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INTRODUCTION: “A FANTASTIC KIND OF PAIN”


Just as I have a seemingly endless capacity to bare my ass and get it smacked soundly or make a squirming bottom hover on the edge of erotic oblivion with loud, ringing, stinging whack after whack, I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of reading stories about spanking. There was a time when I wasn’t sure I could say that; after all, just how much is there to say about bending over and letting a firm hand connect with a pertly offered-up bottom? Or striking a pretty pair of buttcheeks so well the person beneath you moans in ecstatic agony? Well, as I’ve learned while editing this collection, there are an infinite number of ways to talk about the pleasures of getting spanked or spanking someone. While the actions may look alike, we all experience them differently and have different motives for indulging in this beloved kinky activity.

Me? I get off on just thinking about bending over for that special someone. Maybe I’m wearing panties, and only part of my bottom is visible. Maybe I’m not, and my spanker can see everything, including my wetness. I get wet at the mere idea of  offering up my entire body to a lover to play with, tease, spank, and arouse. I’ve also had plenty of eager bottoms spread before me, offering asses that just begged to be spanked, whether they spoke words to that effect or not. But for me, and for many others, spanking is about much more than just the physical. It’s about what that sensation creates inside of us. Spanking breaks down our barriers in ways even sex sometimes doesn’t; it stirs up emotions; it makes us whimper or cry, or be proud of just how much we can take. It’s primal and powerful, not to mention incredibly popular. I was thrilled to see spanking make an appearance on Showtime’s “Californication,” where the bratty, bossy bottom of a secretary demands that her boss spank her for any office infraction. “Hit Me Baby One More Time,” indeed.

And those who bestow spankings, whether with hands, paddles, hairbrushes, or other devices, relish that power to bring pleasure and pain mixed together, to completely undo the person they are spanking with just a few (or possibly many) whacks.

The authors included here get just how intense spanking can be. Reading these stories took my breath away, and, even more so than my previous collections (Naughty Spanking Stories from A to Z 1 and 2), made me instantly horny. They’ve tapped into the beauty of spanking in a way that newbies, seasoned spankophiles, and those who are simply curious will be able to understand in an instant.

Rick Roberts opens this anthology with “Spanking You,” a story I’ve read and reread numerous times, mesmerized by its rendering of a man so entranced by the vision he makes when he spanks his girlfriend, you imagine he could do it all night, every night, and never tire of it. He even offers up a little bit of a how-to for those would-be spankers looking for the courage to simply turn him or her over and begin this sensual process: 


I used to tease you at the beginning of every spanking. As you’d kneel before me on the bed, not a stitch of clothing on your tan body, I’d fake the first blow—stopping just short of your ass, letting the air kiss your skin—and then place an affectionate caress onto your behind. By removing the certainty of whether the next sensation would be soft or a stinging slap, I’d keep you centered in the moment, keep you waiting and vulnerable, and your anticipation for the spanking grew. I would look down at you and smile, knowing that your desire for the first slap on your ass was growing unbearable by the moment.

 



Part of the thrill of spanking someone is being able to dangle what they most desire before them, to see them there waiting, panting, asking for it with body and soul, to know (or at least, fantasize) that they can’t get off any other way than by the “punishment” you are about to deliver. Elizabeth Coldwell paints a portrait of a true top in “Through a Glass, Sharply,” when she writes, “You have never really known power until the man you love is at your feet, naked or very nearly so, helpless and vulnerable, while you remain fully dressed and completely in control.”

Madlyn March describes a first-time spanking in a way that will be familiar to any who have gasped, trembling, as they realized they not only can take, but crave, a whole lot more spanking than they’d initially expected:

 



I remembered how it felt when Mimi did it to me. At first, you’re surprised someone’s hitting you, even if you’ve asked her to. Then you’re excited. Then you’re in pain, but it’s a fantastic kind of pain. Each slap makes you want more, as much as you can take, until you can’t take any more, and you’re shaking, more than ready to have an orgasm, the kind that can only be gotten from a woman diving headfirst into you with her wet tongue licking rapidly.

Any time an author can make me hot for something that in real life actually unnerves me, I’m sold. I’m not usually a fan of Daddy/girl stories, but in Teresa Noelle Roberts’s excellent story, simply entitled “Daddy’s Girl,” she renders that role-playing relationship and its spanking potential perfectly, dissecting her characters’ motivations while maintaining the magic they each hold so dear about their arrangement.

For some people, spanking is playful, almost silly—sexy in a way that makes you laugh as you come. This spirit is alive and well in L. Elise Bland’s “The Breeding Barn,” where a cheese paddle does double duty on the ass of an unsuspecting but happy boy bottom. And for the woman who goes by the name “Pink Cheeks” in the story of the same title, her fantasy comes true, to the letter, though in a setting she’d never have expected.

What I love most about this book is that while there are plenty of naughty boys and girls, that potentially clichéd setup never gets boring, because the authors take you right there, into the heart of a punishment spanking, letting you know that, on some level, each of these naughty boys or girls doesn’t just deserve but needs to be spanked for his or her own reasons. The authors play around with these tropes, recreating the act of spanking until it morphs into something endlessly entertaining, just as a good top can keep a bottom on the edge, smacking harder and harder, then backing off, drawing out the play.

While I’ve subtitled this book, Red-Cheeked Erotica, what happens on the surface of the skin is just the beginning when it comes to spanking. There’s an elegance, a poetry, a beauty to spanking that is much more akin to making love than fucking. It’s a rhythm, a beat, a gracefulness, a way two people can connect without saying a word. These elements come together in M. David Hornbuckle’s simple yet powerful “Still Life with Infidels #56,” in which a planned kidnapping is set against the  sparse backdrop of a steel mill as two recently reunited lovers attempt to recover what they’d lost.

The thrill of erotic spanking is nothing new, even if each time can make even the most experienced bottom feel like a blushing virgin all over again. James Joyce wrote a series of spanking-loving letters to his beloved wife Nora in December 1909 (and for a lesson in the art of sensual, utterly kinky yet romantic erotica, look up Joyce’s naughty letters online). I cannot legally quote him here, but believe me, judging by these missives, Joyce was a full-on spankophile who understood precisely what it means to submit (and to willingly struggle).

As I already told you, when it comes to spanking, I simply can’t get enough. I hope these stories turn you on, inspire you, and spark your own imagination about just how hot a spanking from someone who knows exactly what he’s doing can make you.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel 
New York City






SPANKING YOU

Rick Roberts

 



 



 



 



 




The thing is, you can usually tell the first time you hang out with a woman whether or not she’ll be into it. I’m not sure what it is exactly—maybe something in the way she responds to you, how she looks into your eyes when you’re talking to her, how she hangs on your words and lets you set the pace in the conversation as if it’s a dance and you’re leading. There’s something in her demeanor that silently conveys to you: I’d let you do it to me…and what’s more, I’d like it.


 



I knew right away with you that first night, but I asked anyway. You were lying on your stomach, your shirt and pants and bra discarded beside us on the bed. I was massaging your back and legs, and as your cheeks lay exposed to me on either side of your black satin thong, I began to playfully pat your ass.

“Do you like being spanked?” I asked.

You laughed, but as I kept patting your ass, you shifted slightly to offer it more freely to me. A low hum, almost a  groan, came from deep in your throat. It was the sound of someone who’s just had an embarrassing secret discovered—feeling shame over the discovery but gratitude at having the burden of secrecy lifted.

Given this encouragement, I slapped your right cheek once, and then again, harder. The sound of my hand impacting your ass sparked the air. I heard you swallow your next breath. “It sends shivers up my body,” you whispered. And just like that, we’d entered into a tacit agreement.

 



My hand and your ass. They made a perfect match.

I’d been told I have great hands for this. Maybe it was from years of playing tennis that I’d developed a deft touch for delivering spankings. The most effective stroke is not a clumsy, linear blow that jars the flesh, but one in which the hand practically stops before the skin and then ricochets upward at the end of the follow-through, much like a topspin stroke, leaving a stinging sensation spreading across the surface of the ass.

The best build for an ass to be spanked is not one that’s firm and steel-tight, but one like yours—generously sized, with just a bit of cushion. With every spank delivered to a prominent ass, the force sends tiny ripples of shock up the hips and down along the thighs. When a woman is positioned on all fours, naked, with her hind region on display, she’s at her most vulnerable. She knows you can see the most private places on her body, and she knows how it looks when she’s being spanked. For you, this vulnerability was part of the thrill. Kneeling behind you, staring at the globes of your ass stretched out in front of me, I knew you wanted me to spank you. I knew you wanted me to make your flesh quiver under the force of my hand, and you knew that I knew this. And you would deliver your ass to me again and again, both of us intoxicated in this knowing of knowing.

I used to tease you at the beginning of every spanking. As you’d kneel before me on the bed, not a stitch of clothing on your tan body, I’d fake the first blow—stopping just short of your ass, letting the air kiss your skin—and then place an affectionate caress onto your behind. By removing the certainty of whether the next sensation would be soft or a stinging slap, I’d keep you centered in the moment, keep you waiting and vulnerable, and your anticipation for the spanking grew. I would look down at you and smile, knowing that your desire for the first slap on your ass was growing unbearable by the moment.

 



With you, the act of submitting yourself for a spanking was especially profound. You had body issues: you thought your ass was too big (“my big fat ass,” you used to call it in dismay) and your hips too wide, and your thighs showed hints of cellulite. Bending over and presenting your naked hind regions summoned all kinds of insecurities. But I also knew this added an extra dimension to the act. In getting spanked by me, you received affirmation. Every stroke from my hand delivered a message of acceptance:  my hand chooses your ass.

Propped on all fours, you knew everything was on display. The tiny opening of your anus stared at me indecently; so, too, the lips of your vagina. I’d often have you spread your legs wider apart so that I could get a better view. My spankings never failed to bring you to a state of arousal, and I would watch with fascination as your labia became wet and engorged to the point of an almost animalistic excitement. This was the curious paradox about spanking sex: that the vagina is almost an afterthought. When you became too aroused to ignore, I’d slip a finger between these lower lips and then take it out and trace a line across your ass or thigh, marking your skin with your own fluids.

Sometimes I’d take it one step further. As you knelt in front of me, presenting yourself to me, I’d grab you just below the ass and spread you even further apart. And you would sigh gratefully, loving the sensation of being so completely on display, open and unguarded, an exegesis of ecstasy.

 



It was the series of two or three strokes placed quickly together on the same area of skin that brought you closest to the edge. I’d slowly work up to them, spanking you at a deliberate pace, switching from cheek to cheek, dispersing attention to the entire surface of your ass. Then, as you were primed for more and a rosy-pink hue had spread across your cheeks, I’d start in—usually on the right one. One-two. One-two-three. Bunched together, just like that.

It was the intensity that got you, the white-hot feeling of one on top of another on top of another. I’d deliver these slaps and then wait a second as they reverberated throughout your body and left you in an audible shudder.

 



It was all about the ass, but one night, my hand strayed down to your upper thigh. “I’m spanking your leg now,” I said, stating the obvious to gauge your reaction.

“Yes, you are,” you said in a haze. From then on, spanking your thighs became a regular part of our sessions.

Not long after that, we began experimenting with body spankings. You were proud of your breasts—barely C-cups, perfectly proportionate to the rest of you—and when you fucked me on top I loved watching them bounce up and down so unrestrainedly. One day, I started slapping them—playfully and lightly at first, and then not so lightly. You orgasmed more quickly than ever.

Then, finally, the last taboo: we were lying in bed with my  hand between your legs, stroking your pussy. I lifted my hand before each stroke, slyly petting you there. Your legs fell open. I started spanking your vagina softly.

“Look at this—I’m spanking you between the legs,” I said, as if narrating an out-of-body experience.

“I know,” you said naughtily.

I began to spank your pussy with the same force as if I was spanking your ass. You closed your eyes and your mouth fell open. I kept at it until you couldn’t stand it anymore. You moved your hand downward and found your clit and grabbed your breast with your other hand, enjoying your body as it lay consumed by heat.

 



Your last spanking came a year after we broke up. You’d ended up at my place again one night, and soon we found ourselves falling back into bed together.

“Get on all fours, sweetie,” I told you, as I had told you countless times before.

You hesitated, your body issues flooding back to you, but you did as I said. “Do you like what you see?” you asked, seeking assurance. You were sensitive about the swell of your stomach that hung down just above your thong, but to me it just added to your vulnerable beauty.

“I do,” I said. I started to spank you and heard your familiar shivers and sighs.

I pulled off your thong and exposed the naked crevice of your ass once again. You received my spankings in ones and twos and threes, shaking with pleasure.

That was the last time you and I were together. By that point, our relationship had reached a point where we couldn’t go back to the way things had been before and we couldn’t go forward. But I like to think that the bond that we’d formed still exists. I  like to imagine that in some ecstatic dimension, you’re forever there: propped in front of me, naked and unguarded, ready for me to set your ass and your soul on fire.






PERFECT BOUND

Shanna Germain

 



 



 



 



 




It’s the librarian look that gets them. They walk into my little erotic bookstore expecting—what? I don’t know. Not me. Not this tall woman behind the checkout counter in her twin set, glasses hanging by their silver chain, swinging into that laced space between her breasts each time she moves. They’re not expecting this dark up-do of hair, these swept-to-the side bangs that half-hide my dark eyes. The long black skirt, slit so that it seems to promise a glimpse of thigh, of more, if only they could see behind the counter. They’re not expecting this cliché, this proverbial boy’s wet dream. Not expecting me.

I can tell by the way they move their eyes toward me, and then away, like I’m just another book on the shelf. I’ve seen boys look at porn with the same denial of fervor.

Take this boy. Not a boy, really. Twenty-five if he’s a day. Tight black jeans over his skinny legs and ass. Torn gray T-shirt that says GETTING LUCKY IN NEBRASKA. A small silver piercing rests just under his thin, pale lips. He’d be emo—I keep up on  these things, make it my job to know—if not for the naturally blond hair.

He’s been here before, but only to browse. Today, it’s different. He’s looking for something. I wonder which of his friends clued him in. He circles around the checkout counter for a while, picking up books and looking at them without looking at them. Opening them wherever the pages fall. Cracking spines. Smudging ink with his thumb.

I keep doing the thing that I’m doing. It looks like paperwork, but really it’s just little squiggles on paper, something that lets me keep my eyes busy. Something that lets me lick the end of the pencil, tongue the lead just a little.

He makes smaller circles, like a cub playing at predator. Instinctual. Clumsy. Big feet and his smell on the wind.

I look up from my squiggles and tuck my pencil into my up-do.

“Can I help you find something?” I have my dark red lipstick on. The color that says Open me. Take a peek inside.


“Oh, just looking,” he says. Looking as he says it. Brave boy. Big blue eyes.

I lick my teeth, show the flash of white against the dark. I reach into my hair for my pencil, pull out one long, loose curl that falls down against my neck.

“Well, if you don’t need anything…”

“Wait.”

“Yes?”

He lowers his eyes and picks up a book from the counter in front of me. It’s The Art of Spanking, by Milo Manara. The boy’s palm covers the illustration on the front cover. He flips the book sideways and runs his finger down the spine.

Now comes the break point. Will he ask, or will he leave here with only a book to tide him—and me—over?

The boy swallows. I can hear the sound as loud as if it was  my own throat. He slides the book across the counter toward me. His fingers tap-tap the book’s cover.

“I hear you specialize in…binding,” he says. “Printing.”

The word he’s looking for is imprinting, but I let it slide. “I do. Do you have something you need…bound?” I give him back the pause he’s given me. The emphasis.

“Please,” he says. Something so soft in his voice, so painful in his need. Even his body sags with the letting go, the asking. His shoulders soften.

I reach across the counter, touch one of his fingers as it covers the book. “Something in particular?”

He bites his bottom lip, making an indent in the pink curves. There is a space of time, two or three seconds, where he can still back out. Buy the book instead. I wait.

“Me,” he says, finally. “Me.”

I smile at him with my dark lips and my white teeth. I pull the pencil from my hair, and the barrette with it, and a layer of dark curls falls down around my face.

“Flip the sign then,” I say. “I charge by the hour.”

He shakes his head, and his hair shifts across his brow. “I don’t…”

“You can come in and sort books.” I think of how many boys I already have sorting books. And dusting. I have a pretty dark-haired boy who does my books—in the money sense—and one who does my taxes. “Or something.” I point at the door with my pencil. “Flip the sign.”

While the boy—I’ll have to ask his name at some point—flips the sign in the door from OPEN to SHUT, I open the drawer in front of me. It’s filled with rows of old typewriter ribbon. I have a man who buys them for me wherever he can find them—auction houses, garage sales, estates. He sends them to me by the boxload. I pay him for his costs and shipping, and I bind him  and bend him over my knee whenever he comes into town.

I like the ones on spools, with nylon ribbons. Black. No lift-off tape or colored ink. And they have to be truly old. Not just replicas. A bit of ink gets on my fingers as I find the one I want.

The boy is back. I shake loose the rest of my curls with ink-smudged fingers. His eyes follow the movement. I take the typewriter ribbon in one hand and the book he’s chosen in the other.

“C’mon back,” I say.

The chair in the back room is the one I like best. It’s antique, I think, with an ornate back and a red velvet cushion as a seat cover. Taller than most chairs today and no arms—that’s the important part.

I sit. When I cross my legs, the fabric of the skirt slides open. His eyes follow that movement too.

“Have you done this before?” I ask.

“N-no. No.”

“You understand what happens here? You understand that once we start, we don’t stop?”

“Yes.” Surer this time.

I unspool the end of the typewriter ribbon so that it falls to the floor like curls.

“What’s your name?”

“Stephen, with a p-h.”

“Well, Stephen with a p-h, how did you get here?”

“I live just around the—”

I sigh. Boys. Sometimes they’re the perfect thing in the world. Other times…

“No, who told you about me?”

He sticks his thumbs in his belt loops. “My friend Anthony.”

Of course. Anthony. He’s one of my window washers. Pretty, pretty boy with cocoa skin and a piercing fetish. Comes by once a week or so. I have a brief, delightful image of getting the two of  them together, under my thumb, so to speak. I’m getting ahead of myself though. We’ll have to see how this session goes first.

“Get undressed.”

This is the moment when some boys hesitate. Some ask questions. Some go home. Stephen with a p-h just starts to undo his belt. All of his nervous energy is transformed into the process of taking off his clothes. He does it carefully, the belt through its buckle and the slide out of his jeans. I’m not a sub, but if I was, that movement, that sound, would be enough to get me wet. I wonder if he knows this, if he’s played that way before or if it’s just something that comes naturally to some people.

I unspool the black ribbon all the way while he undresses. By the time I’m done, the ribbon covers the floor around me and he’s standing before me with his lean white body. Only his chest and cock have any color in them, rosy red, both.

“Come closer.” I shift my legs again, let the skirt’s slit slide higher.

I’m tempted to start at his cock—it juts out at me, asking to be touched—but I’m afraid it will send him over the edge too soon. Instead, I wind the ribbon around his thin waist, replacing his studded belt with this thin black line. Around and around his waist, just below his belly button, down toward the brown hairs that rise up his belly, down toward the place where his torso meets his thighs. I work around his cock, never touching it, pretending it isn’t there between us.

When his waist is wrapped, I snip a short piece of ribbon off and reach to his wrists. I put them in front of his body, loop them together, and tie it off.

He is so obedient that I wonder if he’s paying attention, if he really understands what’s happening. His eyes are closed, and the tip of his tongue plays softly at the corner of his lips. I run the sharp edge of my nail up between his thighs, and he  takes a sharp, quick inhale. Fully here then. That’s good.

I cup his balls in my palm. They feel full and solid, like living Ben Wa balls. I roll them softly, watching his cock pop each time the pad of my thumb hits the underside. He’s a sigher, sending out soft exhales of air, so quiet that they’re hardly audible. I wonder what he’ll sound like when I really get started. Will he stay quiet? Or can I break the noise from him?

I make the first loop of ribbon around his balls, and he opens his eyes. The wet pink of his tongue finds the corner of his lips again. I wrap him all the way up, from the soft curves of his balls to the wide base and finally all the way to the small flared tip. There’s so much ribbon that I have to double-wrap in places.

When I let go, he looks down at himself. No words. Just the way his cock jumps again, the way the head is shiny and slick. I know it won’t be long before he starts leaking onto the ribbon, before he wets it enough that it will mark his body with its ink. I wear black skirts for a reason.

“Lie down.” I’d pat my lap, but he’s already moving. He puts his bound hands over his head, without me having to tell him, and then he lays himself across my legs.

He weighs less than I expected and I didn’t expect much. His cock presses into my thighs. And he’s got a great ass, full and curved, despite his lean build. The black ribbon around his waist accentuates the white globes of his buttcheeks. I run my palm across the pale skin, finger the space between his cheeks. I can’t hear his sighs, but I can feel them, in the push of his ribs and belly against my legs.

I draw back my hand and lower it on the fleshy part. Not hard. Just testing. A little smack, a little pink against that pale. Again. Still no sound. No movement from him. His cock doesn’t change against my lap. Either he’s in over his head, or he’s ready for more. Sometimes it’s hard to tell the difference.

I cup the curve of his ass in my palm again. I love that place, the curve of skin and muscle. Those little dimples that only boys seem to have. His body relaxes against mine. Sighs into relief. That’s my cue to start again, my hand coming down hard and fast, so fast that my palm stings. He wiggles, pressing his cock harder into my thigh, trying to escape the blows, trying to move closer to them. Above his head, his bound hands close on the air.

When I stop, his breathing—not sighs now, but something heavier, louder—fills the room. I press my finger to one of the pink marks on his skin. He clenches his ass and lets out his first words.

“Holy fucking shit.” His voice is filled with both awe and discomfort.

“Oh, Stephen with a p-h.” I have to laugh a little. “We’ve only just begun.”

I put one hand on the back of his neck, bend him just a little so that his ass rises higher, his cock presses harder. I start at the rounded bottom of his ass, covering the pink marks that are already there. His skin is warming up, or my palm is. With each stroke, he shudders just a little. He tries to give his feet a hold on the floor, but I have him bent so that he can’t quite reach.

The skirt material is thin enough that I can feel the edges of the typewriter ribbon that I’ve wrapped around him. I know it’s chafing him now, rubbing against his skin in a way that is both pleasure and pain. I open my legs a little beneath him, creating a hollow for his cock between my legs. He rubs into the space, tries to settle himself into a rhythm.

I spank the backs of his legs, the inner area of his cheeks, slow and steady. The sound of my palm against his flesh, the way he wiggles under my blows—is it so bad to say how much I love it? How much I live for moments like these, boys like these? If I were to slide one finger beneath my skirt right now, I know how  wet I’d be, how open. But that’s for later. I don’t want to fuck this boy, I just want to do this, raise my hand to him again and again. I want to imagine him later, when I’m alone, his pinkened skin and his ribbon-wrapped cock. His quiet, submissive desire. I want to see him sorting books later in his skinny black jeans and remember this moment, him squirming and sighing across me.

The book he chose earlier is next to the chair, and I lean over and pick it up. Hardcover. An art book, so it’s heavy and wide. Not as much noise and sting as a softcover, but a lot of heavy pain. I crack it against the side of his ass first. He inhales sharply, and raises his head to try and look at me.

I push his head back down and grab the ribbon at his waist to hold him steady. Already, the ink has marked his flesh, imprinted his struggles on his skin. They’re beautiful, long black strips of ink filled with potential for words and stories. Desire made visible.

The book makes a flat sound against his skin. Nothing like the sharp slap of my palm, but strong in its own way. His sighs get louder, turn to low moans, and then, finally, to soft words.  Gods and oohs and fucks that slide out of his mouth as though he can’t help himself. I don’t think he can.

Finally that word that I wait for, the soft whisper. Please. I pretend I don’t hear it—the book is loud against his flesh, getting louder, getting faster. His back is all muscle and tension as he tries to get comfortable, tries to guess where the book might land next. Please, he says it again, even as he’s trying to get loose. His cock makes my skirt wet, his string of please, please, please, makes the rest of me wetter.

I drop the book. I need to get closer to this again, back to the sound of my hand on his ass. Back to marking his skin with the sting of a slap. I’m faster with my hand, more precise.

This time, when his feet dig for a hold, I let him have it.  For a second, he’s off balance, surprised to find himself with any leverage at all. And then he’s fucking my lap, rubbing cock and ribbon against me. He rises up to meet my hand, lowers himself to meet my lap. He does all the work now, and I let him, focusing on placement and speed.

His pleases turn to fuck-fuck-fucks, and I know he’s going to come. I wish I could see his cock, wrapped and rubbed a little raw, as he lets go, but it’s enough that I can imagine it. It’s enough that I can see his ass clench tight under my hand. I tighten my grip on the ribbon, use it to help his momentum. I up my spanks, faster and harder, meeting his ass each time it rises, and then giving a sharp hit on his downstroke.

Soon, he comes the way boys do—loud and quick, and drenching the front of my skirt. The room smells instantly like sex and sweat and come. While his body shivers and pumps, I softly stroke the sore places on his skin. Small bruises—from the book, likely—are beginning to show through the pink. He’s going to feel this every time he sits down for the next week, maybe longer.

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/edit_9781573445092_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
chel kramer bu

ed by ra





OEBPS/edit_9781573445092_oeb_001_r1.jpg
SPANKED

RED-CHEEKED EROTICA

Ep1TED BY
RAcHEL KRAMER BUSSEL

%





