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Chapter One: Bad Boy, Good Boy

In the early morning dawn of a tropical resort, Cole roused. It had been both a long and short night. Short on sleep. Long on the activities that all newlyweds enjoyed, although steeped in their own special flavor. Even though he was the taller one, he’d been snuggled into the crook of her arm against her shoulder. A place of protection and care. Now he came to his elbow and gazed upon the woman who was now his wife.

Danielle. She was beautiful and strong, but most important, she understood him better than he understood himself. She was the first woman to ever give him what he needed even before he knew he needed it.

As if she felt him looking, Danielle’s eyes fluttered open. She looked up to return his quiet gaze.

“Hey. G’morning.” He grinned at her.

“Hey.” She smiled back and reached to run her fingers through his bangs. “How’d you sleep?”

“Never better.”

“How do you feel?”

He shifted and took stock of the ache in his ass. “The right amount of sore.”

She chuckled at that and reached down to squeeze his left cheek.

He savored the way her fingers dug into his skin. Ah, yes. Nice and sore. It was enough to get him excited all over again. The blood rushed down below. She noticed, of course.

“More? Already?” She sat up, dumping him sideways onto the pillows and ripped the sheet back to expose his naked body. “My, my, what a determined little soldier we have.” She cupped his erection in her hand. “What a bad boy you are.”

His insides flopped and he gulped.

“What naughty thing have you done now?” she asked, pulling gently.

Nothing. Not a thing. And that was the problem. He didn’t want to actually act naughty. That seemed so irresponsible and juvenile. He’d already learned those kinds of lessons during their courtship. He wanted their marriage to be different. “I am naughty,” he confessed. “But I don’t want to be a jerk. I don’t want to torment you with bad behavior just to…” He trailed off.

“Just to get a butt whippin’?” She finished for him.

At the directness, he ducked his head. “Well, yeah.” He didn’t have to feign shyness. He still had a tough time saying it.

“Although you still need a butt whippin,” she added.

His face blanched. “Yeah.”

“To remind you who’s boss.” She twisted and threw one bare leg astride his body.

“Y-yeah.” He stuttered as she teased his shaft into the wetness between her legs.

“To keep you focused.”

At the moment, he was only focused on one thing. “Ahh, Danielle.”

“I think I can keep you in check.” With that, she sat down hard, taking his cock all the way inside her.

Cole threw his head back against the pillow. “Ahh, Danielle.” He moaned in pleasure.

“However, all things come at a price.” She gyrated on top of him, her boobs swaying.

He lay hypnotized by the ripple of her flesh, intoxicated by the tight grip of her pussy around his cock, his need amplified by his ass rubbing into the mattress. His skin was no longer hot and inflamed, but he still felt the aftereffects of her hairbrush in his glutes. Every bounce and thrust triggered a kinky reminder of the night before, as well as an eagerness for what was to come. Hopefully, him. Soon.

“You must earn your rewards.” She stopped moving.

He grabbed her hips, hoping to encourage her to continue the erotic dance.

“Cole. Do you understand?” She rose high on her knees and leaned forward. His cock popped out.

Sudden cold wrapped around his erection, the lack of stimulation maddening. He reached to touch it himself, but she grabbed his hands.

“No, no. Only when I say.” She slipped from the bed.

He sighed heavily, letting his hands fall above his head.

Danielle pulled on a T-shirt that was just long enough to cover her hips. “Here’s what we’ll do.” Still in thought, she paced, tapping a finger against her chin. “Rather than getting spanked for something bad, you can get spanked and earn something good.” With a teasing smile, she lifted the T-shirt and flashed him a quick look at her ass.

“Now?” he asked a little desperately. “Can I earn it now?”

“Of course.” She tossed a couple of the extra pillows onto the bed.

With the mixture of excitement and dread he’d come to expect, Cole rolled over onto the pillows. He spread his knees and pitched forward, arching his back and lifting the target in the air. His hard cock rubbed against the pillowcase fabric, providing incentive to offer his ass for punishment.

“You’re a quick learner.” Danielle rummaged in her suitcase. It wasn’t like she’d been able to pack the big paddle, or any other more obvious implement. Hence, the hairbrush. He hoped she wasn’t going to use it again. That thing stung intensely. Used on top of the remnants of the spanking he’d gotten last night, he was sure it would hurt a lot more.

She made a dissatisfied noise in her throat and stepped across the room to the small efficiency kitchen tucked into the alcove near the door of their resort bungalow. He stole a peek over his shoulder as she sorted through a drawer and came up with a spatula. She spun it between her fingers as she sashayed back to the bed.

Cole buried his face in the pillows and waited, his breath coming in soft, short, and shallow anticipatory puffs. Yes, he wanted her to do this. Wait, no, he didn’t! Her punishments hurt. Not so bad that it would kill him, but in a distinctive and challenging way. But they also sent him into a zone he couldn’t achieve any other way.

The bed bumped as she sat beside him. She ran her fingernails over his skin. He lifted and settled. She rubbed the smooth plastic surface of the spatula over his ass. The tiny circles made him shiver.

“Good boy. Good boy earning his reward,” Danielle breathed.

Her words proved just as stimulating as being called a bad boy. Cole considered the way he looked from her vantage point, so vulnerable and exposed. He liked the way that made him feel, too.

Suddenly, she snapped her wrist, and the spatula made two quick splats against his skin. Left. Right. She hadn’t hit him hard. In fact, the strokes were surprisingly light, yet they ignited a fire within him.

More smacks followed, the pace rapid and rhythmic. Left. Right. Left. Right. A warm glow began to radiate from his ass. He hunched against the pillow, trying to rub his aching cock without her noticing.

A hard smack let him know she did see it.

“Oh no, you don’t, Cole.” She gripped his hips and raised them so that his cock dangled. She tapped it with the spatula. From behind like this, the contact came on the underside of the tip.

Cole panted, loud and obvious now, his distress mixed with elation. His focus narrowed. Danielle. The spatula. His cock. The spatula. The spatula. His cock. His cock. His cock. She knew exactly how to make him crazy. He let out a hiss.

At the unintended signal, she switched to patting at the insides of his thighs. Even such a light touch stung the tender skin. His muscles tensed as she worked the spatula out and up, over his sit spots to the lower meaty part of his butt. She whapped him harder here, until the glorious pain made his mind buzz.

“Such a bad, bad, good boy,” Danielle whispered to him. “Bad, bad, good boy.”

In his charged-up state, the contradiction made perfect sense. Bad, bad good boy. Exactly right. That’s what he’d strive to be from now on. The burn ramped up another notch. He groaned.

At that, the spanking stopped, but the heat continued to radiate from his throbbing ass. Danielle’s cool hands cupped his hot cheeks. She squeezed and spread and squeezed before urging him onto his back. Finally, finally it was time. He groaned again.

As before, Danielle straddled him, guided him to impale her, but this time, she didn’t hold him back. She braced her hands on his chest and rode hard. His eyes rolled as the heat from his backside raced around to the front, and his dick strained. His belly clenched, his balls swelled, boiled, and spit.

He thrust high and cried out, consumed by the intense burst of pleasure. He fell back with a grunting sigh. When he opened his eyes, Danielle smiled at him.

“What do you want to do today?” she asked.

He blew out a breath. “Lie here and enjoy.”

She laughed. “You have about an hour. I’m going to a HITT class. When I come back, we can decide.” She disappeared into the bathroom. When she came out, she pulled on her gym clothes and, with a wave, disappeared.


Chapter Two: Day Outré

Cole sighed again and rolled around in the big bed. As far as he was concerned, married life was perfect. He was happy and satisfied. Eventually, he got up and snuck a look at his butt in the mirror. A healthy pink glow radiated from his lower cheeks. When he touched, he found the skin sensitive and warm. What a way to start the day.

He picked up the excursion book from the dresser and stretched out on the bed again, flipping through the pages of various activities the resort offered. Exercise classes, of which Danielle was already taking advantage of, along with almost anything else he could think of: massages, sailing, bike riding, golf, DJ parties, bowling, carriage rides, fishing, hiking, shooting, indoor pool, volleyball, and of course the beach. Whatever she wanted to do was fine with him. He hadn’t thought about much more than simply spending time with her.

He showered and dressed and sauntered out of their bungalow, heading at a leisurely pace toward the fitness center. He didn’t intend to exercise himself, but he wouldn’t mind catching a glimpse of Danielle as she did.

Cole thought she looked great in anything. He loved the no-nonsense vibe she projected in her painting clothes for work. She’d seemed more demure in the one dress she claimed to own. And in the wedding gown, wow, what a knock-out. He loitered by the windows of the fitness center where he could see her in the tight leggings, sports bra, and strappy tank top. The outfit accentuated her figure in a covered, yet revealing way.

He watched her work out, a film of sweat standing out on her bare skin as she box-jumped, did push-ups and jumping jacks. She was strong and muscular, and she attacked each exercise with gusto. It was the same type of energy she’d put into spanking him.

“Hey, dude. Don’t get caught staring at them.” A guy grinned at him from across the hall. He was shorter than Cole, and on the skinny side. His nametag read Matt. A resort employee. “You’ll get yelled at for sure, and maybe even fired.”

“I’m a guest.” Cole corrected. He inclined his head toward the running, grunting, panting group. “One of them is my wife.” What an amazing thing to be able to say. Wife.

“Oh, sorry. Sorry, man.” Matt ducked his head. “You won’t report me, will ya?”

“For what?” Cole asked. No harm no foul in his book.

“Thanks. Thanks a lot.” The guy punched a code into a door marked laundry and tossed the armload of towels he carried inside.

“I’m trying to decide on some activities,” Cole said. “What do you think are the best ones?” He could read all the slick descriptions in the resort book. He wanted the opinion of someone truly plugged in.

Matt laughed, his reaction a bit on the nervous side. “Everything here is top flight.”

“Yeah, I’ve gathered that.”

“So, you can’t really go wrong.”

“Can we take a catamaran out even if we don’t know how to sail?” Cole asked.

“Oh, sure. They’ll give you a lesson. And don’t worry, you’re not really alone in the cove, no matter how far out you think you are. The attendants are watching you all the time to make sure there’s no trouble.”

“Good to know.” Cole nodded. “What about the carriage ride? Is it nice?”

“Yeah, nice, but a little short, in my opinion.

Cole nodded again. “What if we’re looking for something a little different and exciting, what would you suggest?”

“Depends on how different and how exciting.” Still the hedge.

The work-out room door sprang open, and the HITT participants began to file out. Class must be over. Matt ducked into the laundry.

Danielle appeared, sucking on her water bottle. She smiled when she saw Cole.

“Come to meet me?” she asked as the rest of the group disappeared.

“Yeah, I was out getting the lay of the land,” Cole said.

She giggled. “All I know is, you’re a great lay.” She winked and smacked him once on his already sore butt. “C’mon, you can help me shower.” She swiveled on down the hall, her hips swaying and inviting.

“You’re a lucky SOB.” Matt reappeared. “How different and exciting?”

“Huh?” Cole was watching Danielle.

“You said different and exciting. I might have a lead for you, after all.”

Cole chuckled. “Let’s hear it.”

“There’s a kink party going on this weekend.”

“Here?”

“No. God no. Nothing like that happens here,” Matt said.

“What kind of kink?” Cole asked. There was a wide variety of indulgences that could be categorized as kink. Including spanking.

“I dunno. Never been. But I hear it’s wild.”

“Can anyone go?”

“Sure. It’s over at the Sanctum. Register online.”

The guy seemed to know a lot about it for never going. “Great, thanks.” Cole slipped him a bill and followed Danielle.

The shower was already running when he arrived at the bungalow. He eased into the steamy room and leaned on the sink front. Through the glass, he watched Danielle rinse shampoo from her hair, the bubbles running down her tight body. She soaped up, rinsed, and turned the water off. When she stepped out, he had a towel ready for her.

She wrapped the thick bath sheet around her body. “What are you doing in here?”

“You said you needed help.”

She flashed him a mild smile. “Oh, go on.”

Slightly disappointed, Cole returned to the main room. He opened his lap top and searched for the Sanctum Hotel. And then their slate of activities. Sure enough, there was a big event this weekend advertised as Day Outré. He had to look it up. Outré meant extravagant or exotic, outlandish, unconventional, beyond the norm. Sounded about right. All in all, it promised semi-public practice of what would normally be considered very private acts.

His curiosity peaked. It seemed, at Day Outré, this thing he had with Danielle didn’t have to be hidden or considered weird. With a few clicks, he bought them tickets.

Later, they took that carriage ride through the lush and lovely resort grounds. Danielle leaned lazily against him, one hand draped possessively over his thigh. He gathered her close with his arm about her shoulders.

“How’s married life treating you?” she whispered.

He squirmed on the carriage seat as the wheels bumped through a rut in the path. “Good.”

“Just good?” she teased.

“Damn good.” He kissed her temple. “I got something for us. Something different.”

“Oh?” She pulled away and looked him up and down.

“Tickets to Day Outré.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

He explained, as well as he could, from what he’d seen online. She listened, her expression offering no clues as to her opinion of this event.

“This is something you really want to do?” she asked when he’d finished talking about it.

“Well…” Did he? He must, or else, why had he gone ahead and bought the tickets. “I think I do.”

“Why?” A simple question with a complicated answer.

“I don’t—I’m not entirely sure.”

“That’s not an adequate answer,” Danielle said, her brown eyes steady on him.

“I’m—I’m—” He fumbled for words. “I’m curious.”

“About?” She prompted.

“About how other people see this.” He gestured from himself to her. “About what other people do to satisfy themselves.”

“All right. I wouldn’t mind finding out.”

He breathed a sigh of success.

“However.”

Uh-oh. He wasn’t home free yet.

“Those tickets had to be expensive,” she pointed out.

He shrugged. “Kind-a.”

“The kind of purchase we agreed we’d discuss before making.”

A small prickle of heat washed through him. A tiny smile curved the corners of his lips. “Yes, ma’am.”

“And yet, you did it anyway.”

He hung his head in the proper contrite manner. “Yes, ma’am.”

She considered, although he suspected this was simply for dramatic effect. “There are always consequences for such actions,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“So. How about we deal with this at the party.”

The heat rose harder in his body and his face felt hot, despite the already warm outside temperature. “Yes, ma’am,” he whispered. What had he gotten himself into now?

She settled back against him. “What do you suppose people wear to a kink party?” she mused.

That evening, Danielle pawed through every stitch of clothing she’d brought on the trip. “Everyone there seems to be in costume,” she lamented when she looked at the website pictures of past events.

“You don’t have to dress like that,” Cole said. “We’re not going as mistress and slave, or owner and pet, or anything like that.”

She shot him a scowl. “Then what are we going as?”

“A couple who understands and is committed to discipline within their relationship.” Cole popped off and then wondered where that description had come from. Sounded pretty good.

Danielle nodded once. “All right. Then I guess I should look like—”

“The strong, beautiful woman you are,” he finished.

That brough a smile to her lips.

It wasn’t flattery, it was what he truly thought. “And as such, just go as yourself.”

“Myself,” she repeated. “I didn’t bring my tool belt.”

Cole laughed. In some ways, that was an attractive idea. “What’s wrong with that flowery thing you bought.”

“That’s a swim suit cover-up.”

“So. It looks good on you.”

She plucked it from a drawer and held it against her body, turning toward the full-length mirror to appraise. “I suppose it could work,” she agreed.

They appeared at the Sanctum Hotel, Danielle in sandals and the cover-up. She’d cinched the flowy fabric at the waist and tucked it high on one side to expose most of her leg. Cole wore floppy board shorts and a printed muscle shirt, looking every bit the surfer dude. They presented their tickets and their official IDs at the door, and after listening to a hurried and rote speech about rules, stepped into the secret world of kink.


Chapter Three: Detention

There was music and darkness and various odd and wicked-looking pieces of furniture situated around a big room. Costumed guests milled about in groups, talking, laughing, perhaps negotiating, while a few had ventured to the equipment. A well-dressed woman was tied by her wrists to a pole, while her shirt-less male partner used a pair of scissors to slowly cut away her clothing while she “begged” him not to hurt her. Another woman in red stilettos and black corset lead a near-naked man by a leash attached to a collar around his neck. He crawled after her, panting and desperate to keep up. A younger guy was bound to an X-frame, arms and legs stretched taut, while his obviously older mistress used a whip, a real whip, against his back. His skin was marked with angry red lines and blood had broken through in a few places.

Cole’s gaze swept the scene. His eyes bugged out and he couldn’t even blink. He turned to Danielle. “This isn’t quite what I expected,” he whispered.

She regarded him evenly. “What did you expect?”

“I dunno.” He felt stupid and overwhelmed.

“No one says we have to do anything but watch.” She took his hand. “We might as well see the sights.”

They wandered around the room, careful to stay out of the backswing of the whip. Off to one side, a hallway cut a path to the right. They took this turn and found themselves in a softly lit canteen. Soft drinks and homemade treats were offered on a counter. Sets of four-top tables with chairs were arranged across the space. Everyone in here was eating, drinking, and relaxing. There was no kinky play going on.

Danielle selected a table, and they sat. Cole reached across and took her hand.

“It’s less scary in here,” he whispered.

“Why don’t you get us some snacks,” she suggested.

He got up and went to the refreshment spread. As he filled a plate with cookies and pretzel mix, someone sidled up next to him. Cole glanced over to see the guy from the resort.

“You came,” Matt said, grinning.

“Yeah. And you said you didn’t know anything about this place,” Cole countered.

“Well, I couldn’t very well admit that to a guest, now, could I?” He stuck out his hand. “I’m Matt.”

Cole had already gleaned that piece of information. “Cole.” They shook.

“You look a little lost,” Matt said. He popped open a can of soda. “First time?”

“Yeah, and I think I’m in over my head.”

“Not into the whips and chains?” Matt asked.

Cole shook his head. “Nooooo.”

“Have you been upstairs?”

“There’s an upstairs?” Cole glanced around.

“Yeah. The elevator’s at the end of the hall over there.” Matt gestured. “Much kinder and gentler.”

“Thanks.” Cole snagged a couple of cans of Pepsi and returned to the table.

“Who was that guy? He looked familiar,” Danielle said, accepting a soda.

“Matt someone. He works at the resort.” Cole popped a cookie into his mouth. “He’s the one who told me about this party.”

Danielle eyed the guy as he loaded up a plate. “What’s he into?”

“I dunno. I didn’t want to ask,” Cole said. “But he did suggest an upstairs room where things aren’t as crazy.”

Danielle nibbled a pretzel. “You still have some consequences coming.”

At the reminder, he rounded his shoulders. “Yes, ma’am.”

“I don’t know if here will be appropriate,” she glanced toward the main room. “But if not, then soon.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He sipped. “I know you’re not big on PDA. What about PDP?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Public displays of punishment.”

At that, Danielle’s smile broadened. “Let’s find out.”

They finished their snacks and rode the elevator. They stepped out into something completely different from the downstairs vibe. Half the room was filled with sofas and overstuffed chairs and even a bed. It looked like a cross between a comfy living room and a bedroom. The other side of the space was a classroom, with a couple of rows of desks, a big teacher’s desk at the front, a chalk board, and a set of shelves along the wall holding books and a globe.

Some of the desks were occupied by men and women, all ages, shapes, and sizes. They each scribbled furiously across lined sheets of paper. Up front, a woman in a tight knee-length pencil skirt and a white blouse presided over their work. She had her hair pulled back into a slick bun and a pair of glasses on her nose. When she walked among the desks, her low-heeled pumps made a soft click click sound against the tile floor.

When Danielle and Cole appeared at the door, all activity stopped. None of the scribblers lifted their heads, but they turned enough so that their eyes could take in the newcomers. The woman in the skirt approached them.

“Good evening.” She addressed Danielle in a pleasant voice. “I’m Mrs. Abbey. Are you dropping off your charge at detention?” Her eyes shifted to Cole.

“I’m not sure,” Danielle said.

“That’s fine. You may sit and watch from the visitors’ seats if you wish.” She indicated a single row of folding chairs along the far wall.

“Yes, we’ll do that. Thank you.” Danielle chose a seat. Cole settled beside her.

“Now, students, have you all finished your lines?” Mrs. Abbey asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” they chorused.

She walked between the desks, observing. She stopped beside a middle-aged man. “Stevie, you haven’t completed the assignment.”

“I know,” he mumbled. “I don’t wanna.”

“You do understand the consequences for noncompliance, don’t you?”

Cole shifted at the word consequences.

“Yes, ma’am,” Stevie muttered.

“Why don’t you inform the class.”

Stevie made a face. “Noncompliance leads to a paddling.”

Cole’s butt cheeks clenched and he sat up straight.

“So, what does that mean for you? Now?”

“A paddling.”

“That’s right. Go up to my desk,” Mrs. Abbey instructed.

Stevie got to his feet and trudged to the front. Mrs. Abbey followed, examining his paper.

“By my count you are lacking twenty lines,” she announced.

The group tittered.

“That means twenty swats.” She laid the page aside and peered at Stevie. “Drop your pants and bend over.”

Cole thought his eyes would pop out of his head. Or his cock out of his shorts. Danielle reached over and laid a calming hand on his shaking thigh.

Stevie undid his belt and ran the zipper of his jeans down. He pushed the back of his pants and underwear to just below his cheeks, and flopped over the desk. His butt stuck out, pale and soft but nothing else was visible. Thank God, Cole thought. He didn’t want to see another guy exposed and vulnerable the way he’d been with Danielle.

Mrs. Abbey went to her desk and extracted a long paddle. It was narrower than the one Danielle sometimes used on him, almost like a ruler with a handle. She stood to the side of Stevie, lined up the target, then lifted her arm and wacked him. The blow wasn’t terribly hard, but it still sent a ripple through his body and a smacking sound through the air.

She didn’t hesitate, but lifted the paddle again and wacked him harder this time. She kept up the pace, and by the sixth stroke, distressed huffs of air came from Stevie. He wiggled around on the desk as his backside reddened and heated up.

“Oh, Mrs. Abbey, Mrs. Abbey!” He cried out after the tenth swat. “I’m sorry!”

“Too late for that now,” Mrs. Abbey said, and kept swinging.

He went up on his toes. “I’ll be good from now on!” he declared.

“Yes, I know you will,” she said. She swung harder.

Stevie groaned and hissed. His butt cheeks clamped hard as he took the last four. As soon as she reached twenty, he relaxed. He’d been counting.

“Return to your seat, but leave your pants down. I want that hot backside in direct contact with the hard chair.”

Stevie shuffled to his seat and eased down with a huff. He held his pants gathered in the front. His bare ass now pressed against the seat.

Mrs. Abbey’s gaze swept the room. “Anyone else thoughtless enough to not complete their lines?”

Cole shot to his feet. He understood this game. They were playing school, where naughty boys and girls got spanked. Excitement boiled inside him. He didn’t know what to say, or exactly what was expected of him, but he wanted in on it.

“Cole, what are you doing?” Danielle grabbed his arm.

He was too deep into fantasy to listen to her.

“Well, well, who do we have here?” Mrs. Abbey strolled over to him.

“Cole.”

“Are you here for detention, Cole?” Mrs. Abbey asked.

He glanced at Danielle. She watched him with interest, but she didn’t intervene. “Yes, ma’am,” he said.

“Very well, take your seat.” Mrs. Abbey returned to the front of the classroom.

Cole eased behind a desk. In front of him lay a small stack of paper and a pencil. Instructions at the top of the first page told him to write I am a naughty boy (or girl), a hundred times. He picked up the pencil and bent his head to the task.

He’d done this very thing a few times as a youngster in trouble, although the phrase was much more specific. I will not talk in class. I will not chew gum in class. I will not leave my seat without permission. It was one of those boring time-waster punishments, and it did not come with a paddle chaser.

Tension coiled in his middle. He snuck a peek around the room. He noticed two others sitting with pants bunched and hot bare butts against the chair seats.

“Eyes on your own paper, Cole,” Mrs. Abbey called out.

He ducked low. “Yes, ma’am,” he murmured.

Mrs. Abbey cruised between the desks and picked out another victim for paddling. She ushered him to the front, and with much the same dialogue, he ended up bare-assed over the desk.

Cole didn’t look. He kept his head down and listened. The sounds of the smacks, the little grunts and groans of pain all twisted his insides into knots. He hoped it would be his turn soon, and then he hoped he could sink invisibly into his chair. He kept writing.

Long red fingernails appeared in his line of vision. Mrs. Abbey swept his paper from him.

“You’re not making much progress,” she said. “You’re well behind the others.”

“I—I just started.” He attempted an explanation that he knew wouldn’t hold any sway with her. “I’m doing my best.”

“Then your best is going to have to be better.”

“This is it. It’s as fast as I can write.”

“Is that a fact,” she said.

He nodded.

“We’ll just have to find a way to speed things up for you.” She took his arm and urged him to his feet. “Perhaps a little sting in the tail will motivate you.”

He groaned as she marched him to the front. He complied with her instruction to drop his pants, easing his shorts and underwear down in the back, just like the others had done. He pressed his chest to the desk, highly aware of his bare ass. He clamped his legs together and hoped he wasn’t showing anything else.

Mrs. Abbey moved around behind him. “You must be really naughty,” she commented, and he wondered if he was merely still red or if some marks had appeared.

Suddenly, the first stroke snapped across his cheeks. Sting on top of sore meant deeper pain. He humped forward against the desk. Another stroke. Another. Another. She hadn’t announced a number for his punishment, so he didn’t know how long this was going to go on. Each time she popped him, his body shuddered and his hip bones banged against the edge of the desk. His hard dick chafed against the twisted fabric of his shorts. He whimpered.

Mrs. Abbey paused. She picked up a book and shoved it in front of his face. He blinked a few times and read the words printed on the cover in Sharpie marker. Safe word is recess.

He didn’t need a recess. He didn’t need relief. He wanted—no, he needed the pain and humiliation. When he didn’t say anything, Mrs. Abbey went back to paddling him. It seemed each swat lifted his cheeks and then they wobbled back into place. An intense burn flamed in his ass. It grew to the point where he cried out in distress.

Mrs. Abbey stopped the paddling. She took him by the scruff of the neck and pulled him up. “Take your seat,” she told him.

Cole shuffled to the desk and slumped down. The chair seat pressed the heat deeper into his muscles. He put his head down on his folded arms, breathing hard.

He wasn’t aware of any other activity in the classroom. The only thing that he could comprehend was the hot ache in his ass. The heat raced around to the front and made his cock throb painfully. Even though one of the hurried instructions was no sexual activity in public, Cole snuck his hand to his lap and rubbed against his crotch. He groaned for a different reason.

“Stacy!”

Mrs. Abbey’s voice cut through his haze when she called out a girl’s name. Cole’s head snapped up and he watched as the “teacher” marched a twenty-something woman to the desk. He stared, unblinking, as skirt went up, panties went down, and her pert backside came into full view.

Stacy wiggled and squirmed and wailed and cried as the long paddle scorched her bottom. Every time she kicked and clawed, she flashed the entire room with a split-second view between her legs. She had on a barely-there flesh-colored thong, preserving her modesty, but only by a quarter of an inch.

It didn’t matter. The illusion of exposure was enough. Cole rubbed faster. He began to shake. He struggled to hold back, but he was past the point of no return. With a muffled “Oh God!” he came into the front of his shorts. Totally embarrassed now, he pressed his chin to his chest.

When he caught his breath, he realized at least two other guys had ejaculated during Stacy’s paddling, too. Stevie adjusted his clothing, and with a slight wave to Mrs. Abbey, slipped from the room. Cole finally managed to force his gaze to Danielle.

She sat with her legs crossed tightly, hands laced around her knee. A slight flex of her thighs told him she was enjoying this scene as much as he was. When she noticed him looking at her, she smiled and winked.

Maybe she had something else in mind, but exhaustion had set in for Cole. He needed to get back to the bungalow and lie down. He jerked his chin toward the door, hoping she noticed the signal. He pulled his shorts up and as quietly as possible, hobbled toward the exit.

From the corner of his eye, he noticed Mrs. Abbey speaking briefly to Danielle, and then his wife caught up to him.

“Wow,” Danielle said. “Just, wow.”

He gasped for breath as she pushed the elevator call button. “More like oww, just oww,” Cole quipped, rubbing at his ass. He leaned on her as they staggered out.

Back at the bungalow, Danielle stripped out of her clothes and helped Cole out of his. She pushed him onto the bed and dove atop him. There was no teasing or taunting this time. She impaled herself on his cock and humped to several glorious orgasms. By the time she was finished, Cole could barely move. He passed out and dreamed the rest of the night.


Chapter Four: The New Principal

The next day they took a catamaran out on the water. Danielle did most of the work; Cole was still walking around in a daze. In the middle of the cove, she dropped the sail. Cole lay on his belly on the edge of the left pontoon, his right arm dangling into the water. Danielle shed her bikini top and reclined opposite him. They bobbed on the gentle waves in silence, comfortable, relaxed, and happy.

After an hour, Danielle reapplied sunblock to her body, and then to Cole’s. He sighed as her hands moved over his skin.

“This is the life,” he murmured.

“I’ll say.” She slipped her hand inside the back of his swimsuit and massaged his cheeks.

Cole sighed again. “I don’t think I need any sunblock there.” He’d slathered on arnica cream though, to combat bruises.

“Your butt already looked sunburned.” She squeezed and patted. “Let’s talk about what happened last night.”

He snorted. “That was the wildest thing I’ve ever done.”

“I think you enjoyed it quite a bit,” she said.

“You did, too.”

“Seeing you like that made me hot.” She giggled.

“Good,” he said.

“I’m glad we did it together.”

“Does that mean I’m off the hook?” he asked.

“Not entirely. It ended up being a good idea. But that doesn’t change the fact that you didn’t consult with me before you spent a pretty good sum of money. You wouldn’t like it if I did that, would you?”

“Guess not,” he said, but he didn’t really care. Danielle could be in charge, and that was okay with him.

She gave him a final pat. “How about we go again tonight?”

His stomach clutched, his butt clenched, and his balls jumped. Right now, he wasn’t sure he could take more, but the lure of this new excitement was too great to ignore. “Sure.”

They sunbathed, ate the picnic lunch the resort had packed for them, and in the middle of the afternoon when the temperature grew too hot, headed for shore. Even though lounging on the catamaran had been lazy and relaxing, they both napped until dinnertime.

They arrived at the Sanctum Hotel with more confidence. The main room was once again filled with intense players involved in scenes that were too severe for Cole. Evidently for Danielle, too, for she marched past all the spectacle without a sideways glance and went directly to the elevator. She knew where they should be.

The desks were once again populated with a smattering of souls who needed to feel chastisement from an authority figure. Cole slid into a seat and folded his hands on the desk. Mrs. Abbey smiled at them and beckoned to Danielle. Cole frowned as they whispered up front.

A small folded slip of paper landed on the desk in front of him. Cole opened it and read. Who is that with you? He glanced around for the writer and made eye contact with Stacy, the girl from last night whose punishment had sent him over the edge. She raised her eyebrows.

He wrote back. She’s my wife. He folded the paper and tossed it over to Stacy. A few moments later, the wad sailed back to him.

She’s not a student, I guess.

No. But I don’t know…He stopped writing as Danielle and Mrs. Abbey stepped aside into a small alcove. He couldn’t see what they were doing, but when they reappeared, Danielle was outfitted much like Mrs. Abbey, pencil skirt, tucked in white blouse, hair pinned up.

“Class,” Mrs. Abbey called. “This is Mrs. Peal.” Fake name, he thought. “She’s going to be working with me today.”

A couple of the guys whistled their approval. Another one clapped. Cole’s eyes widened. Danielle hadn’t said anything about this to him. The shock showed clearly on his face. When their eyes met, she cocked her head to one side. She picked up the long ruler-like implement, and patting it into her hand, strolled among the desks.

“What are you doing?” he whispered when she passed by him.

“Surprised? Just like I was surprised by the tickets,” she murmured, and moved on.

He watched her with trepidation. And arousal. The uncertainty of what was about to happen fueled his already excited state.

Another note came flying over his shoulder. You’re in trouble now! He glanced back to see Stacy’s smug face.

“Stacy!” Mrs. Abbey called her out. “What are you doing?”

“Nothing.”

“Is passing notes allowed?”

Stacy smirked. “I dunno. I forgot.”

Mrs. Abbey raised an eyebrow. “You forgot?”

“I guess.”

“Well then. We’re going to have to restore your memory,” Mrs. Abbey said. “Mrs. Peal, will you make sure that Stacy learns her lesson?”

“Of course.” Danielle took the young woman by the arm and urged her to her feet.

“I wasn’t doing anything,” Stacy complained.

“Stacy’s gonna get it,” one of the guys taunted. Definitely a more raucous group than yesterday.

As they passed by Cole, Danielle tapped him on the shoulder. “You too.”

“Why me. I didn’t do anything.” In the spirit of the game, he complained, too.

Danielle shot him a warning look that could as easily been real as part of the scene. “Don’t test me,” she warned.

Cole trailed them to the front.

Danielle pushed Stacy across the desk. “Stacy, you will be punished for breaking the rules. And in the future, I suggest you pay attention to those rules.”

Stacy sighed big.

Danielle flipped Stacy’s skirt onto her back. She peeled down the bikini panties to mid-thigh. Again, the flesh-colored thong lay tight between her legs, and although it blocked a direct view, it didn’t conceal the shape that lay below. Cole groaned.

“And you,” Danielle turned to him. “Drop those pants.”

Cole unfastened and pushed his clothing down.

“Right next to her.” Danielle guided him across the desk as well. His shoulder bumped Stacy’s. They exchanged a look. Stacy grinned at him. Cole smiled nervously. He offered his hand, and she took it.

“You will both learn your lessons,” Danielle said. She shifted to the side and the first swat fell. A loud smack reached Cole’s ears, but he didn’t feel anything.

Stacy jumped and gripped his hand.

Another three smacks for the girl beside him. Her smile faded and her face became strained.

His turn now, firm swats lighting up his ass as Danielle smacked him low across both cheeks. He squeezed Stacy’s hand harder. They both began breathing hard.

Danielle didn’t spare either of them, but she took turns randomly so they never knew exactly what was coming. Beside him, Stacy squirmed, her shoulder and then her side bumping into him. Her pants became whimpers, and then cries. He couldn’t stay still even while Danielle was paddling the girl. The whapping sound, her cries, and squirms all made him crazy.

When his turn came, his reactions were already headed toward overdrive. His previous tenderizations, the whole situation now, shredded his dignity, and he too panted and cried and squirmed. That narrow paddle hurt! By the time Danielle finished, he had tears in his eyes. Stacy’s face was red and streaked.

Exhausted and charged up at the same time, he limped to his seat, lowering his burning butt onto the chair. Stacy shuffled along, her skirt falling over her ass, but with her panties still visible where they were caught against her thighs. She sat with a shudder.

Danielle laid the paddle aside. “Thank you, Mrs. Abbey, for the opportunity to assist you.”

Mrs. Abbey nodded and smiled. “My pleasure.”

Danielle ducked into the alcove and emerged in her regular clothes. She took Cole by the hand and led him onto the elevator. Halfway between floors, she hit the stop button, and they had urgent sex right there. He hissed when Danielle gripped his punished ass and pulled him into her. Pain and pleasure mixed and swirled until a monstrous orgasm shook him. He hadn’t had a drop of alcohol, but he was in as deep a stupor as if he were plastered. He wasn’t even sure how they got back to the bungalow.

Cole awoke well past noon. When he stirred, Danielle was there beside him. She massaged his back and settled an ice pack on his buns. The cold felt good. She ordered room service and then lay down beside him.

“How you doing?” she asked.

His mind was groggy and his body stiff and sore. He rolled over to face her. “Great,” he said.

“You were great last night.” She smoothed his hair from his eyes.

He chuckled. “I didn’t know you had such a teacher vibe going.”

“I think it was supposed to be principal,” she said. “I didn’t know so many people wanted to regress to school days.”

“It’s a slick a game, that’s for sure.” He shifted and winced. “Are we even now?”

She nodded. “Yes. We’re even now. It’s time for you to rest.”

When the food came, they ate in the bed, and then stayed there. Later, they lounged in the cabana chairs on the beach, sipping drinks and watching the ocean and the clouds. At dinner time, Cole wore his baggy board shorts and eased into the dining room chair carefully. “I feel like I did an intense weightlifting workout.”

Danielle took his hand across the table. “It was an intense workout, that’s for sure.”

“What’s on the agenda for tonight?” The party at the Sanctum had packed up and moved on.

“Rest. For us both.” Although rest did include a lovemaking session that evening.


Chapter Five: Bold Moves

The next day, they hiked to the top of the cliff that overlooked the cove. From a rock outcropping, they watched the catamarans navigate the sparkling water. They sat and cuddled, and kissed, and before long, clothes aside, they had sex again. Cole still felt the aftereffects of his punishments, and he thought about every aspect of their time at Day Outré. The party had been exciting, but he didn’t need that elaborate of a set-up on a regular basis. Still, the sounds and sensations that he’d filed away in his brain served him well now.

The slight scuffling into position. The exposure of his backside. The loud whap sound and the sting that quickly followed. The way the sting built and built to burn. The way that burn inflamed not only his ass but his cock. The urgent need to cum.

Even without the motions, the memory made him crazy. He ejaculated with a cry, not unlike those he’d uttered when the multitude of swats had broken down his resolve to be stoic. As his cock softened, he used three fingers on Danielle, stretching her pussy open more than his cock could. She whimpered and ground against his hand. The slick mess of his release smeared everywhere, and he used that to wet up the swollen nub of her clit. He rubbed with his thumb and thrust with his fingers until she bit into the sleeve of his shirt to keep from screaming out. Her body shuddered, lifted, and shuddered again. She came several times in a row, humping and thrusting on his hand, then collapsed against him with a sigh.

Her body was full against his, her knees splayed on either side of his hips. Her thighs were spread, her pussy exposed and open, her cheeks pulled apart. Cole rubbed his fingers through the copious wetness between her legs, then traced them up her crack to her asshole. When he stroked over it, Danielle’s head came up.

“Cole.” She spoke his name as a warning. One he did not heed.

He clamped his free arm around her waist and pinned her to him. The roving hand continued to explore.

“Cole, you’re going to get into more tr—”

He silenced her by shoving his middle finger up her ass. Inside, she was hot and tight, and even as exhausted as he was, his cock hardened again.

Danielle strained, her back arching, her cheeks clamping around his hand, but he was already in. He pulled on her waist and shoved up with his hips, forcing her butt up in the air again, and worked his finger in and out.

“Cole!” She cried, but this time it didn’t sound like a no. He bent one knee so that she could ride his thigh while he finger-fucked her backdoor with vigor. Her anus gripped and released while she squirmed and struggled against him. She whimpered and wailed. He panted. In a moment of bravery, or insanity, he shoved a second finger in with the first.

Danielle all but screamed. And came hard. She shoved her pelvis against him, then back against his invading fingers, then slammed forward again. With a trill, she collapsed.

Slowly, carefully, Cole withdrew his fingers. She whimpered as they came out.

“Oh, my God,” she said, sitting up. “What got into you?”

He lowered his eyes and peered up at her through his lashes. “Just trying to be a good boy and earn my reward,” he said.

“Oh, my God,” she said again. She stood up and found her clothes.

He reached for his shorts, but she stopped him. “Not so fast.” She took him by the arm and led him to an outcropping that overlooked the bay. She placed his hands on the rocks so that he was half bent over. “Stay like that.”

Cole waited while she rummaged around the underbrush and came up with a stick about as thick as her pinky finger. Wait, not a stick. A switch!

“You did earn something,” she said coming to stand by him. She ran the tip of the stick over his ass.

“Yes, ma’am,” he breathed.

She flicked the switch and snapped it across his buns.

Cole hissed. He pushed forward. Wow. That hurt a lot.

She did it again, snapping just below the first line.

“Ow, yeow!” He couldn’t keep quiet. “That really burns.”

“Good.”

She whipped him with the switch, hard. With each stroke, he hissed and went to his toes. She waited until he settled before delivering another stripe. After ten, she stopped and ran her fingers over his cheeks.

“Feel that,” she said.

He reached back and brushed his skin, now covered in firm horizontal ridges. No wonder it hurt so much.

She set to work again, offering no mercy even when he twisted away and cried out.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” he wailed.

“Oh, don’t be,” she said, her tone scolding. Then she put her lips close to his ear. “I loved it.”

He smiled, even though he was sniffling and fighting tears. A few had fallen by the time she stopped whipping him and reached around to grab his cock.

He moaned loud, panting, barely able to hold his head up as she stroked him. When he came, he threw back and then collapsed against the rocks. Danielle held him from behind, lightly feeling the myriad welts the switch had left on his skin.

Once he caught his breath, he turned around and wrapped Danielle in a tight hug. They held each other like that for a long moment. Over her shoulder, Cole gazed out onto the beautiful scene unfolding before him.

Sunshine drenched all he saw. The bright blue sky was broken only by a few lazy clouds. The water sparkled and shone as it lapped upon the beach. Sunbathers dotted the sand, on towels or in the cabana chairs. Near shore, guys rode boogie boards. Farther out, the catamarans glided around the cove. Cole thought about what Matt had said about inexperienced sailors. It’s safe because the staff is always watching. He caught his breath. Maybe they were watching them now!

He jumped back from Danielle and scrambled for his shorts, yanking them up over his extremely sore butt. He cast a frantic gaze around the clearing, checking for observers and then cameras. He saw none, but that didn’t ease his mind.

“What’s wrong, Cole?” Danielle asked as he jammed his head through the neck opening of his T-shirt.

“I just—feel like we should go.” He took her hand and led the way down the path, limping over the rough ground.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, yeah, everything’s fine. I don’t want to get caught, that’s all.”

While Danielle showered in the bungalow, Cole went in search of Matt. He was working in the laundry, no surprise there. When Cole stepped into the hot and humid room, he didn’t even have to ask. Matt took one look at him and broke into a wide grin.

“Cole, my man. You and your wife sure know how to put on a show,” he said as he folded towels.

“You saw? Already?” It had only been half an hour since they’d been on top of the cliff.

“Yup. I saw.” He leered.

“How?”

“I have a buddy in security. You know.” He winked. “We’re monitoring for jumpers, but a lot of people have sex up there. Happens all the time. But you two. Wow.”

Cole’s face flamed. Even though people had been watching him at the Sanctum, he’d known and agreed to that. Everyone playing school had had their butt exposed, but nothing else had been put on show. What he and Danielle had done was private and intimate, meant only for them.

“We might have sent security when she started whipping you. Assault and all. But since I saw you at Day Outré, I knew it was okay.”

“You had no right to watch us,” Cole burst out.

Matt shrugged. “You shouldn’t have gotten busy in a public place.”

“Oh, God,” Cole groaned, a new horror occurring to him. “Do you record the security feed?”

Matt grinned again.

Cole groaned. “We can’t be on the internet like that.”

“It’s not posted anywhere,” Matt assured. “We don’t even save them. For long.”

“This is terrible. She can’t know. I can’t believe it.” He gazed at Matt imploringly. “Is there any way I can get you—your friend—to erase that tape now?”

Matt shrugged. “Maybe.” He beckoned, and led the way through the grounds to the main building. They rode a freight elevator to the second floor, where Matt tapped at a door marked security. “It’s Matt,” he called through the door.

The magnetic lock buzzed, and the door opened onto a room packed with computer monitors. Various scenes flickered across the screens—hallways, outdoor paths, the various activity venues, front desk and lobby, beach, several shots of the cove, and of course, the cliff above. In the midst of all the equipment, a woman sat in a swivel chair.

“Come for another look, Matty?” she said before she saw Cole in tow. Once she did, she frowned. “And who is this?”

Matt snickered. “This is Cole. He’s the one in the most recent video,” Matt said. “Cole, this is Trisha. She’s in charge of what happens to these recordings.”

“Let me guess.” Trisha swung her eyes back to him. “You want a copy.”

Surely, she was teasing him. “No!” he burst out. “I want it erased and no one else to see it.”

“Take it easy, big boy,” Trisha said. “Everything is overwritten in thirty days. That gives the cops time to request footage if they need to, but really, most of it is mundane. No one is that interested in your little escapade.”

“Interested enough,” Cole said, glancing at Matt. “You showed it to him.”

“Fleeting entertainment.” She waved her hand about as if the recording would disappear into thin air.

“I don’t care. I want it gone. Now.”

“Now?” Trisha repeated.

“Yeah. Right this second.”

She chuckled. “You don’t want much.”

“How hard can it be?” he asked, trying not to plead.

“Actually, not too.” She crossed her arms. “What do you think, Matty? What’s it going to cost him?”

They wanted money. “How much?”

“No, not money,” Matt interjected.

“Then, what?” Cole held his arms out, tired of the game.

“Hows about you show Trisha that marked up butt?” Matt said.

Trisha grinned at him.

“She’s never seen such spectacle.”

Cole gulped. “What?”

“You heard me,” Matt said. “Drop your pants.”

“But…I…” Cole stammered. He suspected that Matt wanted to see it, too.

“In fact, you should be put in a stress position.” Matt pushed.

“I don’t know what you mean.” Cole hated this already.

“It’s something done in India,” Matt explained. “You bend over, reach between your legs and grab your ears.”

“Grab my ears? There’s no way I can do that.” He doubted that anyone could.

“Well, as close to it as you can.” Matt made a concession.

“That’s fair, considering your crime.” Trisha sat forward. “Go ahead.”

Cole stared at Matt. He glanced at Trisha. Then he looked at the floor. For a second, he thought he might be sick. But he had to make this right. “How do I know you’ll really erase it?”

“I’ll show you.” Trisha turned to the computer console and called up the recording from the ridge. “Here you are. It’s all cued up. Once you get into position, I’ll turn the machine on and record over you and your lovely wife.”

He stared at the screen. There they were, he and Danielle emerging from the trail onto the hilltop and wandering toward the edge of the cliff. The image was low quality, blurry, and at a distance, but he couldn’t take any chances. “All right.”

He turned around and gathered the tail of his T-shirt around his waist, then pushed his shorts and underwear down. He bent his knees and hinged forward, grimacing at what he knew she saw as his torso went down. He didn’t try to reach, just braced his elbows on his thighs. His cock hung, his balls swung back, and his butt cheeks parted. This was the most humiliating thing he’d experienced in his entire life. Far worse than exposing himself to Danielle, even worse than the spankings at the party. He closed his eyes and waited.

Trish shifted in the chair and whistled. “Hell of a beating,” she said.

Matt edged around to take a peek. “Wow,” he exclaimed.

“Why on earth would you let her do that to you?” Trisha asked.

Cole shook his head. “You wouldn’t understand,” he said.

“I take it you like such treatment?” Trisha asked.

“Not exactly like it. It hurts like a son-of-a-bitch. But there’s something about the process that’s also very freeing. Once it’s over.”

“Yeah,” Trisha said as if she were contemplating his explanation. “Well, I don’t get it. But who cares. You do you.”

“I told you he liked it,” Matt commented.

“All right, all right.” Trisha quieted her voyeuristic partner.

Cole gulped. As he held position, he heard the computer keys clicking.

“It’s overwriting,” Trisha said. “As soon as it’s done, you can get up.”

He winced as if he’d been struck. How long had he and Danielle been up there? More than a few moments. He closed his eyes, his weight shifting forward and back. His hamstrings stretched. His back strained. He dug his fingers into the waistband of his clothing, anticipating the instant he could cover up.

“All right. That’s it,” Trisha finally said.

Cole snatched his shorts up and straightened all in one fast motion. The sudden move gave him a head rush, and he swayed, blinking his eyes. “You swear—it’s gone?”

Trisha put her hand to her chest. “Cross my heart.”

He rubbed at his face. “Thank God.” He turned to go.

“Don’t forget, you’re always being watched,” Trisha said. “If you want something to be private, do it in private, not out in the open.”

“So I’ve been told,” he muttered as he escaped. Once in the hallway, he tossed a look over his shoulder. “Fuckers.” He was agitated and ashamed, and somehow that translated into a hard-on.

Back at the bungalow, he hid his affectation from Danielle and escaped into the shower. He jerked off while the hot water activated the heat in his ass all over again. By the time he’d finished, he’d lost his anger but not his embarrassment. The episode in the security office became another event he would recall again and again, reliving the inexplicable excitement it caused. He decided he didn’t have to understand why these things affected him in this way. They just did.

Since it was their last night in paradise, he took Danielle for a romantic dinner on the beach. They reclined on deep cushions, sipped fruity drinks, and ate sumptuous sea food while watching the tide come in. After dessert, Cole took Danielle’s hand and gazed deep into her eyes.

“What?” she asked after he didn’t speak for several moments.

“I’m so happy,” he said. “I never knew my life could be like this. I love it, and I love you.”

She flushed. “Ah, Cole. I love you more. You’re my perfect match.”

Early the next morning, they boarded a plane destined for home. Both had a hard time sitting. Neither one cared.

The End
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