I met this Raccoon today.


Last Night, I was on voice chatting with a few of my friends from college, when someone added this cute sounding raccoon to the call! He was foreign, German I think. I love his accent whatever it is.  We got to chatting and I find out he’s local, too. Well, this is a rare opportunity! So I tell myself: “You’ve gotta snap this one up, get some local play in.” We keep chatting and I finally get the topic on kink without being too obtuse about it. Guess what I found out? This guy is a total spanko! I’m not kidding, like this guy will squirt just hearing a spanking going on. This is going to be awesome!

Went out with the ‘Coon for drinks.
	
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Remember that Raccoon I was talking about last time? Well we went out for drinks tonight, and he was so adorably nervous that I couldn’t help but tease him. The best part about that was how excited being flustered got the little guy.  Oh, he was tiny, too. Barely over five and a half feet tall.  It’s nice to have a shorter guy some times. His mask isn’t even fully across his face! He’s got these adorable red streaks in his cheekruffs. He insists they’re natural, but I think he’s got a dye job. Speaking of, he’s got gorgeous blond hair, too. The best part though? The lip ring. It’s gold, metal and it just makes me wanna suck on it for oh, a couple of hours at least.  Anyways, he’s a cheap drunk. Two drinks and he’s flirting like mad with me, though he’s too embarrassed about it to really get in to it. I haven’t gotten to the best part of the night, though. The best thing about this ‘Coon? When I even barely mentioned spanking him, his dick started trying to pitch a pavilion tent in his pants. I’m not normally one for spanking, but man, to watch this cutie squirm at just the mention of having his adorable butt beat was enough to get me going. Hopefully soon enough, I’ll be able to enact on my desires.

‘Coon came over today!

	It’s only been a week and I already got this ‘Coon coming over. I know you guys are begging for his name, but just to save him from further embarrassment, or perhaps to keep an ace up my sleeve, I’m keeping it to myself~ I’ll call him… Dee for now. So! I got Dee over today, and he’s just as shy and blushy in private as he is in public. I ‘accidently’ left my leather paddle out on the coffee table. His face was a Christmas tree for a good half hour, even after I put it up. His face wasn’t the only thing flushed with blood either.  You guys should have seen how tight his pants got at even the mention of spanking. He’s going to come over to play sometime next week, I’ll post a video when we do~

Playtime!

	Oh my Gods!  Thins little coon is a pervy thing of legend! You wouldn’t believe the fun we’ve had today. Well, you will when I post the video! 
Playtime.vid.
	There sitting on the edge of an overstuffed blue couch is the raccoon in question, at least most of him. Dee is shirtless, exposing his start white chest fur on a field of barely darker gray. Dee’s lower half is covered by two things; a pair of denim shorts, and peeking up from the waist of the shorts, the top half of a plastic disposable diaper. His head has been convieniently cropped out of the frame. A few seconds of earth-shaking camera bumps and the blogger himself makes an appearance on screen. The poor angle prevents most of the red panda’s body from being seen, but the telltale color mix of that nearly black belly and orange and cream tail was enough to identify him.  Panana by handle, gives a quick thumbs up to the camera before taking a seat next to the headless raccoon. 
“Alright internet, here we have the mysterious Dee for all of you to see.” The high tambour of the Panana’s voice is a little muddled by the sub-par onboard microphone from the camera. “Say hello, Dee.” His voice almost fades completely from the audio file, a low soft whisper that elicits a moan from his partner.
“H-hello.” The raccoon’s voice trembles to life. Dee might have said more, if Panana’s hand hadn’t landed lightly on his belly, earning another quiet whine.
The panda’s hand continues its way down, tracing over the exposed diaper to the button of Dee’s shorts. With a practiced flick of his thumbs, the shorts came open, and with a flick of Panana’s wrist, the fly was unzipped and the shorts came down to Dee’s ankles.  Panana doesn’t waste a moment before grabbing hold of Dee’s diapered crotch. For some reason, the crinkle of the plastic backing is louder than either of the voices. 
“What’s this? Is our little coon a baby that can’t even keep his pants dry without protection?” Panana’s voice kept that soft, gentle tone. It was a loaded voice, hiding lust and dominance behind care and compassion. “That’s okay, babies are more than welcome here.” Another firm squeeze to ensure the words were having their desired effect on Dee. 
Even through the padding, Panana could feel the thickness of Dee’s growing erection.  Each twitch of his fingers earned a squirm or flinch from the raccoon. “My my, aren’t we an eager little baby?”  Panana’s words alone had Dee quivering and shuddering on camera.
“Oh my god, Oh my god, oh my god.” Dee repeated, his legs pulling up into frame, his toes curled tightly into the balls of his feet. “Oh my god.”
“Uh-oh, is someone being naughty and getting off without telling his Baby Sitter?” Panana asked, letting go of Dee’s diaper. “Well then, Little ‘Coon, you know what that means right?” Panana stood up, taking a few deft steps to a cabinet, still just barely on screen. “Let’s see. What’s the best thing to spank this naughty raccoon?” The rhetorical question kept Dee squirming in his seat. 
Panana returned with a few implements: Paddles of both wood and leather, a hairbrush, a riding crop, a wooden spoon and a flogger. He took his time setting each implement down on the coffee table in front of Dee.  First he put down the spoon with a hard smack. The raccoon jumped out of his skin. The hairbrush and leather paddle were placed with quiet reverence. Panana’s hand’ took the outside of the flogger’s leather handle. 
“Say Ahh~ I’ve got something for you to hold.”  Panana instructed, placing the crop in Dee’s maw. It was off screen, but the leather dangling in screen had a good effect. Panana resumed laying out the implements for Dee’s spanking in front of him. 
When he finished, Panana stood up and crossed his arms, looking down at the coon squirming on his couch. “Goodness little baby, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were about to squirt yourself before you’ve even had your spanking, but I know you’re not that naughty.”  Regardless of his little talk, Panana was not about to let Dee pop before the fun even started. He strolled to the kitchen, returning with a glass full to the brim with ice.  Not stopping to ask questions or even tease Dee about it, Panana tugged the front of the waistband away from Dee’s stomach and dumped half the glass into his diaper, pressing them down onto the hot rod pushing it up from the inside.
“God Damnit! Fuck!” Dee howled, reaching to invade his own diaper to get the frozen cubes off his sensitive bits.  He didn’t make it far down his chest before Panana had hold of his paws, keeping them at bay. The struggle however revealed Dee’s Identity. For three glorious seconds his face was on the camera, those red cheekruffs, incomplete mask, and blonde hair. To anyone who knew him, it was painfully obvious who he was, and exactly why Dee was enjoying this. 
When Panana had determined the desired effect had been achieved, he released Dee, who promptly dug out the much smaller cubes from his diaper, dropping them in the glass. “What the fuck was that for?” He was panting heavily. The dropped, saliva coated crop lay beside him on the couch. 
“Tut-tut.” Panana chided, wagging a finger at Dee’s shivering frame. “You dropped the crop, and what a potty mouth you have!” He placed his hands on his hips, and tapped his foot loudly on the wooden floor. “I guess we’re going to have to punish you a bit more, hmm.”  With that, Panana fetched a bar of soap.  
“Up.” Panana commanded, lifting his hand quickly to get Dee moving. Panana sat down where Dee had been, leaning over to the far side of the couch, he returned with a fresh diaper. Panana had it quickly unfolded and laid out on his legs. “Take off that soggy thing and lay across my lap.” Panana’s voice took a sharp edge when he was giving orders and by the way Dee hopped to complete each task, it was an effective tool for motivation.
Dee fumbled for a few seconds, unsticking the tapes for the cold, soggy diaper between his legs. He got free of it finally, and before the padding hit the ground, Dee dove for Panana’s lap like it was home plate. Even the position was enough to get Dee stiff once more. Dee got adjusted to the right spot on his lap, and with only a few scooches, his butt was in perfect view of the camera. 
	“Okay, Dee.” Panana started, setting the bar of soap on his back. His voice had returned to that soft, gently threatening tone.  “Since you were such a potty mouth, you’re going to have to hold onto this for the whole spanking, so say ‘aaah’.” Once Dee had done as he asked, Panana set the bar of soap between the racoon’s teeth. “Be careful how you grip it, baby or you’ll end up with half a bar of soap in your mouth.” 
The only response Dee could give was a soft whine. It was more than enough for Panana to get started. 
“Okay, what should we start with? Hmm.” He considered his options. “I think we’ll start with my hand, and move up to something else after.” He instructed the squirmy, mewling ‘Coon underneath him.  “Five from each, since you’re such a naughty coon.” 
Panana didn’t waste any time on theatrics. He had barely finished laying out the plan before he brought his hand down firmly on Dee’s left buttcheek. He started off slow, making sure to give the cheek a gentle rub, soothe in the sting of his first blow.  The sharp slap was accompanied with a squeal. “I’ll keep count since you’ve got a mouth full.” He gave Dee a small mercy. “One.” 
	Thwack. “Two.”  Thwack. “Three.” Panana delivered the next two blows in quick succession, alternating to the right, then back to the left. He kept his hand together for a stronger impact, while not removing the whole of the sting.  The next two blows were delivered with a great pause between them. Panana spread his fingers out to cover a larger surface area of Dee’s rump. Dee’s whimpers were something to revel in.
	“Was that so bad, Baby Dee?” Panana chided him as he reached for the next implement, a large, heavy, wooden paddle. Panana  pushed Dee’s head down into the couch with his left hand while his right swung the heavy object down, arcing it  through to crash against Dee’s backside.  The heavy thud was enough to slide Dee against Panana’s knee, and to dig his teeth deeper into the bar of soap melting in his mouth, foaming with saliva and ingraining every crevice in his mouth with the foul taste. “One.”
	Another strike to Dee’s backside had the raccoon whimpering in a combination of pain and need. “Annuh-pfffh!”  Dee begged, but it fell on deaf ears. The third strike of the paddle stung across his ass without a word or a count from Panana.
	“Am I going to have to get the ice back out this early, Dee?” Panana queried, rubbing the polished wood against its target, which had already turned pink.  He petted Dee’s head off camera. 
 	“Nuuph!” Came the wet, muffled response, along with an audible splat of foamy, soapy drool hitting the wooden floor. 
	“Good.”  Panana moved his hand from petting to pinching Dee’s left ear, tugging it to the left. “You better tell me if you need it, BabyCoon.  If you cum before I’m done, I’m going to go to town on that ass of yours, and I’m going to do it on camera for all of the internet to watch.” Panana’s voice turned sinister and harsh again with the warning, pressing the coon’s dripping head back down. “Got it?”
	Before Dee could respond, Panana resumed the punishment, drawing back on the paddle until it was well out of frame before dropping it once more on Dee’s tender backside. “Two.” 
	Panana’s purpousefully missed count caught Dee off guard. Dee fussed and kicked his feet into the air, halting Panana mid-swing. “Heh! Eh weh ah feeh!”  The protest came with several more foamy drops of soap splattering onto the floor. Dee chanced a glance up at Panana’s face. The wicked grin alone was enough to make Dee regret the decision. 
	Panana capitalized on the position and took ahold of Dee’s ear once more. “What’s that? You want me to start over with the paddle? Well, if you really want BabyCoon.” The malice oozed from his words, palpable in the air.  Panana had a new challenge, Dee started kicking and bucking over his lap at the prospect of five more heavy blows from that paddle. Panna, however, knew how to deal with squirming. His left hand had Dee by the scruff, while the right slapped right against his butt, pushing Dee over Panana’s left knee. His right leg lifted wide, and wrapped around Dee’s calves, effectively stilling his protests. 
	“Don’t you-“ Panana had dropped the paddle during the struggle, and was now armed only with his hand. It didn’t matter, he was now aiming for the top of Dee’s thighs. “-ever.” He alternated left and right thigh, each one getting ten hard smacks. “Kick. At. Me. Again!” Each word accented by a sharp slap to the back of his thighs.  Panana knew to be careful about how hard he struck Dee on the backs of his thighs, but the point needed to be made. Do not fuck with a panda delivering a spanking.
	Panana relished in the soap-muffled screams Dee gave him from the sudden growth in roughness.  The way the Raccoon was shuddering even beneath his lightest touches. Dee loved getting spanked just as much, if not more than Panana loved spanking him. “Now,” Panana instructed. “we’re going to start over with the paddle, and then move on to the hairbrush, are you ready baby? Not going to have a cummy, right?” He asked, giving Dee a warning look.
	“Nuuh.” The muted response quivered free. A brief mewl of consent that just made Panana’s heart, and his cock swell with anticipation.  He released the leglock, and shifted Dee back over both knees, and most importantly, the diaper. He reached over to where the paddle had fallen onto the floor, gripping the contoured handle firmly. He began to guide it over Dee’s ass, watching as the drilled holes dragged little lines in the gray fur, exposing the pink skin beneath.  Every moment he teased Dee, added tension to an already worked up raccoon. Too much more of this and his squirmy playmate would pop.  Panana did the only logical thing to do in this situation. He stopped. 
	“How are we doing down there?” The Panana asked, looking to his plaything with a smile.  “Do we need another go with the ice cubes?”  Panana  gave the glass now half melted a shake, just to make sure Dee knew it was a serious threat.  Panana was nice, though, one hand reached down and pulled the soap out of Dee’s mouth. The bar had two neat rows of teeth-marks, and was a fair bit smaller. It actually made for a workable dental cast. Before he set it down, he showed it to the camera, just to make sure it was recorded.
	“N-nooo?” Dee’s uncertainty meant one thing. Panana  had to check for himself. His left paw slipped between the two of them, and with out much pretext, he gripped the diaper covering the coon’s erection. “My, my.” He purred, pressing the soft padding against Dee’s hips. “I wonder how wet this is.” He teased, sliding his hand along the outside of the unfolded garment. Panana reached the top, then with a serpentine twist of his hand, he started to slither back between Dee and his plastic protection, fingers pressing in to the soft padding; feeling the dampness that could only be left by a leaking coon. “Are we enjoying our punishment, Hmm?”
	“Oh my god.” Dee responded, rocking his hips against Panana’s hand, the tip slipping between two knuckles. Panana responded by squeezing his knuckles against the stiffness, pressing more firmly as his playmate pulled the back over it. 
	“Naughty little thing really wants a cummy, huh?” Panana removed his dampened hand from the cushy confines, shaking it off once or twice. “Maybe a pause or maybe I should just push through and see if you can stop yourself.” Decided on this course of action, Panana took forth his weapon once more, bringing it down on Dexter’s rear once again with the same, ferocity.  
	“Augh!” Dee’s whole body planked out straight from the swat, then dropped back down, once more folded over the padding. 
	“Since you’ve got your mouth free, why don’t you keep count for our audience? I’m sure they’d love to hear more of your pretty voice.” Panana’s words cooed out; a soft and gentle tone to clash with the harsh strength of the blows.
	“O-one.” No sooner had Dee uttered the word than the next shot landed square across his rump, covering the stinging flesh of his first blow. “Two.” Again, scarcely a moment’s pause before the telltale whoosh and smack. “Three!” It was hard for Dee to keep his body in the right position, he wanted to lift himself up again, to start rocking into the diaper. Smack! “Four!” His voice was already getting strained from the reactions. “Five!” And with the last swat, he collapsed against Panana, breathing ragged.
	“You’re on the edge, Dee.” Panana leaned over him to whisper into his ear. “You’re not going to make it through the whole spanking, and then I’m going to have to punish you for real.” While he was talking, Panana was switching implements, to the hairbrush. 
The brush was wide, plastic, with a gelled handle that instantly contoured to Panana’s squeezing fingers. No way to lose one’s grip with this one. “What say we up the stakes to ten swats with this one? I think it’s a good idea, don’t forget to count!” 
Dee didn’t get a chance to protest, he opened his mouth to say something against the treatment, but instead two staccato slaps filled the void of sound, followed by an obident “One, two”  instead of the argument he’d set out to give. Panana continued this pattern, starting on the left cheek and bringing down two slaps, one on each the flesh turning a dark pink that shown through the light gray fur.
Dee didn’t seem to be able to take it. His moans got louder and more frustrated, and he lost count a time or two. Every time he did, Panana would start over with his quick assault. It got to be too much for Panana’s playmate. He couldn’t hold on anymore. “T-teeen! Oh my god!” And with that, the pent up desire and  decadent pain came to a head. A brief twitch was all the warning Dee gave. His mess erupted into the padding, cock throbbing against Panana’s leg where it had been rubbing for the past ten minutes. 
Panana stalled now, smiling down at Dee. “Aww~” His voice was soft, full of genuine endearment for his friend. “What happened little Dee? Did you have yourself a cummy?” Panana teased his fingers over Dee’s head, then moved to Dee’s shoulder and pulled him up, peeling the raccoon from the sticky padded confines. The strands of cum stuck, stretching out until they were too thin to support their own weight. “You did! Naughty coon!” 
“I didn’t mean tooo!” Dee whined. It was a cute sound that just got Panana riled up a little more. “I’m sorry!” He exclaimed, and even though he’d just spent his load, his cock was still at half-mast, covered in a delicious sticky mess.  The soft flesh was very inviting, an odd urge crept up in Panana. He wasn’t one to suck a soft cock, especially not when he was being all dominant, but the opportunity was here, and he knew he could make it work.
“Then you need to be punished, don’t you?” He asked, setting the diaper aside. Panana slid down to the floor on his knees, his black paws reaching out and grabbing Dee at the thighs and pulling him a little closer. It only took Panana a quick glance at the camera to ensure they were still in frame before he leaned up and with a lewd slurp, he inhaled the soft flesh into his mouth, whole and without mercy or warning. 
“Auoh!” Dee moaned out. The wetness of Panana’s mouth, the speed and the strength of his suction. It was too much for Dee to comprehend right away. He was too sensitive from just orgasm to fully enjoy it, and too surprised and needy to object to it.  This was what Panana wanted, something wet and sticky, and the taste. Dee had quite a good diet for the taste of his cum.  He slurped free of the cock, leaving it a little softer from the surprise of it than anything. Panana stood up, stalking away from the scene again.
“Okay, that brief distraction aside, it’s time for your punishment, Babycoon!” He called to Dee from somewhere off screen.  What he came back with, dangling from his finger to be just right in screen was a slender, metal tube. Dexter had a sheeth, so he had to choose one like this. The best part about a sheath locking chastity tube was how it looked. Sure the ones for a flaccid male penis were great and all, but the compression and shine of this one, leaving Dee with nothing but a puppy nub made Panana shudder from the thought. 
“Sit.” The singsong tone vanished, and in its place was an order, one of Panana’s paws pointing to the center cushion of the couch. Dee’s obedience made Panana smile. He knew how much it must sting to sit on those rough cushions after the rough spanking he got, but that was part of why he told him to do just that. “Okay baby coon, you know what this is?” Panana didn’t give Dee a chance to answer. “It’s a chastity tube. Since you’re so naughty and can’t seem to control yourself from spurting from even a spanking, I think it would be a good idea to lock your prick in one of these, to keep you from being naughty on your own.” And with that briefest of explanations, he slid the tube over Dee’s shrinking cock. He slid it down in between the cock and the sheath, just enough to make sure it wasn’t going anywhere. With practiced ease, he threaded the clasp that wound its way around his balls, ensuring the device would go nowhere without removal of the clasp. 
“Aaaand now for the final touch.” The solid click of a lock ensured that Dee knew how stuck he was. Too the Coon’s credit, if he didn’t think staying in this was a good idea, he didn’t break character.  Panana stood up, padding up to the camera. “I think a week will do, don’t you? Let’s wrap this up for now.” Without further sign off calls, the camera shook for a moment, and powered off. 
