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I have been practicing erotic spanking for thirty years. The time has come to recount my adventures, choosing the most outstanding ones. During these years I knew many partners, very different from each other. I have led many women to the greatest pleasure with that subtle mixture of slaps and caresses that characterizes erotic spanking as I like to practice it. Each partner has been a discovery, often full of surprises. To satisfy them, I listened to their most secret desires. In this way, I have progressed in what I have come to call an art. I insist on always adding the adjective erotic to the word spanking, because for me this practice is a sensual relationship whose goal is to give pleasure to the one who delivers this so precious part of her anatomy. A game of punishment can take place, but it is not essential. When I did, it was at the partner's more or less confessed request and when it was clear it was a game. 

I call erotic spanking an art because it is a demanding practice that requires total attention to the partner, to feel her slightest reactions. This is the way to create the subtle cocktail of softness and firmness that will lead her to the final orgasm. Paradoxical as it may seem, there is a lot of tenderness in erotic spanking. There are moments, of course, when we embrace each other at the end of the session, exhilarated by the intense sensations we have shared. But not only that: it is full of tenderness that I make my partner bend over and then surrender on my knees; it is with the same feeling, tinged with great emotion, that I take in hand the object of my adoration, her bottom. During the spanking itself, the blows, as intense as they are, are always alternated with soft caresses. When I slap, I feel great affection for this flesh that trembles under the fire of my palm. It is with infinite tenderness that I take the panties and let them roll very gently to the top of her thighs to expose her intimacy during the fabulous stage of the panty stripping. 

The stripping of the panties is indeed a particularly magical moment of erotic spanking, a true ritual, an art in the art. What is particularly fascinating about erotic spanking is that only the most intimate part of the body is stripped and exposed. To make this exposure even more exciting, it must be carefully prepared. I always start spanking over the skirt: I love to feel the spheres trembling under the fabric. The dress is only rolled up when the buttocks are hot. Then I can finally feel the naked skin of the secret face; I caress it, I slap it. Only when I feel that my partner is well wet, I lower the panties. I do it extremely slowly to stimulate the excitement caused by the exposure of her intimacy. Always with a lot of softness, I pull the panties down to the middle of her thighs, but I stop there to let her feel the indecency of the situation. The spectacle of her open and well lubricated vulva is then fully offered to my gaze. I can also smell her arousal with full lungs, my olfactory organ being located directly above the source of the odorous liquid. I then feign surprise and pretend to be forced to check by hand how much the spanking excites her. I underline it with crude words, adding to her confusion. Then I plunge my fingers into her dripping intimacy and grab her firmly.
I wait for the final blow, replacing her, making her bend even more. I caress, then slap her glowing bottom. Then begins a slow but relentless crescendo to the ultimate fireworks. With a few rare exceptions, I completely strip the women's intimate parts. If they appreciate that these spanking sessions take place without intercourse, they have no problem with seeing their intimacy completely exposed. On the contrary, it turns them on to have just that part of their body exposed.
Finally, erotic spanking is an ode to the pure wonder that is the female bottom. Aside from sex there is no other part of the body that expresses so much of the beauty and mystery of femininity. I will never get tired of looking at these globes reflected in an exhilarating symmetry, these mounts that curve to converge in a single hollow. I am very sensitive to the beauty of women. During these spanking sessions, I have met very attractive women, others obviously less beautiful. Some of them would not have made me look away if I had met them on the street. But I always found something beautiful and moving when I looked at their buttocks, which they so generously offered to me.

I have tried to relate my various experiences here as faithfully as possible, without cheating or trying to embellish. But this was obviously done through the filter of memory and in a state of confusion close to a daydream. I could say that it was done as a kind of reinterpretation, as if I were living them a second time.

I hope you enjoy reading about my adventures as much as I enjoyed experiencing them and writing about them.
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I have always had a fascination with the female buttocks. As a young teenager, my eyes were drawn to those beautiful, undulating buttocks, especially when highlighted by a tight skirt. Not only was I hypnotized, but I also felt a tingling in my hands, so much so that I wanted to feel them. I also had the feeling that to capture all the sensuality of it, I could not be satisfied with just touching them, I also had to slap them.

And the fantasy of spanking took hold of me. But at that time (it was before the Internet) I had no idea whether women could enjoy it or not. But it was inconceivable to me to do anything to a woman that didn't give her pleasure: I wouldn't have any.

And I continued to fantasize, until this full moon night, in Saint-Tropez, on the French Riviera...

It was during an escapade with a nurse. I was twenty, she was in her thirties. 
We left a club a little tipsy and went to the beach. She was wearing a tight white dress that made her buttocks stand out. We sit down on a small stone bench and start kissing. I hold her tighter and tighter, caressing her beautiful hair. She lets her head fall. I caress her back. She bends more and more. My hand feverishly goes down to the hollow of her kidneys. Finally, she sinks completely on my knees. Her bottom is now completely exposed. I look at it, then I start to knead it passionately. My palm lingers on the flesh trembling under the fabric... Would I dare?
I dare and try a first rather gentle stroke. She arched her back as if to ask for more. I dare and risk a harder slap. The small moan she makes encourages me to give others that are just as well received. I start a real spanking that makes her gasp harder and harder. I stop and decide to roll up her dress. She helps me by squirming. As she wears only a thin panty underneath, I can see the trembling flesh of her buttocks shining beautifully in the moonlight. I can finally feel them, first caressing them, then hitting them. I feel the woman at the height of excitement... Unfortunately, just at this moment, I see some passers-by coming. I hasten to lower the skirt and to straighten my friend, to her obvious regret. We hurry to return to the hotel. 

Once in the room, we quickly undress. I take her naked on my knees and start spanking her, without any resistance from her, on the contrary. 

As soon as I feel she is ready, I take her in doggy style. That way we quickly reach ecstasy.

I wake up the next day and wonder if it was all a dream. She is asleep, still naked, lying on her back. The unfolded sheet leaves a clear view of her buttocks. 

I have a doubt, like a small feeling of guilt: did she really appreciate the spanking, or did she just accept it under the influence of the alcohol?

When she wakes up from her sleep, she spontaneously reassures me by telling me: “It was fun”.

And since then, we have often done “that” again... Without ever saying the word spanking!
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Delighted with my first spankings, I had no desire to stop there.

I did it again with this nurse who still didn't dare say the word spanking. But she enjoyed it, and it got our relationship back on track. As a result, she forgave me for my misdeeds.

I was greedy for buttocks. Since I am not very affable and a little shy, I always used the same method to bring the women I seduced to the spanking: take them in my arms and then gently make them bend over. When they fell into my lap with pleasure, I knew they liked it. But not in a hurry (that's not good for anyone!), I always began by caressing the bottom offered, gradually increasing the caresses until they became slaps.

With Magali, I used a different strategy. I had met her on the terrace of a bistro. She had left me her number, but I had not called her back. Suddenly, I learned that she had tried to contact me at work under a false pretext. I had a suspicion that she might like to be spanked. So, I decided to play a little game. When we met, I told her that I was very offended by this unacceptable intrusion into my professional world. Therefore, she deserves to be punished. She is shocked when I tell her that the punishment I have in mind is a spanking. She refuses, calling it "stupid," begs my forgiveness, and asks me to take her for a walk by the lake when the weather permits. But I remain firm: she will get nothing from me until she is spanked. She doesn't give in. We separate.

Two days later I get a note from her in my mailbox:

“For the spanking, it's okay. But you should know that if I like spanking with love, I hate spanking without love.”

I call her immediately and we make an appointment for that evening. She admits to me that it excites her to be spanked on her bottom during sex. I gently take her on my knees and spank her as I am used to doing, sensually and gradually. My stratagem worked in this case. Magali was right: spanking is love. 

A few years later, when I realized that I could bring women to orgasm through spanking alone, Magali's words came back to me. 

Perhaps she was expressing a desire that I did not know how to hear? 

Maybe she felt deep inside that spanking could bring her to orgasm?

Today I would be happy to see her again and make her come with spanking.
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I had spanked Linda several times. But as soon as the excitement grew, we turned to conventional sex. Until one hot summer evening...

After a few drinks, we embrace each other tenderly, and of course she finds herself on my lap. I begin to caress her bottom slowly and gently. Fortunately, the humidity of the air does not make me hurry. She wears extremely tight leather pants, which makes the move even more sensual. It is only after a long moment that I give her my first and very gentle slap. She arches her back to let me know she wants more. I begin to slap her regularly but lightly, increasing the intensity only very gradually.

As the excitement grows, I decide to strip her bottom, pulling down her pants and panties at the same time. I can now see her naked buttocks and beads of sweat. When I put my hand in her crotch, I felt another liquid dripping, hot and smelly. I hold her like this and make turn her pelvis, slowly at first, then gradually, but inexorably, accelerating the rhythm. Suddenly I released her completely. She rears up, clutches her buttocks, anticipating and hoping for what will follow. I wait deliberately, caressing her hair and thighs. Her excitement grows as she waits. She arches her back even more, lifts her pelvis and offers me her buttocks almost at the level of my face. Then I begin to spank her without restraint and without slackening, encouraged by her moans... Until, all of a sudden, she lets out a scream, a howl I should say. Her beautiful body twists in all directions until she falls to the floor. Seeing her lying on the floor, completely inert, I suddenly feel a sense of worry. I lean over to ask her if she is okay. She answers with a sweetness that I will never forget:

-Yes, I am all right! 

That first orgasm was a revelation. To feel a woman getting wet on my lap is a delight. But when she comes like that, it's a pleasure of a completely different dimension.

Since then, I have wanted to repeat this wonderful experience. But it will take some time before I can trigger an orgasm with each spanking. It takes patience and control, because you must know how to hold back, but also how to let go when you need to. The most important thing is to respond to your partner, because every woman is unique and reacts differently to spanking.
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This beautiful Caribbean girl had presented herself in a leather skirt and fishnet stockings on our first date. It wasn't long before she was on my lap for a spanking! It was very exciting as a preliminary, but I could not make her come that way. We then moved on to regular sex.

One day we went for a walk. She put on extremely tight leopard pants. It is fall. After some walking, we lie down on a carpet of fallen leaves. She lies on her belly and presents me with her well-rounded buttocks, which I do not take long to caress, more and more intensely. She arches her back, which means she wants to be spanked.

But I have another idea. I grab a small branch and stroke her up to her kidneys. Sighs tell me that my intuition was right. I caress her thighs with the wand, slowly moving up. Arriving at the buttocks, I stop, then position myself to whip her gently. She mews. I beat her hard. She gasps. I pull down her pants: she wears only a thong underneath. My hand cannot resist the call of this voluptuous flesh. I caress her bare buttocks. My palm becomes bolder. I spank her manually, leaving the branch aside for the moment. Seeing the moisture trickling out of the thong, I begin to strip her completely. When it is done, I place the girl in doggy style, then take the cane back in my hand. I caress her entire backside before whipping her again. I do the same with her thighs, frantically swinging the branch between her legs.

Finally, I insert the cane between her eager lips, opened and wet enough to hold the branch. She squeezes her vulva to better bury the rod in her intimacy. She twists her body in all directions, mad with pleasure and desire. My free hand beats her globes that sway in all directions. I spank her without restraint. Her scream of pleasure echoes throughout the forest.

Spanking in the open air is a very special pleasure. The risk of being discovered, especially in this very particular practice, brings an overload of adrenaline. One is also in full communion with nature. To hear a woman's orgasm echoing among the trees is a total bliss!
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I love spanking because it's a wonderful sensual exchange, but also because, as I said, I see it as a tribute to the female buttocks, those wonders. 

Sodomy is another way of celebrating the buttocks. The similarity doesn't end there: both practices are a priori quite rough, which requires careful preparation and, paradoxically, a lot of finesse in the execution. Only then can one lead women to the greatest pleasure. 

At the time, I vacillated between the two. When examining a woman's bottom, I would take great pleasure in determining whether she would enjoy spanking or sodomy the most. 

I must have been right all the time because I never encountered a refusal either way. 

Except for one time when it turned out... she liked both! 

I had met this woman on the plane back from New York. The contact had been more than friendly, and she had spontaneously given me her phone number before boarding the train home. During the flight I had had time to assess her. The shape of her buttocks convinced me that she would prefer sodomy. 

I called her as soon as I had the opportunity to go to the city where she lived. She immediately invited me to her home. We sit on the couch. She spontaneously bends over and wallows on top of me, offering her bottom to my hands, which obviously came to slap that beautiful bottom, to her great satisfaction. This woman, older than me, was amazingly sensual. It didn't take me long to realize that while she loved sodomy, she also enjoyed being spanked. She was also very thirsty and an expert with her lips and tongue, giving me wonderful blowjobs. 

This voraciousness inspired a special position. 

While I was "classically" spanking her on my lap, I suddenly had her positioned doggy style on the couch so that her head was right on top of my sex. She quickly digs into my crotch and fills her mouth. When she starts to suck me frantically, I immediately stop her and order her to stop moving. 

She obeys. I have her rump well in front of me and can give myself to my heart's content, delivering the full range of spanking, from the gentlest caresses to the most devastating slaps. Remaining relatively still and immobile, she ends up writhing with pleasure. When I feel her orgasm coming, I explode in her mouth. At the same time, she comes magnificently and swallows all my cum while her body relaxes completely. 

We repeated this beautiful combination. It was the only way I could bring her to orgasm with spanking. She is also the only woman with whom I have ever come during spanking.

Later I discovered that not coming while spanking allowed me to feel and absorb my partner's orgasm completely. To climax only with the other's climax is to enter a higher dimension, the spanking becomes fully erotic and sublime.
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Up to this point, I had only had spankings with women I had met in the course of my life. The desire then came to me to know those whose fantasy it was. I decided to publish an ad in a newspaper with a deliberately ambiguous title: 

“To cheeky student, handsome teacher, lovingly stern, gives very private lessons.” 

Most of the responses I received did not seem very serious. Only one caught my attention. The girl expressed her desire to be educated. I called her. She was very clear about her intentions. What she was looking for was a SM relationship, without emotional involvement. I told her that would be perfect for me.

Apart from spanking, I didn't really have any experience in this field, but it attracted me, and I was ready to play the game. I went to a sex shop to buy some accessories that seemed essential for what I had in mind: black headband, handcuffs, cat o' nine tails, leather collar and leash. 

We meet in a café. The feeling between us is immediate. 

After a while, she asks me if I have brought “things” with me. I answer her yes. She suggests me to follow her home, her apartment being located not far from there. On the way, we quickly outline the framework of our relationship: she will have to call me Master, I will be on first-name terms with her. We will not have sexual relations, but she will make me blowjobs. She admits
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