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Getting Taught a Lesson

I sneaked through the back gate, just like Ben had told me. The backyard was quiet and still, but shadows grew against the sides of the house, cast from the pool’s glow. Ben had assured me that the backdoor would be unlocked. I hoped he hadn’t forgotten his promise.

I put my hand on the knob and released a breath of relief when it turned. I opened the door and stepped inside.

“Hello, Eric,” a voice called out of the darkness.

I froze. My heart hammered in my chest. It took a few moments for my brain to realize who was speaking, and I finally closed the door. I gulped. “H-hello, Mr. Duvall.”

The kitchen light flicked on. Mr. Duvall, Ben’s dad, stood at the wall, his hand on the switch. I’d always admired him in a way. He was aloof and mysterious, often only seen in the evenings when he came home from work. But right now, he was dressed in nothing but a flannel bathrobe, as far as I could tell. His chest was bare underneath, trimmed in dark hair that was barely gray around the edges, much like the wavy hair he had on his head.

He held a glass of clear liquid in his hand.

With a gasp, I realized that Ben and I had never replaced that bottle of vodka we stole from his liquor cabinet. Does he know? I wondered as Mr. Duvall’s eyes slid over me. They looked dull and glazed, and that was when I realized he was drunk.

“Is Ben expecting you?” he asked. 

My dry lips split painfully when I parted them. “Yes, sir. He invited me over.” My hands began to shake, and I stuffed them into the pockets of my hoodie. “He wanted me to sneak in.”

Mr. Duvall chuckled, and he took a swig from his glass. He walked over to the kitchen table and dragged out a chair. “Have a seat,” he said.

Cold sweat formed in my palms, and I felt hot underneath my clothes. I avoided his gaze as I sat down. Mr. Duvall sat down beside me. He was so close, I could count the dark stubble on his face and neck.

“Drink?” he asked, extending his glass. 

I shook my head. “No, thank you.” 

Mr. Duvall chuckled again. “What? Don’t tell me you don’t drink, Eric. I noticed there was something missing from my liquor cabinet. I know it was you.”

I swallowed back the dryness in my throat. Technically, Ben had stolen it for me so I could take it to Jennifer’s the weekend her parents left town. But I made him do it, I thought guiltily to myself.

Mr. Duvall noticed my expression and searched my face. “Well? What did you do with it?”

“My girlfriend and I drank it.”

“All of it?” 

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Duvall sighed and rubbed his face. “Young people,” he said, shaking his head. He set down his glass. “I hope you don’t think you’ll be getting away with this scot-free.”

My stomach plummeted. “No, sir,” I said, my voice cracking slightly.

“Are you ready to take your punishment?” 

Blood drained from my face. I bit my lip and nodded. 

“Good,” Mr. Duvall said. “I don’t oppose corporeal punishment like those other hippie-dippie, foofy parents. I spank Ben on a regular basis. Did you know that?” He pushed his chair back from the table and patted his lap. 

I stared at his broad hand resting on his knee. He had flat fingernails, long fingers, and wide palms, perfect for spanking. Ben had mentioned once or twice that his dad spanked him when he was a child, but I’d never known that he still did it. Looking back, I remembered how Ben had shown up to school on some days, wincing slightly as he lowered himself into a chair. He’d gone to a party for the weekend of his eighteenth birthday and hadn’t gone home until Monday. He kept rubbing his butt the next day, something I didn’t even realize until now. 

“Now, Eric,” Mr. Duvall said firmly, making me jump. 

Shaking, I stood up and took off my hoodie. Mr. Duvall took my arm and guided me onto his lap so my stomach was resting on his knees. He placed his hand on my lower back and smoothed it down to the back pocket of my jeans. His touch seemed to linger there for a while, and I felt a twist of pain inside as I remembered Ben, sitting in his dark bedroom upstairs, waiting for me.

Suddenly, Mr. Duvall’s hand was gone, and it came swiftly back, planting a hard and stinging slap on my ass. 

“Ooh!” I cried out in surprise. 

Mr. Duvall clicked his tongue. “This isn’t good enough. Lower your pants.”

With trembling fingers, I unbuttoned my pants and slipped them down to my thighs. I felt Mr. Duvall’s stare on the backside of my boxer briefs. He cupped an ass cheek in his hand. His warm skin was almost pleasant. Then, he slapped me again. 

“Ah!” Tears burned at the edges of my vision. I bit down on my lip.

“I want you to think about what you’ve done, Eric,” he said as he reared back for another blow. 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, closing my eyes against the pain. 

“Sorry about what?” he asked, delivering several short, stinging slaps in a row.

“I’m sorry I stole your whiskey, Mr. Duvall. It was wrong.”

Mr. Duvall exhaled through his nose. His hand rested on my rear. “Good boy,” he said, rubbing at my raw skin. His touches danced lower. 

My eyes shot open. I thought I felt his fingertip brushing along my crack, sinking dangerously low toward my scrotum. I wiggled uncomfortably in his lap, and he held me down. 

“You’re a good boy, aren’t you, Eric?” Mr. Duvall drawled. He slipped his hand between my thighs, edging them up. I gasped when he touched me where my legs met, barely against the tip of my soft cock.

“Y-yes,” I said shakily. 

“How much of a good boy are you? Do you fuck your girlfriend?”

I paused. “No, sir.”

I heard a deep groan resonating from Mr. Duvall’s chest. “So you’re a virgin?”

“Not exactly,” I said before I could stop myself.

His hand froze on my leg.

How could I explain it to him? Jennifer and I had been together almost a year, and even Mr. Duvall knew that. But what he didn’t know was that Jennifer just didn’t turn me on. I knew she was beautiful. I knew she was sexy. But she just didn’t light my fire at all.

“My girlfriend has...sucked on my cock, but that’s it.”

Mr. Duvall breathed loudly. I felt something poking into my stomach and realized that he was getting hard. He squeezed my ass and groaned, and my thighs began to shake. 

“Is that so?” he said. “So you’ve never fucked anyone? You’ve never been fucked?”

I was suddenly extremely aware of how naked Mr. Duvall was under his robe...and how ripped and toned his body felt beneath the thin flannel. I suddenly thought back to the days in the boys’ locker room, when I’d catch myself staring a little too long at the other guys in their
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