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Chapter 1

Carly laughed as the man whispered something deliciously naughty in her ear. It was nearly impossible to hear him over the music in McKnight’s, but she caught the gist of it. Working for the summer wasn’t turning out to be nearly as bad as she’d expected.

Of course, if anyone in Carly’s life knew where she was spending her nights, she’d be in serious trouble. Her brother insisted she got a job during summer break, and despite all Carly’s moaning and protesting, he’d remained insistent. She wouldn’t be working if it weren’t for Kyle holding Carly’s inheritance in his hands. Or his bank account, technically.

After their parents died five years ago, Kyle became the head of their family and managed all their assets. He and his best friend, John, had taken over the family company and were doing incredibly well. Carly was proud of them, but she also knew she didn’t want to work in insurance for the rest of her life.

So, she worked hard at her English degree at Yale and partied every second she had off. Coming home for the summer had seemed like a mistake at first, but now Carly was glad she had.

She’d never worked as an adult entertainer before and found it exhilarating. She could have all the alcohol, drugs, and men she wanted, and none of her coworkers would judge her. In fact, it was expected for the girls to party with the men during their shifts, and management encouraged it to promote the business.

McKnight’s wasn’t a high-class nightclub, but it wasn’t scummy either. Carly told her brother she was working as a bartender at night in their town’s local spot. Instead, she drove an hour each night to get to this club and put on the performance of her life.

The man groping her on the dance floor grabbed her hand, tugging her back to the bar. Carly trailed after him, still feeling energized from the coke she’d snorted an hour ago, and tried to remember his name. Was it Gary? George? Something with a G, she was pretty sure.

“Hey, Alice! Give me and my girl a shot of vodka.”

“Sure thing, Jeff. Are you having a good night?”

“We’re having a great time. Aren’t we, sweetheart?”

Carly smiled up at Jeff, trying to note his name as she nodded. Alice slid two shot glasses across the bar, and Carly downed her shot with a smile. The alcohol soothed her tense muscles and eased the shakiness in her limbs.

“How about we go upstairs?”

“Are you asking for a private show, Jeff?” Carly gave him her best seductive smile and licked her lips slowly. His hungry eyes watched her intensely as Carly reached out and trailed her finger down his chest. Giving private shows was the best way to make real money at this club. If her calculations were right, she only needed to perform fifteen more private shows before she’d have enough money to put a down payment on the Audi she had her eye on.

Jeff grabbed her hand with his big, sweaty one and tugged her away from the bar. He began leading her through the crowd, and Carly floated along behind him without a care in the world. She felt so amazing.

Maybe it was the drugs, or maybe she was high on the power she had over the men in this club, but she’d never felt more alive. They’d nearly made it to the door at the back of the club that led to the private rooms when a hand clamped down on Carly’s shoulder.

She whirled around, letting go of Jeff’s hand with a gasp. Hot, prickly shame crawled over her scalp as she stared into the eyes of her brother’s best friend. John stared down at her with fire in his eyes. His eyes narrowed as Jeff cursed.

“Hey man, you need to wait your turn.”

Carly licked her lips nervously as her eyes flickered between John and Jeff. John was everything Jeff wasn’t. Her brother’s best friend was tall, built from years of MMA training, and very protective. Jeff, who looked like he’d worked a desk job his entire life, wouldn’t stand a chance if this turned physical.

“I’m so sorry, Jeff. I think I’ll need to check a rain check on our dance tonight.”

The hand curled around Carly’s arm tightened painfully as John took a step back and jerked Carly with him.

“She’s not coming back here. Go find someone else to dance with.”

Jeff spluttered and stared between John and Carly for a long moment. Carly gave him her best apologetic expression, but she knew her cheeks were flaming with humiliation and anger. Jeff seemed to sense something more was going on here, and he quickly left with a muttered, “Whatever.”

Carly turned to John and ripped her arm out of his grasp. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Adam wanted to check out the club, so I tagged along. What the fuck are you doing here? Kyle’s going to be pissed.”

Carly’s heart stuttered. Kyle couldn’t find out about this. He took the whole overprotective big brother thing to the next level, and he would never let her return to college, let alone work outside of the family business ever again.

“You can’t tell him about this! I was just working. It’s quick money!”

“It’s disgusting.” Carly flinched at John’s harsh words, and he gripped her arm again. “You’re leaving, Carly. Right now.”

“I have to finish my shift!” Carly shouted, her voice rising shrilly as John dragged her out of the club.

“You’re quitting.”

“I need the money!”

“So you decide to whore yourself out? You think I don’t know what was going to happen during that private dance?”

Carly bit her lip and tried to stem the tears building behind her eyes. She tried to tell herself that it didn’t matter what John thought. She’d never been anything other than an annoyance to him. The classic little sister following her brother and his best friend around throughout their childhoods and adolescence. Of course, John just thought she was a whore. Why wouldn’t he? She was going to give Jeff a blowjob for extra money.

They made it out to the parking lot, and John turned Carly to face him. His chest heaved, and his nostrils flared as he struggled to get his anger under control. Carly shrank back from him as her mind raced with possibilities. She needed to talk her way out of this somehow.

John’s expression hardened as he stared Carly down. “What the fuck are you on?”

“W-what do you mean?”

“Your pupils are fucking huge. What. Are. You. On?”

Carly swallowed and tried to take a step back, but the grip on her arm tightened painfully, and she winced. “John, I-”

“Don’t even fucking think about lying to me right now, Carly. You are in so much goddamn trouble.”

“I’m an adult! I can do what I want!”

John brought a hand up and smacked the back of Carly’s head hard. She gasped as tears gathered in her eyes. She couldn’t believe he had just hit her. Carly dropped her eyes to the ground and tried to breathe through the turbulent emotions buzzing through her chest.

A strong hand gripped her chin and forced her to look up. John’s eyes burned with anger, and Carly’s lip trembled.

“You absolutely can not do whatever you want. You’re a Russo. Your family name is attached to the biggest insurance company in America. Do you have any idea the type of blowback the company would experience if word got out that you were performing in this club? You could have just destroyed your brother’s life and your own.”

Tears leaked out of Carly’s eyes as the words hit her. She hadn’t thought about that. All she’d thought about was the fact that Kyle wanted her to get a job, and this job paid well. Plus, it came with perks. Like coke and booze.

“Kyle told me to get a job.”

“He didn’t mean this! You know that, Carly! I’m taking you home, right now.”

“No, no, wait!”

Carly struggled as John dragged her to his car and manhandled her into the passenger seat. Her chest fluttered with panic as the reality of what was happening sunk in. If Kyle found out about this, she could kiss Yale goodbye. She could kiss any job outside of the family company goodbye. She couldn’t let this happen.

As John settled into the driver’s seat and started the car, Carly reached over and grabbed his hand. He shot her a withering look, and Carly quickly dropped his hand again.

“Please,” Carly begged, her eyes wide and pleading. “Please don’t tell Kyle about this. He’ll make me drop out of Yale. He’ll never let me work outside of the company again. Please, John.”

John sighed and scrubbed a hand over his face. Carly froze, barely able to believe she might be able to get away with this. She knew John had a soft spot for her. Maybe he would let this go if she promised never to come back to the club.

John dropped his hand and turned to face Carly. His jaw clenched as the silence stretched between them. Finally, he said, “You didn’t tell me what you’re on.”

“It’s just a little coke. They give it to the dancers to help us be more enthusiastic.”

“Enthusiastic?” John snorted, shaking his head.

“John, I swear, I’ll never step foot in a club like this again. Just please don’t tell Kyle. Please.”

“Carly, listen to me. You’re twenty years old. You’re giving random dudes sexual favors for money while snorting coke and drinking. You’re going down the wrong path.”

“I’ll stop! I swear!”

“You’re not going to stop if there are no consequences for your actions.”

“Fine, ground me if you want. But don’t tell Kyle.”

John’s eyes narrowed, his fists clenching on his lap. He gave Carly a look so intense it sent shivers down her spine. “If you really don’t want me to tell Kyle, then I won’t. But, you do need to be punished.”

“Yes, fine. That’s fine. Whatever you want.”

Carly could hardly believe her luck. Was John really going to let this go?

“I’m not going to ground you, Carly. I’m going to spank you.”


Chapter 2

The way Carly’s eyes widened and her perfect rosy lips popped open made John want to grin, but he held it back and kept his expression hard. She needed to understand that what she’d done was fucked up.

“You have two options, Carly. Either take the punishment I give you or we go tell Kyle about this right now.”

John watched as tears gathered in Carly’s eyes and tried not to sigh. She looked so young, so inexperienced like this. He couldn’t believe what she’d been doing during her summer break. Part of him just wanted to drive her straight to Kyle and be done with it, but John knew how his best friend worked. Kyle would be furious, and he’d never let Carly go back to college after this.

Carly was a fierce girl with a strong personality. She deserved more than a life stuck working at her family’s business. She dreamed of traveling the world and teaching English at the college level. That would never happen if Kyle ever found out about this. John didn’t want to take Carly’s dreams away from her, but he couldn’t allow her to ruin her life by going down this road. Drugs, booze, and sex work didn’t make for the life John wanted for Carly.

“You seriously want to hit me?”

“No,” John snapped, bristling at the accusation. Carly drew away from him, and John let out a deep sigh. “I would never hurt you, Carly. You’re my best friend’s little sister. I’ve known you for your entire life. Doing drugs, drinking, and taking your clothes off for money isn’t a good life. I care about you, and I never want you to do this shit again. A spanking is a memorable punishment. That’s what you need.”

Carly frowned and nibbled on her bottom lip. John tried to be patient as she mulled over her options. She either trusted him and submitted to his punishment or blew up her entire life by letting Kyle find out about what happened. It was an easy choice as far as John was concerned, but he wasn’t going to force her.

“It’s your choice, Carly. But you need to make a decision right now.”

“Okay.” Her voice was quiet, filled with trepidation. John quirked an eyebrow, and Carly flushed as she said, “Alright, I’ll take your punishment.”

John nodded, his chest easing with relief. He didn’t want to see Carly’s dreams destroyed, but she needed to be taught a lesson tonight.

“Good. Let’s go.”

The drive back to John’s house was silent. He could feel the tension radiating off of Carly, but he wouldn’t let his sympathy for her deter him from what needed to be done. She could have gotten into serious trouble with the shit she’d been doing, and he needed to make it perfectly clear that this lifestyle was unacceptable.

He let Carly stew in her thoughts on the drive back and prepared himself for what he needed to do when they got back to his house. She’d never been spanked before, and it was unfortunate that her first experience was going to be so severe. Spankings could be incredibly erotic under the right circumstances. John was a dominant person and he enjoyed dishing out a spanking to his partners when the opportunity arose. There was nothing sexier than a girl with a glowing red ass lying over his lap.

Carly had grown into a beautiful woman, and John would have been a fool not to notice that. She was gorgeous but completely off-limits. And tonight wasn’t about his pleasure. It was about Carly’s punishment.

John tried to ignore the conflicting thoughts as they pulled up to his small, single-story home. He lived just outside of their hometown down a dirt road with no other homes. He’d inherited this home from his parents, and it was in an excellent, private location. He appreciated never having to worry about neighbors when he brought a girl home, though he’d never appreciated it quite as much as he did at this moment.

Turning the car off, John turned and frowned at Carly’s expression. She stared at him with wide watery eyes, and her hands were clamped together in her lap. She looked terrified, and John mentally berated himself. A little fear before a spanking was healthy. Terror was not.

“Carly,” John reached out and placed a hand over hers. “Listen to me. I’m going to punish you when we get inside. It’s going to hurt, but you’ll be okay. I won’t give you anything you can’t handle. Understand?”

“Yes.”

A little fear left Carly’s eyes, and John nodded, satisfied for the moment.

“Good, let’s go.”

They exited the car and made their way inside. John flipped on the lights as he led Carly into the living room. He watched with interest as her eyes darted around his sparsely decorated home. John wasn’t much of a decorator and was perfectly happy with the bare minimum. He’d never bothered to hang paintings or place knickknacks on the shelves. His last girlfriend moaned that his home needed a feminine touch, but he hadn’t been comfortable enough to let her make any changes. Maybe things would be different with his next relationship.

He directed Carly to sit on the couch and went into the kitchen. John grabbed a couple of water bottles and a bottle of lotion, then headed back to the living room. Carly was sitting exactly where he’d left her, fidgeting with the single throw pillow a previous girlfriend had convinced him to buy.

John smiled at the sight of her looking so adorable and insecure. A flush of arousal ran through him, and he quickly tried to stamp it out. He needed a clear head to deal with the situation tonight.

Carly looked up as he set the water bottles and lotion down on the table. “These are for after,” John explained. She eyed the lotion curiously, not showing a hint of the nervousness John had expected. He hid a grin and sat on the couch beside her.

“Tell me why you’re about to be punished, Carly.”

Her eyebrows shot up as pink embarrassment colored her cheeks. John worked to keep his expression stern as he stared at him in horror, as though he’d asked her to do something truly awful.

“I- You know why!”

John shook his head and sighed. “You need to learn how to behave when you’re being punished.”

“Well, I don’t exactly plan on this ever happening again.”

“If you do anything like this again, I will punish you again. Next time, it will be worse.”

“Worse than being spanked?”

Unable to help himself, John grinned. “I’m planning on going easy on your tonight, Carly. This is your first spanking, and I don’t want to really hurt you. Do anything like this again, and you’ll learn what a paddle feels like.”

Carly’s eyes darted away from his, and John tried not to feel satisfied by the show of submission. Instead, he scooted back and reached out for Carly’s wrist. She panicked, flailing against him as John forced her over his lap.

“Wait! I changed my mind.” Carly’s legs kicked as John scooted her forward over his lap. He trapped her legs with one of his while wrapping an arm around her waist.

“No, you haven’t. You know you deserve to be punished. But you don’t deserve to be forced to drop out of college and give up your dreams. This is the best option for you.”

Carly whimpered but relaxed over John’s lap. He rubbed her back in soothing circles for a moment, then pulled down her bottoms and panties. Carly shrieked and started twisting her hips, cursing. Her arms shot behind her in a desperate attempt to cover her naked bottom, but John easily captured her wrists and held them against the small of her back.

“Relax, Carly. Tell me why you’re being punished.”

“I can’t think like this!”

John chuckled at the indignant tone in her voice but said nothing. He brought a hand down against her ass, watching in satisfaction as a tiny pink mark rippled across her cheeks.

“Hey!”

“This is a spanking, Carly. But it doesn’t start for real until you tell me why you’re being punished. I suggest you start talking.”

“Fine, fine! I- I was stripping and doing other stuff for money. I drank and took drugs. It was stupid, and I’ll never do it again!”

“Good girl. Now we can begin.”


Chapter 3

Carly writhed and screamed as John began spanking her. She’d never been spanked in her entire life. Sure, a couple of guys had given her a light slap on the ass during sex, but nothing like this. She’d never been put over a man’s lap, had her bottom bared, and felt the force of their displeasure against her ass like this.

It hurt. It hurt way more than Carly imagined it would. The sting left behind by John’s hand drove her wild, and it was impossible to stay still. She fought against the hold on her wrists, bucked her hips to the side, and desperately tried to free her legs. This was way too much.

“Please, John. I’m sorry! Please, stop.”

“We’re just getting started, Carly. I suggest you relax. It’ll hurt more the more you fight me.”

“No! Please!”

“You made some bad choices, Carly. Drinking, doing drugs, and trading sexual favors for money. The next time you even think about making another bad choice, you will remember this spanking. You’re going to remember the way my hand feels against your ass. You’ll remember how helpless you felt while I spanked you and how much it hurt.”

Tears swallowed Carly’s response as the spanking became even more intense. John wasn’t going easy on her, despite what he’d said earlier. His hand came down hard and fast, covering every inch of her poor bottom and the tops of her thighs. The sting was maddening and the pain built with every blow to an awful pressure.

To Carly’s horror, she realized it was turning her on a little. Wetness seeped down her thighs as the spanking became more intense, and she desperately squeezed her thighs together as each swat jolted her clit. She’d never felt like this before. What was happening?

“Please, John! I’ll never do anything like this again, I swear. Just stop!”

“You’re not in control right now, Carly. I decide when your punishment ends.”

How could she be in so much pain and so turned on at the same time? It made no sense! As John continued spanking her, tears spilled down Carly’s cheeks as wetness spilled down her thighs. She writhed over his lap, desperate to escape the confusing sensations.

Finally, the spanking paused. Carly panted over John’s lap, sniffling, then froze as she heard him undoing his belt buckle. Carly whipped her head around, her eyes widening in horror as John worked to pull his belt free.

“No!” Carly shouted. She renewed her efforts to free herself, fighting with everything she had to get off his lap. John held her down with little effort and doubled his belt over, holding the buckle securely in his hand.

“Carly, you’re going to be okay. In fact, it looks like you might even be enjoying your punishment a little. That’s not acceptable.”

The belt fell across Carly’s ass, and she screamed at the fiery pain. That was so much worse than John’s hand. She writhed, twisting her hips as far as she could to escape the second blow.

John landed the second stripe across her thighs, and Carly sobbed at the awful pain. She definitely wasn’t enjoying this, regardless of the heat pooling in her belly and the pressure building in her clit.

John whipped her with his belt mercilessly. Carly screamed, sobbed, and begged him to stop as the belt fell across her sore ass again and again. It seemed like he would never stop, and all Carly could think about or experience at that moment was the awful pain. It was unlike anything she’d ever experienced, and she knew she’d never be able to look at John the same way again.

Eventually, Carly realized John was rubbing her back and whispering soothing words to her. She couldn’t hear him over her own cries and desperately tugged at her hands, but he still held them firmly in his.

Carly took a deep, shuddering breath and tried to control the waterfall of tears still cascading down her cheeks.

“It’s okay, Carly. You took your punishment very well. Just relax now. Good girl.”

“T-that hurt,” Carly whined. Her ass still burned even without being touched, and she wondered how long it would be before she could sit comfortably again.

“I know it did, little one. Punishments are supposed to hurt. But I have something that will make it better.”

John finally released her hands, and Carly pulled them in front of her with relief. Blood rushed through her sore limbs as she flexed her hands. She desperately wanted to reach back and rub her sore bottom, but John was reaching for the lotion on the table, so she tried to be still over his lap.

“This will help you heal and ease the pain.”

Cool lotion poured onto Carly’s flaming ass, and she sighed in relief as John gently rubbed it in. It felt amazing and instantly relieved most of the burn, leaving only a delightful heat in its wake.

Carly moaned as John worked the lotion into her abused flesh. Her thighs were slick with wetness, and she hoped he didn’t notice. It was terribly embarrassing how her body responded to the spanking, and she didn’t want John to get the wrong idea and think she’d enjoyed it. Because she definitely didn’t. Right?

“Tell me what you’re thinking about, Carly.”

“Just how much I never want to get spanked again.”

“Really? Because it seemed like you enjoyed it a little.”

Carly’s cheeks flamed. “No way. I definitely did not enjoy that.”

“My jeans are damp because of you. And I don’t mean because of your tears.”

Carly wiggled over John’s lap as a flutter of excitement ran through her stomach. His hand dipped between her thighs, making the wetness lingering there even more obvious.

“I-I don’t know why that happened. Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. I think you’re a natural submissive. Lots of girls enjoy being disciplined by a dominant man. Did being held over my lap and whipped with my belt turn you on?”

“I don’t know!”

“I think you do know.”

John moved his hands between her thighs again and brushed a finger over her clit. Carly jerked against his finger, desperate for some friction. John chuckled and drew his hand away, causing Carly to moan.

Her stomach tightened with a combination of arousal and embarrassment. This couldn’t be happening. First, her brother’s best friend discovers her working as an adult entertainer. Then, he spanks her, and now… what? What was he going to do now?

“What do you want me to do now?” John asked, sounding amused. Carly groaned and buried her head in the couch cushion. She hadn’t meant to say that out loud!

“I don’t know.”

“So indecisive. Maybe you need me to make the decisions for you.”

“Maybe,” Carly whispered, unable to deny how turned on she was.

“Stand up.”

Carly awkwardly climbed off of John’s lap, then reached down to pull up her panties and bottoms. John smacked her hand, and she gasped at the sting.

“I didn’t give you permission to get dressed.”

John stood, towering over Carly and causing cartwheels of arousal to flip through Carly’s stomach. What was happening?

“I think you enjoyed that more than you want to admit. And now you want me to make you come. Don’t you?”

Carly stared at John with wide eyes, unable to form a coherent thought. She didn’t know what she wanted, but she couldn’t ignore the way her body responded to John taking control.

“Tell me to stop if you don’t want this,” John said seriously. He waited until Carly nodded, then took her hand and led her around to the back of the couch.

John bent Carly over the back of the couch and kicked her legs apart. Before she knew what was happening, he’d knelt down and gripped her still-burning thighs with his hands. His tongue circled her entrance, and Carly moaned at the sparks of pleasure that shot straight to her clit.

It felt like he teased her forever, his tongue working small circles around her folds without ever dipping inside. Carly wiggled in his grasp, desperate for more, but he held her in place without much effort, which only turned her on more.

“Please, John. Please just fuck me.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

John stood back up and unzipped his jeans. She felt the hard tip of his cock against her wet pussy, and groaned in relief as he pushed inside her. John moved slowly at first, giving her a chance to stretch around his considerable width.

Carly whimpered and pushed back against him. She needed more and she couldn’t take another second of him teasing her like this. John gripped her hips tightly and slammed into her, sending a spiral of pleasure through Carly’s core. He started to fuck her and Carly moaned with pleasure as the intense pressure built inside her.

He fucked her hard, fast, slamming against her sore bottom. The pain only served to increase her pleasure and Carly felt an orgasm building within minutes. She reached a hand down to touch her clit, but John grabbed her before she could reach her destination.

“That’s very naughty,” he whispered against her ear as he gathered her other hand and held them against her back. He fucked her hard, almost violently, slamming her against the couch with each thrust.

He came with a grunt of pleasure and leaned against her as the orgasm spilled deep inside Carly. When he was finished, he pulled out and released her hands. Carly whimpered and turned to look at him over her shoulder.

“What about me?”

John grinned and smacked Carly’s ass, sending her on her tiptoes. “No orgasm after a punishment. It sends the wrong message.”

“John! You can’t be serious!”

“I’m completely serious. You’ll have the spend the night, so I can keep an eye on you. If I even think you’re going to touch yourself, I’ll make you sleep with your hands cuffed behind your back.”

“But- but- That’s not fair!” Carly wailed, pushing herself up from the couch and turning to face John.

He stepped forward and took her face in his hands, kissing her deeply. Pulling back, John planted a tiny kiss on her nose and said, “Don’t be naughty if you want to come. You’ll have to wait until tomorrow.”

“But what about…” Carly trailed off. She didn’t want to bring up her brother right now, but how were they going to explain why she’d spent the night at John’s house?

“Let me take care of everything, Carly. Tonight, all you need to worry about is obeying me. Okay?”

“Okay.”

The End.


Thanks for Reading!

Thanks for reading the first story in my Taught A Lesson series! If you enjoy reading about naughty girls getting punished, then you’ll absolutely love my Chloe’s Submission series!

You’ll also enjoy my collection of Domestic Discipline stories! This collection features five stories of naughty girls being punished, and there’s plenty of spice!

Visit my Author Page to view all my stories and sign up for my mailing list, where you’ll receive updates on new releases!

Thanks for reading, friends!
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