

    
        
          Tickled and Slapped - A First Time BDSM Taboo Erotica Short Story

        

        
        
          Nicola Diaz

        

        
          Published by Nicola Diaz, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TICKLED AND SLAPPED - A FIRST TIME BDSM TABOO EROTICA SHORT STORY

    

    
      First edition. May 20, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Nicola Diaz.

    

    
    
      Written by Nicola Diaz.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Tickled and Slapped - A First Time BDSM Taboo Erotica Short Story

Tickled and Slapped

Sign up for Nicola Diaz's Mailing List

Further Reading: Fulfilling Her Spanking Fantasy  - A Submissive Woman First Time BDSM Taboo Short Story


Tickled and Slapped
A First Time BDSM Taboo Short Story

All Right Reserved © Nicola Diaz 2018

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

Author's note: All character in this story are 18 years of age and older. This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real live name or events are purely coincidental. 

Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. Said activities include, but are not limited to first time BDSM, pain, punishment and more..........

Note that this work of fiction resembles a fantasy world, all events taking place are a result of a role play amongst all parties and all parties are fully consenting adults.

This ebook should be purchased/borrowed by and read by adults only.

**********************
[image: ]


Sign up to my mailing list to download the below free books - 

[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]

CLICK TO SIGN UP - http://eepurl.com/bw-Clb

You will also receive updates on the latest Nicola Diaz releases

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Tickled and Slapped

[image: ]



“Oh, it’s so gorgeous, I want to squeal,” Avalon said as she twirled through the empty front room of her new apartment.

“I love it. Lots of room here and natural light. I can’t believe you nailed an apartment with a river view. I’d be at the big windows the entire time I was here,” Cathy said as she peered outside through the windows.

Avalon had worked hard to get where she is now. Her degree in cosmetology paid off well with the position at the post Tres Rouge Salon downtown. The upscale full-service salon has a high-level clientele, people who didn’t bat an eye about paying top dollar to make themselves pretty. Avalon grew a large base of clients who came to her regularly. It didn’t hurt that she was drop-dead gorgeous with a head full of curly auburn hair with reddish golden highlights. And her curvy body caught the eye of every man she met.

The city had a shortage of apartments for rent in the area she wanted to live. Avalon was on a waiting list for six months while she lived in a basement apartment underneath a shop downtown. While the location enabled her to walk to work, she wanted a larger place, one where she could easily entertain. The basement apartment had strict rules, she couldn’t throw parties and had to keep her music and television low. When the Baker Street Leasing Company called with the apartment she jumped on it. And a river view to boot sweetened the deal all the more.

Avalon and Cathy and two other friends, Sherman and Thea, worked diligently Thursday and Friday in helping her move into her new place. Cathy looked up with a bright idea. “You need to throw a house warming party. Tomorrow night. Nothing’s going on and this would be a crazy way to introduce your new dive to your friends,” Cathy said.

The idea was perfect. “Yes, let’s do it, will you help me? We’ll need food, music, and games,” Avalon said.

Sherman and Thea agreed. “I’ll bring the alcohol,” Sherman said.

“And I’ll pick up a party platter,” Thea said.

“And I’ll help decorate and add some extra goodies for the party,” Cathy said.

“Like your world-famous brownie bites?” Avalon asked.

“Oh, and her world-famous cheesecake bites,” Thea said.

“Yes, yes, I’ll provide the sweets,” Cathy said with a chuckle.

“Okay, what should I do?” Avalon said. 

“Nothing, silly. This is a housewarming party, you provide the house and yourself as the hostess. We’ll take care of the rest,” Cathy said.

“You know, I should introduce myself to my neighbors. I’ve met the two on each side, I need to meet the man beneath me,” Avalon said.

“Invite them to the party!” Sherman smiled at his idea.

“Yeah, I could. Not sure if the older gentleman next door is into such things. The other neighbors are a young family with two small children. Maybe the man downstairs would be interested. I believe he’s single,” Avalon said.

Saturday evening arrived just as Avalon put the finishing touches on the décor. Cathy set her delicious sweet desserts on the table. The spray of purple and yellow flowers on the table added to the lovely rich golds and deep green color scheme. Avalon was proud of her artistic eye which showed in the elegance of her new flat. 

Thea arrived with two large party platters and a bag of extra crackers and chips. She smiled as she hurried into the kitchen with Cathy to arrange the food. A few guests showed up before the drinks. Sherman was caught in traffic and finally arrived with ice chests full of beer and wine coolers. Several friends arrived with bottles of wine, loaves of bread, and even a few knickknacks to place around her home.

“Oh, my goodness, guys, you have may my day! Thank you so much,” Avalon said. “Please help yourself to food and drink. I’ll turn up the volume on the music.” 

The river view was a favorite for many of her friends as they gathered at her large picture window overlooking the lovely river. As the evening wore on and the drinks flowed, people loosened up and up went the volume of the music as they wanted to dance.

The thumping of the music sounded in the hall and Avalon worried the next-door neighbors would hear. She invited both to the party, the man on one side had an outing to attend. The family on the other side had gone out of town for the weekend. Avalon figured it was okay to play the music loud bothering no one. 

An hour later a fierce knock at the door sent Avalon running, wondering who it could be because all her friends were already inside enjoying themselves. The man stood there with a scowl on his face, a blush running across his cheeks. He ran a nervous hand over his mop of blond curls and glared at Avalon. 

“Keith, right?” Avalon recognized the neighbor from downstairs. She had tried to invite him to the party, but he wasn’t home. She had only met him briefly in passing when she moved in.

“Yes. Your music is too loud. It’s disturbing me. I let it go for a while but it’s getting late,” Keith said as he glanced at his watch. It was only eleven.

“You’re welcome to come in and have a beer and some food,” Avalon said and opened the door wider.

“No thank you. I’d just like a little quiet, please,” Keith said as he backed away.

“Aw, okay. I’m so sorry for the disturbances. I’ll turn down the music and keep it quiet, I promise,” Avalon said with a smile.

Keith’s jaw flexed as he rocked on his feet. He nodded as his face stayed in a scowl. “Okay, thank you,” he said, his words clipped. He pivoted on his feet and marched away.

“Guys, we need to turn down the music,” Avalon said as she adjusted the volume on her stereo.

The music quieted immediately. A collective “Aw” passed through the guests as they were not too happy about the quieter music. 

“What’s a party without loud music?” Sherman said as he headed to the door.

“Where are you going?” Avalon asked as she rushed forward stopping the man.

Sherman had a few drinks, so he was quite inebriated. “I think a personal invitation to this awesome party is in order. Maybe with a little persuasion, we can have the grumpy neighbor up here enjoying the music with us. Here, give me a beer. You know what they say about beer,” Sherman said as he stepped toward the ice chests.

Avalon had to run to keep up with the man. “No, Sherm, what do they say about beer?” she asked.

Sherman bent over the chest and plucked out two cold bottles of beer and held them up in front of Avalon. Ice and water dripped from the bottles landing on the floor. She grimaced as she grabbed a napkin and wiped up the water. “They say beer is the universal language of agreement. Offer a man a beer and he’ll agree to anything,” Sherman said and proceeded to the door again.

“Wait, Sherm, no. Please don’t. Keith wasn’t too happy about it. I already
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