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Punished for Being Bad: Discipline through Spanking


Chapter One

I deserved to be punished. I should’ve known that the moment I left my and Sam’s apartment wearing the skimpiest outfit money could buy.

“Seriously? You’re going to wear that out on the town?” my roommate groaned, pinching the bridge of his nose oh-so dramatically on the living room couch, as if me wearing a low-cut top and a miniskirt somehow personally hurt him. “What’s next? Tomorrow night are you going to go out naked, too? Run around with a fig leaf between your legs like you’re Eve?”

“So what if I do?” I asked sarcastically, rolling my eyes, fed up with his behavior since… well, since the beginning of time, as far as I was concerned. Sam and I had been close friends once when we met each other back in our freshman year of college, but ever since we made the stupid mistake of moving in together to save money on rent, we were anything but close. Or friends. Or even distant associates, despite living under the same roof. For whatever reason it seemed like we bickered constantly. We could hardly stay together in the same room without somebody, usually him, blowing a gasket.

Like whenever he saw me wear something sexy or—oh my, how could I!—revealing.

“What guy are you hoping to attract with that outfit? Come on, Megan,” Sam said as he jumped off the couch, seriously thinking to blockade the front doorway as if I wasn't a fully grown adult who could make her own damn decisions. I hoped that I could slip past him and shut the door on his stupid face, but no dice. His broad shoulders and heavy chest were like a brick wall, impossible to charge through. Not without gaining a concussion in the process, at least.

“Sam, I've been single for the past three months. Do you see me bringing many guys over?” I asked, wildly gesturing at the living room which had become Sam's own personal man cave since we moved in his flat screen television and extensive array of video game consoles. In the past year since we signed the lease to the apartment, I could count the many dates I’d been on with one hand. What ‘trouble’ did he think I was going to attract with my cleavage when I could barely get a man interested in me in the first place?

“That’s not the point,” Sam said, arms crossed, bulging out his chest so much it honestly looked like his muscles were about to pop. “It’s dangerous. And, to be frank, it's not like you. Since when were you the kind of girl to dress up like a whore every Saturday night?”

My eyes instantly lit up with fury at being called a slut, even directly. Who did he think he was to insult me right to my face? “What danger?” I barked at him. “You aren’t my protector, Sam. You just pay your half of the rent and deal with your own problems, not take on mine. So what if I look like a whore? I can dress up however I damn well please!”

With that, I grabbed my purse, strapped it over my shoulders, and all but pierced the carpet with my high heels as I tried to stomp out the door. Sam was always protective—I knew that better than anyone. He seemed to always worry about me: in fact, one of the reasons we started living together was because I lived in a bad part of the city and he thought it would be safer if I could live closer to campus. At the time, I thought it was sweet of him. Now I thought it was controlling as all hell. It was his way or the highway, apparently. He always had to be the boss of everything.

Secretly, I liked that part about him. At the time I wasn't ready yet to admit it. But there was one thing I knew for sure: Sam didn't budge when I tried to push him away from the door.

Instead he carried me to the living room sofa and put me on his lap.

I blinked, suddenly finding myself lifted off the ground and balanced over Sam's broad, chiseled shoulders. I always knew that my roommate was a strong guy. The fifty pound dumbbells he kept in the living room were proof enough of that. But not in a million years did I think he was capable of carrying me on his shoulders without breaking a sweat. I wasn't a small girl either. I had a curvy hourglass figure and noticeable love handles. In other words, I shouldn't be easy to throw around.

Not in Sam's world, apparently. With one loud thud, he sat back down on the couch with me still in his arms and laid me across his thighs, propping up my ass, accidentally pushing up my miniskirt far enough to allow the cool air to caress my bare pussy lips. I wasn't wearing any panties. Fifteen minutes ago I didn’t think I’d need them.

“Christ. No panties, too?” Sam roared in my ear, noticing the sight for himself. Only Sam of all men could be ticked off by seeing a woman going commando. “When did you become such a fucking slut, Megan? Was your plan tonight to flash half the city?”

I rolled my eyes far into the back of my head and seriously contemplated clawing at him with my nails before I held back the urge. The last thing I wanted to do was pay for another manicure. “So what if it was? I’m a woman, Sam. I can do whatever I want. Now put me down already!”

Sam laughed out loud as if I just told him the funniest joke in the world. I had no idea what his plan was. Maybe his idea of winning the argument was just to show he was stronger. Well, it worked. It honestly felt like I was lying in the lap of a giant.

“No,” he growled, stubborn as ever. I could feel a tent in his jeans poking my rib cage—at the exact same time my inner thighs started to stick together, coated slick from a wet heat. “You need to be taught a lesson, Megan. And if anyone is going to do it, it might as well be me.”

“What on Earth are you talking about, Sam?”

That’s when I gasped, all the air jettisoned from my lungs as one loud smack! echoed beyond the living room. A shockwave rippled through my body as I bounced in Sam’s lap, thrown about almost like a rag doll if not for one of Sam’s arm still around me. I blinked, my mind having to reboot for a second. Did he just spank me? He did, didn’t he?

Even Sam was a bit surprised with himself. His outstretched hand hovered in the air for a second before dropping it back down, well away from my exposed rear. A heavy blushed colored his cheeks, his broad chest motionless. “Shit, Megan, I didn’t—“

I stumbled onto my feet as Sam helped me back up. I didn’t know what to say at first. My mouth just hung there, half open, Sam scurrying away before I could get a word out. In that moment the living room, the entire apartment, was so dead quiet you could hear a pin drop. Except for the sound of Sam’s bedroom door shutting behind him, that is.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding as my hand drifted to my cheeks and gave them a light squeeze. I winced slightly: it wasn’t deep pain (after all, it was only one smack. Even a brute like Sam could only deal so much damage with a single attempt), but somehow, for some reason I couldn’t explain, it felt good.

It felt really good to be spanked by him.

I bit my lip as my hand went around my thighs, my fingers gliding over my lips. I was soaked wet. My pussy ached, leaving my heart racing in its wake. I touched myself further, spreading apart my lips, a quiet moan leaving my mouth as my fingers dived in deeper. I was in the living room, right out in the open, but there was no chance of Sam leaving his den any time soon, so I was in no rush to hide somewhere private.

Fuck, was I so fucking turned on.

I didn't need to guess why. Already my mind was running wild at the possibility of Sam spanking me again, spanking me further, turning my ass beat red, hitting it so much I could hardly sit the next day. I daydreamed about him calling me a bad girl and spanking me with such force over his lap that tears would stream down my face, his hard, throbbing cock pressing up against me with every blow. I had heard about spanking as a sexual fantasy before (obviously I knew how to work a web browser) but only then did I get it. Fuck, did I truly understand it now.

I fixed my miniskirt and blushed so heavily I rushed into the bathroom to splash water on my face before heading out the door like I had originally planned. I still had friends to meet up with in town, and I was running late as is. But all throughout the night, all I could think about was Sam. Sam disciplining me. Sam spanking me. Sam making me his.

A part of me wished he had chased me out the apartment and grabbed onto my wrist, bringing me back inside, finishing my punishment like I had so obviously deserved. How fucking hot would that be, hanging out with my friends with a sore rear, wincing every once in an awhile because I had been such a bad, disobedient girl…

There was just one teeny, tiny problem.

Sam thought that he had actually done something wrong.


Chapter Two

I kept on wearing slutty clothes, of course. I wasn’t going to waste half of my wardrobe in the first place just because of what Sam thought about it. No. I was a free woman—I could do whatever the hell I wanted, wear as much or as little as I damn well pleased.

But I had to admit, the bigger reason—the reason that now mattered to me more than anything else—for me still dressing like a whore was because it was the only surefire way I knew of getting Sam ticked off.

And if he was ticked off, maybe he would spank me. Hard.

Thankfully I was in no short supply of revealing clothes that showed off more skin than the comparatively modest miniskirt I put on the night before. If you would believe it, I owned an even shorter miniskirt, one that just barely covered my ass cheeks even if I stood with my back completely straight. That obviously needed to be worn next—along with another top I owned, one that bared so much midriff that my breasts threatened to spill out of it from above every time I had it on.

I smiled like an imp as I took the two articles of clothes out of the closet and set them on the bed. If this didn't get Sam riled up, then he had to be asexual. As far as I was concerned there wasn't a man alive who could resist an outfit quite like this.

I looked like such a slut in the bathroom mirror with the ensemble complete. I spun around, watching the hem of the miniskirt fly up and expose my bubbly ass cheeks. My breasts could hardly stay confined in the top at all. It was perfect, all of it, and luckily for me, once again Sam was out in the living room playing games just before I was set to leave.

But I wasn’t quite done yet. My makeup might’ve been whorish to Sam’s tastes, but I could do so much worse. I made my lips pop with the brightest red lipstick I had, put on such heavy eyeliner that there wasn't a chance Sam wouldn't notice unless he had somehow ended up blind. I puckered my lips and took a few selfies to post on social media—Sam followed me all my accounts—then, with a bright, giddy smile across my face, grabbed my purse and stepped out, making a point to walk directly in between Sam and the television screen in the process.

I tried to play it innocently enough. I stared aimlessly at my phone scrolling through TikTok as my other hand fumbled for my keys. I made a big show of it, pretending to be clumsy in my tall high heels just so I could gift Sam a few more seconds to look at me. Sam had been such a hawk before criticizing what I wore that I didn't expect for him to take much time to say anything. But this time around, he did take his time. Quite a lot of it. Way too much.

I stepped out the front door and blinked, realizing that Sam said nothing about me or my outfit whatsoever.

It was as if I had become a ghost without even noticing it.

I idled outside in the parking lot for a few moments before suddenly discovering an excuse to head back into our apartment. A wave of annoyance washed over me. For the past several weeks, Sam constantly complained about what I wore on nights out, but now he had nothing to say? Nothing at all?

What, all it took was one spank for my bossy, cocky brute of a roommate to go soft on me? When we both knew I'd been a bad girl all this time? Was he really that scared that he had somehow hurt me with a light lovetap?

No. No, that just wouldn’t do.

A ridiculous but simple idea occurred to me. I bit my lip and ‘accidentally’ tossed my car keys into the potted plant Sam and I kept next to our front door, then headed back inside.

“Sam, do you know where my keys are? I can't seem to find them…” I said with an air of cluelessness, bending over to search through the couch cushions right next to him as loud video-gamey sounds filled the living room. Gunshots, the sounds of soldiers dying—the latest Call of Duty, if I had to guess, not that it mattered one way or the other. I could feel a breeze caress my inner thighs as I bent over, my bare pussy lips openly on display. And all Sam had to do was pull his attention away from the television for one second to notice.

“No clue, Megan,” he said gruffly, like he was straining himself just to get the words out. His eyes were glued to the television, his hands thumbing his stupid video game controller. It really was like I was a ghost. The man who had carried me and put me on his lap only twenty-four hours ago seemed to have completely vanished.

I shot daggers at him. My top was so low-cut that he could easily take in my cleavage if he just bothered to turn his neck. I stood up and wandered aimlessly around the room, checking everywhere for my imaginary keys. I couldn't find them underneath the couch cushions, but oh, maybe I could find them by one of the bookcases! Or even next to the television!

It didn’t matter how unrealistic it was that I lost my keys. I was going to give Sam a reason to spank me. One way or another.

“Come on, Sam. Put the game down for a second and help me. I'm already running late as it is,” I said as I got on my hands and knees directly in front of him, searching on the floor like I was Velma who’d just lost her glasses. There was no way Sam could ignore me now, not with this pose. My ass was practically in his face, all but demanding him to beat it red.

“Megan, I’m sure you can find your keys on your own,” Sam said, sighing. I was making progress, at least. This time I got more than two words out of him.

“Are you still mad at me for yesterday?” I asked, choosing my words carefully. I innocently wiggled my ass for good measure. “Just help me for a second! I know you want to…”

I could hear Sam chuckle behind me as I got back up on my feet, a little sore from crawling on the hardwood floor for too long. “Do you think I'm done, Megan? I know what you're trying to do here.”

I gave him a small smile, my poker face impenetrable, as I put my hands on my hips. “Oh? And what am I trying to do exactly, Sam?”

He put down his video game controller and ran his fingers through his hair, rolling his eyes. I was really getting on his nerves now. “Where do I even fucking begin?” he growled. “For one thing, by wearing that slutty tube top and miniskirt. It's like you want to expose your body to half the fucking world.”

“So what if I do?” I asked, my mouth turning into a thin line. “Maybe I like showing off my body. Maybe I even love it. Is that so wrong?”

“It is when you might get yourself in trouble, Megan,” he snarled. “It’s like you don't know what other guys might do to you. It's like…”

He trailed off, losing his words. His fully formed cock pressed up against his jeans, visibly throbbing underneath the fabric, desperately begging for a chance to come out and play. I had never seen him so obviously turned on before. I knew that I was getting to him—that was the entire point after all—but I didn't realize by this much.

“It’s like you want to be a fucking brat,” Sam finished, his gaze taking me in. If my roommate didn't see me before while I was searching for my keys, he was definitely seeing me now. It was difficult to explain, but it was like he was undressing me with his eyes. Not that there was much on for him to undress to begin with, mind you.

I cracked a playful smile as I stood my ground. “I can be whatever I want to be,” I said dismissively. “What are you going to do about it, huh? Spank me again?”

He gritted his teeth. “I just might.”

“What’s stopping you?” God, was I really trying my hardest to get him to do it. “I’m right here, Sam. Finished what you started last night—I dare you.”

“You dare me? That's how you're going to play this?”

“Why not?” I asked, turning around, bending over and even pulling up my skirt high up so that my fat, spankable ass was right there for the taking. A wet heat radiated between my legs, fucking desperate for Sam to get the picture already. How much more obvious did I have to be to get him to want me? “I give you permission. Right now. Spank me if you think I'm such a bad fucking girl.”


Chapter Three

Sam stood up. He didn't say anything at first. His expression was unreadable, his cock pressing up so hard against his jeans that I thought for a second it might tear a hole straight through them. He breathed gruffly, letting out a puff of air like he didn't know quite what to do with himself; even breathing demanded effort from him, because of the adrenaline coursing through his veins. Like he was still holding back, but just barely. All he needed now was a good reason to break his resolve.

“You really want to be spanked,” he said, his lips curling up into a playful smile. Not a question, but a statement of fact. He was reading me like a book. Not that I’m complaining, of course.

I returned his smile with one of my own. “You want to spank me,” I shot back—it was his idea in the first place, after all. My gaze drifted down, eyeing his cock print, like it was taunting me from across the room. I had seen his morning wood plenty of times since we moved in together (if you have a male roommate, you’re pretty much guaranteed to), but to see his cock so pent up now, thick and engorged with blood, all because of my relentless teasing and brattiness…

Sam’s attention followed my eyes down to his crotch. He chuckled, biting his lip like he expected nothing less of me. He sat back down and spread out his legs, placing one palm on each knee, his expression stern and fed up beyond all belief. “Fine then. Get on my lap,” he said.

I blinked, my heart pounding fast inside my chest. Didn't he plan to carry me like last time? To be honest, I was kind of hoping—

“I'm not asking you,” Sam said, his low growl of a voice oozing authority. “Get. On. My. Fucking. Lap.”

I did what I was told, of course. Sam didn't have to tell me twice. Slowly strutting across the living room with the effortless beauty of a runway model, I stood in between his legs and spun around all but shoving my ass in his face before loading myself onto his lap. A wave of anticipation washed over me as I waited desperately for his hands to touch me. Even when I was the most annoyed with Sam, I loved his arms, thick and veiny and well-toned from his workout routine. They were the perfect tool to discipline a bratty slut like me. If his hands couldn't turn my ass bright red, then nothing could.

I could feel Sam's massive cock press up against my ass cheeks as he held me close, his hands caressing my inner thighs. “You really are a fucking brat sometimes,” he growled in my ear, his hot breath rushing down my neck, although I could detect a hint of playfulness in his voice. “How long have you wanted this? You can’t tell me you weren’t doing all of this on purpose. Since when have you ever lost your keys? You’ve never been that air headed, Megan. Let’s be honest.”

I blushed, my nipples hardening from his rough, invasive touch. Like my body was his toy to play with and I just had to accept it. “Since yesterday night,” I admitted freely, subtly grinding against his shaft. “Since you spanked me.”

“That really got you going, didn't it?”

My blush deepened. Was he really planning to make me admit everything? “Yes. Yes it did.”

Sam said nothing to that. Instead his hands roamed my body, starting from my thighs and ending at my breasts, caressing, fondling, groping every inch of me—God it was so obvious from his touch alone that he had been aching for this moment for months. He really wanted to fuck me. His raging cock was more than enough proof of that.

After leaving a handprint on each of my breasts, his hands came to my mouth, opening it, exploring the wet inside with his fingers. A gasp left my lips, my breath blowing against his hand. He was going to spank me hard—that much I knew for sure now—but he was going to take his sweet time with me before that.

“Take off your clothes,” he whispered, a soft yet firm command. He didn’t need to raise his voice to get me to behave. Not any more. “I’m tired of you wearing that slutty shit around me.”

Yes, sir, I thought. I pulled my tube top over my breasts and tossed it to the floor, then hooked the hem of my miniskirt and pushed it down my legs. Even in the chilly living room, I felt warm in his lap. Exposed now, but warm and protected.

“Is that better?” I asked playfully, holding back a mischievous smile. I rested my back against his broad chest, rubbing my naked body all over him. It felt so good to be close to him like this. It was clear he wanted to fuck me since basically the first day we met. But what was surprising to me was I felt the same.

All this time, I wanted him, too. I just didn’t know it. Not yet.

“Leagues better,” Sam said, reserving a moment to grab my clothes off the floor and tossing them far out of reach. Not that I wanted them back on. He had already seen so much of me. What was the use of wearing clothes, again?

He agreed, of course. “I don't want you wearing that shit from now on,” he barked at me. “Is that understood?”

I smiled, still as disobedient as ever. He couldn't boss me around when it came to my wardrobe—even if I loved him trying. Why make it easy for him, after all? “Why should I listen to you, again?” I asked, giggling. “Give me a good reason why I should.”

“Because I'll spank you right now if you don’t."

I bit my lips. “Sounds like you already know what to do then, Sam. In case you haven't noticed yet, I'm right here.”

“Oh, I noticed.”

Grabbing me by the waist, he lifted me up, placing me flat across his lap and propping up my ass as I stared blankly at the carpet floor beneath me. He was so strong that he barely had to lift a finger to move me around. I was a one pound weight as far as his muscles were concerned.

“You asked for this,” Sam said, raising his hand up high, keeping me still across his lap as his thick cock twitched under my stomach. He resisted a laugh. “And you know what, Megan? I’ve been waiting to do this for a long fucking time.”

Smack!

My eyes shot wide open, a shockwave of pain rocking my entire body as the palm of his hand collide with my soft, sensitive ass cheeks. And I thought the smack he gave me last night hurt! Pain shot into my core, instantly making me wince, leaving me numb except for the stinging sensation radiating for my ass. I gasped and forgot to breathe for a second, I was that stunned.

He was holding back yesterday. A whole lot more than I had thought.

I closed my eyes and let a tiny little moan escape my lips, my pussy aching and making a mess down my inner thighs. I drew in a deep breath and tried to steady myself: the mix of arousal and pain I was experiencing left my mind blank.

Sam just laughed as he massaged my cheeks, spreading them apart, gliding his index and middle finger over my shaven asshole. If he noticed that I had waxed myself this morning in preparation for this moment, he didn't say anything. But his cock twitching underneath me definitely made it clear he was appreciative.

“Good girl,” he said. “You’re learning. Maybe if I keep spanking you, you'll actually listen to what I say for once.”

I giggled defiantly. Even using his full strength, it was going to take a lot more than one measly spank to get me to obey. “I'm not listening yet, Sam. Why don't you try and find out?”

He cracked a smile, then brought up his hand. With one easy, almost effortless, motion he spanked my ass again, so hard that the couch shook slightly from me being pushed on his lap forward. My mouth hung open, tears starting to form in my eyes from the sudden spike in pain. It was as if he was smacking me with a wooden paddle with how strong he was. I had no doubt there was a bright pink handprint from him on my ass cheeks just from those two blows.

“Are you going to listen yet?” Sam asked, his fingers idly toying with my clit, splaying my lips open.

I gritted my teeth, a fire lighting up inside my eyes. What kind of brat did he think I was to cave after only a spank or two? Did he know who he was talking to right now? It was almost insulting!

“Never,” I said. I craned my neck and stuck my tongue out at him. “You’re going to have to try a hell of a lot harder than that, mister.”

He smiled from ear to ear. “That’s what I like to hear.”

This time, finally, he stopped holding back. His stupidly strong hand came down hard, as fast as lightning, a loud crack from his palm meeting my skin echoing down the hall as my ass cheeks throbbed with pain. I barely had time to flinch before he spanked me again, and again, and again, each time faster and with more force. Soon I lost count of how many times he punished my rear. All I could think about was the stinging sensation washing over my entire body.

“Are we done yet? Are you going to listen to me now?” Sam growled, stopping to take a rest at what had to be the twentieth or thirtieth spank, although I'm sure he had the energy and the desire to go all the way to a hundred. My cheeks hurt so much now that even the smallest caress from him made my ass flare up in agony. Tears streamed down my face and ruined my makeup. The pain was so intense it felt like my body was on fire. My ass had to be bruised all over by this point, right? There was no way I could take more.

I gritted my teeth, took another deep breath, and looked up at him, grinning wildly, eager to be a brat no matter how many times he spanked me. “Sam, it's like you're not even trying. I know you can spank me. What's stopping you?” I said, my voice cracking, panting heavily between words. I knew that I couldn't take much more of this (not unless my plan was to never sit down comfortably again for the next several weeks) but I didn't care. I loved being spanked by Sam. I loved seeing him so riled up, so testy, so bossy. And, most importantly, I loved being his, even though I was trying my hardest to not be.

That was just a part of the game. I loved being chased. I loved being claimed. And I loved being fucking punished for it.


Chapter Four

Sam suddenly brought to my feet, leading me to a corner in the room and placing both my hands on the wall. “Arch your back. Prop up your ass. Now,” he said, arms crossed.

I blushed but did what I was told, presenting my ass for him, lowering my head and staring at the floor as Sam stood right behind me. A dull, pervasive ache radiated from my behind, making my thighs shake even as I tried standing perfectly still. The anticipation for what he was going to do next was agonizing.

Most of all because his plan for me—the next part of my punishment for be so disobedient—was to do nothing at all.

“Wait here. Don’t move a fucking muscle,” he commanded, leaving the living room, wandering into the kitchen and straight down the hall—for what, I had no clue. Whatever he was doing, he sure was taking his sweet time of it.

I winced, still holding the same pose with my ass pushed up and my hands placed against the wall when he sat back down on the couch a moment later. I heard the TV flicker on, followed by the game he was playing before I left the bathroom. What in the world was he doing? I grinded my teeth, actually angry at him that he would just leave me here like this, naked with my legs spread and my ass burning from his repeated spanking. With this humiliating position I couldn't massage my cheeks, not unless I wanted to lose my balance.

Ugh, was I not patient enough for this.

“Sam?” I risked asking, my ass so sore that it distracted me from speaking. “What are you doing?”

“Punishing you,” he said, as if it were abundantly obvious and I just hadn't gotten the memo.

“…By making me stand like this here?” I asked again, a profound and intense need oozing with every syllable. I was never good with waiting. When I wanted to be fucked, I wanted to be fucked badly and I did not have the patience to wait a second longer than I had to.

“Yes,” he said, chuckling. I could almost hear him admiring my bruised ass cheeks from the couch with that one word. There was one thing I knew for sure: he could certainly take in my body better this way. “You’re going to stay like that until I'm done with you. You can be patient.”

I all but whimpered under my breath as I stomped my feet. My pussy was aching, demanding my fingers to slip deep inside them, but I knew if I did that Sam would definitely spank me further. Not that I minded that, of course. But still, I wanted to at least try being good, as impossible as that seemed to be for me.

“How long?” I asked, my whole body shivering from the dull pain still radiating from my rear. That was the punishment more than anything else. Standing like this for half an hour? That was easy. Awkward, but easy. But with my ass beat red? Oh, God, that was another thing entirely.

I could feel wetness drool down my inner thighs as Sam put down his controller. “For as long as I want,” he said. “Until I fucking say otherwise. Is that hard to understand?”

If I wasn’t facing the wall, I would be sticking my tongue at him right now. “Yes, sir!” I said sarcastically, wiggling my ass at him. “I guess I'll be a good girl until then!”

“Good,” Sam said. With a light-hearted chuckle he returned to his game. How he was able to focus at all with my tight, pink pussy and asshole right there on display for him was anybody's guess. He had a lot more self-control than I did. That much was sure.

It felt like I had been waiting there in that embarrassing position for hours by the time Sam finally rose from the couch. My heartbeat instantly accelerated, his footsteps behind me making a shiver ride up my spine as I felt his body heat caress my bare skin. Standing in a corner all night has a way of making anyone cold.

My eyes opened wide as I felt a cool, flat object press up against my cheeks. As flat as a board and smooth to the touch. Like a paddle.

No. Not just like.

“You don't even know how long I've been waiting to use this,” Sam whispered in my ear, holding me close around the waist, one hand groping my breasts as the other held the paddle right where it belonged. “I've had this in my closet for ages. None of my past exes have ever been as into spankings or punishments quite like you have.”

I giggled. “I’m glad to meet your high expectations. You should’ve brought it out much earlier.”

Sam smiled, groping my cheeks, easily making me wince again just from applying pressure to the bruises he had already so graciously given me. “I didn’t think you could take it,” he said. “I didn’t know that my roommate was such a freak.”

“You clearly don’t know the woman you’re talking to then,” I said. “I am nothing if not a little minx.”

“Oh, I have no doubt of that now.”

Sam readied the paddle, smacking my behind lightly with a test swing as he adjusted his grip. Even when he wasn’t trying, his strength made it so even the weakest tap made my ass flare up in pain. So what would it be like with him not holding back? Not even a little?

I bit my lip and smiled, knowing I was about to find out.

"Ten spanks," Sam said, pressing the wooden paddle as hard as he could against my rear, smooshing them just the same as if I pressed my breasts up against a pane of glass. "Let's see if you can take that many. If you even fucking think about cumming, I'll go up to twenty. Fuck it, let's say fifty. Is that understood?”

What, did he think I was a pushover? It was cute of him that he thought I was so fragile. That I couldn't take more than ten measly spanks from him. It was good to know that he was thinking about me cumming, though! With much much he tried feigning paying attention to me, you’d think he was blind to my pussy juices running down my thighs.

I got off on the pain. We both knew that well enough now. The jolt shooting through my body, the dull pervasive feeling of it wash over me… all of it. I was really close to reaching orgasm beforehand. To his credit, he must've noticed a bit.

And he couldn't reward a disobedient brat like me so early right in the middle of my punishment, now could he?

Taking one hand off the wall to twist my neck and face him, I stuck out my tongue, grinding my ass against his jeans. His raging cock stuffed itself between my inner thighs, unwilling to move. I swear the man had to have an iron resolve to not thrust his massive member into my pussy already. Instead a smile came upon his lips as he set the wooden paddle down once more.

I blinked, once again naked and alone in the living room. “Where are you going?” I called out.

“I forgot something,” Sam said from the hallway. “Be right back.”

My mouth hung open as I turned to watch him disappear behind the corner, heading into his bedroom. What was he planning to bring out this time?

I had no clue. All this time, I never knew how kinky Sam was. How ready he had been all this time to make all of my biggest fantasies come true.

I was wet just thinking about it.


Chapter Five

This time Sam didn't keep me waiting for long. Like before he stood behind me, massaging my ass cheeks, pulling them apart, rubbing my asshole with his fingers just because he could. He reached around and groped my tits, leaving handprints wherever he went as he fondled the rest of my body. Nothing was forbidden to him. As far as Sam was concerned, from the moment I chose to sit down on his lap, I was his. Full stop.

He laughed under his breath as he held my waist and inserted a small object into my quivering cunt. My eyes shot open, a cool shiver riding up my spine, the sweat on my palms almost making them slip off the wall. This time I didn't have to ask to know what was in his hands. It was obviously a vibrator. A bullet one. And he seriously expected me to still not cum?

“You can't be serious,” I said, glaring at him, the device already vibrating at a low volume that I could just barely tolerate. My thighs uncontrollably swayed from side to side. Keeping my balance intact was going to be difficult, to say the least of it. And he hadn't even started spanking me yet. “Sam, do you just have a box hidden somewhere full of sex toys or something?”

He grinned. “Are you complaining?”

I thought about it for a moment, then returned his grin with one of my own. “Only a little. You could’ve told me much earlier.”

“I’m not in the business of risking ruining a relationship with the girl I just moved in with,” he said. “Tends to be a bad idea.”

I giggled. “If only you knew I was a massive slut and would've done anything you asked if you just manned up for two seconds.”

“You’re barely doing what I'm asking of you right now, in case you need the reminder.”

“Hello? I just stood in a corner for like thirty minutes for you!”

Sam tsked, tsked, tsked, slapping the wooden paddle against his palm. I could feel his breath kiss the small of my back, sending a jolt of electricity straight into my core. In response I arched my back a little more, pushed my hips back further, presenting myself to him, all but begging for him to take action—finally, just take action. The anticipation of all of this was pure torture. Any other man would’ve just fucked me by now.

The vibrator suddenly turned on higher, buzzing loudly, making my knees buckle and my hands slip off the wall. The only thing keeping me upright was Sam’s strong arms around my waist, holding me close. If he didn’t want to reward me with an orgasm on the spot, then he certainly was acting against his interests.

“You can take it. Good girl,” Sam said, once I was back on my feet and maintaining the same position as early. By now my body was so sore all I could think about was sitting down. Not that that would’ve been much better with how sore my ass was, however. “You really are an obedient slut—with the right training. Maybe you’ll actually listen to me after this. Or maybe I’ll just have to keep spanking you, over and over again.”

Now wouldn’t that be something?

Sam seemed to agree, because before I could respond to him, he struck the fleshy part of my ass with the wooden paddle. To say I felt just a tiny ounce of pain would’ve been a massive understatement. It was as if my whole body melted to the floor with the blow, a stinging sensation rocking me back and forth as the audible clap from the paddle meeting my ass sounding throughout the apartment complex. My mouth hung open in shock as my eyes instantly began to water.

That was just one spank. One. And I still had nine more to go.

At least Sam didn’t make me wait this time. Utilizing roughly the same amount of force he spanked me again and again, punishing my ass until tears streamed down my face and I was actually crying. I gasped for breath, all the air shooting out of my lungs with every smack he graced me with. Meanwhile the vibrator continued to buzz and buzz between my legs, a constant dance of pleasure and pain washing over my entire body.

I was numb. Beautifully, orgasmically numb. My face was pink and hazy, my nipples so hard they could cut glass. My pussy was so pink and puffy and testy that I found myself subconsciously rubbing my inner thighs together just to touch it. I was so close to orgasm that I would’ve given anything for it. For the first time since Sam spanked me (which now felt like ages ago), I wanted to beg.

I really was being trained well by him.

“Good girl,” Sam growled proudly, once he was done and my ass was bruised all over. “You took it so well. Fuck, you're so fucking hot.”

I smiled, drawing a deep breath just so I could speak. “Thank you.”

“You really want to cum right now, huh?”

“Please,” I whisper. I instantly blink, surprised with myself. So much for my bratty attitude if I say ‘please’ with that little effort.

Sam laughed, groping my sore ass cheeks and giving them another smack just for the hell of it. The vibrator was still on. “Good girl. But not until I bury my cock inside you and fuck you until you see stars,” he said.

I had to admit: I loved the sound of that.

I stood there with my hands on the walls and my tongue lazily sticking out like a bitch in heat as I heard Sam finally undo his belt buckle. He dropped his belt to the floor and took out his cock, smacking the meaty shaft against my cheeks as my pussy twitched in anticipation. For the first time, Sam lost his otherwise rock solid patience. Taking out the vibrator and tossing it aside, he thrust his cock into me, shoving every single inch in, reaching around and groping my tits as he claimed me as his.

I gasped, his cock stretching my tight pussy as my hips reflexively grinded against him. He didn’t hold back. He fucked me hard and fast, using me as a cocksleeve as every thrust, stretching me to his heart’s content. I could feel his cock throb inside me as the walls of my cunt accommodated him. I was close. So close. I didn’t know how he expected me to not cum when he kept doing everything possible to make me cum.

“I should’ve fucking done this ages ago,” Sam growled in my ear as his strong arms left handprints over my breasts, my waist, every inch of my body he could reach and fondle and grope. “Fucking you, using you, training you to take my cock. You should’ve told me you would’ve been this obedient. I would’ve fucked you and spilled my cum inside you every day since we moved in.”

The thought alone made my thighs shiver. I moaned hot breaths against the wall, moving my hips in rhythm with his thrusts, so close to orgasm that I was almost numb to the intense, euphoric pleasure washing over me. I loved the idea of Sam training me to suck his cock every day and him spanking me whenever I was bad. I loved the thought of him using my pussy every day to store his cum, my holes belonging to him, my entire body his to play with. His to use. His to fuck. His to fucking spank.

“Please,” I begged again, shamelessly now, breathing the word over and over as I reached the point where I knew my orgasm was going to come. I couldn't control myself anymore, not with his erection punishing my tight pussy. I didn't even know what exactly I was saying please for—did it really matter?—all I wanted was for him to have complete and total control. I wanted to be his. And if he wanted to spank my ass every day from now on regardless if he had a good reason for it or not, then clearly I must've deserved it. Clearly I was a bad fucking girl. A slutty whore of a girl who loved to be fucking punished.

“Cum.”

I blinked, wondering if I misheard Sam at first, or if I simply dreamt it. With how easily Sam could overwhelm me with pleasure it could've swung either way. But no. It was very much real. He shoved his cock deep into me, grabbing my tits, holding me close, growling in my ear as my eyes shot wide open. “Cum. Don’t fucking make me tell you again.”

And I came. I came and he came, too, shooting rope after rope of hot cum into my needy pussy as my hands slipped off the wall and I fell into his strong arms. I moaned so loud my voice must’ve echoed throughout the entire apartment complex, my orgasm hitting me so hard I lost any sense of time or space. I was struck dumb by arousal. And I was happy.

Cum spilled down my legs when Sam pulled out of me. He chuckled under his breath, a faint blush on his face from the total mess we had made. I had no plans to clean up afterwards, but hey, maybe if he told me he would spank me if I didn’t, then…

“Didn’t you had a couple of friends to meet up with?” Sam asked, grunting as he reached for his pants.

It took me a couple of seconds to even remember that I planned to head out. I was still so cockhungry that it was the furthest thing on my mind. “Oh, I made all of that up,” I admitted with a bashful smile. “All of my friends were busy today. I just needed an excuse to dress like a whore in front of you.”

Sam cracked a smile. “Oh, yeah? You're not going to need an excuse from now on. I want you wearing that around me from now on. The sluttier, the better.”

“I thought you didn't want me wearing that kind of thing?” I asked, grinning. He could've fooled me with how protective he was of me over the past few nights. Hell, since first we moved in.

“I didn’t—around other men. But with me? You could say I've had a change of heart.”

I giggled. That was certainly one way of putting it.

I winced slightly as Sam took me to the bathroom for us to take a much needed hot shower. My ass stung with pain with even the slightest movement. Even brushing my fingers across my cheek cheeks was enough to get me to grit my teeth. He had certainly done a number on me. I was going to be feeling the after effects of my punishment for some time.

Not that I was complaining, of course. I smiled, turning around to present my ass to the bathroom mirror to get a better look at myself. Like I had guessed before, my ass cheeks were pink and bruised all over, discolored from repeated hits from his wooden paddle. It hurt just looking at it… but at the same time, it felt really good, too. I felt proud of myself to take it so well from him. Like it was a reward for being such a good girl.

Sam wasn't going to be able to spank me again for some time—we both knew that. I was going to need time to recuperate, and of course we were both going to need time to figure out what our relationship was going forward. Were we dating now? Just friends with benefits? Or something much more? Those were questions I didn't quite have answers to, especially since less than twenty-four hours ago, I truly thought I hated Sam’s guts.

I giggled at the thought. So much for that now!

Whatever was going to happen to us, something told me that I was going to work out. And that, most of all, this wasn't going to be the last time that Sam spanked me for being bad. After all, I quite liked being bad. I loved it, actually. Craved it. Needed it.

Especially if my naughty behavior meant that Sam had a good excuse to punish me. Because deep down, I loved that more than anything else.

In the steamy, hot shower, I not-so-subtly grinded my ass against him, smiling to myself all the while as I felt his cock harden between my cheeks. He was ready for another round. I was ready, too.

THE END
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