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For all the naughty boys I’ve spanked.


Danielle’s Naughty Neighbor

The paddle smacked Cole across the seat of his jeans, the force of the blow driving him to his toes. He dug his fingers into the back of the sofa as sharp pain shot from under the wood, followed by a rush of heat in his ass. His body absorbed the shockwave, swaying forward with a shudder. He’d never thought a punishment more suited for a naughty child than a grown man could hurt so much.

Behind him, Danielle waited until he settled on his heels before she swatted him again. He lunged forward onto his toes, eyes scrunched closed, hands clutching at the upholstery. Twice as much pain swept over him. The heat that followed in its wake made him grind his teeth. He grunted, then pushed back to the vulnerable position—feet apart, heels on the floor, bent over, with his arms straight and his back arched.

“That’s right, Cole, keep that bottom up for me.” She tapped the board across his buttocks as he held the obedient pose.

Whap! Whap!

His grunts turned to gasps and his body trembled. The firm, hard strokes left fire in their wake. His knees weakened and he sagged.

“Bottom up.” She hooked one finger through his back belt loop and pulled up.

He struggled to obey her command, straightening his legs and lifting his cheeks. Every adjustment put his butt up and out for her. Perfect target.

She walloped him harder.

He sucked air between his teeth fighting for control.

They settled into a brutal rhythm—the whap of the board across his seat, the involuntary reaction to the pain, then the conscious and difficult decision to stick his ass out for more.

Soon, he began to pant. Everything else in the world disappeared. He was only aware of his throbbing backside.

“Ohhh!” After eight strokes, the first break in his resolve to take whatever she wanted to give him.

“That’s right,” she cooed in his ear. “Let it all go.” 

With her permission, he found his voice. “Oh, ohh! Oh, it hurts!” he gasped. That was never a surprise, but each time he hoped that admitting it would also mitigate it.

“I know.” She patted his face. “It’s supposed to hurt.” She swung again before he had time to catch his breath.

Smack!

“Oh!”

She picked up the pace, not waiting for him to come into the fully compliant position each time. Familiar sounds echoed in the room, the pops of the wood landing on his butt, followed by a yelp he couldn’t contain. “Arghhh, oh, owww!”

“That’s it,” she encouraged.

“Ohhhhh, God! Danielle.” He shuddered and writhed.

The paddle continued to explode against his ass. He fell forward over the back of the sofa, his arms and legs going tense then weak as he bucked. “Stop! OHHH Stop!” he cried. “Please, please, ohhhhhh stop!”

She didn’t. His begging and babbling didn’t really mean stop to her. He knew he could get her attention, make her stop to take stock of his situation, with just a word—the safe word. But he didn’t say it. Instead, he whimpered. Tears welled up. She smacked him harder. And then, he started to cry. He pressed his face into one of the sofa pillows and sobbed, a dribbling, slobbering, broken mess. Success.

Whap! Whap!

Two more, just to make sure he was really over the edge, and she stopped.

Behind him, Danielle cupped his aching cheeks. “That’s my good boy,” she whispered, rubbing and squeezing through his pants until he had quieted. “Let me see that butt.”

He moaned and stood up, unbuckling and unzipping with shaking hands. When he pushed his pants down, heat rolled from his skin and a deep ache throbbed inside his glutes.

Danielle massaged his scorched ass. “How’s it feel?”

His muscles tightened up. “Like I sat in a pan of burning coals.”

She squeezed his cheeks one last time. “You did great.”

“Uhh.”  

“And what do good boys get when they take their punishment like they should?”

“A reward,” he groaned, the answer more rote than thoughtful.

“That’s right.” She reached around and drew a hand across his belly.

His penis quivered at her touch.

“Would you like a good boy reward?” Her other hand patted his raw cheeks.

“Yes. Yes, ma’am.” He pushed his hips forward, hopeful.

With a soft and knowing laugh, she stroked down to his tingling cock, wrapped her hand around it and massaged until he had a full erection. “Like this, naughty boy?”

He whimpered, concentrating on the intense burn in his backside and the wonderful friction in the front. It didn’t take much until his balls tightened. He groaned.

“Would you like to come?” Danielle asked.

He gasped.

“Tell me, naughty boy. Do you need to come?”

“Yes. Please. Yes. Yes.” The reply exploded from his lips. The sooner the better. “Yes!”

“Go ahead. Come for me.” She stroked harder and faster. “Do it now, naughty boy.”

He gasped again, his body convulsed, and with a guttural cry, he ejaculated, the orgasm so strong he lost all other senses for those moments. He collapsed over the sofa. Spent. Sore. Happy.

Nothing had ever been like this for him. It was painful and humiliating. He dreaded a paddle session, yet when it was over, he was deeply satisfied. Even so, he still wondered why the hell he willingly submitted to such treatment. Danielle could not force him to do this. He was bigger and stronger. At any time, he could take that paddle away from her and break it across his thigh. He could declare an end to the spanking game, and that would be that.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he bent over and let Danielle blister his tail. He endured this treatment because it worked. He hated it as it was happening, but later he’d be cleansed. Released.

Cole wasn’t exactly sure how all this got started. No, that was a lie. He knew exactly how it started, but the whole thing was easier to accept if he pretended he didn’t. Spanking certainly wasn’t his idea, and the first mention of such a thing had sent him into peals of laughter.

Blame it on the promotion. A high-stress job sent him home angry most nights, taking a toll on his health, happiness and stability. He’d broken up with his girlfriend, snubbed his buddies, and eventually put his fist through the living room wall.

The damaged relationships may never be fixed, but the wall—that should be easy. It took a couple of weeks of staring at the hole before Cole admitted it wasn’t. He didn’t have time to find a contractor, and he didn’t possess the skills himself to do the work.

Late one evening, when he finally dragged himself up the front steps at home, he noticed a pick-up truck loaded with ladders, tarps, and paint cans parked in the driveway next door. A moment later, a dark-haired woman about his age stepped onto the porch, whistling. When she saw Cole, she smiled.

“Hey, neighbor,” she called.

“Hey.”

“I saw you move in. Wondered when I’d meet you. Lately, I wasn’t sure anyone actually lived over there.” She gestured toward the roofline of Cole’s house.

“Yeah, me, I’m here. I mean, I live here.” He was too tired to care much about conversation.

“Name’s Danielle Mercer.” She bounded across the thin strip of grass that separated the two driveways and stuck out her hand. Her brown hair was pulled into a ponytail and she wore a light swipe of makeup. Attractive, in a soft, natural sort of way, but not at all the type of woman he usually pursued.

“Cole Parker.”

“Great to meet ya.”

Cole nodded toward the pick-up. “Is that your truck?”

“Yeah.”

“You—work construction?” He looked at her, dubious. She was tall, and fit, almost muscular. But still, a girl with a job like that? His slow brain clicked into gear. Wait—maybe she could patch the wall.

“Painting. I have my own business.”

“Oh.” So much for the idea of her helping him. “Never mind, then.”

She cocked her head to the side. “What’s the problem?”

Cole felt heat on his neck. “I, um, accidently made a hole in the wall. A big one.”

Danielle laughed. “I can help you with that,” she said. “Gotta patch a lot of drywall before ya can paint. I’ll take a look tomorrow.”

“Sure, that would be great.”

The next day, Danielle stood in his living room, picking at the raw edges of drywall with pale-pink painted fingernails. She tested her fist in the hole and looked at Cole.

“Accidental?” She turned to him with raised eyebrow.

“Spare me the lectures,” Cole grumbled. He knew he’d made a mess. Now Danielle was making it worse. He looked to where the bits of paper backing had drifted to the floor. “Can you patch it? Match the paint? That’s all I’m interested in.”

“Yeah, no problem. Your landlord will never know.” Danielle grinned. “Just let me get my gear.”

She took a couple of quick measurements, then trotted next door for tools. In a few minutes, she returned with a drywall saw, a scrap of wallboard, bucket of mud, and a mud knife. She set to work, whistling under her breath.

Cole watched fine, white dust billow into the air. How the hell can the girl be so happy?

“I punched a wall once when I was in high school. I didn’t do quite as much damage as this, though.” Danielle laughed. “Skinny arms back then.”

The comment pulled a small smile from Cole and he tried to imagine a girl punching a wall. But her arms flexed as she made smooth cuts into the drywall, and he saw strength and power in her body. Okay, maybe he could imagine Danielle punching a wall.

“Did you have to fix it then, too?” he asked.

“Oh yeah. Course, it was with a scorched ass.”   

The casual reference to corporal punishment made Cole’s whole body tighten up. “In high school? You got busted in high school?”

Danielle laughed again. “The old man believed in the Bible. You know, spare the rod.” She measured more precisely and marked the replacement piece, then picked up the saw. “Didn’t you ever get the board?”

“Well, well…” This girl talked so freely about something Cole considered deeply private that it threw him off a bit. “When I was a little kid, my dad would upend me over his knee and spank me, but Jesus, never in high school. And never with anything but his hand. Didn’t you want to kill him or something?”

“Nah.” Danielle shrugged. “I always deserved just what I got.”

“I hated it.” Even then, he understood humiliation, as effective a punishment as the physical pain.

“Sure, I did, too. While he was doing it.” Danielle fit the wall patch into place and covered the seams with drywall tape. “But I swear, the next day all my worries were gone. I was carefree and happy.”

Cole only grunted. Happy? Not lately. Carefree? Never.

Danielle pointed at him with the mud knife. “You should try it.” She grinned. “Good for all that tension.”

Cole felt blood rush to his face. Spanked—no paddled—at twenty-five? He was way too old for that. It was ludicrous. Ridiculous. Impossible. Then he realized it was a joke. It had to be. The way Danielle grinned, Cole knew it was a gag. He threw back his head and laughed, really laughed, for the first time in weeks.

A few days later, he laughed again when Danielle showed up at his door bearing gifts.

“Hey, neighbor. I made this for just for you,” she said, showing Cole a long, narrow paddle. It had a shiny, varnished surface, rounded edges and a handle with a hole in the end for a hanging strap. “My dad called his, the Attitude Adjuster. I’m sure this one will work just the same.”

Cole took the three-foot by four-inch creation in his hands. It was lightweight and thin, yet stiff, and looked a lot like the fraternity paddles he’d seen in the college bookstore.

“I made it to be a stinger. It’s not too heavy, so it won’t bruise so bad, but it’ll burn your butt like fire.”

“My butt?” He chuckled. “That’s not ever happening. But thanks for the thought.”

“Whoa, hold up there.” Danielle reached over and caressed the smooth surface of the paddle with just her fingertips. “You’ve got to try it out. Just once.”

Cole scowled. “Got to? I don’t got to do anything.”

“There it is. That attitude. That stressed out, nasty attitude.” Danielle took the shaped board and patted it against her palm. “I can adjust that for you.”

Cole took a step back. “No way, man.”

“You need it.”

“No, I don’t.” He hoped the air of finality in his voice would close the subject.

“You don’t even know it, but you need it.”

“Shit, you’re crazy.”

Danielle laughed. “Just one swat. Can’t let this ole boy go without any use.” She swung it through the air in a low, slow arc.

Cole eyed the paddle. Then he looked at Danielle. She’s just a girl.

Danielle cocked her head. “How ‘bout it?”

She’s just a girl. She can’t hurt me. I’ll show her. “Okay, one swat.”

“That-a-boy. It’ll be good for you.” Danielle took Cole by the arm. “Right this way.”

“Wait. Now?” Cole hesitated. Yeah, she was just a girl, but he wasn’t ready for anything like that now.

“Hey, I’m not going to force you or anything.” Danielle held up her hands and stepped back to put a little distance between them. Reassuring distance. “Your choice. But if you don’t do it now, you’ll never know.”

Cole looked over at the freshly painted spot on the wall where he’d vented his frustration and knew he needed—something. He took a breath. “Okay.”

He let Danielle position him, hands on the back of the sofa, feet braced and apart, body bent forward to form a right angle.

“Push your ass up and then don’t move. I need a good target.”

Cole didn’t quite know how to comply with that direction, but he tried. He felt the thin fabric of his suit pants pull tight. He hadn’t even changed out of his work clothes yet. This is ridiculous.

Danielle stood behind and to his left side. Cole felt the paddle rub across his buns, then pat, pat, pat, pull back and…WHAP. It hit him square and solid, right across the lower half of both cheeks. He saw stars.

“JESUS!” He shot upright, his hands immediately flying back to grab his ass. His cheeks throbbed mightily beneath his palms, and he massaged desperately. The level of pain surprised him so much that he sucked in several breaths before he could yell again. “FUCK! DAMNIT!” he cried, hopping up and down, shocked.

“Burns doesn’t it,” Danielle commented.

“Oh God, oh God.” Somehow his hands found the back of the sofa for support and he managed to stay off his knees. “How did you - how is that - going to do - anything for me!”

“A few more of those and you’ll know.”

“Arrrghhh.” Cole’s thighs trembled, and he reeled from the shock. His ass felt branded. How could anyone take more of that? Why would anyone take more of that?

“That’s it, Danielle. No more.” He waved a hand backward indicating surrender. “You win. One swat and yes, it hurt like hell.”

“That’s just it. Only one swat. And a swat’s a swat, not a real paddling. You’re not going to get that emotional release unless you have a real paddling. But, if you’re done, you’re done.” Danielle set the paddle on the end table. “Like I said, I’m not going to force you.”

Breathless, Cole looked at the paddle. He had to find some way to alleviate his stress, or he was headed for an early heart attack. Can this actually help?

“Wait.” Summoning courage, he set his feet back and apart. He bent over and pushed his ass out, feeling the strain of his slacks across his now aching cheeks. His belly tightened. A few more and he’d understand.

Hell, a few more, and I won’t be able to sit.

Danielle delivered ten swats. All firm, with plenty of time in between for Cole to absorb the burn and dread the next one. After number seven, tears sprang to his eyes. By ten, they were dribbling down his face. Like a little kid. Spanked and crying like a little kid.

Danielle set the paddle aside, this time with finality. “That ought to do it,” she said.

Cole sniffled, still sprawled forward over the sofa.

“If you decide you need it again, just ask.”

“Uh-huh.” Cole’s voice was tight.

“See ya.” Danielle disappeared.

Moving slow, Cole pushed to standing and limped to the bedroom. He stripped down his pants and boxers and examined his butt in the mirror. The deep red he saw matched the deep burn he felt. He dove face first onto the bed and let a few more tears squeeze out onto his pillow. With both hands, he reached back and rubbed, but it didn’t help much. All he could think about was his burning bottom. The whole idea of the paddle made his insides clench. He shivered and rubbed and all of a sudden, an erection popped up.

“Whoa, what the...” He rolled back and forth on the bed a couple of times then pressed his hips into the comforter. The heat from his backside raced around to the front and lit up his cock.

He turned onto his back and the hard thing strained up into the air like a missile waiting to be launched. More than his butt ached now, and he wrapped his hand around his cock to find relief of any sort. He stroked, thinking about his usual fantasies, but found his mind circling back to his scalded ass. With thoughts of sticking his butt out for the fiery swat of the paddle, he came, a hard orgasm that left him as drained as the spanking.

The next day, he hurt. The ache ran deep down into the muscles of his glutes and felt like he’d been weightlifting. At work, if he sat very still in his chair, he could almost forget he’d been paddled. But any small movement made him wince as the pain reminded him of his situation. A grown man, spanked like a little boy, with a sore bottom to show for it. The twinges and prickles took his mind off the annoyances of his job, and he concentrated on the important aspects with new perspective.

His life smoothed out. At least for a while. He’d hidden the paddle in the back of his closet, and when stress threatened to take over, he retrieved it. He didn’t have the guts or determination to really smack himself, but he’d pat it against his butt and remember the actual spanking. Then he’d masturbate and feel better.

But he couldn’t look Danielle in the face, and on the occasions they crossed paths in the yard, he’d find a way to deflect his neighbor’s friendly overtures. He tried hard not to be rude, but the humiliation of what had happened overwhelmed any extended niceties.

A couple of months later, Cole made a mistake at work. It wasn’t a big one, although it did cost the company some money. And his boss, while not pleased, didn’t say much. “Things happen. You’ve done exemplary work so far. Just be aware.”

A cloud settled over Cole. He was grateful not to be fired, but he needed something to ease his guilt. He took the paddle from the closet, but he still didn’t have to guts to really use it. As the days passed, the weight only grew heavier. I have to do something or I’m going to go crazy. Every morning and every night he looked across the driveway to Danielle’s place. Finally, he knocked on her door.

“Hey, neighbor,” Danielle called out when she answered. “How’s life?”

“Fine, fine,” Cole mumbled, and just stood there, hands jammed into his pockets. How dumb is this?

“Come on in.” Danielle stepped back and made way. “What can I do ya for?”

Cole didn’t move. “I don’t know.” He looked off into space, wishing Danielle could just read his mind.

“Need another wall patched?” She laughed.

“No, but, I could use some more...” What should he call it? “Therapy.”

Danielle’s eyes gleamed. “What kind of therapy?”

“You know.”

“No, I really don’t.” She grinned. “Tell me.”

Cole swallowed hard. Maybe he should just go home and forget it. Maybe he should just go back to living restless and stressed. He glanced over his shoulder toward his property. If he went home, he’d be miserable. “When you were over before,” he tried.

“Yes?”

“And you brought that...” He gulped. “Paddle.”

“Uh-huh.”

“I think I need to be SPANKED again.” He hiccupped. The word spanked came out much louder than he intended it to. Saying it roiled his insides.

“Do you want to be paddled or spanked?” Danielle asked.

Cole clenched his cheeks. “What’s the difference?”

“What you got before was a paddling, but I’d be happy to give you a spanking, too.” She took him by the arm and pulled him into the house.

Cole tensed as Danielle led him to the living room. She sat on the sofa and left him standing in front of her. “I’ll spank you, Cole, but it has to be with those pants at your ankles.”

“What?” Shock raced through his body.

“You heard me. Now get those down.”

Again he debated. This wasn’t what he expected. Is it what I want? And more important, will it help? There was only one way to find out. With shaking hands, he undid his belt, then unbuttoned and unzipped his fly. The slacks fell to his ankles, leaving him standing in black boxers.

Danielle patted her jeans-covered thighs. “Right here.”

Feeling like an idiot, Cole crawled forward, positioning himself over Danielle’s knees. His head went down, his toes pushed into the floor. His ass turned up.

Danielle wrapped an arm around Cole’s waist. “You’re going to get spanked like a naughty boy,” she said.

To his horror, Cole’s penis strained. He tried to wiggle forward a little to ease the pressure of being trapped between Danielle’s thigh and his own belly, but it only made the problem worse. “I—I—” He thought maybe he should explain.

“Shush.” Danielle’s right hand rested on the curve of his cheeks. “You can thank me later.”

The first spank startled him, but it didn’t hurt that much. Her hand, larger than most women’s, covered his entire cheek, but the sting was nothing compared to the paddle. I can take ten of these, easy. Danielle smacked the other cheek. Again, a small sting.

Cole counted silently. After the tenth, he reached to the sofa to push himself upright.

Danielle’s grip around his waist tightened. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“That was ten.”

“Who said you were only getting ten?” she said. “I told you I’d spank you, and it’s not over until I tell you to get up.”

Cole let his head hang again. Danielle spanked. And spanked. And spanked. Cole went from lying quietly across her lap, to wiggling. And then to humping up and forward, grunting each time. Finally, he began to buck, and as the relentless smack-smack continued, Danielle wrapped one leg over his and pinned him.

Cole let out a howl and pushed with his toes, but that only perked up his bottom even more. Hot, burning bottom. He never thought a hand spanking from a woman would hurt like this.

“Please,” he gasped.

“Please, what?” Danielle asked, still spanking.

“Please stop, it really hurts.”

“I’m not going to stop until I’m convinced this spanking has been effective.”

He squirmed. “When will that be?”

“I don’t know yet.” She spanked on.

He whimpered and struggled, and then, the unthinkable happened. His belly tightened; his hard cock began to throb in that familiar way. There was absolutely nothing he could do to stop it, and he came, right there over her knee. He let out a cry that she had to know was not from pain.

Smack. Smack. “You may get up.”

He tried, but instead, slid sideways off her lap and ended up on his knees, hunched over, hiding the gooey mess in his underpants.

“Get up,” she repeated, and he staggered to his feet, dragging his slacks up as he did.

“There you go.” She took his arm and escorted him toward the door. “Let me know when you need it again.”

He stumbled onto the porch, clutching his gaping trousers, then scurried home to examine his glowing butt in the mirror. She sure knows how to get a guy heated up.

Heated up was the way he watched her. When he came home late at night, he looked at the glow of the lights in her windows and thought about her. Sometimes he heard the truck start up early in the morning as she went out to a job. He’d stand to the side of the window and watch her drive away, a funny tingle in his belly. The night she went out on a date, he twisted with strange jealousy.

He’d never seen her in anything but jeans, so when she came to the door in a knee-length flowing dress, his eyes bugged out. The dark ponytail had been released, and soft waves fell around her shoulders. She wore lipstick. Red. Lipstick.

The guy was average in every way. Normal looking. Just a dude. A dude who would end up getting spanked? Cole shivered. He was the one Danielle should be spanking, not some other guy. Muttering, he went to the closet and got the paddle. He dropped his pants and sprawled across the bed. One second, his ass was in the air, and he imagined a firm swat from her. The next, he dove forward, rubbing his half-hard cock on the comforter. Back and forth, up and down. Swat, rub, swat, rub. He ached for the smack of her hand or the splat of the paddle. He longed for the heat Danielle could create in him.

Back and forth, up and down. Pushing his bare butt up high. Making himself vulnerable and exposed. Swat, rub, swat, rub. The idea of pain and pleasure swirled in his head, until a gasp, a shiver, and he came. God, that was good.

The next moment, he got up feeling silly. How stupid was it to masturbate and fantasize when the real thing was right next door? But he felt equally stupid seeking her out for it. He stood there for a minute holding his pale cheeks, wishing they were blazing hot and red. They could be, if only he had the guts to ask.

He’d asked her once, pure desperation driving him to her doorstep. But he didn’t want it to be like that. He didn’t want to have to ask for it again.

But he knew how to ask for dates. He’d had lots of them and lots of girlfriends. Maybe that’s the place to start.

He caught her early, as she was leaving for work. He pretended he was picking up the paper and timed his jaunt down the driveway so that they met at her truck.

“Hey neighbor,” she said, always friendly in spite of the way he’d avoided her.

“Good morning, Danielle.” He smiled big and tried not to tremble. There’s no reason to be nervous.

“You’re out early.” Paint-splattered jeans hugged her thighs, the thighs he had lain across.

“I have a—meeting.”

She turned keys in her hands, hands that had smacked his butt. “Looks like you’re keeping busy.”

Maybe she did notice his absence around the neighborhood.

“Yeah, I mean, no.”

She laughed and reached for the door handle. “Which is it?”

“Busy at work, but not too busy to ask you to dinner.”

Danielle paused and turned to him. “Dinner? Like a date?”

“Like a thank you—for, um—yeah, like a date.”

She laughed again. “I like to eat.” Her ponytail bobbed as she nodded.

“Good.” He sighed. “Let’s make it Saturday.”

“Saturday it is.”

Danielle wore the same flowing dress on their date as he’d seen her in before. She didn’t know he recognized the repeat, and he wondered if, because of her line of work, it was the only dress she owned. Even if it was, it didn’t matter. Her hair fell in soft curls about her shoulders. Her eyes sparkled when she greeted him. He was in awe.

It’s not that Danielle was that pretty. She wasn’t. He thought of her as cute, pleasant, attractive, but not beautiful. But she moved with powerful grace and a confidence that intoxicated him. He knew what she could do, and that knowledge made her far more alluring than physical appearance.

“I made us a reservation at a—” He almost said romantic. “Italian place.”

“An.”

Cole blinked. “What?”

“An Italian place. Not a Italian place.”

“Oh. Yeah, of course.” Being corrected made him blush and tingle. He pulled out his most gentlemanly manners, holding the car door for her, offering his elbow as they walked to the restaurant entrance, waiting until she was seated in their booth before sitting down himself.

A waiter handed out menus. “What can I get you to drink?” he asked, hands clasped behind his back.

“Water for me.” Danielle picked up the menu and skimmed it.

“Bourbon,” Cole said.

Danielle’s eyes flicked up and looked at him over the top of the leather folder. The shake of her head was almost imperceptible. Is she telling me no?

“Um, make that a beer.” He stammered and shifted.

She raised her eyebrows.

“Coke?”

“Right away, sir.” The waiter disappeared, rolling his eyes.

“You don’t need to drink,” Danielle said, laying the menu aside. “At least not when you’re with me. It clouds the senses. And I want you in full control of your senses.”

Cole showed his teeth, but it wasn’t quite a smile. How can I be in control of my senses when everything about you makes me feel out of control? “What would you like to order?

“The cheese ravioli looks good to me.”

The drinks came. Cole placed the food order, then he sat back in the booth. “Danielle.”

“Yes?”

He didn’t know what to say, how to start. “Obviously, something has happened. Between us.”

She smiled. “Obviously.”

“And I don’t understand—I don’t know—” He stuttered and stumbled, his awkwardness creating even more embarrassment.

“You don’t have to understand or know.” She slid over to his side of the booth, her shoulder pressing against his. “All you have to do is feel. And let go.”

“But.”

She turned to him. “I know,” she whispered into his ear. “And I understand.”

Her warm breath made him shiver. He caught the pleasant aroma of botanical shampoo. “Danielle.”

“Cole, stop resisting.” She smiled and laid a palm on his leg. His skin burned under her touch. “When you were standing on my porch—I’ve seen that look before. I know a naughty boy when I see one.”

He gulped down a groan as the drinks were delivered.

“I know what naughty boys need.”

“Uh-huh.” He couldn’t form words. His whole body tingled.

She slid her hand up and down his thigh and leaned in even closer. He felt the swell of her breast against his arm. “I can give you what you need.”

His cock sprang to life and strained inside his slacks.

“Naughty boy, thinking naughty thoughts.” She brushed against his crotch and he jumped. Her soft laughter filled his ear and his whole body throbbed.

“You’re a naughty boy. And naughty boys deserve to get spanked.”

“Uh-huh,” he gasped.

“Spanked over my knee. Spanked bare bottom.”

“Uhhhhh.” He started to shake.

“You naughty boy. Pants down. Bare bottom up. Across my lap.”

“Ohhhh.” He ground his teeth.

“My hand.” She slapped her hand against the table hard enough to make a smacking sound. “On your bare bottom. Your bare, upturned bottom.”

“Oh, God.” Cole gripped the edge of the table as his muscles tightened. His head swam, his vision blurred. How can she be talking about this now? Out loud? In public?

“Hot, red, naughty boy bottom.” She squeezed his thigh.

“Uhhhh.” He lost control. The top of his head exploded at the same time his cock spurted. His body shook and he slammed his palms against the seat of the booth. A second later, he slumped. “Oh, my God,” he murmured.

Danielle kissed him on the cheek and returned to her seat. She sipped water and watched him struggle to sit up straight and clear his head.

How does she do that? Cole dug his heels into the floor to keep from slithering under the table. It took a moment for his vision to return, and when he looked around, several other diners were staring their way. His face grew hot and he looked away. From them and from her.

The salads arrived. Danielle picked up her fork to eat as if nothing unusual had happened.

“I—I gotta go to the—men’s room.” He could feel the goo in his crotch.

“No.”

A chill ran through him. “Excuse me?”

Danielle smiled. “No.” She formed the word with her lips rounded, slightly open.

He caught his breath. “But.”

“I like the idea of you sitting there all messy.” She popped a cherry tomato into her mouth and crunched down on it. A little bit of the juice appeared at the corner of her lips, and she licked it away.

I don’t have to do what she says. He shifted and glanced around for the restrooms. The semen in his shorts had turned cold and uncomfortable, but he stayed rooted to his spot. He didn’t have to do what she said, but he discovered that he wanted to. “Whatever you say, Danielle.”

Her eyes crinkled. “Maybe there is hope for you,” she said.

The approval made him feel warm and content. And safe. He’d never felt this way before about any woman. Women were fun, women were a challenge, but no one had ever captivated and confused him like this. He settled back to eat his meal.

The rest of the evening progressed like most other dates. Small talk. Gentle questions which each hoped would lead to revelation. Silly jokes. Nervous laughter. His.

As they strolled to the car, she slipped her hand into the crook of his elbow. Her every touch sent shivers along his spine. At home, he walked her to the door, mind whirling with the possibility of kissing her good night. Should I. Will she be offended? Is it too soon? Inappropriate, all things considered?

She put an end to his inner debate. On the porch, she took his face in her hands and pressed her lips to his in a firm and confident kiss.

“Come in,” she said, unlocking the door.

He wasn’t sure if that was an invitation or command. Didn’t matter. He’d take her up on either. Of course, he’d been in her house before, that last fateful trip to her door that resulted in a spanking over his underwear. The night that had left him wanting so much more.

He waited by the door, hands in his pockets, then clasped behind his back, shifting from foot to foot. Danielle turned on a lamp and lit the gas fireplace with a long match. She looked up and smiled, then crossed to where he waited.

“Come along.” She grabbed the end of his tie and pulled.

He stumbled forward a step.

“This way.” She led him to the sofa and sat, patting the cushion beside her.

Cole sank down, wishing he could stop trembling, hoping Danielle couldn’t see it.

“Before we go any further, we’re going to talk.”

He groaned. Why do women always want to talk so much?

“First of all, I know you’re a naughty boy.”

He groaned again. Different reason.

“And naughty boys need to be punished. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

He stared at her, then raised his shoulders.

“Yes, ma’am,” she prompted.

“Yes—ma’am.”

“If you choose to accept my discipline, I expect you to be polite, helpful and respectful at all times.” She tossed her hair back. “Does that make sense?”

“Yes.” He gulped. “Ma’am.”

“If you displease me, you will be punished.”

His heart pounded.

“If you disobey me, you will be punished.”

His stomach knotted.

“And at times, just to remind you of your place, you will be punished.”

His cock twitched.

“I’ll give you a chance right now to make a decision. But once you make it, I’m going to hold you to it. Understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned close and rested her hand on his thigh. “Are you willing to submit to my wisdom, my judgment and my decisions about discipline?”

Cole stared. He took in everything about her, the tilt of her head, the way her lips parted, her eyes wide in anticipation. He realized the idea of spanking him excited her too. That knowledge gave him confidence.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“At any time, if you’re having an issue other than my butt hurts, you may say the words red light, and I’ll stop and check in with you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled big and her eyes crinkled at the corners. Then she became serious. “Stand up.”

He obeyed.

“Undress.”

The command sent a jolt through him. He wasn’t shy, but having her intense gaze watching his every move sent ripples up and down his spine. Dread built in the pit of his stomach and he took his time removing his tie and sport coat. Then shirt. And T-shirt. He folded each piece and laid them over the back of a chair. Shoes and socks next, then he straightened and looked at her.

“Keep going.” She settled back.

He looked down and unbuckled his belt. Unbuttoned and unzipped his slacks, then let them slide down his thighs to the floor. He stepped out and hunched over to collect his pants, the position hiding the tent in his boxers. He’d rather keep his erection secret. Yet, surely, she realized what happened to him at the mere mention of spanking. She might not have noticed the first time, when he was leaning on the sofa, but the second, across her knee, it should have been obvious. Now, as he set his pants aside and turned to face her, there was no doubt about his arousal.

Her eyes flicked from his face to his crotch to his face. “Underpants, too.”

“Please.” He didn’t want her to see the still-sticky mess.

“Off, right now.” She pointed. “Naughty boys get bare bottom spankings.”

He closed his eyes and hooked his thumbs in the waistband, still hesitating.

“Now, Cole. Drop those underpants.”

With a small intake of breath, he yanked his boxers from his hips and let them puddle around his ankles, hoping the stain wasn’t visible.

“That’s a good boy.” Danielle gripped his wrist.

He opened his eyes and saw her smiling at him. Not in a bubbly girl-next-door way, but rather, a self-satisfied smirk.

“Come with me.” She pulled on his arm and led him upstairs to her bedroom. Cole snatched short bursts of breath as they climbed, unable to calm himself or keep his nerves secret.

“Wait here.” She left him standing in the middle of the room and disappeared into a walk-in closet. With the door ajar, he caught a glimpse of her in the mirror.

In unhurried manner, she stepped out of her heels and put them away in a box. She pulled the dress over her head and hung it up. His eyes popped as he caught a flash of bare breasts before she slipped a short, tight T-shirt over her head. Then she picked up a hairbrush from a high dresser and returned to confront him.

The sight of her left him awestruck. He already had a good idea of how muscular and fit she was, but seeing her like this, right there in front of him in only T-shirt and panties, made both his mouth and his cock drool. Any thought he’d entertained of Danielle as less than beautiful fled his mind. Her looks stunned him, and he wanted nothing more than to please her.

She eased close, a calm, cool air about her and held the brush up in front of his face.

It was larger than most brushes he’d ever seen. Gleaming oak, oval shaped and about as long as her hand.

“This is my favorite implement.” She held it against her palm, the flat back caressing her skin in small circles.

“Yes, ma’am.” Any other utterance seemed inappropriate.

“Perfect for naughty bottoms like yours.” With feather strokes, she ran the back of the brush over his naked bottom.

“Yes, ma’am.” The smooth, cool surface of the wood teased him.

She turned and crawled onto the bed, sitting with her back against the middle of the headboard. With one finger she beckoned. “Right here.” She patted her outstretched thighs.

In one giant step, Cole reached the bed. He jammed a knee into the edge and vaulted across her lap. On the way down, she caught his swollen cock and guided it between her muscular quads.

She squeezed.

He lay trapped.

Gloriously and delightfully trapped.

Her fingers teased across his skin. “Arch your back. Push that bottom up, naughty boy. Get ready for your spanking.”

He had to stifle a groan. She had done nothing yet, and here he was already vocalizing. He arched, a small movement, but one that made him feel twice as vulnerable.

Danielle lifted the brush.

He held his breath.

She brought it down on his left cheek with a sharp crack.

He jumped. His eyes bugged out. The heavy brush stung the skin’s surface then thudded deep into his muscle. Before he could process and deal with the pain, another swat fell, this time on the other side.

With the pace and tone of the spanking set, Danielle continued to smack his ass. Methodical, sharp blows that made him wince and squirm. This time he knew ten was not the limit.

Where is the limit? What’s MY limit?

Conscious thought drained from him as the spanking went on. He was aware of the skin-to-skin touch. His belly, his cock, her thighs. He felt the sharp explosion of pain that came with each smack and the hot glow that remained after the initial shock had faded. Most important, the demanding throbbing of his captured cock punched its way into his head. That became his focus. The relentless pulse of need and desire.

“You’re a naughty boy, Cole,” Danielle whispered between swats. “You’re getting what you deserve.”

He moaned. Yes, I deserve it. Even though it hurt, he wanted it. No, not just wanted. Craved. The tension inside him escalated in exponential waves until he began to shake all over.

“No. No, you don’t,” Danielle ordered. “Do not come.”

He groaned louder. How could he fight the thing he wanted most? Bucking over her lap, he was almost there.

She stopped spanking.

He lay panting, gasping, his head reeling. He couldn’t see what she had done with the brush, but at least it wasn’t swatting his behind. Desire and need boiled inside him as he continued to grind his erection between her thighs.

“What did I just say?” She smacked him with her hand.

“Danielle, please, I need to so bad.”

“Beg for it.”

“Please, Danielle, please let me come.” Another few seconds and permission would be irrelevant.

“Only good boys get to come.”

“Uhhh, oh God.”

“Are you going to be a good boy?”

“Oh, yes. Yes!”

“Yes, what!” She smacked him once more.

“Yes, ma’am,” he cried, on the cusp of orgasm.

“Then come for me.” Her voice was breathy and excited. “Come for me now.”

“Oh, God.” He shuddered and the hot release began. Just as it did, she started spanking him again. Not necessarily hard, but fast. Back and forth, in a frenzy of brush strokes. The full force of his release hit him, and he humped up and down over her lap, clawing, desperate, near tears of exhaustion and emotion, and finally went limp.

It took time for him to recover. When he opened his eyes, he felt like he’d returned from another world. Everything looked different. Felt different. Even smelled different. Better. More interesting and alive. He rose up on his elbows and looked over his shoulder.

Danielle. Beautiful, intoxicating, captivating Danielle. She’d given him everything he didn’t know he needed. Now, all he wanted was Danielle.

When he stirred, she smiled and ran a hand through his hair. “That’s what naughty boys get,” she whispered. She released the grip on his waist and let him roll from her lap.

“Ohhh, man.” He reached back and rubbed at the deep ache vibrating inside his glutes.

She let out a soft laugh. “You’ll feel that for a while.”

He dragged himself upright and sat beside her. “I want to feel that forever.”

Danielle smiled and twisted around to straddle him. “That can be arranged.” She leaned in and kissed him, grinding her hips in circles, pressing his sore butt into the mattress.

He groaned and his cock stirred. Can I do it again?

She caught the hem of the T-shirt and pulled it over her head, revealing full, round breasts. They swayed and wobbled as she moved. He reached up to touch them, but she grabbed his wrists.

“Not unless I say so,” she scolded.

He grinned and pushed up with his hips, lifting her into the air. She lost her balance and fell over, giggling. He rolled with her and ended up on top. In familiar territory now, he bent his head to lick her luscious dark nipples. “How about you let this bad boy be real good to you?”

She sighed through parted lips. “It’s about time you earned your keep.”

“Oh, yes.” He let out a lusty laugh and rose up just enough to pull her panties down and off. He never doubted his ability to seduce a woman, but suddenly he realized he’d never concentrated on pleasing one. Because sex pleased him, he’d always assumed the women had been satisfied as well. No one had ever complained. That didn’t mean they were totally happy though. He could only hope.

Danielle grabbed his shoulders and flipped him onto the bed. She straddled him again, reaching underneath to grab his cock, swollen and throbbing for the third time that night. Whatever worry he had about his performance vanished as she rubbed the tip between her wet pussy lips, then slammed her weight down, taking the full shaft all at once.

Cole groaned. His previous orgasms with her had been intense. Coming always felt good. But nothing could compare to being inside a hot, wet, tight pussy.

Danielle lifted her weight and slammed down on him again. He gasped at the force and his sore ass bounced against the bed. “What a good specimen you are, Cole.” She grabbed his face between thumb and fingers and turned his head side to side. “What a pretty toy.”

“Toy? What do you mean?”

She began to pump up and down, and the sensations of wet, slippery velvet wrapped around his cock drove all thought from his brain. Through slitted eyes, he saw her hand dive between them. The back of her knuckles rubbed against his pubic bone as her fingers worked her clit.

Hey, aren’t I supposed to be providing that? But the question washed away in a flood of intensity as she began to ride him faster and faster. He grabbed her hips and held on. Her hair swung wild, cascading about her shoulders, covering her face at times. Her tits bounced in hypnotic rhythm. Eyes half closed, lips parted, she worked her way toward orgasm.

Cole fought to keep his own eyes open, to watch her as she fucked him. That was the only way to describe what was happening. She was fucking him, not the other way around.

She gasped and her body tensed. The muscles inside her pussy spasmed, closing tighter around his cock as she came. But she didn’t stop riding him. Without pause, she worked to another climax, head thrown back, crying out. Wetness poured from inside her, his cock slurping every time he slid in or out.

Sex had never been quite like this for Cole. Always good, of course, but this—this was overwhelming. His ass ached, and the heat he felt there traveled throughout his body, making everything ache and throb. He was ready to come, hanging on the verge, but he didn’t know if that was allowed. The fact that this was his third trip down that path today made it easier to hold off, but he couldn’t delay forever.

“Danielle.” He clutched at her breasts.

She continued to bounce. “What?”

“When can I—”

“When—I—say so.” The words were punctuated with the slap of their bodies.

He groaned. How long was that going to be? “I need to.”

“Oh, I know.” Her smile was mischievous. “We’ll just see—how good—you can be.”

Fire raged in his groin, but he clamped down, trying to send his mind somewhere else. He ground his teeth. Two times two is four. Four times four is sixteen. Sixteen times sixteen is—

Above him, Danielle writhed and cried out. Again, her insides gripped him in spasms. He came back to the present, ready to boil over. “Oh my God, Danielle, please. PLEASE!”

She leaned forward and the angle of his thrusts inside her changed. Her lips rested against his ear. “Now, Cole,” she whispered. “Go ahead. You may come.”

He closed his eyes and a growl escaped his throat. The tension released. The fireworks exploded in his head. His body convulsed as the hot stream shot from his cock up inside her. He fell back, exhausted from the sudden and powerful ejaculation. Latent waves of pleasure washed over him and everything spun. For a second, he couldn’t breathe. Then he floated to earth and opened his eyes.

Danielle braced her hands on either side of his head and hovered over him. Eyes bright, lips parted in a smile. “I’m so pleased, Cole.”

Those words sent another shiver through him. She’s pleased. He sank back into the pillows with a sigh. And that makes me happy.

The feeling of pleasing her satisfied him more than the orgasm. He wanted to please her, and he wanted to be punished when he didn’t. That idea settled comfortably into his brain. He’d never been in a relationship like this before. Maybe that’s why none of them felt right. None of them worked. But somehow, he knew this, with her, was exactly where he wanted to be.
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