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Spanking the Girl Next Door: A Domestic Discipline Story

by

Flora Banks


Emily

All of my clothes are neatly folded on the floor when his hard, wooden paddle meets my bare ass. I take a long, deep breath as my eyes close. My teeth lock in place. Goosebumps form all over my skin from my soft, petite breasts to my smooth thighs. This first strike will hurt the worst: Mr. Hall has already made it clear that he has no desire to be lenient with my misbehavior.

He makes me wait across his lap for what feels like an eternity before he swings for my bottom.

...Whack!

"Fuck!" I cry as my mouth opens wide. A shockwave of pain reverberates throughout my body, paralyzing me as Mr. Hall's arm holds me upright by my shoulder blade. I scream curses into his pantleg, but there is nothing I can say that will make him change his mind. In his eyes, I need to be corrected. I need to be trained to be good.

I need to learn.

Smack!

"FUCK!" I gasp. My thighs cannot help but quake from the pain. As much as I try to quiet down, his trousers aren't thick enough to muffle my voice completely. "Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuuuuccckkk. Mr. Hall, please! Please, I'll be a good girl from now on! I've learned my lesson. I'll do everything you say from now on!"

More begging escapes my lips, but his palm cups my mouth, commanding me to be silent. My sex is tingling. He hasn't said a word, but I do as I'm told: I grind my teeth into dust, doing everything I can to be obedient.

Fuck me. Why does he make me feel so fucking good?

"Keep quiet," Mr. Hall calmly says after a short pause, his voice cold and loving all at once. He swivels his chair to his desk so he can sip from his coffee mug, as if this was just another day at work in his office. When he's angry with me, he becomes a man of few words. He dedicates his focus to disciplining me, to show me exactly what I've done wrong. "I won't say this again: I am tired with your brattiness, with your disrespect. I've given you simple rules to follow, and you will obey them. Is that understood?"

I barely make a sound. "I—"

WHACK!

"FUCK! Y—YES I UNDERSTAND!" I scream. My vocal cords, just like my bare bottom, have grown taut and sore. "I understand, Mr. Hall. I—I—I just want to be good. I want to be a good housesitter for you, sir. I won't have parties at your house ever again!"

I feel his rough, callused fingers play with my curly ginger hair as he readies his paddle. Between my shaky thighs, warm wetness drips from my sex. "Are you done?" he asks. He's speaking to me as if I was a little brat, not a college student in her early twenties. "Yes or no. Answer me."

I choose my words carefully. "Yes, sir..." I say, preparing myself for his next strike. My bottom stings so badly that it must be beet red. I want so desperately for Mr. Hale's hand to slip between my thighs and tease my wetness instead... but this is my punishment, not my reward. I still have seven more spankings to go—as well as five more, now that I've sworn in his presence.

Smack!

Whack!

SPANK!

I don't utter a sound. Salty tears run down my cheeks, ruining my makeup, transforming me into Mr. Hall's trained, obedient submissive. The need to obey him is all that my malleable mind can focus on. I want to be good. I want to be his. I don't care how many times he needs to spank me—I need to learn!

SMACK!

SPANK!

WHACK!

"Thank you, sir!" I say out loud, my voice cracking into a thousand tiny pieces. I bury my face into his thigh as I take a deep breath. Mr. Hall shifts in his seat again, this time to place his paddle back on his desk. My butt is too raw for another strike—is he going to go easy on me? I wait in silence as his hand caresses my lower back, tickling my pale, sensitive skin. When he wants to be, his touch is so delicate. He is treating me like I'm fine art, a sculpture to be appreciated and worshipped.

He makes me feel loved. "Thank you, sir," I repeat, this time with all the sincerity I can muster. My ass stings, but when his arms are on me, I feel as safe as can be. "Please, continue. I deserve to be punished. I want to be good for you, sir."

That brings a smile to my dominant's face. He lowers his hand to my face, where he slowly glides across my cheek with the side of his finger. Then, he rubs the tears from my eyes.

I'm lost for words. My nipples harden from pleasure I can hardly explain. All I know is that my sex is begging for this man. But he hasn't answered me, not yet. Is his plan to torture me forever by keeping me under his spell? Does he think that if he makes me wait for him long enough, I'll submit to him further?

I raise my head to meet his gaze. "...Sir?" I ask. To question him is to add another round of spankings to my behind, but I'm too impatient to stay quiet.

Even still, I wait. He's trained me well.

"Good," he finally answers me, before returning to his paddle. "I was wondering if you'd ever learn."


Michael

I scarcely have the words to describe Emily, or how I first came to discipline her when I hired her to housesit my property in the outskirts of Austin, Texas. She was an airheaded, rambunctious girl who, even in her second year of college, failed to learn how to be a proper lady. In her own words, she lived for the nightlife: the thought of ever becoming a man's thoughtful and committed wife was alien to her, if not completely ridiculous. I had no desire to employ her to watch over my house—much less give her the keys—but her landlady, Annie, thought I should give her a chance. She just needed honest work, according to her. A taste of homemaking that would serve her well in marriage. I had no reason to distrust Annie's judgement, so I followed along.

I thought wrong. Two weeks later, after departing from the airport after a lengthy business trip, I found my house in utter disarray. Trash was everywhere: red plastic cups, discarded lingerie, condoms. I couldn't believe my eyes. Emily had used my house as her own personal hangout for her college sorority. Worst of all, she was nowhere in sight. The front door was unlocked, and the house was quieter than a mouse. There was no telling what had been stolen—and on a college student's minimum wage salary, there was no world in which Emily could reimburse me for the damages. Money was not the concern, of course. The concern was her, her behavior, her juvenile disrespect.

I ended up calling her landlady, a personal friend of mine, in a fit of rage, with my bags still left unpacked by the door. "Good lord, Emily is a childish, naive brat. What do you expect me to do with her, Annie?" I yelled into the phone, pacing back and forth, my fingers clawing at my palm to form a fist. "Even my ex-wife isn't so crazy. I should have her thrown in jail, have her learn her lesson that way."

Annie, a wedding planner for over twenty years, handled my anger well. Her voice was soft and measured as she worked to disarm me. "Emily is... a complicated matter, I understand," she said. "But jail is not the answer. She'll think you're punishing her because of matters out of her control, that is, that her friends took advantage of your property. If you are to punish her, she needs to comprehend why she is being disciplined just as much as how."

I fumed and fumed—but a relaxing breath helped me think clearly. "So, what do you suggest?" I said as I carefully stepped past a wet condom to make my way into the kitchen. The fridge had been left open over night. Now grocery shopping was on my to-do list. "I won't press charges for your sake, but I need a solution to this problem, Annie, just as I have need of a proper housesitter."

Annie cooed. "I've spoken to your wife once or twice. You spanked her quite often, whenever she disobeyed you, isn't that so?"

I could see where this conversation was going. "...Yes," I answered. "At the beginning of our relationship, I would discipline her often. She became the perfect wife because of my training—but that's another discussion. You would allow me to treat your daughter in such a fashion? Are you sure, Ann?"

Annie could only chuckle. "Of course. She deserves punishment; we are in complete agreement on that. You have my permission for whatever strategy you choose to rein her in. I can only ask that you make her a better, more dutiful woman. Hopefully then she'll pay her rent on time!"

I smiled, though Annie couldn't see it. "Thank you for the advice, Annie," I said as I adjusted my tie. I would need to appear at my best before meeting Emily, so she could understand how a man's presence is supposed to feel. I closed my eyes and breathed in with satisfaction, then wished Annie farewell.

"Have a good night, Annie. I'll need time to prepare," I said quietly.

Annie's voice was as delicate as a dove. "Good night, Michael," she said. "And have fun."

***

"Emily," I call from the sanctuary that is my home office. "You can step away from the corner now."

I watch in silence as my precious submissive waited in the crevice between a set of bookcases and the door, her bare bottom bruised from a month's worth of rigorous training. She is naked, as she is supposed to be, and her posture is confident and ladylike, without slouching her back or moving her hands away from her sides. She's improved so much in such a short amount of time. I can only believe that stripping away her modesty has played some role in that, however small. Clothing for a submissive is a privilege, not a right—a fact that Emily has had difficulty learning.

But today, she has shown improvement "...Thank you, sir," Emily says as she turns to face me, her hands at her side, her legs locked together and her eyes aimed at the floor. Days before, she would rush from the corner and reach for her clothing by my desk, only to be stopped by my hand on her arm. Tonight, she asks for my explicit permission: "May... I get dressed, sir? I promise to be good."

I don't answer her. Instead I stand from my chair and come to meet her, towering over her petite, hourglass frame the moment I can grace her skin. She is much like Annie, although I have never seen her nude: her curly ginger hair runs down her chest, parted to the side so that her nipples remain exposed. Her soft patch of pubic hair is thick, but well trimmed, stained from her warm, heavenly wetness. I should punish her alone for touching herself like a whore—but I elect to ignore her misbehavior for now. I watch in silence as her small, pink nipples harden from my shadow enveloping her. Does she think this is a game? How can I punish a woman like her for enjoying submission?

I've no idea. "No," I say quietly before finding my way back to my desk. "You can stay bare and do your chores as you're told. When you become a man's loving and dedicated wife, he'll ask you to undress, not only for inspection, but also to enjoy your body, as well. Your duty as a wife is to belong to your husband. You do what he asks, when he asks, how he asks. Is that understood?"

Emily nods without complaint, but I can see mischief in her eyes. "I understand, Mr. Hall," he says as she bites down on her lip. If she is trying to seduce me to get out of her rules, then it isn't working. "But no husband can expect his wife to run around naked all the time. Are you sure I can't put on my panties, at least? Please, sir."

I stomp my foot. She is questioning me. Is she so eager to be laid across my lap already? "No. I will not repeat myself again, Emily," I say as I return to my chair. I've no need to inspect her body: I already know all I need, and besides, to touch her further would only arouse her and reward her for constant disobedience.

"Now, go to the kitchen and finish cleaning," I continue. "I expect dinner to be on the table once I've finished my work here. Unless you want another round of spankings to your bottom. Do you?"

Emily stays quiet. Her legs part ever so subtly, as if to answer me in lieu of words. "Yes, sir. Dinner will be ready for you. I promise," she says before leaving for the door. She opens it, then takes one final look at me as she shuts it behind her. "...Sir?"

I give her a stern look. "Yes, Emily?"

Emily simply smiles. "Thank you for punishing me, sir. You've been so caring and thoughtful toward me. If only there was a way I could return the favor..."

I snap. "You can return the favor by doing as you're told. Go, now. Another word and I'll reach for my paddle."

"Yes, sir!" Emily says with a hint of a grin as she finally closes the door.

I take a deep breath—then exhale, doing all I can to process her endless teasing and disobedience. I sip from my glass of water before jotting down notes in a fresh notebook. If spanking isn't enough to train Emily, then what is? She is beyond desperate for attention: she craves for my hands to be on her regardless if I am punishing or pleasuring her. I need another tool, another strategy to employ.

A devious smile grows across my face as I lean back in my chair. "Good," I whisper to no one in particular. "That would be very good indeed..."


Emily

Not once have I ever had to submit to a man—not even my ex-boyfriend, and certainly not to the extent that I'd be cleaning his house without a single stitch of clothing to my name. But Mr. Hall, with his charm, wit, and patience, somehow did the impossible: I'm here, and I'm naked, and now I have dinner for him ready on his dining table. And worst of all? I'm happy.

"Sir?" I call out as I hold my hands behind my back, with my chest puffed out and my legs slightly spread, my body in position for his inspection should he choose to do so. "Dinner is ready! I made your favorite!"

I wait for what feels like an eternity before I hear his office door unlock and open. I'm not allowed to bother him while he's working, so sometimes I have to repeat myself if he hasn't heard me the first time. Fortunately, today he is eager to find me in the kitchen, my body on display, my ass beet red and sore. He gives me a soft, yet commanding look before coming forward to plant a kiss at my cheek. "Thank you for dinner, sweet one. What did you make?" he whispers into my ear.

A cool shiver runs down the length of my naked spine. Is he about to inspect me? It appears so. His hand falls down to my breast, where he tweaks my hard nipple before falling even further down my body. His fingers enter me, testing my wetness. His hand returns slippery from my built up juices. If he wasn't looking deep into my eyes, he would notice the trails my sex has coated down my inner thighs.

I can't help but freeze like a statue. Am I really that turned on?

"Answer me," he barks as he takes a hankerchief from his back pocket to clean himself. "Now."

My mouth opens, but no words form. What is he asking for, again? Right! Dinner. He wants to know what I've made him for dinner.

"A steak, sir," I say softly as his hand cups my breast, squeezing it, applying pressure as I try to draw air from my lungs.  "And a baked potato and collared greens. I hope you like it, soon. I'm not a very good cook..."

Mr. Hall smiles. "You'll improve as time goes on. I have faith in you."

"...You do?"

"I do," he says as his hand rises to caress my cheek. His touch is rough as it is delicate, passionate as it is collected. Everything he has done so far has been to train me for another man—but there is no denying that he wants me for himself. He yearns for my body in ways he, as a man, can hardly articulate. But that emotion, that drive is present in him, and it makes me so desperate and needy to submit to him completely.

I look up to him. Without shoes or clothes, everything but my soul is bare for him. But now that is going to change. "Sir," I say softly. "Is there something on your mind? You keep looking at me. We can always have dinner later..."

His hand grips my wrist. "What are you saying?" he asks. His tone shifts noticeably: I've caught his attention, haven't I?

Mr. Hall waits for my response. I take a deep breath—then choose my words carefully. "You've done so much for me... spanking me when I've been bad... teaching me how to cook and clean. You've even helped me not swear like a sailor! How can I ever repay you for taking care of me? Well, I thought about that question today... and I believe I have the answer, if you're willing to take me to your bed."

Mr. Hall's mouth turn into a thin line. "I should spank you alone for even suggesting this," he says, his voice deep, but not necessarily angry. "You are a supposed to act like a wife, not some flagrant whore."

My eyes open wide. "Sir, I didn't mean to—sir!"

"You want to be fucked so badly?" he says as he grips my arm. "Then that's what I'll do: right after I am done with your bottom. Move!"

Mr. Hall keeps a firm hand at my side—but I do as I'm told and take the first few steps toward his bedroom door. He follows me, then passes by to open the door for me. I look at him quietly.

"Sir," I say, my ass still stinging from his previous punishment. "you're already spanked my bottom today. I don't think I can handle another round of spankings!"

In response, Mr. Hall shakes shook his head. "You should've thought about that before you tried to seduce me. Now, place yourself at my bedside and prop your bottom up. I'm going to retrieve my paddle."

"But sir!"

"No more backtalk," he snaps. "If I hear another word, your ass will hurt into the next week."

There is nothing I can say. "Yes, sir. I'll do as I'm told."

"Good," he says before slapping my ass once with his hand, a soft, lenient spank, to remind me of what's to come. "I'll be just a second."

My heart is thumping behind my naked chest as I go to his bedside and plant my hands on his cool satin sheets. Mr. Hall has spanked me countless times before during the short few days he has been training me—but not once has he done it in the safety and privacy of his own bedroom. Here, I feel more naked than ever before. In his domain, his sanctuary, he has all the time in the world to make me submit to him completely.

Between my thighs, wetness drips down onto the carpet floor.

"Good, you listened," Mr. Hall says as he returns, shuts the door, and readies his wooden paddle. I don't respond—instead, actions speak louder than words: I lower my chest across the bed and arch my back, propping my ass up for him. I stay quiet, obedient, desperate. He is supposed to be training me to be the perfect wife—so why do I desire his cock so badly?

Whack!

"Fuck, yes!" I cry as pain makes my thighs shiver. He can hit me as many times as he desires, but he cannot train the slut out of me. I need him. I need his cock inside of me if it is the last possible thing I can ask for. I want him to fuck me like the disobedient bratty whore we both know I am, even if my ass has to be beaten to submission. Fuck. Fuck.

I've lost all sense of decency and modesty now. I've grown worse. This lust inside me is unbecoming of a woman like me. Why can't I control myself?

These lewd thoughts in my head can only be answered by his paddle. I take a deep breath, happy that I am being punished.

Smack!

"Thank you, sir," I say quietly. I raise my voice as every hit to my bottom makes me beg for more. "Thank you, sir. Thank you, sir! I need to be punished! I need to be good!"

After ten hits, my ass is so sore that I can hardly think straight. I hear the paddle drop to the floor as Mr. Hall lets out a heavy sigh. "This isn't working. You want this, don't you?" he says with a weak laugh. "You're an insufferable little minx, you know that?"

I turn my cheek to him and smile softly. That fact that he has been able to resist the sight—and aroma—of my sex for so long even as it sits right in front of him is awe-inspiring. "I'm sorry, sir," I say. "Maybe there is another way you can train me?"

"By fucking you, you mean," he says. his voice stern, but ultimately harmless. "Intercourse is between a man and his wife, Emily. You should know that by now."

"I know, sir," I say as I press my ass against his belt buckle. The roughness of his jeans makes my bottom sting—but a moment of pain is worth a chance for Mr. Hall to finally have his way with me. "But you are training me to be a wife. You're training me how to please and serve a man in every way possible. Doesn't that include, sex, too?"

Mr. Hall has no answer to that. Instead, his belt loosens. After a moment, I hear his belt buckle drop to the floor—then his shirt, jeans, even his underwear. He tosses all of his clothes, then unties his boots and leaves them under the bed frame.

I look up to him, surprised. "I thought you being clothed was to signify the power dynamic between us. Has that changed?"

Mr. Hall smiles as he strokes his thick, juicy cock with his arm. "They would only get in the way. Now, stay still."

I return his smile greedily, but say nothing as I wait for him to fill my sex. Time crawls to a halt. My heart is beating so fast that I fear it might jump out from my chest. I'm about to be fucked like the disobedient whore I am. How can I ever be a proper wife at this rate?

His cock enters me, and all the thoughts in my head disappear into nothingness. "Fuck! Yes, sir!" I cry as he grips my ass cheeks, spreading them apart, teasing me by inflicting even more pain. At this point, I don't care where his hands go. "Please fuck me. Please fuck this slutty little college girl. Fuck me like I'm your wife! Just fucking fuck me!"

Finally, Mr. Hall loses his composure. "Fuck..." he whispers while his cock thrusts in and out of my needy, creamy pussy. "You're so fucking dirty. How are you ever going to improve at this rate? Even a thousand spankings would do nothing to train you. You're impossible."

I bite my lip. "Impossible to resist..." I say. I lift myself from the bed so I can kiss him  on the cheek. He leans forward, happy to have my lips on him. At the same time his cock ravages me, contracting the walls of my sex, bringing me ever so close to orgasm.

But he is the man in this house, and his orgasm must come first. "Are you going to cum, sir?" I ask as I grind my ass against the base of his cock, causing his balls to slap against my cheeks. "Please cum inside me. It's the husbandly thing to do. Please fill me with your fertile fucking seed!"

"Fuck," he groans. Judging by his voice alone, he's far beyond the point of return. "Fuck, Emily, fuck fuck fuck!"

There are no more words from either of us after that: thick, hot ropes of cum penetrate me and my womb, filling me until it spills from my pussy lips. I fall to the bed, exhausted, as Mr. Hall collapses beside me as the last pump of cum stains my ass cheek. I giggle happily in his bed sheets. I haven't reached orgasm yet—but there's no need. I've made my man happy, and there's nothing else I can ask for besides that.

Mr. Hall breathes in before turning to face me. "Dare I say it, you are the best housesitter I've ever had," he says with the slightest smirk on his bearded face. "I have no business trips scheduled for now—but you're free to housesit regardless, if you're interested."

"As long as you continue to train me," I say as I take his hand and plant a kiss on his lips. I smile, happier than ever before. "I don't know what I'd do if I didn't have your spankings waiting for me. Thank you, sir. Thank you very, very much..."

THE END
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