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    Introduction


    EVERYBODY REMEMBERS THEIR FIRST kiss. Everybody remembers how they lost their virginity. Theres always something special about the first time, especially when it comes to sex. For some of us  and if youve picked up this book that probably includes you  another important milestone was the first time somebody smacked your bottom for you, or vice versa, your first spanking.


    That is what this book is all about, first spankings  womens first spankings. These are not stories, but accounts of real spankings, most of them given by the women themselves. No doubt some cynical souls will dismiss that claim as improbable, even impossible, but that reflects only on their lack of imagination and experience. My fellow enthusiasts for the fine art of spanking girls bottoms will recognise the situations and quite possibly some of those involved, although I have changed names and details when necessary in order to protect peoples identity. It should go without saying that when I say spanking I mean erotic spanking between consenting adults, given and taken for the sake of sensual pleasure. Nor do I believe that it is in any way more appropriate for a woman to be spanked than a man, but as most people prefer one sex or the other to be on the receiving end I have stuck with my own preference.


    For me, spanking is an essential part of sex. Without it sex lacks spice, and it is as important a part of foreplay as kissing. If that is incomprehensible to you, or seems in any way wrong, or you dont believe that women can, or should, enjoy spanking for the sake of sensual pleasure, then now would be a good time to choose another book. It is not my intention to convert people, nor to explain myself in any way, but simply to entertain those who share my tastes. Nor do I intend to delve into the psychology of spanking, save in that these accounts contain a great deal of personal detail, with the same themes recurring again and again; the pleasure of submission, of shame, of exposure, or apprehension and even fear for those same emotions, often at the same time. That might seem contradictory, even impossible, but as any spanking enthusiast will tell you this is not the case, just the opposite in fact. Being spanked hurts and yet it is a thrilling sensation. Being spanked is highly embarrassing, humiliating even, and yet those very emotions can be gloriously arousing. Being spanked leaves you hot and sore, yet needing more of the same and needing sex. There is the need to be punished, the thrill of anticipation and apprehension, the fear of pain, the joy of pain, dozens of other emotions both raw and subtle. These are all facets in a complex whole, which you may have in greater or lesser degree, or not at all, so that despite these recurring themes no two peoples experience and enjoyment are ever quite the same.


    What I will do is provide a little advice. Perhaps most important, especially if you are the one doing the spanking, is that spanking is a mutual thing. You need to fulfil your partners expectations as well as your own. Talk over your fantasies, discuss your limits and learn whats going on in each others heads. You also need to respect each others limits, while bearing in mind that those limits are never set in stone. Most importantly, if youre new together, or especially if youre introducing somebody to spanking for the first time, go easy. Many a promising situation has been ruined by the spanker wading in too hard, and Ive known cases of both men and women with deep-set fantasies being put off the real thing by a clumsy introduction. The same goes for those on the receiving end, because its surprisingly easy to scare off an otherwise promising spanker by being too enthusiastic, especially when it comes to wanting punishment in front of other people.


    There are plenty of books on technique, and this isnt intended as a guide, so Im not going to go into that save for the most basic rule: avoid the bony bits, smack the plump bits. Thats what bottoms are for, especially female bottoms, to provide a nice soft cushion, as well as attracting the boys, of course, and providing a source of arousal, which taken together make a womans bottom not simply ideal for spanking, but the definitive target.


    Spanking is also used as a punishment, and theres no denying the importance of that. Personally, I have always looked on spanking as both playful and erotic, and even now have little sympathy with the idea of punishment for its own sake. Not that I object to it, so long as the punishment is given with the full consent of whoever is receiving it, but for me there will always be a sexual element to spanking. In fact I admit to being sceptical of those who claim they give spankings purely as punishment or claim that they receive them purely as correction. What, with the woman bare bottom over the mans knee, every detail of her body on show and smacks being applied to a part of her anatomy as intimate as it is erotic? Even if you disapprove, surely you must see that as sexual?


    Nevertheless, the punishment element is usually important and to many people crucial. The knowledge that you are giving or receiving a punishment can create powerful emotions, while the knowledge that one of you is entitled to punish the other is important in establishing the imbalance between spanker and spankee, which in turn drives much of the pleasure of submission. Hardly surprisingly, sexual display is the commonest recurring theme in these accounts of first spankings, but punishment comes a close second, and more often than not it is the need for punishment, genuine or contrived, that provides the excuse for the spanking to be given.


    As these are records of first times, the one giving the spanking was often older and more experienced, which is another important part of the spanking dynamic in any case, as the shyness and lack of confidence of the one being spanked adds to the thrill. The inexperience of many of those involved also means that in some cases things didnt go as smoothly as they might have done, so that some of the accounts have a clumsy feel to them or didnt work out the way one might have hoped. Thats reality for you, and I can only hope that knowing these things really happened will make up for any lack of polish. You might also find the circumstances of some spankings mundane, but, again, that is reality. I have tried to include as much variety as possible, and rejected many otherwise perfectly good accounts simply because they mirrored others too closely, but youll find no secret societies run by mysterious aristocrats, no lonely rural mansions where day to day corporal punishment is the norm, no perfect masters with harems of adoring slaves. Such scenarios are the stuff of fantasy.


    What I do have for you are some wonderful experiences. The best spankings always have an edge, something that sets them apart, and Ive focussed on those. Some come from my own experience, others were contributed by enthusiasts, but most accounts were taken as interviews with women who enjoy being spanked, conducted one to one and taken down longhand. All the content has been edited, but only to make the accounts easier to follow, rearranging events into the sequence in which they happened rather than in which they were told, adding those details essential to allow the reader to figure out what actually happened, and removing the ums and ers along with excursions into irrelevant subjects such as whether Id like another coffee or the inevitable reminiscences of other spankings. As you can no doubt imagine, all this took months of work, but looking back, I wouldnt have missed a minute. In another sense it took years of work, because not only have I recorded womens spankings dating back to the nineteen-thirties, but my own experiences across over thirty years.
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    Learning to Spank – my own account and several firsts


    FOR AS LONG AS I can remember I always wanted to spank girls. It seems the natural thing to do with a pretty bottom, so much so that it never occurred to me for an instant that anybody might see things differently. For me, the desire to spank is as natural as the desire to kiss, and although I’m now wiser in the ways of the world I still find it impossible to see those who object to spanking as anything better than prudes and busybodies, just as I do those who object to kissing.


    I suppose I was a late starter, at least by some standards, but with no sisters and having been at a single-sex public school from the age of seven I had very little contact with the female sex. That made my desire all the keener, but between my lack of company, my unorthodox sexual tastes and a body like a bag of coat hangers it took a while before I found myself a regular girlfriend.


    Oh, and one important point. I was never beaten at school, and for me at least there is no correlation whatsoever between having to endure the threat of being hit with a stick by some mouldering old sadist and wanting to smack girls’ bottoms as erotic play. The beautiful and alluring junior matron on the other hand… but never mind that, back to my first real girlfriend.


    Two Ferrets in a Sack – Debbie Swann


    The first girl I ever spanked was also the first girl to spank me, for the simple reason that she was only prepared to accept what I would take in return. That struck me as fair then and it still does now. Tastes vary, but I’ve always felt it unreasonable, even dishonourable, to refuse to accept what I’m so eager to dish out. I enjoy it too, but that’s not the point.


    Debbie and I were both spankings virgins. I don’t think it had even occurred to her that spanking could be sexual, although she was very aware, and proud, of her bottom. She wiggled so nicely when she walked that she used to compare her rear view to two ferrets fighting in a sack. She was very slim, with small, oval cheeks and rather soft flesh, hence the wiggle. I wanted to spank her the moment I saw her, but then that’s hardly unusual. I was also drawn to her beautiful auburn hair, which fell almost to the back of her knees, and her cheeky, vivacious character. She was also very open and made no secret of her feelings for me, which at the time was exactly what I needed.


    We used to joke about spanking, but when I suggested she deserved it she would always try to turn the tables on me rather than teasing until she got it, which is what any real enthusiast would have done. And yet she was always keen to experiment sexually, with different positions and techniques, even with attention to her bottom hole. In the end I simply told her that it was going to happen, that her knickers were coming down as well as her jeans, which were already around her knees at the time, and that I was going to smack her bottom with a ruler. This was in my bedroom, with me sitting on the bed and her standing in front of me, her blouse open and her bra lifted over her breasts, her jeans pulled down as I kissed and licked at her body. She said she’d let me do it, as long as I would accept the same from her. At the time it had never really occurred to me that I, or any man, might be on the receiving end of an erotic spanking, but I agreed, both on principle and because at that moment I’d have cheerfully agreed to go off in search of the Holy Grail if it meant she’d allow me to smack her wriggly little bottom.


    Given my lack of experience, and that for her it wasn’t even a special fantasy, I think it went rather well, although giving a spanking is definitely something that takes practice and this was my first time. Yet it was something I thought about every day and I’d devoured every scrap of literature on the subject that I could find, even if it was all muddled together in my head. That’s probably why I didn’t put her across my knee, but instead told her to put her hands on top of her head. She obeyed, a little reluctant and perhaps having difficulty trying to accept erotic embarrassment as sex play for the first time in her life, but truly beautiful with her breasts peeping out from between the edges of her blouse and her expression ever so slightly sulky as I turned down her knickers to bare her back and front.


    I turned her around, leaving her neat little bottom just a foot in front of my face as I picked up the ruler from my desk. For years the idea of having a girl present me with her bare bottom to spank had been my favourite fantasy, so the excitement of the moment was almost overwhelming and has left a clear impression in my mind. I remember smacking the ruler across her cheeks, hard, how her soft, pale flesh bulged above and below the wood, and the faint red impression it left. It wasn’t very hard at all, but it made her squeak and after the second smack she asked me to stop. I put the ruler down and kissed her bottom, pressing my lips once to each cheek where the pink flush showed, then began to caress her and use my hand to pat her gently.


    Debbie didn’t seem to mind that, and at last I was spanking a properly compliant girl. Just to have her like that would have been enough for me, to feel my fingers on the softness of her flesh and watch the way her cheeks quivered to the slaps. She had even pushed her bottom out a little, treating me to a hint of the tight, pink dimple of her anus and the rear of her sex lips. It was a view I’d imagined a thousand times, and admired in a hundred pictures, a spanked girl seen from the rear, and I could have carried on all day. Unfortunately she was growing increasingly embarrassed and fidgety, demanding that I take my turn, although to be fair she didn’t try to move but stayed just as she was, bare bottom and with her hands on her head, until I finally relented.


    She used the ruler on me, in the same position more or less, and curiously my reactions were very similar to her own, perhaps typical of somebody who is willing to play but is having trouble coming to terms with their feelings. The ruler stung too, and I can sympathise with her objecting to having it applied to her virgin cheeks.


    After that first episode spanking became a regular thing between us, although she was always the one on the receiving end. My willingness to accept it if she asked was enough to satisfy her pride. She got quite into it, or at least used to it, and certainly appreciated my attention to her bottom. Unfortunately we lived too far apart for our relationship to work at all well, and with hindsight I realise that we’re weren’t really all that compatible. Nevertheless, she was my first, as I was hers, losing our virginities to each other as well as experimenting with spanking. There will always be a special place for her in my heart, and for that glorious moment when I turned down her knickers and took my old school ruler to her bare bottom.


    The second girl I spanked, the first of three called Jane, was more experienced than me and used to get dealt with by her regular boyfriend, but she deserves a mention because it was playing with her that removed the lasts traces of doubt from my mind that girls like it too. Debbie was always a little shy, a little hesitant, and I could never quite rid myself of the suspicion that she only gave in to please me, despite her protestations to the contrary. Jane was very different, especially the first time, giggling at my request and presenting her bare bottom in a delightful kneeling position on my bed, then purring happily as I smacked her full, pale cheeks up to a glowing pink. She was plump, and that’s not intended to be disparaging as I find voluptuous women every bit as attractive as their slender sisters. That’s especially true when it comes to spanking, because a big, meaty bottom has a beauty all its own and is always a delight to play with. Jane’s certainly was, full and firm with skin like cream, while her favourite kneeling position made her hips flair and exaggerated the size of both her bottom and her breasts, which were also large and very full. Unfortunately our liaisons were brief and on her part guilty, as while I thought she’d broken up with her boyfriend they were still seeing each other. When he proposed to her she broke off our relationship, and that was that. It was to be quite some time before I got to dish out another spanking.


    Spanking Angst – Beth Wood


    Beth was only the third girl I ever spanked, but it was her first time and the memory is still fresh in my mind. I met her before either Debbie or Jane, and I’d always found her fascinating, because of her pretty, up-turned nose and the splash of freckles across her cheeks, because of the long, brown hair that fell to her waist in luxurious curls, but most of all because of her bottom. She was gloriously well built, with a slim waist and hourglass hips that accentuated full, heavy cheeks more often than not packed into tight blue jeans or a pair of burgundy-coloured cords she had which were so tight and so revealing that she seemed not so much to be wearing them as upholstered in them. Just to watch her walk used to make my mouth dry, while to follow her up the steep stairs that led to her flat was enough to leave me badly in need of a cold shower. She was also nice; fun, sympathetic and easy going, but sadly for me – a gawky bespectacled student – her taste in men ran to something more rugged.


    I was of course more than just a gawky bespectacled student. I was a gawky bespectacled student with somewhat peculiar sexual tastes, but she didn’t know that. Or maybe she did, because several other people knew by then and these things do tend to get around. If she did, then she kept it to herself, and it didn’t seem to affect her attitude towards me. What she did know was that I was in love with her, and while she was sweet and understanding she’d made it very plain that we could only ever be friends.


    So friends we stayed. At first that was excruciatingly painful emotionally, especially as when she ran into difficulties with the various Neanderthals she liked to go out with it was always me she came to for the male perspective. Looking back, we were actually quite physical. We’d hold hands, kiss, cuddle a little, enough to give one or two of the Neanderthals the wrong idea, but that was it and I wanted more. Above all I wanted to get to grips with her lovely bottom; to kiss her cheeks, to bury my face in the deep cleft between, and of course, to spank her.


    In the end it happened, and it only happened because I physically could not resist her. We were at my house, quite late, with nobody else about, just watching the television. I can picture her exactly. She was face down on the floor, her chin propped in her hands and her legs kicked up, one shoe dangling negligently from her toes. Her top was cream-coloured and printed with big, red flowers, poppies I think, very 70s, and she had on her burgundy cords, leaving her bottom a perfect ball of cheeky girl flesh between the gentle curve of her back and her thighs. I wanted to touch her so badly it hurt, and in the three years I’d known her by then, I’d never quite given up hope, so I asked her, jokingly, if I could use her as a pillow. To my surprise she said yes, and so I laid my head on her bottom.


    I expected her to tell me to get off, in that same gentle, understanding tone she always used if she felt our cuddles were going a little too far. She didn’t. I stayed as I was, hardly daring to move, but drinking in her perfume and luxuriating in the meaty softness of her bottom flesh. I could have cried, and it took all my will power not to stick my hands down the front of my trousers then and there. She carried on chatting and watching the television, as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.


    Even heaven loses it’s initial thrill eventually, but it must have been 15 or 20 minutes before I dared to move a little, with the pretence of making myself more comfortable as I put one arm across her thighs and shifted my head further onto her bottom. Again I expected her to object and again she didn’t react at all. I had to touch, even if it meant I got a lecture, just to feel the curve of that glorious bottom for one fleeting instant.


    I did it, making a joke about how comfortable she was as I plumped up her cheeks as if she’d been a real pillow. She felt so good, soft yet firm, exquisitely feminine and so, so spankable. Now I was sure I’d pushed it too far, but she just laughed, and when I kept my hand on the curve of her cheek she made no objection. I began to stroke, lost in bliss as I explored the curves of her bottom, expecting to be told to stop it an any moment, but that moment never came. Slowly I grew bolder, lifting my head so that I could touch her properly and see what I was doing. I began to squeeze, and to trace my fingers down the narrow valley where her cords followed the curve of her cheeks down into her crease.


    She’d stopped talking. There was no more pretence about what I was doing. She obviously didn’t mind me fondling her bottom, perhaps because she liked it and knew she could tell me to stop whenever she wanted, perhaps because she knew how desperately I wanted her and felt sorry for me. Perhaps she didn’t even see what I was doing as a sexual thing. I didn’t ask and I didn’t care. All that mattered was the feel of her cheeks and that if I was allowed to stroke then possibly, just possibly, she wouldn’t mind a gentle pat.


    Again I screwed up my courage and did what I needed to do so badly. My touches turned to pats, very gentle ones delivered to the tuck of her cheeks. Still she didn’t respond, so I began to pat a little harder and to my amazement she lifted her bottom, offering me her cheeks. So I spanked her. It wasn’t hard, and I never even tried to get her trousers down, let alone her knickers, but it went on for a long time, with her bottom pushed right up, full and round in those skin-tight cords, my pats turning gradually to smacks and always alternated with strokes and squeezes to her flesh. She let me kiss her bottom too, just on the seat of her cords, and rub my face against her, all of it without either of us ever saying a single word.


    How far we might have gone I don’t know, but I suspect that if I’d tried to unbutton her trousers or pulled up her blouse it would have broken the spell, or maybe not. I’ll never know, because after I’d been playing with her for maybe half an hour my parents came back and that was that. I thought that after what had happened there was something between us at last, but when I spoke to her the next morning I was given that same sweet but firm refusal and we never mentioned the incident again. Even now I don’t pretend to understand what was going through her head, but I certainly know what was going through mine and the incident has been a happy memory ever since. It was an important milestone in my spanking career, because for the first time I had enjoyed giving a spanking for its own sake rather than as part of foreplay. I won’t say that she opened my eyes to the possibility of having spanking partners without any other sexual contact, but looking back she was my first spanking playmate.


    Beauty in Abundance – Rhiannon O’Brian


    My second, spanking playmate, and my first regular one, was Rhiannon O’Brian, an Irish girl I’d met shortly before going up to university and whom I remained friends with for several years. Rhiannon was a big girl in every sense, as voluptuous as she was voluble, always talking and always laughing, which would make her chest shake in a manner calculated to bring tears to the eyes of a statue. Her breasts were huge, and for her age, gigantic, each so big it took both hands to hold properly, also round and firm. Not surprisingly she was used to male attention, and she expected it, but when we first met I had other things on my mind, mainly Beth.


    Had I shown interest in Rhiannon I expect I would have joined her long list of unsuccessful admirers. She was a terrible flirt, with the ability to keep men hanging on for months, even years, in the hope of her showing them favour for the simple reason that sometimes she actually would. I don’t suppose it was calculated. She liked male attention and she liked sex, so if she happened to be with somebody at the right time and in the right place she would have him, and it was very much a case of her having him. Some got lucky, more didn’t, but she always made it very plain that she didn’t belong to anybody.


    The one thing guaranteed to earn her contempt was to crawl after her, especially for those she’d already had sex with. I was the exact opposite, usually reserved, and when I did open up it would be to bemoan my lack of success with Beth. Rhiannon put up with this for over a year before one memorable and drunken night at her parents’ house. The details are a little hazy, but I remember that I’d come straight there from college, cycling some eight miles from central London, and that the first glass of ice-cold cider barely seemed to touch the sides of my throat. I remember her asking me why I didn’t find her attractive, and although I can’t remember what I said in reply she seemed to take it as a provocation. I remember her lifting her top and bra to invite me to admire her chest, but that may have been later, and I remember her delight as I lost myself in pleasure over her breasts, although I suspect that the red-blooded male who wouldn’t has yet to be born. I remember her crawling along the floor, naked, with her full bottom lifted and open, an irresistible target.


    What she expected was sex. What she got was a spanking. Why she didn’t get both I’m not at all sure, but this was the early 80s and we didn’t have any condoms, so maybe I was simply following government advice. In any case I took her around the waist and spanked her bottom. She was big and firm, very meaty, and compared with both Jane and especially Debbie seemed to be capable of soaking up an awful lot of punishment. I did it really hard, and she absolutely revelled in it, despite it being her first time, which I didn’t know. Her reaction only encouraged me, to the point where my hand was stinging with pain and her entire bottom was a rich red. I’d have given her more, if I’d had an implement to hand, again my memory is hazy as to the exact sequence of events, but I do remember her hand on my erection as we lay in bed together later that night, and a peculiar conversation about my respect for her, or lack of it, as she masturbated me.


    After that night spankings became a regular occurrence for her. She was always very shy about it, insisting that we keep it between ourselves, and on calling the shots. Not that I minded, because if we were alone together, especially if we hadn’t seen each other for some time, the chances were that she would end up with a hot red bottom, and quite possibly with my cock in her hand. That was as far as we ever went, and it was a fairly strange relationship by most standards, but for me the first of a great many like it, and my experiences with her did teach me one very valuable lesson: that men and women can be friends and have sex at the same time, or at least, kinky sex.


    Who Needs Privacy? – Miranda & my second Jane


    Two other girls deserve a mention from the very beginning of my spanking career, Miranda and my second Jane. Both took their first spanking from me and both also gave me a new first; Miranda because she was the first girl I spanked in front of somebody else, and Jane because she was the first girl I spanked outdoors. Both spankings occurred as part of brief and unsuccessful liaisons, and within a few weeks of each other.


    Miranda was an old school friend of my cousin, Kirsty, who we’ll come back to later. We met on a night out not much different to dozens of others, with a group of friends meeting up in a pub before returning to my cousin’s house. Miranda seemed keen on my company, and before long we were kissing on Kirsty’s bed. I’ve always had an exhibitionist streak, although not so much for showing off myself as for showing off any girl I happen to be with, while I knew that Kirsty and the others wouldn’t mind in the slightest. Soon I had Miranda’s top up and her tiny, firm breasts naked in my hands. She didn’t mind, and if anything seemed rather proud of herself, so that when Kirsty offered us the chance to spend the night on her floor we accepted.


    What followed would have been a typical one-night stand, the sort of thing everybody has done many times, except that Kirsty was enjoying the view as Miranda and I stripped each other down, and the spanking. Miranda was small and neatly built, her bottom round and high. I was kneeling on the floor as I took her jeans and panties down, and while I hadn’t specifically intended to spank her, having her bare in my hands made it the natural thing to do, so I buried my face between her thighs and gave her several firm swats while I licked. She’d never been licked before, let alone spanked, as I learnt the following day when she explained that I wasn’t “man enough” for her, as if cunnilingus followed by letting her go on top so that I could hold her warm bottom as we had sex made me effeminate! I hate to think what she’d have thought if I’d asked her to spank me.


    My encounter with my second Jane started in much the same way. I forget how we met, but it was one evening on the town among many, and again she was keen on my company, attention I was more than happy to accept. There the resemblance ends, as she was far more innocent than Miranda and definitely not up for sex on our first night. She was eager enough, but still a virgin and determined to remain that way, so that for me it was like being a teenager again. I’d have called it off, except that there was something about her – call it chemistry – that drove me nuts. She wasn’t exceptionally attractive, although she did have a fine chest, but just to hold her in my arms was enough to leave me achingly hard. Up until then I’d thought of the idea of a woman giving a man “relief” as a clumsy euphemism for sex, but all of a sudden I understood it, and I needed it.


    Three times I ended up going home in such a state that only by the exercise of every last ounce of my willpower did I hold back from risking arrest for gross indecency on a public omnibus, but on the fourth occasion it was just too much. We’d walked up to her uncle’s allotment for some privacy, and I was sitting on an old wooden packing case in the angle between his shed and a hedge. Jane was on my lap. We were quite invisible, so she’d let me pull her top and bra up so that I could play with her lovely breasts as we kissed. She was in jeans, and I knew that to try and undo them would be going too far, but that didn’t stop me squeezing and stroking her bottom, which she didn’t seem to mind. I felt ready to burst and put my hand to my zip, only for her to tell me not to be dirty, an extraordinary statement for a girl with her boobs bare and her nipples not only stiff but wet from sucking. So I told her we’d try something else and I bent her down across my knee, as much out of sheer frustration as my desire to spank her. To my surprise she didn’t seem to mind, giggling as I smacked her bottom, so I tucked her up tight, with one arm around her waist and went to town on her, smacking her cheeks hard enough to make my hand sting and set her legs kicking.


    She took it well, and it may be that she was used to it, although she later claimed it was her first time. Her bottom looked glorious too, tight in her faded blue jeans, and to cap it all the way she was tucked up across one leg meant that my cock was rubbing on the softness of her thighs through our clothes. Every smack to her bottom gave me just a little friction, and while she must have realised she didn’t protest, just wriggling a little and kicking her feet as I spanked her, giggling between playful squeals. I kept her there for ages, enjoying her bum and hoping the rubbing on my cock would take me over the edge, but I couldn’t quite make it. In the end I simply couldn’t hold back any more. Tumbling her off my lap, I unzipped and finished myself off by hand in front of her as she sat there, her eyes wide and her mouth open in shock, her lovely breasts still bare and, at the end, also distinctly messy.


    We lasted another three weeks after that, and she was also the first girl I spanked at college, kneeling on the floor of my room with her nightie up under her arms so that I could play with her breasts while I smacked her across the seat of her knickers. Afterwards she let me come between her breasts but that was as far as it went and she never could quite handle the strength of my desire for her. She is now a senior police officer.
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