
        
            
                
            
        

    
  



  



  



  



  Round Rumps Get Redder Better


  



  by K.C. Ripley


  



  



  



  



  



  



  



  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    Author's note: All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    Copyright © 2016 K.C. Ripley. All Rights Reserved.

  


  I’m tired of being the fat girl. I’ve been big all my life. My mom always made excuses for me. I’m big-boned. It’s glandular. It’s something in my genes. All the while, she’d pack me extra Ho-Hos in my lunchbox. Dinner was always a bucket of fried chicken or half a dozen frozen burritos or Hamburger Helper (mom would use one box for each of us). Dad left when I was five, so for most of my life, it was just me and mom.



  High school was hell. Whispers behind my back, or more often open taunts in my face. I never got asked out. And I never kissed a boy, much less got felt up or went all the way. I fantasized about it. I’d lie in my bed at night and think about Jake Winters, the senior president. Think about him pulling up my shirt, unhooking my bra, and licking and sucking on my nipples. I’d put two or three fingers up inside myself thinking about Jake, and bury my face in my pillow while I finger fucked myself.


  College wasn’t much better. I had a couple of dates, but they didn’t make it past the first one. I asked a guy out in my chemistry class. He laughed at first, but then agreed. The whole date was a wreck. We didn’t have anything in common, and most of the time was spent staring at our plates or feet in awkward silent. He still wanted to fuck me at the end of the night. He took me back to my apartment, and we kissed on my sofa. I felt special. I felt beautiful. But then he whispered in my ear whether I’d like to take it up the ass, and I pushed him away, pulling my shirt back on.


  So I made it to all the way to twenty-seven, still a virgin, working as a tax accountant. I was damned good at it, too. I rose up the ranks in my first faster than anybody. Not having a social life will let you do that.


  But I was tired of not having someone to go home at night to snuggle up with and fall asleep next to. I was tired of being fat.


  That’s why I joined the gym, and that’s how I met Gisella. 


  I’d tried to eat less and exercise before, but it never worked. My self-discipline was garbage. I was doing pretty well financially. I’d put the down payment on a new house, gotten a new car. Nothing fancy, just a sensible mid-sized sedan, but it was nicer than anything my mom had ever driven. So I figured the next best thing to invest in was a personal trainer. If I couldn’t do it myself, I’d get someone else to help me. 


  I had my eyes on a tall guy in the mailroom. Evan was his name, and he had long, curly black hair. Now it was him that I imagined sucking on my titties as I fingered myself in my bed at night. 


  I never realized that what I really wanted was a woman’s touch, and how hard I would want that touch to be. 


  Internet reviews said Pete’s Gym, about a mile from my house, was the best in town. So one Monday after work I drove down to check it out. I half-expected the lean, muscular crew-cut guy at the counter to smirk at me when I walked in the door.


  “Sorry, lady,” I imagined him saying. “We can’t help you. You’re too far gone.”


  Instead, he was polite and professional.


  “Hello,” he said, looking up from a clipboard. “How can I help you?”


  I spread my arms. I’d worn white slacks and a turquoise shirt with little black polka dots, clothes specifically chosen to make me look, if not thinner, at least less fat.


  “I need help,” I said. “With this.”


  He smiled warmly. “We can help you.” 


  He walked me through the plans and the options, recommending a personal trainer, starting out three days a week. 


  “Who’s your best trainer?” I asked.


  “Well, all our trainers here are great,” he said.


  “I’m sure they are,” I said. “But, no offense, I would like the best one you have. Surely you have one trainer who has the best stats, as far as helping people lose weight.”


  He laughed. “Okay, sure. That would be Gisella.”


  I was slightly disappointed inside. I’m not gonna lie. I had fantasies about being guided by a lean, muscular man through my workout, a sweaty, hunky guy in sheer shorts, showing off an ass so tight you could bounce a quarter off it. The guy who was helping me (his nametag said “Jesse”) would have been ideal to fulfill my wishes.


  But more than that, I wanted to shed some pounds. And if Jesse said Gisella was the best, then that’s what I wanted.


  She was mostly booked up, which you would expect. But Jesse found me three time slots for next week. I filled out the paperwork, gave him my credit card, and walked out of Pete’s Gym smiling at myself. I knew it was going to be hard, a lot of work, but I was ready for it.


  Or so I thought.


  



  The next morning, a knock came at my door. I rolled over and looked at the big red digital numbers on my bedside clock: 5:34. Who the hell was at my door? 


  I climbed out of bed, wearing the sweatpants and T-shirt I always slept in, and padded to the door. When I opened it, a hard-bodied blond woman was standing on my doorstep. She wore white tennis shoes, spandex thigh-high shorts, and a black training bra. Her hair was back in a ponytail, revealing her beautiful face. She had blue eyes, a slender nose, and full lips. And her body was lean and buff. She had her hands on her hips, her muscular arms and exposed abs glistening with the sheen of sweat.


  “You Mandy?” she said in a husky voice. She was breathing heavily.


  I rubbed my eyes. Before my morning coffee, I can’t think at all, so I still hadn’t put it together. “Yes,” I said. “Who are you?”


  “Gisella,” she said, extending her hand.


  I took it, and she squeezed my soft fingers so hard I thought I heard a crack. Then I finally realized she was from the gym.


  “I thought our first appointment was next week,” I said. “Down at the gym.”


  “Sure,” Gisella said. “But I was running to work, and your house is on the way. Besides, I like to check in on my clients at home, see what kind of environment we’re working with. We can talk about diet and exercise at the gym, but if you come home to a pantry full of cookies, that’s not going to work so well, right?”


  “Um,” I didn’t know what to say. I’d wanted to most effective trainer, but if her methods included dropping in to my house like this, I wasn’t sure I was up for that. Still, I didn’t know what else to do than invite her in.


  Once I had closed the door behind her, she looked me up and down, then actually walked around me, stopping back in front of me. She looked me in the eyes, a hard, steely look that kind of scared me.


  “How bad do you want to get in shape?” she asked me.


  “I’m tired of being like this,” I said. “I’ll do anything.”


  She smiled, her teeth big and white. “That’s what I like to hear. Mind if I take a quick look at your kitchen? Then we’ll get started.”


  Get started? Oh jeez, I wasn’t sure I was ready for a workout this morning. But she had run to my house. And she sure was enthusiastic. If I wasn’t paying for this session, I was at least getting my money’s worth. 


  “Sure,” I said, waving at the kitchen.


  She went in the kitchen, and I followed her. She pulled out the garbage can, opened my fridge, and began throwing things into it: mayo, cheese, ice cream. I leaned against the doorway and watched her. The garbage filled up quick, so she looked around for more bags, and pulled one out before moving to the pantry, which she threw away just about anything with sugar in it. 


  She pointed at the filled bag. “Go dump that.”


  I wasn’t sure I liked being ordered around in my own house, but cinched up the bag and took it outside. When I got back in, she ordered me to carry out the one from the pantry. I carried the bag full of cookies and pop-tarts outside as well. I was already breathing heavy when I came back inside.


  Gisella was standing in the middle of my living room, something in her hand. It took me a minute to recognize my own heavy wooden spatula.


  “What are you doing with—” I began.


  “You said you wanted to get in shape,” Gisella said. “You said you wanted me to help you. Well, some people like to get all soft and nurturing. I say fuck that shit. When it comes to the carrot or the stick, I’m a stick kind of girl.” She waved the spatula in the air playfully.


  “I don’t know about this,” I said. Was she going to spank me with that? I had to admit, that actually sounded a little hot. I’d never been spanked before, and the idea of a sexy, strong woman punishing me for not keeping up with my exercises turned me on. But then, maybe the fantasy wouldn’t be as fun as I thought. Maybe it would actually just hurt, and not be sexy at all.


  I expected her to argue with me, to try to convince me. Instead, she walked up to me and handed me my spatula.


  “Fine,” she said. “We’re done. Good luck, and buy more salad.”


  She opened the door.


  “Wait,” I said. “I’m sorry. Please don’t go.”


  She paused in the doorway and turned to me. “There’s no quick and easy way, Mandy,” she said. “The only way you’re going to drop that fat is with hard work. And that’s going to hurt, one way or another.”


  “Okay,” I said. “I just wasn’t expecting this.”


  She closed the door and walked over to me, standing close. I could smell her sweat, her musk. “Not know what’s coming next makes life exciting, don’t you think?”


  “I guess so,” I said. My heart was beating heavy now, and it wasn’t just from hauling most of my food out to the curb. She made me nervous, scared me actually, but in a good way.


  “Now hand me back my paddle,” she said.


  I offered it to her, and she took it.


  “Now apologize,” she said. 


  I didn’t really know what I was apologizing for. But I said: “I’m sorry.”


  “For what?”


  “For doubting you?”


  “No, that’s not what you should be sorry for.”


  I wracked my brain, but I was confused again.


  “You’re sorry for almost giving up,” she said. “Don’t ever do that again.”


  “Okay,” I said.


  “And from now on, you’ll call me Miss Gisella.”


  “Okay,” I said, thinking this was weird, but titillating. “Miss Gisella.”


  She grinned at that, then pointed the spatula at my coffee table. “Put your hands on that,” she said.


  I just stupidly looked at the table, then back at her. 


  “Are you deaf?” she asked.


  “No,” I said, then remembering, “Miss Gisella.” I walked over to the table, bent over, and put my hands on it.


  “You’re going to get a taste of what it’ll be like when you don’t please me,” she said. “Besides, taking a few licks gets the endorphins flowing, and actually, it gets me going too.”


  I wasn’t sure what she meant by that. Was she a lesbian? Even if she was, did she find me attractive at all? I always thought I was kind of pretty, just hidden behind all that pudge. Maybe she’d bring it out in me. Maybe we could be lovers. Maybe—


  She whacked me on the ass, the sting taking me completely by surprise. I jumped, jolting the coffee table forward an inch. The blow had hit me full on my left ass cheek. After the split second of the initial pain, I felt the fat on my ass ripple and jiggle.


  “Ow!” I heard myself say. 


  I didn’t have time to think anything else before she landed another smack flush on my right ass cheek. I moved one hand up to rub it.


  “Put your fucking hands down,” she said, her voice cold as metal.


  I instantly obeyed. She’d only smacked me twice, but now each cheek flared with red hot pain. 


  “Pull those sweats down,” she said.


  Was this really happening? Was I really getting spanked by a super-hot lesbian trainer in my own living room?


  I stood up, hooked my thumbs into the sides of my sweats, and yanked them down around my ankles, revealing my big white granny underwear. I was instantly embarrassed, though what kind of underwear would be appropriate? If I were wearing sexy panties, wouldn’t that be even sillier?


  “Those too,” she said, poking the panties covering my left ass cheek.


  I could feel myself blushing hard as I pulled down my panties, standing there with my big ass hanging out for her. I felt humiliated, tears welling up in my eyes. I felt like I deserved what she was doing to me now. I was ashamed at the way I looked. I felt stupid for thinking she might find me attractive or that she would ever want to be intimate with my in any way. I’d never been with a woman, but the way she had looked at me made me wonder what it would be like. Now I realized that was just dumb.


  “Bend over,” she said. 


  “Yes, Miss Gisella,” I said, my voice choking up. I bent back down and put my hands flat on the table, ready to take whatever punishment she wanted to inflict on me.


  “Are you crying?” she asked.


  “No, Miss Gisella,” I said, but I was.


  “I barely tapped you,” she said. “Are you some kind of oversensitive little bitch?”


  “No, ma’am,” I said. “I’m just embarrassed.”


  “For what?”


  “For looking like this,” I said.


  She laughed at that, which seems especially mean to me. But then she walked over and leaned down to whisper in my ear. 


  “I actually think that round white ass of yours is sexy as hell,” she said, her lips brushing against my ear. “Am I reading you wrong, or is this turning you on? Do you want to be my chubby little slave girl?”


  “Oh,” I said, my voice shaking. “Yes. I do, Miss Gisella. Please.”


  She laughed at that, and I could feel her hot breath against my cheek. “I knew I had you pegged,” she said, standing back up. “After I get your ass nice and red, we’ll do some exercises. And if you do a good job, I’ll let you lick me clean, and maybe even eat my pussy. Would you like that?”


  I felt my own pussy getting wet, my nipples poking against my T-shirt. “Oh god, yes,” I said. I had no idea what was going on, but now that she had put the idea in front of me, I wanted it more than anything. I wanted her.


  She laughed again, then cleared her throat. “Let’s see how much punishment that ass can take.”


  Gisella began to whack me at will, a flurry of wooden slaps across every possible inch of my ass. I closed my eyes, tried to breathe, and braced myself against the volley the best I could. She was so strong, so fast, and each pop bloomed pain across a new part of my ass. I felt each cheek ripple as she smacked it. Soon I couldn’t think straight.


  “Stop,” I cried. “Please.”


  She didn’t, though, hitting places she’d hit before, then moving down to the back of my thighs with vicious little whacks. I turned my ass, bent down.


  “Keep that ass up, bitch!” she yelled at me, and I dutifully stuck it high in the air again, even though it was the last thing I wanted to do. My legs were shaking. I was crying now, as the whacks kept coming. I lost count, just wanting a break, just wanting her to stop.


  “You gonna do what I say?” she asked me, pop two into my right ass cheek right on top of each other.


  “Yes!” I yelled. “Oh god, yes Miss Gisella!”


  Then, mercifully, she stopped.


  “Stand up straight,” she said.


  I did, still wanting to rub my ass, to see how ruined it was. It felt like I’d been dragged around by a horse on my ass, hitting every rock in the road. But I didn’t touch my ass. I kept my hands by my side.


  “You did pretty well,” she said. “Better than I expected, actually. Here, hold this.” She put the spatula in front of my face. I reached up to grab it. She sighed. “With your mouth.”


  I opened my mouth and bit the handle.


  “Now you’re going to do some jumping jacks,” she said. “See how that sore butt of yours feels jiggling up and down.”


  I was only wearing my T-shirt on top, and I was naked from the waist down. I felt the juice from my pussy running down one of my legs. She saw it and smirked. 


  “Yep,” she said. “You’re a kinky little bitch after all. I knew it as soon as you opened the door. Now I want a hundred jumping jacks. Go!”


  I couldn’t remember the last time I’d done jumping jacks. Junior high, maybe? They weren’t fond memories. When you’re a big girl, everything sloshes up and down. It doesn’t feel good, and it’s humiliating. But orders were orders.


  I jumped up, throwing my arms over my head. The flesh of my sore ass hefted up and then back down, sending new rivulets of pain down my legs. My hard nipples scraped across the inside of my T-shirt as my hefty tits bounced with the motion. I felt my cheeks, and the flab under my chin moving up and down. And that was just one. I felt like an idiot, but jumped again, still holding the wooden spatula in my mouth.


  Gisella took a seat in my recliner and crossed her legs. “Ninety-eight more to go.”


  By twenty I was already exhausted. I tried to shorten them up, jumping a little less to each side, but she yelled at me and I went back to doing them the way I had. I made it to fifty, my whole body shaking. Only half way? I didn’t think I could do it. There was no way.


  But I remembered the feeling of the wood popping into my ass, and that drove me forward. Sixty, seventy, eighty. At eight-five, I could barely lift my arms. I stopped, swaying, breathing hard around the spatula, my heart thumping hard against the inside of my chest.


  “I don’t remember telling you to stop,” Gisella said.


  “I can’t,” I tried to say, but it came out “I ant.”


  She stood, and I was afraid she would snatch the makeshift paddle out of my mouth and go to work again on my ass. Instead, she pulled down her sheer exercise pants to reveal her perfect pussy, shaved clean. She tossed the pants on the floor and sat back down, putting her legs up on the arms of the recliner and spreading them wide, her wet pink lips waiting for me.


  “Finish your exercises,” she said, “and you can have your dessert.”


  I nodded, my eyes growing wide. Then I jumped, hauling my hands over my head. Eighty-six. I kept my eyes on her pussy as I powered out the last of the jumping jacks. Somehow I stayed on my feet. Somehow I didn’t collapse.


  At the last one, she gave me a little round of applause. “We’re gonna get you in shape, yet,” she said. “All right now, crawl over, spit out that spatula, and have your treat.”


  I nearly let myself fall to the floor. God, I was so tired. I felt like I hurt all over. It was pathetic, really, but that was the first exercise I’d done in a long, long time. I let the spatula fall from my mouth to the floor, and looking at her pussy, now at eye level, my mouth started to water.


  I crawled across the carpet and right up to her, putting my nose just above her pussy lips. I smelled her, the sweat mixing with her sweet juices. I’d never done this before, but oh god I was ready. 


  I lowered my head and covered her pussy lips with my mouth, sucking on everything. Then I stuck out my tongue and began to lick, tasting her properly for the first time. She began to produce more slick, pungent cunt juice, and I slurped and lapped it up as fast as she squirted it out. 


  “Pounding that ass of yours really got you worked up, didn’t it?” she asked me.


  I gave a garbled reply, my mouth full of pussy. I kept on slurping and licking, trying to drink her all in, trying to taste every bit of her. She was salty and sweet, a nasty flower filled with nectar. I wanted to be like a little bee or a hummingbird, but I felt like a dirty, sweat pig, feeding at the trough. That was okay, though. I was making her happy. Her breathing had picked up, and she was starting to moan. And I was in heaven.


  I kissed the area all around her pussy, then peppered her lips with tiny kisses, before moving up to her clit. I gently probed it with my tongue, swirling around it, kissing it lightly. I suckled it softly, then pulled back, then went back in. I flicked the narrowest tip of my tongue across it, and kept doing that until her rock-hard thighs squeezed around my head like a clamp. She reached behind her head, grabbing onto the top of the recliner, arching her back and moaning louder than ever. 


  “Oh yeah,” she moaned. “I’m your personal trainer, but you’re my personal pussy licker, aren’t you?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said, coming out “eth am.”


  I kept flicking, the vise of her thighs now squeezing my cheeks painfully. 


  She began to buck, and I tried to keep with her, like a bull rider. But god, she was so strong. She jammed her pelvis up into my face and for the rest of the experience I couldn’t breathe. I needed her to finish quickly. I flicked faster and she began to squeal.


  “Fuck!” she yelled. “Fuck yeah, bitch!”


  I hoped my neighbors were either still asleep or had already left for work. And then she bucked a couple more times and was done, relaxing her thighs and letting me loose. 


  I collapsed back on the floor, gasping for air.


  “Goddamn, Mandy,” she said. “You eat pussy like a pro.”


  I wiped my mouth with the back of my wrist. The taste of her coating my mouth. I was dizzy with lust and exhaustion, but I’d never felt this alive before.


  “Thank you, Miss Gisella,” I said.


  She got up and retrieved her pants, wiggling into them as she talked. “I think that’s a good start,” she said. “For the rest of the month, all you get to eat for breakfast is my pussy. Understand?”


  I nodded.


  “Spinach salad for lunch, no dressing,” she said. “I’m going to email you your new menu when I get to the gym.” She stepped over to where I knelt on the floor, a panting, shaking mess. She patted me on the head. “We’re going to do this every day until our Monday appointment. Think you can handle that?”


  “I don’t know, Miss Gisella,” I said. “But I’ll try my best.”


  



  I was starving by lunchtime, but every time I got hungry, I just thought of the taste of Gisella’s pussy and it made me feel warm inside. Not full exactly, but it helped. And per her instruction, I ate a spinach salad for lunch, and then some lean chicken breasts and vegetables for dinner.


  The next morning, she showed up around 5:30am again. This time she made me do a hundred jumping jacks, then take a run around the block. I couldn’t even make it all the way around the block without stopping and bending over to catch my breath.


  Gisella didn’t say anything at the time. She let me rest up and then start back up, but when we got back to my house, she let me have it.


  “That was pathetic, girl,” she said. Then she ordered me out of my sweatpants and top, and then told me to get on my hands and knees and put my ass up in the air. 


  She didn’t go for the spatula this time. She used her bare hand. My ass was still sore from the day before. It had been difficult sitting down at work. I almost thought about going to the drugstore and buying something to rub on my ass. Instead, I opted for aspirin. 


  Gisella didn’t seem to care that she’d completely worked my ass over the day before. She smacked my bare ass with her hand, and the familiar pain welled right back up. She giggled, enjoying seeing my ass ripple, then smacked me again. I tried to brace myself for each blow, but it was no use. She randomly decided which cheek to slap. I just closed my eyes, tried to breathe, and rolled with each forceful smack. 


  Every ten spanks or so, she’d reach up under my hanging tits and give a nipple a vicious twist. Then she’d slap my tit, sending it swinging. 


  “You think I’m being mean to you, Mandy?” she asked me. 


  “A little,” I said, and that was the wrong answer. She smacked me harder than any before, using both hands on both cheeks.


  “Bullshit,” she said. “I’m being way less mean to you than you’ve been to your own body. This is nothing compared the way you’ve abused yourself.”


  It was the same as the day before, her smacking me until tears rolled down my cheeks, and I lost count how many times her hand and connected with my ass.


  When she was done spanking me, my ass felt kind of numb, throbbing a pulsing, like it was giving off waves of heat.


  She made me take off her shorts this time, and then she told me to lie down on the floor while she sat on my face. I was made to lick her ass, where sweat had trickled down during her morning run. I licked the salty, dirty dampness around her puckered asshole, then she made me stick out my tongue, nice and rigid, and she worked herself up and down on it, moaning all the while. Her sweaty ass cheeks bobbed up and down on my nose, and the whole thing made my pussy ache for her. 


  When she got up off my face, she sat on the sofa.


  “You did such a good job yesterday, I’m gonna let you eat my pussy again,” she said.


  “Can I touch myself while I do it?” I asked.


  She leaned forward and slapped my face. “You should know better than to ask me something like that,” she said. “You’re going to learn to sacrifice, not diddle yourself.”


  “Yes, Miss Gisella,” I said, positioning myself between her legs. She came even harder than the day before, warmed up from my ass-fucking her with my tongue. When it was over, she gave me another round of ass slaps for asking to touch myself, making me sorry I’d asked.


  If anyone in the office noticed that I was limping, they didn’t say anything. If Gisella was going to spank or paddle me the next day, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to take it.


  But I did.


  



  The third day, she made me crawl to my bedroom closet and bring back the thickest belt I had, a wide pink strap from an outfit that didn’t even fit me anymore. She laughed when she saw it.


  “Perfect,” she said.


  Then she strapped me over and over with it while I jogged in place.


  “Knees higher!” she yelled at me throughout, whacking my ass with the belt and laughing. My ass had a lot of padding, but even so, it had taken an awful lot of punishment the past three days. After Gisella would leave, I would turn around and look at it in the mirror. Every day she beat my ass into a deep shade of crimson.


  After that, she made me lick her feet, tits and armpits clean before burying my head between her legs to lick her pussy to climax.


  Later in the day, she texted me the address of a fetish shop, where she ordered me to buy a flog for the next day.


  



  It went on like that the entire week, leading up to our real appointment at the gym. Every day I was exhausted, sore, and hungry, but I knew I had to be losing weight, even though I hadn’t weighed myself. And even more importantly, I thought I might be falling in love. 


  I was sure she didn’t feel that way about me. It was stupid, really. But I couldn’t help it. Now when I fingered myself at night, alone in my bed, I thought only of Gisella, how she smelled, what her pussy tasted like. And I came hard and quick every time.


  So I was shocked when I showed up for our first official appointment at Pete’s.


  “Gisella doesn’t work here anymore,” the guy behind the counter said.


  “What?” I asked. “I’ve been seeing her all week.”


  “That’s weird,” he said. “Trainers aren’t supposed to see clients outside the gym. But I don’t know what to tell you. She’s not a trainer here anymore.”


  When I got home that evening, my heart skipped a beat as I pulled into my driveway. Gisella was waiting for me, leaning against the garage door. Two suitcases sat by her feet.


  I got out of the car, and she walked to me, taking me in her arms. She kissed me, long and wet, sliding her hands down the back of my pants. I should have cared if my neighbors saw, but I didn’t.


  “I love you,” Gisella said. My eyes teared up. “This past week was the most amazing I’ve ever had. Do you love me too?”


  “Of course, Miss Gisella,” I said. 


  “I’m moving in with you,” she said. “To train you full time.”


  “That sounds wonderful,” I said.


  She kissed me again, then took the keys from my hand. 


  “Get me copies made tomorrow,” she said. Then she pointed at the suitcases. “Get my bags.”


  Then she walked to the front door and opened it. She turned around. “Hurry up, Mandy,” she said. “It’s time for dinner.”


  If you liked this story, check out another one of my BBW spanking stories: Big Bottoms Feel More Heat


  



  Check out my full catalog at my Amazon Author Page
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