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Bad Boys Get Spanked
Book One

	 


Boys will be boys... bad, bad boys who like to get spanked.

	 

	 

	Kurt, a registered nurse, works a lot of hours. When he comes home after a long day, he expects his house to be neat and tidy, because the last thing he wants to worry about is housekeeping. His roommate, Greg, however, is a total slob. Kurt tries talking to his younger, less-responsible roomie, but Greg is ambivalent. When Greg throws a party and trashes the house the day before Kurt’s parents are due for a visit, Kurt considers throwing him out. Instead, he devises a better, more erotic punishment, one they both enjoy... and as a result, they have a spanking good time and the house remains tidy forever more.

	 


 

	 

	Bad Boys Get Spanked

	 

	 

	Kurt was sick of having such a fucking slob for a roommate. Everywhere he turned, chaos reigned. Dirty dishes in the sink. Stinky, smelly socks on the living room floor. If Kurt didn’t do the vacuuming himself, it would never get done. And he didn’t even want to think about that nasty bathroom. Sure, Kurt had his own private bathroom in his master bedroom, but the main bathroom that his roommate used constantly remained a pig sty.

	Kurt became particularly frustrated by the fact that Greg was such a nice guy. And cute. Beyond cute, really. He was adorable. In fact, for this reason alone Kurt had let his guard down and had taken the kid on as a roommate. Sure, he was motivated in part by the financial benefit. Greg paid monthly rent and contributed money for groceries and utilities, and he was pretty reliable in that sense. There’d been a couple times when he was late a day or two on the rent due to the way his paydays happened to fall. But the thing that had swayed Kurt toward his final decision to take Greg in as a boarder was that sweet, innocent smile of his. He had wavy blond hair and piercing blue eyes, not to mention a tight little swimmer’s build that he liked to show off.

	“Dude, listen. I gotta talk to you about something,” Kurt said. He was standing in the doorway of Greg’s bedroom, scanning the mess, his mouth falling open in shocked disbelief. The room looked as if a cyclone had hit.

	“Sure, man,” Greg said. He was sitting on his bed, wearing only underwear and holding a video game controller in his hand. He didn’t look up to meet Kurt’s gaze, because that would have required he tear his eyes away from the TV screen, which Kurt knew was not gonna happen in the middle of a game.

	Kurt cleared his throat, waiting impatiently.

	Greg hit the pause button and placed the controller on the bed beside him. “Sorry, man,” he said. A lock of his blond hair swept down over his eye, and he tossed his head back just slightly. “What’s up?”

	“My parents are stopping by tomorrow, and I need the house cleaned.”

	Greg smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “Sure, man, no problem. I’ll tidy up a bit.”

	“A bit?” Kurt looked around the room, disgusted by the stacks of dirty dishes and silverware. Cereal bowls, glasses, plates with leftover spaghetti sauce and macaroni and cheese. “Dude, this room should be condemned. Look at all these nasty dishes that’ve been in here for God knows how long. And the clothes... I mean, come on. Do you ever do laundry? And it stinks!”

	Greg chuckled, unfazed. “I know... I been meaning to clean this up. I promise I’ll get to it later today—or tomorrow morning.”

	“Today!” Kurt demanded. “And the bathroom, too.”

	Greg made a face. “But I’m in the middle of a competition...”

	“Today!” Kurt repeated. “There’s no way you’ll have time tomorrow morning. Look, I have to work a twelve-hour shift at the hospital tonight. I won’t be here to babysit you, but when I come home in the morning, this place better be clean. I’ll only have about three hours to sleep and get myself cleaned up in the before my folks get here.”

	“Okay, man... I’ll get right on it.”

	“Good. I’m headed out, then. I got the living room and kitchen already taken care of. Just don’t mess ’em up, and concentrate on getting your room and bathroom done.”

	Greg nodded. “Got it, dude. Not a problem. You can count on me.” And then he smiled. That smile of his was so innocent and so charming that Kurt was completely disarmed.

	“All right. Bye.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	As soon as Greg heard the front door close, he got up and stumbled to the living room. He picked up the remote control for the stereo and cranked it to high, then made his way to the kitchen. He pulled out a half gallon container of orange juice from the fridge, tipped it up to his mouth, and took a huge swig directly from the carton.

	Man, that Kurt was a pain sometimes. Nice enough guy, but he was so fucking anal about everything. Yeah, well, whatever. He’d have plenty of time later to get the cleaning bullshit done. For now, though, he had the place all to himself.

	He stepped over to the counter where his phone was plugged in. Picking it up, he called his friend Ty. “Dude, what’s up? Hey, wanna come over?”

	Within a half hour the house was swarming with college-aged kids, all ready to party. And party they did. Someone brought a keg, and later they got pizza. By eleven o’clock that night, everyone was trashed and the keg was nearly empty. This didn’t stop them, though. One of the guys volunteered to get more beer, and they decided to start a game of quarter bounce.

	By three in the morning, Greg and Ty were curled up together on Greg’s single bed. Ty had just finished sucking him off, and Greg was pretty wasted. “Dude, that was awesome,” he whispered.

	“You’re the one who’s awesome,” Ty said, slurring his words.

	“Hey, man, we gotta get up early and clean this place up before my roommate gets home. He’s gonna kill me.”

	“Sure, man,” Ty said, yawning. “No problem.”

	Greg pulled Ty into his arms, squeezing him tightly against his chest. “Cool,” he said, and that was the last he remembered before dozing off to sleep.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Kurt loved his job, but the twelve-hour shifts were ridiculous. It made absolutely no sense that the industry responsible for providing health care services to the general population cared so little about the health of its own employees. In almost every other line of work, hourly wage employees were not expected to work more than eight hours per day, and on the rare occasions they had to, they were heavily compensated. Kurt was an RN and very proud of the fact that he’d gotten his degree and landed a position at the county’s biggest hospital. But there were days—like today—he questioned his choices.

	Third shift was actually his favorite to work. There were fewer doctors around, and most of the patients were asleep. Of course he still seemed to run his ass off, and he seldom took a sit-down break. He worked from 8PM until 8AM the next morning. He was relieved to have had the chat with his roommate, Greg, because he was in no mood to face a mess at home. He was tired and wanted to take a quick shower and get at least three hours sleep before his parents arrived around noon.

	Kurt’s mom had always been a homemaker. His father had owned a hardware store all of Kurt’s life. He ended up selling it when Kurt was in high school after a huge retail chain moved into the area. Those mega stores were bad news for the small business owners. There was just no way that his dad could compete, so he sold the business and went to work for the mega store as a “consultant.” He provided customers expert advice on their home repair products and didn’t have the stress of managing his own business. He was now in his sixties, but Kurt wondered if his dad would ever retire. Yeah, he’d defected to the enemy but it was like the ole saying If you can’t beat ’em, join ’em.

	The parents only came for a visit every few months, and Kurt wanted everything to go smoothly. He knew his mom fretted and worried over him, so he strove to give the impression that everything was under control. He’d come out to them a couple years prior, and they didn’t take it too well. They were old school, and Kurt realized that it was best to just leave things unsaid. His mom and dad didn’t ask personal questions, and he didn’t volunteer anything.

	It was kind of obvious that his mom really hoped all that talk of homosexuality was merely a phase. She always dropped hints about wanting him to settle down with a nice girl and give her some grandkids. When Kurt had turned thirty last year, his mom had a conversation with him, warning him that time was running out. He didn’t have the heart to remind her that he was gay and never would get married. He resigned himself to the reality that his parents were just never going to accept him for who he was. Their only way of coping was to shroud themselves in denial.

	Well, it’d be okay. He just had to get through the day. They would visit for a while at the house, then go out for dinner. By nightfall they’d be on their way back home, and Kurt wouldn’t have to worry about them for at least a couple months. He heaved a sigh of relief, remembering that he’d talked to Greg and the house wouldn’t be an issue. He pulled into the driveway, yawning as he did so, and wondered why there was a strange car parked behind Greg’s. Maybe the kid had a friend stay over. Kurt wondered if it was a male or female friend—that’d be interesting to find out.

	When he pushed open the front door, the first thing he noticed was the overpowering stench of stale beer and cigarette smoke that assaulted his nose. His jaw came unhinged as he scanned the living room in shocked disbelief. Holy fuck! It looked as if a herd of elephants had stampeded his home. Empty plastic cups were strewn across the floor. A huge plant leaned on its side, tipped so that the potting soil had spilled all over his recently-shampooed carpet. Pizza boxes and paper plates were everywhere. The sofa cushions were God knew where. The place, in a word, was trashed.

	“Greg! You son of a bitch!”

	The living room, though in bad shape, did not begin to prepare him for what he found in the kitchen. Pizza slices had been dropped on the linoleum floor, and beer had been spilled on the counter. Half the contents of the refrigerator were strewn across the countertops, and the sink overflowed with dirty dishes. A couple plates had been used as ashtrays, which explained the stench of cigarettes.

	“God damn it, Greg!” he shouted, storming down the hallway toward his bedroom. He hurled the door open, still screaming at the top of his lungs. “What the fuck is going on?”

	Greg, who was lying in bed with his arms wrapped around another naked guy, jumped up, startled. With his mouth agape, he stared at Kurt for a moment. “Dude, you’re home early.”

	Kurt was so pissed he could barely formulate words. “What the hell went on here last night? This whole place is trashed!”

	“Oh man, sorry ‘bout that. Had a few friends over, but Ty and me are gonna clean everything up. We already decided to get up early...”

	“It’s already after eight o’clock, and my parents will be here in about three hours!”

	Greg’s friend had pulled the covers over his head and rolled over, apparently uninterested in the argument. “Chill out, man... I’m getting in the shower, then I’ll get the place tidied up.”

	“Tidied up? Greg, this place is utterly fucking trashed. It would take a bulldozer to tidy it up! And we have three fucking hours!”

	Greg reached down and grabbed a pair of underwear from the floor, pulled them on, then stood up and stretched. He stepped over to Kurt and slapped him on the shoulder. “You need to mellow out, man. You’re gonna give yourself a flippin’ heart attack. Don’t worry, I’ll get it cleaned up. I’ll be back in a minute... gotta piss like a racehorse.” And then he left.

	Kurt stared down at the kid in the bed—Ty, or whatever his name was—and shook his head disgustedly. He turned and walked out of the room, slamming the door behind him. He stormed out to the kitchen and began picking up the mess. For the next hour, he worked non-stop, his blood pressure at a record-high level.

	He heard activity in the living room—Greg running the vacuum. There was water running in the bathroom. Apparently the boys had started helping in the cleaning effort. Kurt was too angry to speak to either of them, and after another hour, things finally began to look presentable. Kurt got out air freshener and liberally sprayed it throughout the living room and kitchen. He lit candles and wiped down all the tables and countertops with disinfectant.

	At 11:15, he finally headed for his bathroom, where he planned to take a shower. He about hurled when he discovered someone had vomited all over the toilet and floor. He ran to the hall closet and found an old towel, used it to wipe up the mess, and then used bathroom cleaner to disinfect. At last he was ready for his shower.

	At ten minutes before noon, he was finally clean and dressed. He yawned as he stumbled out toward his kitchen. Greg’s door was closed. He stopped and knocked. He waited a few seconds—no answer. He peeked inside. The room was still a mess, but the guys were gone. He closed the door. With any luck, his mom wouldn’t look in there. He checked the bathroom. Surprisingly it looked and smelled clean.

	He grabbed a soda from the kitchen, plopped down in a living room chair, and waited until his parents arrived fifteen minutes later.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Greg and Ty laughed as they sped away from the house that morning. “Dude, you were right. Your roommate’s really fucking anal.”

	“Ah... well, he’ll get over it. He’s just like that. I told him I’d have the house clean, but I overslept. I just could not fuckin’ wake up... and my head still feels like shit. Like it’s about to explode or something.”

	“Dude, you should just move out of there. I mean, come on, that’s crazy that you let that guy scream at you like that. I’d ‘ve told him to go fuck himself.”

	“Nah,” Greg said. “Dude, it’s like I kind of deserved it. And, ya know, Kurt’s really a nice guy. He hardly charges me anything for living there, and usually he’s pretty cool. I’ll just kiss his ass for the next few days and it’ll be all right.”
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