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INTRODUCTION: GETTING SPANKED AGAIN (AND AGAIN)


This being my fourth book on the subject, by now it should be clear that I love spanking: giving, receiving, fantasizing about, and watching it.

So what’s different about this collection? For one thing, there are more male authors represented, a trend I fully support. For another, the tales are more imaginative; yes, there are first-timers and dedicated spankophiles, but there are also swingers and Renaissance Fair attendees living out long-held fantasies in highly unusual ways (see Tess Danesi’s “The Purple Balloon” for details). There are spankings here that aren’t all good or all bad, just as ones in real life don’t always conform so easily. Is the narrator of Dominique Dunbar’s “Sorority Sister” grateful for the spanking she got from Claire Spencer back in the day? Was that a pleasurable experience or one that teetered on confusion? Dunbar mixes things up so we’re not totally sure.

Alison Tyler also alludes to the push/pull of spanking, even  for the most die-hard fan. “But now that I’m here, I’d rather be anywhere else. Name the place, and I’d rather be there: in line at the DMV; waiting in the doctor’s office; sitting at the back of coach on a packed flight. I’m scared, more scared than usual, because he’s taking his time…” She perfectly captures the way many submissives want what they know will hurt, want it and don’t want it at the very same time—something that good tops play into.

The same thing happens in Teresa Noelle Roberts’s kinky math nerd tale, “Prime Time,” in which the narrator finds herself tongue-tied as she’s given a challenging assignment. “My stomach flip-flopped. The bedroom spun. My heart raced in panic that I couldn’t convince myself was pointless. I fought back the urge to cry, fought it so hard that I started trembling.” You might think, upon reading that sentence, that she doesn’t really want to be spanked, that she doesn’t fantasize and obsess over her need, but you’d be wrong.

I’m also very glad this book has a fairly even mix of spankers and spankees, though of course some people can manage to be both at different times. The rush of delivering a spanking to one who wants and needs it is explored here in many scenarios, from Simon Sheppard’s wistful “Days” to the age-variant relationship in Bill Kte’pi’s intriguing “Oscar and Holly.” And in Maddy Stuart’s “Tease for Two,” two women get off on sharing the power of delivery, and learning from each other, as well as mutual delight in a job well done: “George’s technique was that of someone who had spanked a thousand exposed asses, but the overflowing smile and the sparkle in her eyes belonged to someone who was discovering it for the first time.”

Whatever kind of spankings you’re into—even if, like the characters in Donna George Storey’s “A Thousand Words”  and Jerry Arthur’s “Ass Worship,” you’re not sure what you’re into—I hope you’ll find it within these pages.

And spank you very much for reading.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel

New York City
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He frowned when he saw it: a girlish pink envelope tucked into his suitcase between his dress shirts. He certainly hadn’t packed it.

He picked up the envelope, still frowning. Both front and back were blank, but he figured it had to be from Tamara. She liked surprises, both giving and receiving, and she’d probably slipped this into his luggage while he was taking a shower that morning. He’d needed that shower to wake him up. They’d spent most of the night fucking to tide them over for the five days he’d be in San Diego for a conference.

His groin tightened. Tired as he was from his long day, he wouldn’t mind being with Tamara now, coaxing her thighs open, licking her slit until she was as juicy as a ripe melon. He could almost hear her voice, choked with lust, begging him to stick it in.

The tightness twitched into an all-out hard-on.

Smiling now, he tore open the flap. Perhaps she’d written him  a sexy note? Something he could think about while he jerked off before sleep?

Inside were just two photographs. There was nothing else, no note, not even a Post-it. This was another surprise, although he had to admit what he saw would be more effective for his evening plans.

The first picture was of a woman in a corset. For a moment he wasn’t quite sure who it was. There was no face, just a slender, arched neck and plump breasts spilling over the crimson satin. The photographer had been standing above the woman, giving a probing view of the shadowed cleavage. Upon closer examination he was certain it was Tamara. She had lovely breasts, but he’d never seen them look quite so extravagantly voluptuous. The constricted demi-globes reminded him more of her generous ass.

His penis strained against his briefs. He closed his eyes.

He had a good imagination when it came to these things, and it was no trouble at all to conjure up a hot scene. He saw himself squirting lube on his hand, fingers burrowing into that moist, female valley to make a slicker, slippery canal. In real life, positioning might be tricky, but the woman in the picture had no head to get in the way. He could twist the torso like a plastic doll and sink his cock deep into the makeshift cunt, thrusting in and out as he pleased until he filled her with his cream. In his mind’s eye, he even saw the semen seeping through the satin, a growing stain of dark over the ribbing.

The photographs slipped from his hand. He glanced down at the bed where they’d fallen; the second photograph was now exposed to view. This one was even more provocative. He was pretty sure it was Tamara, although again there was no face. The picture was dominated by a perfectly shaped ass clad in silky black panties. A lean torso curved to the left, two thighs flowed  to the right like a river of flesh meandering through a meadow—a green bedspread, perhaps? These panties he’d definitely seen before. He’d touched them, too, stroked them, eased them over her hips slowly, yanked them to her ankles in his urgency.

He stretched out on the bed, his hand on his fly.

Then it struck him. Although there were no words, this was clearly an invitation to talk. They’d planned a call anyway and no doubt she wanted to hear his reaction to her surprise. He wouldn’t mind a little phone sex—Tamara’s pictures had definitely put him in the mood.

He flipped open his cell phone. She picked up on the first ring.

“Hey, Aaron,” she purred into his ear. “It hasn’t even been a day and I miss you like fuck.”

“I miss you, too. I got your present.”

She paused. “Oh, yes. My surprise.”

“A great surprise. By the way, who took the pictures?” Oddly, the question had only just occurred to him. The photographs seemed so direct, so personal, as if he’d merely been peeking at her through her window without the mediation of a camera’s glassy eye.

Tamara laughed. “A friend. She did a good job, didn’t she? Very arty.”

“Sexy, too,” he said in a low voice. “They got me thinking about what I’d like to do to you.”

“Oh, yeah? I guess that means you’re not mad.”

“Mad?”

“You don’t think I’m a naughty girl posing for pictures without my clothes on and putting them in your suitcase without your permission?”

For a moment he was speechless. Why should he be anything but happy—and hard?

Another voice sliced through the silence. “Tamara, stop  yacking with your boyfriend and let’s go. We have to meet Ryan at the club at ten.”

“Who’s that?” he asked, feeling off balance yet again.

“Diana, the aforementioned brilliant porn photographer. She came over for dinner and now we’re going to hear her friend play saxophone. I have to do something to stop from going crazy without you.”

He exhaled into the phone.

“Now you are mad, aren’t you? You should have called earlier, you know. I was waiting all evening.”

“I had to go to dinner with some clients,” he protested.

“I know.” Her voice softened. “Look, I’m sorry I can’t talk now. And I’ll probably be back late. But you’ll call me tomorrow?”

“Yeah. Good night.”

He pressed the disconnect button. It was a rather surly good-bye, but suddenly he wasn’t in the mood for any more words.

In fact, she was right. He was mad.

Tamara once told him anger was a message, a sign you should change something in your life. She was always reading those get-in-touch-with-your-inner-self books, but what she had said made sense this time. Maybe this week’s separation was a good thing, a chance to breathe. In the last three months they’d gotten so close, they were practically welded together.

His dick seemed to agree, and for now it drooped lazily against his groin. With a shrug he got up, undressed, and brushed his teeth. He’d make a point of putting Tamara out of his mind for the next few days, get a little space in his life. If she wanted to talk, she could call him.

Braced by his new indifference, he pulled down the covers, got into bed, and reached over to switch off the light.

He paused, his hand floating above the nightstand. There it was again—that picture of Tamara’s ass.

And it was one hell of an ass, too.

He picked up the photograph, his eyes fixed on the rich curves of her hips. The silky fabric of the panties shimmered, the paper itself seemed to soften in his hands. The real Tamara might be off at a club, flirting with some guy named Ryan, but he had her best asset right here in bed with him.

What the fuck, jerking off always made him sleep better anyway.

Still staring at the picture, he slipped imaginary fingers under the elastic and slowly peeled the panties down, inch by inch. The black silk receded to reveal Tamara’s creamy flesh, the shadow of another female furrow. He’d licked her there, for the first time, last night. His tongue prickled with the memory of the flavor: spicy, exotic, forbidden.

He closed his fist around his cock and began to tug.

Meanwhile his other set of hands pulled the panties all the way down to her knees and over her ankles off the edge of the picture, where they fell in a heap on the floor. He squinted at the picture. Tamara was completely naked now, just the way he liked her. Then, to his surprise, her hips began to undulate, beckoning. He could even smell her fragrance, yeast and warmth, like walking past a bakery in the morning.

He was good at this.

A picture might be worth a thousand words, but what about a movie? It was time for action. In another blink, he grabbed Tamara’s hips and coaxed her up on her knees. He had to pause for a moment to admire that view: her magnificent posterior tapering into a slim waist, curving out again to her smooth shoulders. Her back was flushed now. She panted softly. And although she said not a word, he could hear the question swirling in her head.


What are you going to do to me now?

What indeed?

There were so many choices. He could lick her ass again, tongue the tight little ring of her hole until she wept with longing. He could fuck her from behind, of course, or take her the back way. They hadn’t done that yet. Or maybe—the thought made him catch his breath—he could push this new exhibitionist streak in her and snap a few more pictures for his collection: Tamara offering him her naked ass; Tamara’s hand between her legs, strumming her clit, her vulva plump and glistening.

He pumped his cock faster.

Yes, why not make the little show-off go all the way? She’d proven herself brazen enough to pose provocatively, flaunted her goods for that obnoxious friend of hers. He’d met Diane once and found her abrasive, almost butch. Suddenly an unwanted image flashed into his head: Diane with her camera, grinning, as her thick, phallic lens edged closer to Tamara’s willing body; Tamara giggling to hide her arousal, or perhaps not hiding it at all? What had happened off camera on that green bedspread?

He scowled at the photograph, but this time anger only fueled his desire, his cock stiffening further until it throbbed. There was only one thing to do. He had to teach Tamara a lesson.

He pulled his hand back and landed a smarting blow right on that plump ass.

The next part came in slow motion, the prickling warmth spreading over his palm, the answering jiggle of her flesh; Tamara’s yelp of surprise followed by a lingering sigh.

And then came a jolt of hot shame. He was a pervert, wasn’t he? The next thing he knew he’d be dressing her up in a too-tight Girl Scout uniform and donning a minister’s collar himself.  You were a naughty girl, Tamara, selling your cookies in church without permission. I must punish you now…

Tamara would never stand for it, even to indulge his kinky  side. She proudly called herself a feminist. She often took control in bed and other places, too. She’d never consent to bend over and have her ass spanked. And yet wasn’t she the one who had put these thoughts in his head?


You don’t think I’m a naughty girl posing for pictures without my clothes on and putting them in your suitcase without your permission?

He glanced at the photograph. What he saw then seemed too real to be his imagination. Tamara was actually wiggling her butt in invitation. As if she wanted him to do it again.

He wanted it, too.

With a scooping motion, his hand sliced through the air and landed on her cheeks with a smack.

She let out a strangled cry. But then she was back again, with that eager, almost taunting wiggle.

There was no mistaking it now. He knew her body, saw the signs more eloquent than any words—the rash of arousal creeping over her back, the visible glow of moisture in her cleft. Feminist she might be, but offering her ass up for chastisement was turning her on in a major way.

He rewarded her with a volley of slaps.

She groaned and burrowed her face into the pillow.

He paused, admiring the bloom of pink on her buttocks, a color rather like that envelope she’d slipped into his suitcase.

“That’s for posing naked, but I owe you more for sneaking around and messing with my personal things. You deserve to be punished for this, don’t you?”

Tamara whimpered a yes.

“Open your legs wider. I’m going to spank you right on your asshole.”

Jesus, where’d he get that idea? But Tamara seemed to like it well enough for she immediately parted her knees, then arched  her back so her buttocks were spread wide to accept their due.

He aimed right for the tender pink skin.

She let out a cry and her body jerked forward, then bobbed back.

It was like a game, he thought, X-rated tennis. He’d send off a volley, she’d send it back. Was anything more satisfying than that ping of a ball hitting the racket on the sweet spot? And he was hitting Tamara on her sweet spot all right. She was babbling now, a torrent of words pouring from her lips to mirror the pussy juice oozing down her thighs: Please, again, yes, oh, god, I’m coming, fuck, I’m coming.

Which is precisely when he shot his wad onto his belly, his own ass rocking into the mattress as he fucked the air.

When he was finished, he had to smile. Tamara had gotten him so worked up with those pictures, he’d even forgotten to set aside some tissues for clean up. But this had been a good one, worth the mess; a little kinky maybe, but very hot.

He’d just gotten back into bed after washing up when his cell phone trilled out Tamara’s ring tone.

The evening held yet another surprise.

“Hey, babe. What’s up?”

“Hi, Aaron. Listen, I decided to come home early. I hope I didn’t wake you.”

“No, I was up. Look, you didn’t have to do that. I do want you to have a good time while I’m gone.”

“Really? You sounded a little upset.”

“I’m okay now.” He almost added, More than okay after spanking your sweet ass, but amended it to a safer, “I just miss you.”

“God, I miss you, too. At the club I couldn’t even hear the music, I just kept thinking of you. I literally couldn’t sit still.”

“I was thinking about you, too. And looking at your picture.”

“Oh, really? What were you thinking about?” Her tone turned smoky, seductive.

He hesitated. Maybe it was best to play it safe—give her some sanitized, vanilla version of what they’d done in his dreams? He glanced over at the picture of Tamara’s ass on the bed beside him. He swore he could see the hips twitch, the cheeks thrusting out in invitation.

Tamara had taken a risk. He could, too.

“Actually, I was thinking about what a naughty girl you were and how I’d have to punish you for what you did.”

She caught her breath. He could hear it through the phone.

Was it a mistake?

“How…” She faltered. “How exactly will you punish me?” Her voice was hoarse, breathless.

He’d made no mistake. His cock sprang to life—the old boy was as ready for act two as he was.

It would be another long night but he didn’t mind. After all, he owed Tamara for his night’s surprise and he knew just how to repay her. He’d talk her through it, insist she kneel on her bed, buttocks pushed out, waiting for her punishment. He’d make her beg for it; confess how much she liked it, how she was so turned on she had to play with herself while he spanked her. And then he’d make her come, as if he really were smacking her squirmy, rosy ass right through the phone.

Smiling now, he picked up the photograph. They said a picture was worth a thousand words.

Tonight he’d make sure it was true.
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I’m over his lap. I’ve been needing a spanking for too long, and he’s been making me wait. In spite of everything I’ve done, he’s ignored the signals. I’ve been bratty. I’ve been bad. I may as well have worn a T-shirt with the words SPANK ME in bold scarlet letters across the front.

I’ve been that desperate.

But now that I’m here, I’d rather be anywhere else. Name the place, and I’d rather be there: in line at the DMV; waiting in the doctor’s office; sitting at the back of coach on a packed flight.

I’m scared, more scared than usual, because he’s taking his time. I stare at the floor, at the swirls of crimson and emerald and cornflower blue in the Oriental carpet. I stare at the ornate carved wood of the antique chair legs. I stare at his engineer boots, the scuffed black leather; boots we bought together ten years ago on Melrose, boots I’ve seen quite often from this position.

The air seems to shimmer in front of me.

The blood pounds in my ears.

Why was I in such a rush to find myself over his lap? What was so urgent about him paddling my ass?

I know exactly what he’s doing as he strokes me through my short pleated skirt. He’s taking his time to let me think of all of my transgressions. He’s letting the moment sink in.

With infinite slowness, he slips my panties down my legs. My knickers are pink with hearts printed in a row, and now, they dangle from my ankles: not on, not off. I’m primed, ass up, totally exposed, waiting. He has to start now, doesn’t he? He has  to spank me now.

But he won’t be rushed. Instead, he strokes my bare skin with his palm. There is no pain yet. There is only that rush of fear, starting in the base of my stomach and radiating outward.


Just spank me, I want to scream. Please…just…spank… me…


But he doesn’t. He makes me wait.

And fuck Tom Petty for being right. The waiting is the hardest part. I force myself to be mute, eyes clenched shut, heart pounding so fast, so loud. If he had started right away, it’d be halfway over by now. My feet would be kicking. I’d be trying to stay still, but failing. I’d be crying, almost begging, instead of being lost here in this horrible zone, this no man’s land of misery.

I arch upward, trying to tell him with my body what I need him to do. Trying to insist from a submissive position what must happen.

To my horror, he simply pets me some more, soft gentle strokes on my naked ass, until I can’t help myself: I laugh. And that’s when he says—oh, fuck him. Fuck him—“You think this is funny?”

My “No” is a whisper.

“Then why are you laughing?”

“I don’t know.”

“You better come up with a reason pretty damn fast.”

I’m facedown, over his lap, with my idiotic heart-patterned knickers dangling from my ankles. My face is flushed. My eyes sting already with tears. And still the silent laughter shakes me. I bite my lip, hard enough to leave marks, and pray that he’ll start.

“Why are you laughing?” His tone is beyond menacing. If his tone could cut, I’d be bleeding.

“I don’t know,” I tell him honestly—because I don’t. I don’t have any idea why I’m laughing. “I’m sorry,” I try next.

Then he says those words, those magic words. “No, you’re not. But you will be.”

Finally, his hand comes down, hard. Then again, just as hard. He doesn’t hesitate now. He spanks steadily, with force, driving out the worries. Driving out the fear.

With the pain comes the relief.

I won’t laugh any more now.

We both know that.

I won’t laugh for a long time.
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I had always wanted to have my husband’s arse spanked.

Stephen has the most incredible arse. It wasn’t the first thing I noticed about him—that was his sparkling blue eyes, peering out from beneath a spiky blond fringe, as the head of human resources introduced him as the newest member of the magazine’s design team. But as he turned and walked out of my office, I couldn’t help but admire the way his jeans clung to his firm buttocks and imagine how they might look, naked and glowing, after they had received a thorough paddling.

I didn’t think at the time I would ever do more than fantasize about that arse; after all, he was twenty-five, twelve years younger than me, and there were plenty of girls nearer his own age who would be prepared to elbow me sharply aside in their attempts to date him. But, hard as they tried, he didn’t seem to be interested in any of them. And then, following the company’s monthly after-work drinks session in the bar round the corner, he came back to my place and never left, except to collect his  possessions from his rented flat. That had been three years ago; and though we were decidedly adventurous in bed and he was fully aware of my spanking fantasy, we had never lived it out.

The problem was that though I was desperate to see his arse being bared and marked, I didn’t actually want to mark it myself. I wasn’t a top; I was a voyeur. While there were any number of professional dommes who would have happily punished my husband for a suitable fee, and let me watch in the bargain, I wasn’t turned on by the thought of him paying homage to another woman. He was no groveling schoolboy or sniveling wretch, the standard figures of submissive fantasy; he was a strong character and in my mind he needed to be disciplined by a different kind of authority figure—a male one.

It was the thought of being punished by a man that made Stephen apprehensive. By the time he’d reached senior school, the cane had been phased out and he’d never lived with the threat of any penalty more serious than being prevented from taking part in football practice. It took me a long time to convince him that watching him being disciplined would not weaken him in my eyes. If anything, I thought it would make him stronger, in the way that owning up to your vulnerability so often does.

Even then, neither of us really believed I would ever find a way to make it happen…until the night he stayed late in the office and came home to find me reading my newest favorite website. I had stumbled across it by accident, looking for someone who might be offering the service I sought, and entered a world I had never known existed: a world where men shared tales they had written of spanking and discipline. Long, elaborate, almost obsessive stories described how young men were put through a variety of imaginative punishments by strict schoolmasters and sadistic army officers. I found them unbelievably exciting, not just because the people who had written  them were so clearly describing a fantasy that turned them on beyond belief, but because in many of the stories the men being chastised bore a distinct physical resemblance to my well-built but boyish-looking husband. A couple of my particular favorites I bookmarked, reading and rereading them with my fingers busy in my panties, and that’s exactly what I was doing when Stephen caught me.

So engrossed was I, I didn’t even realize he was in the room until I heard his voice at my ear: “ ‘The colonel walked along the row of young recruits, pulling down the pants of each in turn to reveal taut, white buttocks ripe and ready for punishment…’ Enjoying this, are we, Nina?”

I turned guiltily, trying to pull down my skirt as Stephen grinned at me. He caught hold of my hand and put his own fingers down the front of my incriminatingly damp underwear. When he pulled them out, my juices glistened unmistakably in the cold glow of the computer screen. “Bloody hell, Nina, you’re soaking wet!” he exclaimed. “Whatever that is, it’s got you really excited.”

Blushing redder than the backsides of the army recruits in the story I’d been reading, I began to share my guilty secret with my husband. He scrolled down the rest of the page, his eyes widening as the content of the story hit home. Finally, he said, “I never realized you were quite so into this.”

I nodded. “You can see how much it turns me on. But it turns me on even more to think of you being one of the men in that story. Do you understand now why I want to make this happen?”

“I think so,” he said. “But what do we do about it?”

“Well, there’s a contact section on the site,” I began, as though the idea had only occurred to me that moment. “We could always start there…” Though I had never studied it with  the intensity of the stories, I knew that around a quarter of the adverts were placed by men providing discipline services, the rest being from those offering what they described as their “firm rugby bottoms” or “cute, spankable arses” for punishment. Together, Stephen and I browsed the page, looking for a scenario that would satisfy our needs. Finally, I found one that sounded perfect: Male, forties, ex-army, offers strict military discipline to boys who need it. Briefs then bare, to make you come to a firm understanding. He was even based in the right area of the country for us. We both knew it had to be done.

Within a week, we’d had a reply to the letter we had sent to his post office box. When we rang Lawrence—or “Sergeant Sterne” as he preferred to be known when he was in charge of a scene—he told us that though he had carried out punishments before an audience on many occasions, they didn’t usually include women. However, something about the letter we had written must have intrigued him, because in our case he was willing to make an exception. We were to visit him the following Friday night at eight, when Stephen would receive the chastisement he so clearly deserved.

Lawrence gave us a list of instructions detailing how Stephen was to behave and dress. Any infringement of his rules, he said, would only lead to further punishment, leading me to wonder how many men deliberately disobeyed them in order to earn a few extra whacks. My role in all this was simple—I was only required to sit in a corner and watch. The implication that I would be doing so with a hand between my legs was obvious but unstated.

On Friday night, we drove over to Lawrence’s home. I was almost disappointed to be parking the car in the drive of an unremarkable semidetached house in the suburbs, rather than the army barracks of my fantasy. Stephen had dressed as required,  but he’d insisted on wearing a long overcoat on top, despite the warmth of the night. “I don’t want anyone looking in and seeing me like this,” he’d grumbled.

“Don’t worry,” I said, “they’ll just think you’re off to play sport.” Though what kind of sport I wasn’t exactly sure. He had on a plain white T-shirt, white shorts, and plimsolls. It was the shorts that were the source of his discomfort. Not having anything suitable in his wardrobe, he’d borrowed a pair from his brother, Tim, who played squash on a regular basis. Unfortunately, Tim was the skinny one in the family: the shorts were almost indecently tight on Stephen, outlining the bulge of his cock and balls and doing nothing to hide the fact that he, too, seemed to be more than a little excited by the events that were about to play out.

I turned the engine off and leaned over in my seat, giving my husband a long, lingering kiss. “What’s that for?” he asked.

“What you’re about to do,” I told him, my hand straying down to brush his cock through the straining, borrowed shorts. “And because I love you so much for doing it.”

I could feel a giddy excitement in my stomach as I knocked on the front door. When Lawrence opened it, I was delighted to see he was dressed in olive green army fatigues. With his wiry build and closely cropped dark hair beneath his sergeant’s cap, he looked every inch the military martinet his advert had implied. The friendly man who had talked us through his requirements over the phone had disappeared, submerged beneath his Sergeant Sterne persona, as he barked at us to enter the house.

As we walked along the hall we could see photos on the wall that appeared to be from Lawrence’s army days, and we had a brief glimpse into a tidy sitting room, but we weren’t allowed to linger. Instead, we were led straight down to the cellar, which Lawrence had kitted out as his punishment room. The walls  were painted a drab, institutional brown and it was sparsely furnished, the room being dominated by a large oak desk and chair. There was also a camp bed in one corner, covered with scratchy-looking blue woolen blankets. I wanted to go over and make myself as comfortable as I could on it, but I felt as though I needed to ask his permission first.

“Excuse me,” I said timidly, “but may I go and sit down?”

I thought I saw a flicker of a smile in his dark eyes, as though he appreciated how readily I had accepted him as the disciplinarian. He gave a curt nod, and I scampered over to the low bed.

“Now,” he said, turning to Stephen, “what’s this I hear about you having badly maintained gym kit?”

“I…er…” Stephen stammered, clearly not quite sure how to respond. His composure seemed to have vanished the moment we stepped into the room.

“Stand to attention when I’m talking to you, boy.” I felt my panties, already damp, growing wetter at the way the sergeant spat out the word boy. Even though my husband had a several inch height advantage over the other man, such was Lawrence’s dominant aura that he seemed physically the more imposing of the two.
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