head in.

“Care for some company in there?”

She gave him her brightest smile and said,
“I’d love it if you’d join me.”

He was already naked and he stepped in and
closed the door.

“Turn around and I’ll wash your back.”

She did and he soaped up her back and
scrubbed it with the loofah. When he got to her lower back he
noticed the bruises on her ass and smiled to himself. Yep, she’d
be feeling a bit tender on her backside for a few days. Last
night’s spanking wouldn’t be soon forgotten.

“Let me do your back now.” She turned around
and motioned with her finger for him to do the same.

The first thing she saw was a bruise just
above his cleft and she gasped as the sight of it.

“Oh my goodness! Is that what happened when
you fell?”

“Yeah, but it doesn’t hurt.”

“I am so sorry, Mac. Really, I’m terribly
sorry. I feel like you should punish me all over again.”

He turned around and kissed her. “Hush now. I
don’t punish twice for the same thing. Besides, it’s not the bruise
that got you in trouble, is it?”

She blushed at being made to admit to her
faults again, but said, “No, it’s not the bruise. It was my lack of
attention to detail.”

“Now enough talk about that. I have other
things on my mind.”

Sam laughed when she looked down and saw his
cock was hard and ready for some attention.

“I know how to take care of that.”

She opened the door again and reached for one
of the towels. Folding it up into a neat rectangle, she placed it
on the floor of the shower and knelt down on it. Glancing up at
him, she smacked her lips lightly and flicked her tongue over his
balls. The very warm running water added to the sensations and she
licked and sucked his balls and his cock.

Twirling her tongue around the rim of his
hard cock she cupped and gently massaged his balls with one hand
while stroking his length with her other hand. Mac leaned against
the wall of the shower and groaned his pleasure. When she took him
fully into her mouth, he wrapped his hand gently in her hair.

“Ah…Sammi. That feels so good.”

“Mmmm…to me too. I love sucking your cock.”
She took him again and sucked hard while squeezing a little more on
his balls.

He leaned down and pulled her up. Turning
them both so she was half wedged in the corner of the shower, he
lifted her and slid right into her hot channel.

“Wrap your legs around me, baby. We’re goin’
for a ride.”

She hooked her ankles behind his back and
briefly hoped she wasn’t hurting his bruise. Her arms locked behind
his neck and she rode him hard as he plunged deep inside her wet
heat.

It was quick and hard, but very satisfying as
they came together. Mac leaned her against the corner letting his
seed spill inside her before remembering they weren’t using any
protection.

 


 


“Mac?”

“Hmm…?”

“Um…did we just do this without a
condom?”

“Yeah, I was just thinking the same thing.
It’s okay, I’m clean.”

“Me too, but that’s not what I was worried
about.”

“Then what?”

“What we just did? That’s how babies are
made.”

“Oh shit! Aren’t you on birth control pills
or something?”

“Uh…no. I haven’t dated since my husband
died. There was no need to even think about birth control.”

Mac thought about it and discovered he
wouldn’t mind watching Samantha’s belly grow big with his child.
What he didn’t know was how she’d feel about it. They never talked
about having children. Hell, they never talked about anything to do
with the future.

“Sam, do you want kids?”

She shrugged and said, “I used to. But I
haven’t thought about it since Charlie died. I don’t know. Do
you?”

“Yeah, I think so. But obviously I wanted to
wait for the right time, the right woman.”

He paused and thought she might think he was
saying she wasn’t the right woman.

“I’ve got one of those now, but just don’t
know about the other.”

Turning her head sharply, she said, “What do
you mean you’ve got one of those?”

“I’ve told you before. I want you for my own.
For always.”

“Hey, we don’t have to worry about this now.
I mean one time without protection doesn’t mean I’m going to get
pregnant.”

“Sammi?”

“Yeah?”

“It wasn’t the first time.”

“What wasn’t the first time?”

“This wasn’t the first time we didn’t use
protection. At the lake on the ranch? We didn’t use anything then
either.”

“Oh my god!

The water wasn’t hot anymore. It wasn’t cold
yet, but would be shortly. It gave her the perfect excuse to slip
out of his arms and step out of the shower. She had to think, and
it was too hard to do when she was pressed up against him with both
of them naked.

Mac hoped her quick exit when the
conversation was just beginning to get serious didn’t mean she
wasn’t interested in building a life with him or having
children.

“At the lake was three weeks ago!” Sam turned
back to the shower to face him. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

“I meant to at the time, but then I forgot,”
Mac admitted.

“You forgot?” Sam wanted to pull her hair out
when she tried to calculate the possibilities. “Maybe I should
spank you with a belt for not paying attention to the details!”

She stalked out of the bathroom and began to
get dressed.

“Sam! Sammi! Wait up a minute,” Mac called
out to her as he stepped out of the shower.

“Leave me alone, Mac. This is serious. I have
to think.”

“Don’t shut me out, Sam. This involves me as
much as you. Have you had your period since we were out at the
lake?”

“I don’t know, I have to think about it. I
haven’t had to worry about these things so I haven’t paid much
attention. Just leave me alone and let me think about this.”

Mac gave her the space she seemed to need and
dressed without saying anything further. He went to the kitchen to
start breakfast, leaving her to dry her hair and do whatever else
women did to make themselves ready to face the world.

When she finally went into the kitchen, she
made Mac a small pot of coffee and poured some orange juice for
herself while he whipped up some scrambled eggs and toast. When she
went to sit on the stool she usually used, she noticed one of the
throw pillows from the couch was on it.

Picking it up, she asked, “What’s this doing
on my stool?”

He looked at her and gave his sexy half grin
before saying, “I thought you’d be more comfortable sitting on a
pillow after last night.”

She frowned and propped her bottom on the
stool while still holding the pillow in her hand. The way she
jumped back up was almost instantaneous and Mac laughed.

“Use the pillow, Sam. You’ll be more
comfortable.”

“Yeah, I guess so. I didn’t expect this after
effect.”

She put the pillow back on the stool and sat
down again. There was an ache in her butt telling her she’d been
soundly spanked that even the pillow couldn’t mask completely.

“You okay?” Mac asked.

“Yeah, I’m okay,” Sam answered, but she
didn’t know if he was asking if her bottom was okay or if she was
okay over the possible baby situation.

When she sat down again, this time on the
pillow, she realized she liked how her butt reminded her she’d been
spanked good and hard. In the back of her mind there was some
little thought she kept pushing away. It was trying to tell her the
soreness was a reminder that Mac cared enough about her to take her
in hand and make sure she was the best she could be.

But she didn’t want to think about that. Not
yet. There was just too much going on; too much to think about all
at once. Why couldn’t she remember when she had her last
period?

 


 


Mac finished packing up his things and loaded
up his truck. Everything he was taking would go up to the ranch. By
the time he finished loading the truck and making sure he had
everything he wanted to take with him, it was lunch time. They had
eaten the last of the eggs for breakfast and there were only a few
slices of bread left. The fridge and cupboards were empty of any
food.

They went to a sandwich shop on the corner
and then it was time for him to leave. For the first time in their
crazy relationship, Sam almost started crying when it was time to
say goodbye. She didn’t know why and it embarrassed her to get so
emotional for no reason.

Mac saw her eyes brimming with unshed tears
and frowned.

“Hey, what’s this? What’s wrong?”

She shook her head and blinked back the
tears.

“Tell me what’s wrong, baby. Are you upset
over what happened last night?”

Sam gave a short laugh. “No, I asked for
that, remember? I don’t know what’s making me tear up. I’ll be
fine.”

“Are you worried you might be pregnant?”

“I don’t think so. I haven’t paid much
attention to my cycle the last few years. I can’t even remember
where I am in my cycle so there’s no point in worrying. Maybe the
whole problem is hormones and that time of the month is about to
start. Really, I’m fine.”

“You sure? I don’t want to leave you if
you’re upset.”

“I’m fine. Really. Go on now and do your
cowboy, ranching thing. I’ll see you Tuesday.”

“Okay, I’ll call you tonight.”

He gave her one more kiss and got in his
truck. The tears were gone when he drove away and he just shook his
head, thinking he’d never understand women. But then, what man
did?

Tuesday was the closing of his house and he’d
be driving back down to sign the final papers then. He was glad
he’d be seeing Sam then and could make sure she really was all
right. Maybe he could talk her into letting him take her to lunch
before he had to head back to the ranch. Mac didn’t understand all
that hormone and cycle stuff about women. He knew the very basics
of it and that was all. He never had the desire to learn more and
wondered if he’d have to if Sam ended up pregnant.

 


 


Sam called Lori and asked if she would come
over. Hearing something in Sam’s voice that told her everything was
not right in her friend’s world, Lori was there in less than an
hour. Sam told her everything.

“Holy shit! I can’t believe you might be
preggos!”

“I know, I can’t believe it either. And maybe
I’m not. But I can’t even remember when I last had my period and I
have a sinking feeling it was before the time at the lake. Which
would mean I probably am. You know, at first I wasn’t sure I wanted
to be pregnant. But now that I know it’s a pretty good possibility,
I think I’m changing my mind. I don’t understand it, but it just
seems so right.”

They talked about everything through the rest
of the afternoon and ordered a pizza for dinner.

“I’m going to be the baby’s aunt,” Lori
announced. “I know we’re not real sisters, but we might as well be.
So I’m gonna be Auntie Lori.”

Sam laughed and said, “That’s fine, you can
be Auntie Lori. Are you going to babysit for me?”

“You know I will. I love babies. But aren’t
you going to be living up at the ranch?”

“Probably. There’s just so much to still work
out. I’m so glad you came over to talk to me. Thanks for that.”

“Hey, that’s what friends are for.”

“Yeah, but you have to go to work in the
morning.”

Sam poured wine for Lori and ice
tea—decaffeinated, of course—for herself.

“Not a problem, I’m sleeping in your guest
room and borrowing something of yours to wear to work in the
morning. Thank goodness we’re the same size, at least for now.”

“Good, then we can stay up a little
longer.”

“I see you’re drinking ice tea instead of
wine. You must be pretty sure you’re pregnant.”

“I just have a feeling I am. And if it’s
true, I want to do it right. I just wonder if it really makes a
difference. Didn’t our mothers drink and smoke? Didn’t our
grandmothers enjoy an occasional glass of sherry or whatever?”

“I know what you mean. But when they have
studies showing there are risks, you want to do what you can to
avoid those risks. So just suck it up and be a good girl while
you’re pregnant or your baby daddy just might take you over his
knee.”

Sam blushed a bright red at the memory Lori’s
mention of being taken over Mac’s knee caused.

“Uh oh, what’s the blushing about? Did you
get in trouble again?”

Avoiding the question, Sam asked, “Do you
think it’s safe to be spanked while I’m pregnant?”

Lori burst out laughing. When she finally got
herself under control she said, “A few weeks ago you were
complaining about getting spanked. Now you’re hoping you can still
be spanked while being pregnant. Sounds like those preggo hormones
have already kicked in.”

“Oh, stop it! I don’t even know for sure that
I am pregnant. I certainly didn’t like last night’s punishment
spanking, but I did ask for it. I’m talking about the sexy
spankings.”

“Whoa, whoa. You asked for a punishment? Why
is this the first I’ve heard about it?”

Sam blushed and said, “Because it just
happened last night. I’m telling you about it now.”

“Okay, so start talking. Tell Auntie Lori all
about it.”

While Sam gave her the whole story of how
guilty she had felt and how that led to her asking to be punished,
Lori interrupted several times for more detail and when Sam got to
the part about standing in the corner Lori’s jaw dropped open.

“I know,” Sam said when she saw Lori’s
expression. “You have no idea how embarrassing and humiliating it
was standing there, holding my blouse up with my red, naked ass on
display. I was mortified. But he gave me the choice of the corner
or back over his knee for more spanking. With a hairbrush. I took
the corner.”

Lori started laughing again but quickly
stopped when Sam sent her a scathing look and said, “That’s it, I’m
not telling you anything else if you’re just going to laugh.”

“I’m sorry, Sam. Really I am,” Lori was still
laughing. “But it’s just the most unlikely thing I would have ever
imagined happening to you. Tell me the rest of it; did he end up
using his belt on you?”

Sam nodded and said, “The thing is, when it
was all over and he was holding me on his lap, I felt so good. Like
everything was right in my world again. I felt absolved of my screw
ups. As though I were forgiven and had a fresh new start.”

“Wow,” Lori was at a loss for words. “I don’t
know what to say. I’ve heard of this kind of relationship and the
people who are in it seem to like it for the most part. I’m not
sure I could live like that.”

“I wasn’t sure either. But now, I can
definitely see it has some merits. You can be sure I’ll be a hell
of a lot more careful about how I manage my business.”

“I guess. As long as you’re truly okay with
that kind of relationship.”

“So you think I shouldn’t have asked for the
punishment?”

“I didn’t say that, I think whatever works
for you is what you should do. If you feel good about what happened
and think it’s helped you, then it’s a good thing.”

“You don’t think I’m a freak now?”

“Of course not! You know me better than that.
I don’t think anything is freaky as long as everyone involved
agrees to it. You’ll just have to ask him for another spanking next
time you see him.”

“But I’ve been good. What if he thinks I’m
freaky?”

“Your hormones are messing with your
thinking. He’s the one who introduced you to spanking, remember?
He’ll just think you see the wisdom of that lifestyle. Besides, a
spanking just might get your hormones to settle down.”

“Maybe. I did feel very calm afterwards. I’m
actually happy about it. But what the baby? Will it hurt the
baby?”

“I don’t see how. The baby is in your womb,
not in your ass cheeks. You should talk about it with Mac. For now,
I think you should go to bed and get some sleep. I better get to
bed too so I’m not late for work or I’ll be the one deserving a
spanking.”

“Didn’t you tell me your new manager is hot?
Maybe you’d like to be taken over his knee for a little ass
warming.”

“Such talk is making my heart go pitty-pat.
Give me your glass; I’ll rinse these out and put them in the
dishwasher. You get to bed.”

“Thanks, Lori. I’m so glad you’re my best
friend,” Sam hugged her and went to her room to get ready for
bed.
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Seventeen

 


 


The day of the signing found Sam taking a
little extra care with her hair and makeup. She dressed
professionally, briefly wondering why she was putting on four-inch
heels instead of the more comfortable low heels she usually wore
for a day of real estate business. She had learned a long time ago
that high heels were not conducive to being comfortable during a
busy day of showing homes.

It’ll be fine, Sam told herself.
It’s my only appointment today so I won’t have them on long
enough to become uncomfortable.

Taking a final look in the mirror, Sam put
Mac’s file in her messenger bag and left for the title company
where the closing would take place. She knew she looked good and
while she didn’t want to admit it, something inside her made her
know she’d taken the extra pains to look good for Mac.

Arriving at the title company ten minutes
early, Sam made small talk with the receptionist she had come to
know from past transactions. In a few minutes, Simon, the escrow
officer, came up front and joined the conversation.

“Let’s go in the conference room, I’m sure
your seller will be here shortly.”

“He’s been pretty punctual so far, so I’m
sure he’ll be on time.”

The conference room had a glass wall that
allowed them to look out on the lobby and see as soon as Mac
entered the office. He walked in and spotted Sam through the glass
wall and didn’t even bother checking in with the receptionist; he
just strode into the conference room.

Sam politely made the introductions while
thinking to herself that Mac looked like he’d taken time to look
his best too. He was dressed in pressed jeans and a neatly ironed
western shirt. He wore a clean cowboy hat that made her wonder if
it was his ‘dress’ hat. His boots weren’t the usual scruffy ones he
wore; these were polished and definitely his dress boots.

She blushed slightly when the image of him
whipping her ass with his belt just a few days ago popped into her
head. She glanced at his waist and saw he was wearing the same
belt. Why did thinking of the whipping make her pussy wet? Could
it be she liked being punished? No, she couldn’t believe that, it
had to be because the following sex was always so hot. Pushing
the thoughts of that night to the back of her mind, she sat down,
turned to look at Simon and listened to him as he explained all the
paperwork to Mac.

Mac barely paid attention to the escrow
officer. He saw that pink blush on Sam’s face and caught that her
eyes had wandered down to look at his belt. He knew she was
thinking about the exact same thing he was.

The entire process took only fifteen minutes
and Mac shook Simon’s hand. Sam and Mac left and as soon as they
were out the door, he took her hand and held it while they walked
to the parking lot.

“I saw your car and parked right next to you.
Do you have time for lunch before I have to leave?”

“Sure, I’m pretty free today. I just have
paperwork and some follow-up calls to make.”

After they were seated in the small nearby
Mexican restaurant, Mac said, “You look great, I could barely
concentrate on what Simon was saying. I couldn’t take my eyes off
you.”

“Thanks, you’re lookin’ pretty dapper
yourself today.”

Sam reached into her purse and pulled out a
spiral notebook.

“Look,” She opened it and showed Mac her
to-do list. “I know it’s only been a few days, but I always have
this with me and write down what I have to do. When it gets done, I
draw a line through it. If I haven’t able to complete the task,
then I move it to the current stuff so it doesn’t get left behind
and forgotten about.”

“Very good. I’m glad to see you make the
effort. I can guarantee it’ll help your business.”

“I know, and I think I have a better handle
on things now.”

She lowered her voice to a whisper and said,
“I don’t think I’ll have to ask for another you-know-what.”

Mac grinned and whispered back to her, “Maybe
not for this, but I’d bet you and my belt are going to have another
meeting about something one of these days.”

“I hope not! I can still feel it a little bit
when I sit on a hard chair.”

“That’s good, it’ll remind you to do what
you’re supposed to. I wish I didn’t have to go back to the ranch
right away. Can you come out this weekend?”

Sam nodded and said, “Yeah, I was hoping
you’d ask. I don’t have any appointments scheduled.”

“Hey, you don’t ever have to wait for me to
ask. You’re welcome out at the ranch anytime you want to come.”

“Thanks, I’ll remember that.”

“Sammi, I want you to be a regular visitor at
the ranch. I want you there whenever you can be.”

She didn’t want him to leave and asked, “Do
you have to leave right away? Maybe you could come to my place for
a little bit before you go.”

“I wish I could, babe. But I’ve got to get
back, I’m shorthanded this week with Billy on vacation.”

With a little pout she said, “Okay, I guess I
can wait till the weekend.”

They parted in the parking lot and Sam almost
started crying again. Damn hormones! She kept her sunglasses on and
Mac didn’t notice anything unusual this time.

Damn, those spike heels sure showed off
her sexy legs, Mac thought to himself as he got in his
truck.

 


 


Wednesday morning Sam woke up with a slightly
queasy feeling in her stomach. She wondered briefly if there could
have been something wrong with the food she had the previous day
when out for lunch with Mac. After eating a couple of slices of
toast for breakfast, she felt fine and didn’t give it another
thought.

It happened again on Thursday but she felt
fine by the time she got out of the shower. Later in the day, when
she was shopping at the grocery store and passed the meat
department, she felt suddenly nauseous. Thinking she better make
her way towards the restroom just in case she was going to get
sick, she was relieved that the feeling passed once she was in
different area of the store.

That same evening she again felt her stomach
turn while she was cooking vegetables to go with her broiled
chicken. I hope I’m not coming down with some kind of flu right
before I go to the ranch tomorrow. Later, she drank some tea
with lemon and went to bed early.

When she woke up on Friday feeling that now
familiar queasiness, she could no longer deny what was probably
happening. Thankful that she didn’t seem to have morning sickness
as badly as most women talked about, she got ready for the day and
went to the drugstore. She purchased two different brands of early
pregnancy tests and went back home.

Directions on both tests suggested to use
them first thing in the morning to get the most accurate results.
She’d either have to wait until Monday morning or use one of them
at the ranch. Sam didn’t want to wait that long so she stuck them
both in her overnight suitcase and told herself she could keep the
test a secret. For now, she didn’t want Mac’s input on what they
would do if she were pregnant.

She left earlier than the last time she’d
gone up to the ranch in the hopes that traffic would be lighter.
Mac had given her the combination to the gate lock so she could let
herself in. She was comfortable now with making her own way to the
house. Lupe would be there and Sam planned to offer to make dinner
and let Lupe leave early.

The more than two hour drive gave Sam the
opportunity to think about what she would do if she were pregnant.
There were a lot of things to think about. First and foremost, did
she want to be a single mom? Raising a child alone certainly
wouldn’t be easy. Then again, she knew without even asking him, Mac
would expect to be included in his child’s life.

Her age was something else to consider. She’d
be sixty when her child graduated from college! Closer to the age
of a grandmother than a mother! While it was true many women were
having children later in their lives these days, Sam was concerned
there might be additional risks to think about. She was thirty-six
years old now and she’d turn thirty-seven before the baby was
born.

There were so many things to think about and
the more she thought about it, the more confused and unsure she
became of what to do. Then again, there was only one option for
her. While intellectually she was pro-choice, she knew there was no
way she could even think about an abortion.

What to do boiled down to one no-so-simple
decision. Be with Mac and raise their child together or be a single
mom.

Just stop it, she told herself.

Find out if a baby is even in the works
before thinking and worrying so much.

 


 


Sam pulled in the parking space closest to
the courtyard entrance and grabbed her little suitcase from the
trunk. She rang the bell at the front door and waited for Lupe to
come let her in.

“Why do you ring the bell? This house is not
locked during the day.” Lupe was drying her hands on a kitchen
towel as she scolded Sam. “Mac will be glad to see you when he gets
home.”

“Thanks, Lupe. I just didn’t feel right
barging in without ringing the bell.”

“Next time, just come in and save me the
trouble of having to stop what I’m doing to let you in.”

“Yes ma’am, I’ll do that.”

Sam started down the hallway to put her
suitcase in the same guest room she’d used before and Lupe hollered
after her, “Just put your bag in Mac’s room. He thinks he’s fooling
me when he puts you in the guest room. Lupe wasn’t born
yesterday.”

Not sure what to say to that, Sam just walked
past the guest room and into Mac’s bedroom. Putting her suitcase on
the floor in the same corner her nose had been in not too long ago,
she opened it up and took out a few things to hang up. The
pregnancy tests were in her toiletries bag and she hoped Mac
wouldn’t have any reason to look inside the bag. After washing up,
she went to the kitchen where Lupe was cutting up vegetables to add
to the stew simmering on the stove.

“I was hoping I could cook dinner for Mac,
but I see you’ve already started.” Sam was a little disappointed to
find Lupe well along in the dinner making process. “I thought you
could leave early and I’d take care of the cooking.”

“I can still leave early and you can finish
up here. You can make the biscuits.”

“Great, where will I find the biscuits?”

Lupe looked at her in confusion, “What do you
mean? You have to make them.”

“Yeah, I know. But where do you keep the tube
of biscuits?” Sam was looking in the fridge but didn’t see any
biscuits.

“Tube? There is no tube. Lupe makes biscuits
from scratch—with flour and butter and baking soda.”

“Oh.” Sam sounded dejected. “I don’t know how
to do that. I always just buy the can you pop open and they’re very
good biscuits.”

Lupe shook her head in bewilderment. “I show
you. Let me finish cutting the vegetables first. Go in the pantry
and get the flour and baking powder. Then a stick of butter from
the fridge and the milk.

Sam got the ingredients and set everything
out on the counter.

“Okay, now what?”

Lupe began telling her how to make the
biscuits. She told Sam how to mix the ingredients, then knead the
dough, and finally cut the biscuits out and place them on a cookie
sheet.

“Now let them chill in the refrigerator for
ten minutes and then we’ll put them in the oven.”

“Okay. That’s a little more work than opening
a can of biscuits.”

“Yes, but wait until you taste them. You will
be surprised how much better they are and you’ll never buy canned
biscuits again.”
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While Mac took a shower after working with
the cattle all day, Sam dished up the stew Lupe had made and the
biscuits. She found a bottle of red wine in the fridge and poured
them both a glass. She stopped and realized she shouldn’t drink any
alcohol if she was pregnant. But how would she explain not drinking
her wine to Mac?

“What’s wrong?” Mac asked from the doorway
when he saw her standing there with the bottled poised to pour.

“Uh…nothing,” She stumbled in her answer and
tried to cover it by saying, “Come sit down, dinner is ready. I
hope you don’t mind that I told Lupe she could leave early.”

“No, I’m glad you did. She does too much
around here as it is. What’s for dinner?” He hadn’t greeted her
properly yet thinking he should wash off the smell of cattle before
giving her a hug and a kiss. Now he wrapped his arms around her
waist and gave her a thorough welcoming kiss.

“Lupe made a stew which tastes divine,” Sam
replied when he finally released her. “I can’t believe how tender
the meat is. And I made biscuits. From scratch. Under Lupe’s
tutelage admittedly, but I made them.”

Mac smiled and said, “I’m sure they’re
delicious. So are you going to finish pouring your wine?”

“Maybe later, I think I should stick to water
for now.”

Mac wanted to ask her if she had her period
yet, but thought he’d wait until after dinner. The day at the lake
had now been just over a month ago and if she was pregnant, he
wanted to know. Instead, he kept the conversation light and easy,
talking about the ranch and asking how the rest of her week had
been.

Once the dishes were put in the dishwasher,
Mac grabbed the wine and two glasses.

“Let’s go out on the patio.”

“Okay, let me just get a bottle of
water.”

“I’ve got the wine,” He said, lifting his arm
to show her the bottle.

“I know, but I still want water.”

He looked at her thoughtfully as she turned
to the fridge to get a bottle of water. Was this a sign she was
pregnant? But if she was, why didn’t she tell him?

Not willing to wait any longer and becoming
more suspicious about her passing up on the wine, Mac finally
brought up the subject he had avoided over dinner.

“Did you get your period yet?”

Sam hesitated before answering. She wouldn’t
lie, but telling him the truth would cause him to believe she was
pregnant. And truthfully, she didn’t know for sure.

“No, I didn’t. But that doesn’t really mean
anything. I’ve been very lax about keeping track of my cycle and I
don’t really remember if I had my period shortly after we were at
the lake.”

“You don’t really want to be pregnant, do
you?” Mac felt as though she were making excuses for not being sure
if she could be pregnant.

Sam glanced at him and answered truthfully,
“I’m not sure. I’ve been thinking and thinking about it and I just
don’t know. If I am pregnant I’ll be fifty-seven years old when the
child is twenty and about sixty when he or she graduates from
college.”

“And so? What does that have to do with
anything?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” She whined. “I just don’t
know how I feel and there’s so many things to think about that it’s
downright scary. Sometimes I think I’m happy if I’m pregnant, and
other times I’m scared. ”

“Sam, you already know how I feel about you.
You have to know that I’ll stand by you. I love you and I want you.
I’m just waiting for you to admit that you love me back.”

“But…but…what if I don’t?”

He kissed her and she thought it was a good
thing they were sitting on the big double lounge because she
doubted her knees would have held her up. When his hand cupped her
breast and she felt that little electric shock running down her
belly and to her pussy, she wanted more.

“You do love me; you just don’t know it yet.
Now how long until we know if you’re pregnant?”

“Sunday for sure. I bought two home pregnancy
tests this morning. For best results they should be used the first
time I pee in the morning. So I thought I’d do one tomorrow and the
second one on Sunday for verification.”

“Good. Whatever the result, it’s going to be
okay. We’re going to be okay. Understand?”

She nodded her head and leaned over to kiss
him.

“Is this why you’re not drinking wine?”

“Yeah, I’ve had wine two or three times a
week up until this last week, so I don’t know why I’m so worried
about it now. But just in case, I think I should be cautious now
that I know there’s a good possibility I could be pregnant.”

Her response told Mac more about how she felt
than she realized.

 


 


Mac woke up Saturday morning before Sam and
stared at her, willing her to wake up and go pee on the pregnancy
test stick. Before falling asleep the night before, he had read the
instructions on both kits and now knew as much as Sam did about how
they worked.

She stirred and rolled over onto her back
only to disappoint Mac when she flung one arm over her eyes and
continued to sleep. He shifted a little bit hoping the movement
would gently waken her. It didn’t. She lay there breathing deeply
and serenely, definitely asleep.

Well, he couldn’t wait any longer. He had to
know and he had to know now. Running a finger softly down her
jawline, he trailed it into the curve of her neck and across her
collar bone. She moved and let out a soft sigh.

His finger skimmed down the center between
her breasts and then wandered over to circle her right nipple
before working its way back to the left nipple. He watched as her
nipples hardened and stood firm. Her arm fell to her side and then
came up to brush his hand away before she rolled over to her other
side and her breasts were no longer in reach.

Mac moved to her spine and kissed each little
bump of a vertebrae down her entire back. All the way down until he
came to the place where her cleft separated her luscious cheeks. He
planted a kiss there and slid his hand down between her legs to
touch her pussy.

“Mmm…feels good,” Sam muttered as she slowly
awakened.

Mac pulled her onto her back and pushed her
legs apart. Then he parted her pussy lips with two fingers and
inserted one finger deep inside. He added a second finger and began
stroking in and out. He moved between her legs and his mouth was at
the apex of her soft thighs. Taking her clit in his mouth, he
gently sucked on it while his fingers fucked her pussy. She came in
just a few minutes, but wanted more, and Mac was more than
willing.

He flipped her onto her belly and pulled her
to the foot of the bed. He lifted her hips until she was on her
knees and then stood behind her. Guiding his hard cock to her wet
entrance, he plowed into her. She thrust backwards to meet each
thrust as she fisted her hands in the bed covers. Mac wrapped his
arms around her and found her breasts. He teased her nipples into
hard little buds and then moved one hand to her swollen clit and
titillated it until they came together in a final deep thrust.

Breathing hard, Sam fell to her side and Mac
joined her on the bed, holding her in his arms.

“You can wake me up like that every
morning.”

Mac chuckled and said, “I’ll be happy to
oblige that request.”

She sat up suddenly and said, “I have to do
the test!”

Having forgotten his main reason for waking
her, Mac let her up and asked, “Do you need any help?”

Laughing, she said, “No, I’m a big girl, I
can pee all on my own.”

 


 


Standing outside the bathroom door, Mac
waited impatiently.

“Well? Did you do it? What does it say?”

“Hold on a minute,” She called out. “I did
it, but it takes up to five minutes for the results to show. Just
hang on, I’ll be out in a minute.”

She refused to look at the stick. Instead,
she brushed her teeth, then her hair, and finally opened the
door.

“Well?”

“I haven’t looked. It’s in the little holder,
sitting on the counter. You look.”

Mac took a deep breath and stepped into the
bathroom. Glancing down at the stick he saw a deep blue plus sign
and couldn’t stop the grin spreading across his face. He turned to
look at Sam and now it was her turn to ask.

“Well?”

“Hey, mama. We got us a baby on the way.”

“Oh my god.” Sam sat down on the foot of the
bed.

Mac was by her side in an instant, “Was that
a good oh my god or a bad one?”

A wondrous feeling came over her and she put
her hand on her abdomen. “I don’t know. I sort of feel like I
already did know I was pregnant. And for all the worrying about it,
I think I’m simply in awe of the fact that there is a tiny person
growing inside of me.”

His hand joined hers on her belly. “Marry me,
Sam. Marry me, live with me here on the ranch, and let’s raise this
tiny person together.”

She looked at him and felt her heart
swell.

Yes, she did love him.

Yes, she wanted this baby more than
anything.

But there were still so many other things to
think about.

“What about my house and my rental
properties? What about my real estate career?”

“We’ll work it out, Sammi. Everything will be
fine, you’ll see. You can sell your house in Scottsdale and let
some management company handle your rentals. If you still want to
sell real estate you can do it up here. There’s lots of growth and
building going on.”

“Mac, can we just wait until I do the second
test tomorrow? To be sure? Then we’ll figure everything out. Will
that be okay with you?”

Seeing she was becoming overwhelmed, he said,
“Of course it will. Let’s go riding and I’ll take you to a couple
of other favorite spots on the ranch. I want you to meet the ranch
hands.”

“Can I ride a horse if I’m pregnant?”

“Sure, western women have been riding horses
while pregnant since day one. We’ll just put you on Angel again and
we won’t do any galloping. Just nice and easy riding. It’ll be
fine.”

“You keep saying it’ll be fine. I hope you’re
right.”

“I am, trust me. Now let’s get moving.”

 


 


Sunday morning was a repeat of Saturday with
Mac waiting outside the bathroom door while Sam did the second
pregnancy test. They were both confident the result would be the
same and simply confirm a baby was on the way. Only this time, Sam
dallied in the bathroom until the blue plus appeared and she then
she opened the door.

Mac looked at her with the question written
all over his face, but still he asked, “Well?”

“Well what, Daddy? Did you actually have some
doubts?”

“Hot damn!” He shouted as he picked her up
and swung her around the room.

She clung to his neck and felt the pieces of
her life slip into place. This was where she belonged; where she
was meant to be. Right here, on this bossy cowboy’s ranch.

Mac suddenly stopped twirling her around and
set her down.

“I probably shouldn’t be spinning you around
like that in your condition. Are you all right?”

“Of course I am. I’m fine. Being pregnant
doesn’t make me an invalid.”

Mac was walking around the room now, not
exactly pacing, but not far from it.

“Holy cow! I can’t believe I’m gonna be a
daddy! I wonder if it’s a boy or a girl.”

“We can find out if you want. We’ll probably
have to wait a few months, but an ultra-sound will tell us the sex
of the baby.”

“Hell, I don’t care if it’s a boy or a girl.
What I really want to know is will you marry me, Sam? Will you be
my wife and come live here on the ranch?”

She saw the love and hope shining in his eyes
and smiled, “Yes, I will marry you and I will come live here on the
ranch. But we have to talk about the spanking thing. It might not
be good for the baby.”

He didn’t answer her. He picked her up again
and twirled her one more time before setting her down.

“I love you, Sam. You’re mine.”

“I love you too, Mac.” It was the first time
she’d said those words to him and they had just slipped out in
response to him saying them. But now she knew they were true.

He kissed her—gently at first, then deeply
and passionately. And then he just held her and rocked back and
forth.

“I’m still going to spank you if you need it.
But there’ll be no spankings like your last punishment. No belts,
paddles, or hairbrushes; just my hand. You may be spending more
time in the corner than you want to, but if you be my good girl,
there’s nothing to worry about.”

Oddly, she found she could live with that.
The memory of how she had felt after her punishment—guilt-free,
forgiven, and as though she had paid her penance—caused her to know
she would welcome Mac’s lifestyle in their relationship.

“I hated standing in the corner more than the
whipping with your belt. But if we stick to just using your hand
until the baby comes, I think it’ll be fine.” She blushed a little
bit, buried her face the crook of his neck, and added, “Besides, I
don’t want to give up the sexy spanks.”

Mac chuckled and said, “You won’t have to.
I’m going to be warming your bottom for the rest of my life.”
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