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A Devoted Husband

Eloise had a real 'thing' about grooming. Even on days that loomed as busy and tiresome as that, she always wanted to look perfect. And she expected no less from her husband, Daniel.

She was the owner of a small women's clothing signature, and the next day she had to make an important delivery to her most valuable customer. All the garments were now ready, but they still needed to label them, bag them, and pack them in a way they would not crease. Finally, prepare the packing lists and documents for shipping. There was still so much to be done and everything had to be done in the day. So she had decided that Daniel would not go to his office that day but would accompany her to the tailor's shop to give a hand.

When Daniel returned to their bedroom after a careful shaving in the bathroom, Eloise was finishing brushing her black hair that fell over her bare shoulders. He stood still and watched the movement of the wooden brush, as his wife stroked her long hair. It was an English beauty that his wife had inherited from her mother and first belonged to her grandmother. It was made of beautifully grained wood and despite its age, and the extended use its paddle-like flat back had been submitted to by three generations of determinate, dominant women, it still shined with the lacquer it had been varnished with.

It was a few days after they met, and the morning after the first night he had been admitted to Eloise’s bed, that Daniel noticed that hairbrush. While she was in the bathroom he saw it leaning on her vanity, he took it and observed it. It was just at the moment when she came back into the bedroom that he smacked the brush' flat back on his hand. Even with just a light smack, it gave a sharp sting and he shook his smacked hand and shuddered.

Eloise observed the scene, and crossing her arms on her nighty-covered bosom asked, "Afraid of how it might sting on your bare buttocks, naughty boy?"

Blushing all the colors of red as if he was caught with his hands in the jam jar, Daniel stammered, "I...uh...just wondering..."

The matter was that Daniel had been raised by a caring, loving, but definitely strict Mother, therefore he was well accustomed to feeling the flat back of a wooden hairbrush smashing hard on his bare buttocks well into his teenage years. Actually, he would never forget the last spanking he got on the lap of his maternal parent at the tender age of 19, just a few days before he left for college.

Even the build-up to that spanking had been just as memorable as the spanking itself. It was an agonizing and slow build-up. First, his Mother sat him down at the kitchen table, interrogated him, and scolded him for having disobeyed her and broken his curfew. This alone made him a crestfallen, sniffling mess. Then he was commanded to wait in his room. Daniel sat on his bed and all he could think about at that moment was how much his poor rear end was going to burn and sting from the flat back of his Mom’s wooden hairbrush striking his bare buttocks’ skin. Nothing could distract him from those thoughts, and the more he thought about it, the tighter and tighter his stomach wove itself into knots. His stomach would hurt in pure fear and then he really had to pee and he had to go to the bathroom down the hall to relieve himself, and then he sat on his bed again and started thinking about the burning of his bum cheeks again, and then he had to pee again. This continued until he heard his Mommy’s high-heeled footsteps clicking up the stairs and walking down to the end of the hallway where Daniel had his bedroom. He watched the door open and everything inside of him seemed to freeze, even his breath. A cold numbness washed over him and his skin would prickle with goosebumps. His Mother scolded him some more and tears flowed down his cheeks while he pitifully asked questions like, “Please Mommy, can’t you let me off? Just for this time…please!”

His Mother didn’t even care to answer him, she sat on the bed and ordered him to stand just in front of her. She then stretched out her hands and Daniel felt his pants and underwear being pulled down, and suddenly he was conscious that his member stood out as hard as a rock while he felt the fresh air on his exposed vulnerable bottom, and he felt helplessly out of control.

Suddenly the world went upside down when he was unceremoniously bent over his Mom’s lap and he found himself staring at the carpet at the foot of the bed as his turgid member rubbed against his Mommy's pantyhosed thighs. Then he heard the first crack of the wood against his bare flesh followed by the sting of hundreds of angry wasps and a burning flooding his right buttock. He let out a howl of desperate agony and continued to sob waiting and wondering where the next one would strike. And then the steady flurry of solid flat-back hairbrush spanks started, followed by hundreds more angry wasp stings, and more heat that burned his bottom flesh with a growing intensity. From then on the sting and the heat would just keep intensifying until it seemed like Daniel could not bear it anymore.

The strict interrogation, the wait that seemed to go on forever, as his stomach was cramped and he had to pee repeatedly, the continual stinging of hundreds of fiery wasps, the burning heat increasing with each hairbrush spank, the deafening gunshot sound of the hairbrush hitting his tender bare buttocks, the cacophony of his howling and sobbing and the begging and pleading, the snot running down his nose and the hot tears flowing down his cheeks, all this burned in Daniel’s memory, leaving in him a weird yet urgent need to be kept in hand by a loving but very strict woman.

For years he had believed it impossible to find such type of woman to share life with, until he met Eloise.

Daniel had met Eloise at a friend's house during a summer pool party and was immediately smitten. In addition to being a decidedly attractive and elegant woman, both in dress and in the way she treated people, Eloise was also tall, fit, and strong, with the summer short dress that left bare her powerful-looking arms and shoulders and her tonic strong thighs and calves. Overcoming his innate shyness Daniel began to converse with her and managed to wrest her out for dinner.

It was during that first date when the discussion slipped on educational methods that at one point Eloise said, "In my experience, a good spanking sometimes is the only way a boy listens.”

"In...your experience," said Daniel blushing lightly. "Which experience, if may I ask?"

"My Mom was a firm believer in sound spankings for me and especially my three brothers’ upbringing,” Eloise answered casually “She would say that strong women make strong and responsible men and that spanking is so important to a boy’s upbringing. With three sons she had her hands always full, believe me.”

By this time Daniel was speechless, and the blush in his cheeks was now visible even in the dim light of the romantic restaurant he had chosen for their date.

For a moment Eloise stared at him with a gaze that seemed to lay bare his thoughts, then abruptly asked, “Have you ever been spanked, Daniel?”

With a completely dry mouth, and blushing furiously, Daniel replied, “Actually my…my Mother… well, you know… uhm…yes she spanked me.”

Eloise's eyes widened barely and the shadow of a smile played about her lips.

“Well, I’m glad to hear I and my three brothers are not the only ones who had been brought up with old-fashioned methods,” she said, brought the Chardonnet's glass to her red lipstick lips, took a sip, and then asked, sweet but determined, "And do you think the spanking your mother gave you has benefited you?"

“Absolutely, yes, ma'am,” replied Daniel, without hesitating for a moment this time.

"You're never too old for a sound bottom warming, aren’t you?" Chuckled Eloise.

This time Daniel lowered his eyes, his fear being that his expression made it clear what his thoughts and desires were regarding maternal discipline. He really liked Eloise and after what she had just said it was evident to him that she wouldn't have any trouble at all upending a grown man across her knee to dispense the discipline she evidently thought it was so beneficial. But this very fact made him reluctant to admit his feelings out of childish fear of losing that exceptional woman.

Luckily, Eloise proved to be not only pretty and determined but also forward-looking, and therefore within six months Daniel found himself married to the woman of his dreams, who kept him submitted with her elegant beauty, as well as with the firm discipline she had learned to administer by her own wise and stern Mother.

That morning, after she was done brushing her black shiny hair Eloise took the nail polish and sat her husband down on their bed. Daniel sat still while she rested her bare foot on his knee and carefully applied a coat of red nail polish to each toe. He thoughtfully blew on the wet polish to help it dry more quickly.  That was something about him that Eloise found so endearing. That sort of thing he did that showed her his devotion. Sometimes that made it difficult for her to keep a well-focused eye on his behavior. 'At moments like this,' she thought, 'I'm liable to let him get away with something, well...almost.' Anyway, while she was polishing her toenails, she set about describing to Daniel the day before them.

Wearing only pink satin panties and a bra, as she carefully ran nail polish over her toenails, she explained to Daniel that they would be at her office for at least eight hours, she would give him some simple tasks to do which she fully expected him to accomplish. She told him that she also expected him to be polite to each of her employees and, despite them being all women and most of them younger than him, he was supposed to obey and do what they told him to do, as they knew what must be done and he didn't.

She kept telling him how she expected him to dress and how she expected that his demeanor would be. After all, he was still the owner's husband, and he should not make her look bad by showing up dressed and acting as a porter. She discussed this so fully with him that she had finished her pedicure, as well as a manicure before she was through talking.

While she dressed, Daniel kept sitting on their bed and she went over her expectations of him again. She didn't like pantyhose, so she pulled on her sheer stockings and fastened them to the garter belt under her pink satin panties to Daniel's nearly speechless amusement. That gesture always had the same effect on him and she noticed the growing bulge in the front of his white boxers. She stifled a smile and insisted he repeat her instructions about his behavior while in her office. He did but never took his eyes off those stockings as they inched toward her tonic and sturdy thighs.

While he rightfully assured her of his behavior, promising to act as a 'good boy', she turned and stepped into a royal blue straight skirt, struggling just a little bit to let her generous, round, womanly derriere in. Then, avoiding any blouse, she slipped on a blue jacket that she buttoned snugly at her waist leaving uncovered the hairline of her firm breasts, and finished her dressing with matching three-inch pumps.

"So," she said finally turning to her husband still in his T-shirt and boxers. "Hurry up and get dressed, mister! Let's make sure we don't get the day off to a bad start by arriving late."

They did not arrive late but the day for Daniel did not start well anyway. His wife's entire staff consisted of young women, some of them truly attractive. And as much as he didn't do it on purpose while working his gaze would go to an ample bosom dancing under a thin T-shirt rather than a swelling bottom swaddled in tight jeans. This didn't go unnoticed by his wife's watchful eyes. Daniel was well aware that one of the things that most irritated his commanding wife was exactly how he looked at other women. Eloise thought it was a real disrespect to her as well as a sloppy attitude that did not befit the man she had chosen as her husband. So by lunchtime, she had already gazed at him with her special look.

The special look was something Daniel saw her do the first time she had had to put him on the straight and narrow, and that he described to her after that occurrence while lying down on the bed on his tummy, gently caressing his red-hot meaty hillocks. He said that she had arched one eyebrow until it nearly reached the top of her forehead and that her eyes had turned from blue to gray and she had given a steely glance. From then on his wife's special look always turned his stomach into knots. That day, working at his wife's tailor's shop, the fear of having already incurred her wrath, along with distractions provided by all the feminine charms around him, only worsened his focus on the tasks he had been entrusted with.

And then it happened. At one point one of the girls that were putting labels on the garments just like he was, didn't find the label she needed for her stock. Searching around, finally, it was discovered that another stock had been wrongly labeled, and it was a job that had been entrusted to Daniel. It was necessary to open all the boxes that were already ready for shipment. Take the garments out of the bags, change the labels on them, re-bag them, and re-box them again. More than a double job! It fell to Eloise to redo all the labels to be placed on the boxes and to recompile the shipping list, which she updated as each stock was completed. To say that she was fuming is an understatement. And for Daniel's utter shame, she didn't hide her fury.

"I expect better and you know better," she ended a real tongue lashing in front of a crowd of amused girls and women. "Yet here you are again. Unable to do what you have been told to do for your carelessness and your sloppy attitude. For not obeying, mister, while you know very well what happens to your tushy whenever you do not obey!" She said and underlined her last words by slapping her palm into her other hand.

Daniel bowed his head in shame, he felt the red blush rush to his ears, to his face, amidst the amused smiles of all those females around him. He felt as if he was once again that little kid, scolded by his irate mom for some misdeeds he did while at the park, right in front of the other kid's moms, about to get his shorts and undies taken down, and being put over his imposing mother's ample lap, to being soundly spanked on his bare chubby bottom in front of God and everyone. 

Daniel stood on trembling legs while he said to himself in fear 'Why, oh why I was so careless...oh my God, she is going to punish me tonight...that brush hurts like pure hell!' Inside himself, he was sure as day follows night that within a few hours, he’ll be blubbering and pleading for mercy and forgiveness like he still was just such a little boy. And he was also very sure that, as always it has been, Eloise would afford him none and would not cease her efforts with the flat back of the hairbrush until she would be satisfied that her justice has addressed his shortcomings. And by then he would be a very, very sorry man and a truly chastened husband.

As always, whenever he had been caught out doing wrong by his wife, and his mother before her, a sort of cloud came over Daniel, and he found himself lost in his thoughts which centered on his forthcoming correction over his wife’s knees. The prospect of being spanked concentrated his mind wonderfully. He had his head in the cloud and under this cloud, he trembled thinking about how much his spankings with the hairbrush would sting. His hands wandered behind giving his slacks-clad bottom some rubbing.

'Why oh why had I been caught? Other husbands sure don't have to undergo such shaming and painful experience'. That was his thinking, a cloud of self-pity that would bear a lot of rain in the form of tears. 'Why me...why me again...other boys are worse than me... why do I have to get the hairbrush? It stings so much and hurts for so long.' Self-pity went along with shaming awareness that even that time he wouldn't be able to take his punishment like the man he was, but as soon as his domineering wife's hairbrush would start to fall on his obediently proffered bare buttocks, he would regress to the state of just a naughty brat being soundly spanked over his stern Mommy's lap.

Despite Daniel's mistake, the work at the tailor's shop finished more or less at the scheduled time, the delay had been contained, and in the end, everything was ready for shipment the next day. This heartened Daniel somewhat, especially that he had not created a more serious problem, because as for avoiding the punishment that awaited him, well, for that he held little hope. Indeed his worst fears were confirmed once he found himself in the car with his wife, on the way home.

As she drove, still irritated by her husband’s stupid mistake, Eloise began her lecture, "I swear honey, sometimes you act even worse than your mom told me you were used to, but then you were just a kid and you are an adult now!" She scolded him without taking her eyes off the road.

"I know, and you know, that when you acted up, a long trip across your Mommy's knees and a good blistering with her hairbrush curbed that kind of behavior for a respectable length of time. So, tell me, my naughty husband, as you sit there, eyes downcast, and looking every bit like a naughty boy that fears to go over his Mother's knees, why shouldn't I spank you just like she did?"

It was a rhetorical question, and Daniel was careful not to answer it. For that matter, he had nothing to say, he had erred because he had failed to concentrate on the simple task at hand, distracted as he was by staring at the young women around him, just as even now, while he was being scolded, he could not help but stare at his wife's garter belt left in view by her skirt raised by the movements of driving.

"No, of course, you can't give me a good reason not to punish you," Eloise continued to twist the knife around. "Because there is not one. That's why you will be punished, as soon as we get home. I'm sure you remember the basics fairly well. Pants and underwear at your feet, over my knees, and my hairbrush spanking your upturned chubs until you can't sit down and I get some real remorse from you!"

When they finally arrived home Daniel's state of mind was in complete turmoil, on the one hand, it was a relief that the shameful lecture was over, but he was only one step away from receiving his scorching punishment.

"Inside, mister," she said opening the house door.

He entered and Eloise followed him, took his hand, and walking determinedly on her high heels led him, just as a child, toward the bedroom. Once there she let his hand go, took off her jacket, which she hung in the closet, and her skirt, which she folded meticulously and laid on the vanity stool. Remaining only in her bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, and heels she opened a closet drawer, bent forward, and searched through her nightgowns.

"You must know that I don't like to do what needs to be done, almost as much as you," she was saying while she chose what to wear for the upcoming task.

"It might not seem it to you but this is exactly what you need to guide you to choose to walk the better paths that life has to offer."

She chose a white silk nightgown, short with a wide neckline, and continuing her sermon, put it on.

"I know, just as your Mom did, that you are no pathfinder. Your dear mother has been your moral compass almost into your twenties Daniel. Guiding you with her love, experience, and her firm hand, through your life choices. Now the task of keeping you on the straight and narrow falls to me who, being your wife, loves you and knows what is best for you."

She had seated herself at the foot of their bed and used her finger to beckon him to approach her. Staring at her stockinged sturdy thighs he complied. Once he was in front of her she reached out and expertly got to his belt and unfastened it. Then she opened the zip of his slacks and dropped them down, she put her long-nailed fingers in the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down his legs too. Suddenly his manhood, already hard as a rock, bounced up and down to finally point to the ceiling. Chuckling, she slapped it not too gently and, regained her stern attitude, ordered him over her lap with a stern no-nonsense voice.

Not wanting to prolong the shame of standing in front of his wife crestfallen and with his hard-on in full swing, he slumped over her desired and dreaded lap. Eloise adjusted him until Daniel was over her lap with his chubby bottom well uppermost and his head well down. He was able to see his slacks and undies around his ankles on the other side of his wife's pretty and sturdy legs. He knew that she wanted complete access to the underside of his bottom cheeks so she could effectively spank his sit spots, the soft flesh on the undercurve of his bottom, that area where his bottom meets the seat. That was the area where he sat and she wanted to make sitting a very uncomfortable experience for him for a good day or two.

In the beginning, she gently patted those parts of his bare bottom with the flat back of the hairbrush a couple of times. Then SMACKK! The first spank of the hairbrush brought Daniel to harsh reality as he felt it burn his right bottom cheek with its searing sting. What followed was a slow methodical administration of hairbrush spanks that brought a high volume of OOOHHHS and AAARRGGHHHS and OWWWWSS as Daniel felt each one individually and a few seconds passed before the next spank was administered.

Slowly and deliberately the wide, flat back of his wife's hairbrush was applied to Daniel’s bouncing bottom cheeks and scissoring thighs deepening the redness of his buttocks and imparting a continuous burning stinging sensation throughout the punished area. When he tried to move out of the way by turning slightly one way or the other on his wife’s sturdy lap, she smacked the side that was lifted higher, so that he twisted this way, SMACK! And that, SMACK! And so on.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The hairbrush SMACKS sounded like a cap pistol going off as the unforgiving hairbrush landed on his increasingly blazing bum cheeks. When he bucked up his legs to make his bottom cheeks squeeze together his wife spanked the thighs proffered up to her.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"AHARGHH!...I'M SORRY I WILL NEVER DO IT AGAIN! PLEASE HONEY!...AHAWHHHH...PLEASE!"

As he already had known before the spanking started, his determination that this time he won’t shame himself pleading and begging didn't last that few smacks of the unforgiving wood, after that it was, "NOOOOOO PPPPUHLEEEAZE SWEEEETY NO MORE, NO MORE PLEEEEEEEASSSSSSSEEEE!"

He pleaded, he begged, he promised. He would say anything to make the hairbrush spanking stop as tears and snot streamed down his face to form a puddle on the floor.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

But all his tears, pleading, and agonizing outcries were to no avail, as Eloise continued laying on solid hairbrush strokes until Daniel felt that his poor bottom had swelled double its size, and was to the point of literally exploding in flames.

After a couple of minutes of uninterrupted spanking, her usual halfway mark, and before bringing him to a completely higher level of stinging agony and feeling of desperation, his wife paused and started asking a few questions.

"Are you going to be careless again?"

"SOB, SOB, no darling I won't."

"Are you going to concentrate on the tasks that I give you?"

"SOB, yes, yes sweety, I promise."

"Are you going to make me ashamed of you in front of others again?"

"SOB, NO! I promise I won't do that, honey."

"Are you going to act like a careless silly boy ever again?"

"NO! No honey, I swear I won't! SOB, please sweety, pleaseeee...my bottom hurts already sooo bad, SOB."

Knowing that the spanking was about to re-commence he was renewing his squirming across her knees. He was frantic as he reached back to get in the way of the hairbrush. His wife recognized this feeling of desperation, and she did know that it was then when the lesson he was being taught really started to be well learned. So she took a firmer grip on his right wrist, pushing him down more forcefully to ensure he was held in position, and recommenced the onslaught.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Swiftly, soundly, firmly, and thoroughly she hairbrush-spanked his bare, already swollen bottom and thighs. Again the loud cap pistol smacks echoed through the room steadily. Each of the smacks overlapped alternating from side to side and down the area between his upper bottom cheeks and the tops of his thighs and back up again, over and over and again and again. He was twisting desperately attempting to avoid the stinging hairbrush and his legs were all akimbo.

Once Daniel couldn’t even make words and just cried and screamed, tears choking him, Eloise finally said, "Very well, I think you have been punished enough."

Still shaken by hiccup crying with his face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with tears and snot Daniel rose from his wife's lap and for his utter shame once again he became a 'spank dancer'. He danced around the room, rubbing his bum cheeks and thighs in a vain attempt to ease the stinging agony and without concern for the spectacle he was making of himself, half-naked, hampered by the garments twisted around his ankles, and with his hardened cock bouncing up and down. He shamed himself by doing the most thorough 'spanking dance', with both hands busy trying to rub away at least a little bit of the horrible, unbearable fire his dear wife had ignited where he used to sit down, crying his sorrow to the ceiling. Like it or not he was once again just that naughty little boy he had been, who had done wrong and therefore had been corrected by his Mommy.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” Eloise said once he had calmed down a bit, her voice turned soft.

“OH, honey, yes I am so sorry to have messed up,” Daniel said sniffling, and getting on his knees he hugged his wife's legs.

“I promise I will be a good husband from now on,” he was saying while drying his tears on her silk nightgown, “and I will always obey you!”

She ruffled his hair and let him slip his hands under her nightgown to keep hold of the waistband of her panties starting to gently slip them down. She was wise enough to know that after punishment comes forgiveness, that after correction comes reward. It was now time to reward her devoted husband.


Just Like When He Was a Kid

Ian pulled into the driveway of Brianna’s house just as the sun set down behind the lush oaks at the end of the development turning the sky into a cloudy blue-green patchwork.

The black SUV parked in front of the house told him that Brianna was already home. After parking next to his fiancée's car, Ian sat in the driver's seat with his stomach in turmoil. He felt just like when, as a child, he came home from school with a note or a bad grade. If the note said that he had behaved disrespectfully or bully-like, or that he was not paying attention in class, or if the bad grade was caused by lack of commitment to study, Ian knew that his mother would not be happy, and he would be in serious trouble.

The argument he had with his fiancée the night before stood like a black cloud in his mind. Brianna had been counting on him to take care of a computer issue plaguing her laptop so that she could finish a report she needed for an important job meeting she had that day. It was he who convinced Brianna he had a good idea of what needed to be done. He had even been offended when his fiancée expressed some doubts about it, but then he kept procrastinating until the report in question was nearly due. When he finally went to it, he discovered his solution didn’t work and Brianna had to take the laptop for repair. By the time she got it back, she had only the night to finish the report. She skipped dinner and she had to work almost till dawn, so when the time came to leave for her office she was already tired and definitely in a bad mood.

"We will discuss this tonight, Ian," Brianna had said as she left the house.

Ian knew that Brianna had good reasons to reckon with him and his childish I-know-all attitude, sadly he could see no way to defend himself.

'Well, I brought it on myself,' he thought. 'I should not have been so stubborn.”

Ian had met Brianna barely a year earlier. He was twenty-four years old and working as a trainee in a law firm. Brianna was one of the partners in an architectural firm located in the same building as the law firm and from the first moment he had seen her, Ian had been struck by her imposing beauty.

She was a tall, voluptuous, woman of thirty-five, with thick black hair, sky-blue eyes, and an exceptionally well-toned body. With her high-set proud breasts, narrow waist, swelling hips, and a wonderfully round, prominent ass over sculpted legs, she appeared to Ian as a goddess. But she was older, more worldly-wise than he, and besides that, he was still only a practitioner and she was an established professional. So Ian felt it was impossible for her to find him attractive in any way.

But against all evidence, Brianna seemed to be interested in the young, handsome, athletic man who, though shyly, was evidently attracted to her. So they began to have breakfast together at the same cafe, and after some time Ian finally found the courage to invite her out to dinner. And Brianna accepted. To make the story short they began a relationship that quickly evolved from having sex together to something more important and in a few months Ian found himself practically living in Brianna’s comfortable house.

As is often the case, the two, after the excitement of the beginning, began to find some difficulties in their relationship. These were mostly due to Ian’s foolish and stubborn attitude, and he was well aware of that. So one day, after one especially animated discussion, Ian came back to his parent’s home to reflect in a quieter environment about his relationship with his older girlfriend.

Ian knew that despite the age difference his Mom truly approved of Brianna. Since he was really in love with her he felt he needed the advice of a woman, and the woman who knew him best in the world, not to wreck his relationship.

It was after dinner time that his mother welcomed him warmly and told him to go and set his things in his old room. As Ian tossed a small bag of personal items onto his old bed, he looked around the familiar room and reminisced about his time there.

“You know, Mom,” he sighed, “life was a lot simpler when I was a kid and lived here.”

“You didn’t think that way then, son,” she grinned, “people tend to remember the past in a better way than it actually was. You and I have often had to fix problems, mainly because of your attitude and stubbornness, mister.”

“Yeah, sure, Mom, but I was a kid. It’s to be expected. As I remember though, you never stayed mad at me for long.”

“True, but I had my ways of dealing with you when you got too stubborn to listen,” she remembered, her voice and expression clearly reminding him of precisely what she meant without actually saying the words.

Ian didn’t need to hear the specifics. He knew exactly what she meant. He just blushed lightly and nodded with a wry smile of reluctant agreement.

“Yes, you did,” he admitted. “Say, whatever became of that old…item?”

Ian’s mother chuckled and pointed to the hall.

“It’s still where it’s always been. Just open the door of the hall closet if you want to say ‘hello’ to your old friend.”

“I wouldn’t call it exactly a ‘friend’. I think you and that were on friendlier terms than I ever had been.”

“That’s probably true,” his mother admitted, “still, it helped make you see past your stubbornness on more than one occasion. That counts for something.”

“True enough,” Ian nodded. Then, with a curious squint, he added, “Weird that it’s still there though after all these years. Why did you keep it?”

His mother had never thought about it and just smiled at the validity of the question. In all honesty, she wasn’t sure why she had kept the old thing. Perhaps to remind her of that same, ‘simpler time’ Ian had referred to moments before? Nostalgia, perhaps?

She just raised her eyebrows, “I don’t know, son. Maybe I thought it still might come in handy one day.”

Ian laughed with her at the humorous insinuation and then, growing a bit thoughtful, said he was tired and excused himself from further conversation saying they would talk the next morning at breakfast.

With a quick peck, he said, “Goodnight,” to his mother, and turned towards the bed.

The old lady smiled to herself, returned the sentiment, and left her son to think, sleep, and hopefully find his way.

In the quiet of his old room, Ian started to think about the conversation he had just had with his mother. His Mom had always been very caring, and she sure loved him dearly, he was sure of that. But she had always been truly no-nonsense and had guided him to adulthood with a firm hand. The small but solid wooden paddle had been in the hall closet for his mom to use to correct him for as long as he could remember, and she had never hesitated to use it whenever she felt Ian needed to be brought back to the right path. To turn him into his good boy again, as she used to say. And it worked, Ian had to admit, even if the path to becoming that good boy again was painful and shaming.

If he had to say the truth, his Mom’s paddle was a truly formidable weapon that he greatly feared. When applied to his bare bottom it had a burn and sting all of its own. The business end was solid and accurately lacquered, and it could deliver the most incredible burning sting. The skin on his buttocks (all spankings were on the bare bottom) grew redder, hotter, and more sore and tender with each searing and scorching crack. If he was not in tears just knowing that Mom was going to use the paddle on his bottom, in the first minute over his maternal lap he was wailing like a toddler having a tantrum. When she was satisfied with her efforts and released him from her lap, Ian always jumped up, and bawled and sobbed, doing the infamous ‘spanking dance’. The skin on his butt cheeks radiated a prickly, throbbing heat as he danced around the room clutching his flaming buttocks. And then when he had composed himself a little he did his ‘time’ in ‘the naughty corner’, with his scorched bottom in plain view.

But once his correction was done, he always had a big hug and was reassured of his Mom’s love. His soul was cleaned, and in his heart, there was no more space for a sense of guilt or self-pity.

Right then, in his old bed, after remembering all that, Ian realized that being guided by a firm hand had made him not only a better person but also made him feel protected and confident. Lulled by this new awareness he fell into a deep sleep.

Ian woke up the next morning aware of the discovery he had made the night before. He showered and dressed, and by the time he got downstairs, where he found his mother intent on preparing breakfast, he had decided to ask for her help.

“I’m wondering if maybe you understood me better as a kid than any woman I had a relationship with as an adult,” he said while buttering a slice of bread seated at the breakfast table.

“I’d like to think I understand you enough to have been able to raise you to adulthood. But I would have to say when it comes to relationships I have always worried about you. Sometimes I think you’re your own worst enemy,” his Mom sighed.

Even though she loved her son, she also knew that his stubbornness and silliness could cause him problems.

Rubbing his head roughly, Ian nodded, “Now, Mom, I think I know what I’ve been missing since I left this house to go out on my own. I wonder if it’s possible as an adult to let someone else help me the way, mhm...you helped me growing up. I mean if someone could help keep me on the right path, it’s not a bad thing to admit to needing her help, right? It doesn’t mean that because I’m an adult I might not need direction and boundaries. What…what do you think about it?”

Ian’s Mom thought his question was valid and her personal belief was that no one ever needed to be ashamed of asking someone he trusted and loved to act as a guide or anchor for him. 

“As long as the person you entrust to help you has your best interest at heart, there is nothing wrong with trusting her when you can’t act as the right man I raised you to be. Seeking help is also a mark of maturity.”

Ian nodded, “That’s what I think too.”

Then with a faraway look and blushing lightly he asked, “Say, Mom, you’ve known Brianna…do you think she’s someone I can entrust?”

The woman smiled warmly and nodded assuredly, “Well, son, of course, you know her better than I do, but, from what I have seen of her, she seems to me a very wise and capable woman. She also seems to really care for you, so yes, I think you can trust her.”

“Yes mother, is what I think too," Ian stated. Then in a doubting tone, he added, "Of course, it's not an easy thing for a grown man to ask for...this kind of help. If you know what I mean..."

A sympathetic smile drew on the old lady's lips, "I think I understand what you mean, and yes, I also understand that it's not an easy thing for a young man to ask...maybe it's something two women can discuss better. What do you think?"

Having realized that his mother understood perfectly what they were talking about, Ian blushed and said, "Oh yes, Mom, I think two women can argue more easily about...this."

“Very well then. I will call Brianna and see if she feels like having tea with me one afternoon this week. Is that okay sweety?" Asked Ian’s Mother, then narrowing her eyes added, “But then don't complain about the consequences of what I'm going to tell your girlfriend. Is that clear?"

“No, Mother,” Ian answered promptly, blushing a little bit more, “I won’t. And thank you so much!”

“Anytime, dear. You’ll always be my boy,” she said and rising from her chair approached Ian, who had also stood up, and hugged him tenderly.  

“Well, look, Mom, I think I’m going to grab a few things and head home,” Ian said with the heart warmed by his Mother's embrace.

“Go ahead, young man. And don’t worry, Mom is going to take care of this,” said the lady delivering a slap on Ian’s jeans-covered rear end.

As Ian’s car pulled away, his Mom walked over to her hall closet and opened it so she could see the inner side of the door. In the middle of the panel, she saw the wooden paddle that dangled attached to the hook. She could not help but smile to herself.

"You see Brianna, in reality, it's not hard to understand. Some men are just little boys inside,” said Ian’s Mother.

The two women were sitting in a trendy coffee shop not far from Ian and Brianna's offices. The young woman had been slightly surprised by her fiancé's mother's invitation but had gladly accepted. She too was concerned about how things were going between her and Ian and hoped to get some wise advice from the old lady.

“They want and need, much less deserve, the guidance and discipline of a strong and determined woman,” said the lady in a conspiracy tone. “If that fails they think they can do whatever their childish instincts command them to do. All it takes to make them behave and act like responsible adults is firmness and determination. Once you realize you can command the situation with the right attitude, it's not difficult at all."

Ian’s Mother saw the light bulb go on over Brianna's head and she followed on, "I hate to admit it, but Ian is one of those men. So if you love him what you must remember and do is to be firm with my son. He'll try to reason with you, cajole, even lie at times, and finally use every little boy trick he knows to get away with things. You mustn't let him. It has to be completely clear to him that misbehavior gets punished, period. And when you think he needs discipline, let it happen, no plea-bargaining, no delay."

As she regarded the pretty lady in front of her, Ian’s Mother saw a new look of confidence and authority take its place on her features.

"So if you intend to follow on in your relationship with Ian, I strongly suggest you assume the role of his guide and disciplinarian, as well as that of his partner and lover. Do you think you are willing to do it?" She finally asked.

"I know Ian is a good boy at heart,” answered Brianna honestly surprised by the turn of that conversation but favorably impressed by the old lady’s words, “and I sure love him. So…yes, I will try and follow your suggestion."

"Very well," Ian’s Mother said, smiling. "It will do to both of you a world of good. So let me explain a little better how to take care of the matter.” At that point, she took her purse, opened it, and pulled the small wooden paddle out of it. “I have always preferred this little wooden tool to correct my boy's behavior on his bare, cute bottom. I consider that having a tool that has no other purpose than to inflict burning retributions is a strong incentive to behave well, as well as being extremely effective in delivering a severe lesson. So if you want to bargain it for those kinds of occasions when my boy acts as a silly brat you will be welcome."

"Oh well, what can I say…thank you, ma’am," said Brianna intrigued by the words of wisdom of the lady.

“Another important matter is how to administer the punishment. I strongly suggest you take down his pants and underwear and put him on your lap to administer a very sound spanking with the paddle.”

“OH! Do you, ma’am?”

“Oh yes, very much so! As I said before Ian sometimes is just a little boy inside. So the thing to do is to treat him like one, and believe me, dear, there is no better way to do it than an honest-to-god, bare-bottom, over-the-knee, spanking. When a young man is brought beyond tears over a woman's lap, well, that really makes him understand who is in charge and how just a naughty little boy he had acted. Of course, it's not an easy job to keep a young, healthy, fit man over your lap...do you think you can do it?"

As the image of Ian's cute bottom raised on her thighs formed in her mind, Brianna answered with a smirk, "Well, of course, I never did something like that but I keep myself in shape by attending the gym consistently. I’m quite sure I will do the task and apart from that, I'm really fond of Ian and I will try to make our relationship go well. So yes, I will do as you say."

"Very well then," Ian’s Mother replied to Brianna winking.

Barely a week had passed since the encounter between the two women when Ian was sitting in his car contemplating the impending quarrel with his fiancée. Finally, he decided to exit the car and directed himself to the house door. No use in delaying the meeting with his older and surely angry fiancée any longer, it only served to make his worries about yet another painful and pointless discussion grow.

“Hi Honey, I’m home,” Ian said loosening his tie in the hall.

Receiving no return greetings he headed to the living room and, taking a crystal glass from the bar he prepared to pour himself a whiskey.

"Don't even think to have that drink, mister!" Brianna's voice blocked him.

After placing the glass on the crystal shelf of the bar cabinet, Ian turned around. Brianna was standing in the center of the room, her left hand on her hip and her right pointing toward him with her slender, long-nailed index finger raised to the ceiling.

“Don’t you remember our argument last night?” She asked.

Surprised by his fiancée’s tone and standing Ian swallowed. Brianna, still in her office gown, looked beautifully imposing. Her ample bosom that stretched the white blouse, the swollen hips that filled the knee-length skirt, the high heels that increased her already considerable height, her black, shiny hair pulled into a bun above the neck…in front of her, Ian felt shrunken and almost speechless.

“Argument?” Swallowing again he finally could utter, “Oh, uhm, yes…I remember.”

“And don’t you remember, that this morning I told you that we would have discussed it in the afternoon?” Said Brianna lowering her right hand to place it on her hip as well.

“Yes, honey,” said Ian bowing his head, “I remember.”

"Then I think that you have misunderstood what kind of discussion we would have. Tell me, young man, don't you know what happens to cocky boys who cause trouble with their arrogance and stubbornness?" Brianna followed on, without taking her eyes off her crestfallen boyfriend.

“Oh, well, I…I guess I know, honey, but… come on,” stunned by the turn of events Ian blubbered, “I mean…it was just a mistake, I am sorry.”

“Oh, I know that you are sorry now. But as old and big as you are what seems that you still don’t know is that actions, especially silly actions, have consequences. And your attitude had consequences for me that couldn’t present my work as I wanted, and now it will have consequences for you!”

After uttering these words Brianna opened a drawer and pulled out the small wooden paddle which she tapped on her other palm, staring at Ian with intent.

Seeing that well-known instrument of bottom discipline in the hand of his suddenly dominant girlfriend, Ian blanched and raised his frightened eyes to her in a mute, childish request for forgiveness.

Forgiveness that Brianna seemed not willing to concede since she kept on her scolding, “Listen to me very well mister. You acted as a selfish, stubborn, I-know-all, little boy, instead of the adult professional you are supposed to be. And besides this is not the first time you have done that. But all this ends here, from now on if you act like a silly boy you will be treated as one!”

Incredulous, Ian blinked and swallowed for the umpteenth time, but did not dare to interrupt his girlfriend's tirade.

“I want you to march your hiney into the bathroom, take a shower, and brush your teeth. Then you’ll go to the bedroom, put your pajamas on, and wait for me so that you and I and this paddle that I’m sure you know very well, can have a long and thorough discussion.”

If Brianna's appearance had made Ian feel shrunken, her words regressed him to just a little kid's state. 'OMG, spanked and sent to bed early...this…this could just not be happening,' he thought while incredulous, he felt tears forming in his eyes. But given Brianna’s determination, he sensed that he had better shut up and obey her, so he went to take his shower.

Once in the bathroom, he entered the shower and emerged clean and wet. Then he squeezed toothpaste out onto his brush and scrubbed away. Looking at the image the mirror sent back to him he began to wonder about why he was such an embodiment of a misbehaving Peter Pan doomed to never fully mature. Thinking honestly of how he often acted, he had to admit that he sometimes just asked to get his buttocks paddled. This painful admission carried with it the inevitable consequence of how much he still needed a strong, firm hand to keep him in tow. He looked at his somewhat still boyish-looking body and once again he recalled the harmony that always followed anyone of his Mother’s punishments and came to the conclusion that he had not outgrown that need. Despite this knowledge thinking of Brianna waiting for him with his Mom’s old wooden paddle in her hands scared him to death. He turned to the mirror once more. His boyish butt seemed hopelessly outmatched and at the end, the self-pitying conclusion of all his reasoning was ‘I have behaved foolishly and so I will be soundly spanked and sent to bed early…well, Mom had warned me not to complain about what I asked for, so better hurry and don’t make Brianna’s more angry of what she already is’.

After leaving the bathroom Ian went to his room, put his pajamas on, and sat disconsolately on the bed. He did not have to wait long to hear the sound of Brianna's heels heading for the door of his room.

“Ah here’s my naughty boy,” Brianna announced entering the room. “Are you ready for your punishment?”

Her one hand was gripping the feared paddle and impatiently tapped it against her other palm.

“Please, honey..” Ian started one last fruitless pleading, but the gaze of his imposing fiancéee instantly froze him. “Yes, darling,” resigned he nodded blushing.

“Then let’s get to it, mister,” said Brianna matter-of-factly. She raised her skirt almost to her groin and sat at the foot of the master bed, “Come right here. I’m sure you remember the drill.”

Blushing all the color of the sunset Ian found himself compelled in front of his determined fiancée, who suddenly lowered his pajama pants to his ankle. For his utmost shame, his rock-hard erection towered a few inches from Brianna's face, who suppressed a smirk and slapped it not too gently, making it bounce up and down. She then grabbed his arm and brought him, dizzily imbalanced, across her pantyhosed thighs which now felt like a wide platform. His unprotected bottom jutted up towards her menacing smirk as she gripped his right wrist and firmly pinned it across his waist, immobilizing any escape attempt.

In the next second, the paddle landed with a burning impact.

CRACKK!

“AHARGHHH!” Shouted Ian, not even trying to maintain a minimum of male dignity.

Indeed, if up to that point, despite his self-pity and feeling of helplessness in front of his shaming, childish correction, Ian had managed to hold tears back, the first paddle stroke had opened the waterworks and his crying was now in full swing.

CRACKK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK!

Hard and fast Brianna stomped the wood over Ian’s rear flattening one bum cheek in turn as he squirmed and squealed and pleaded for mercy, promising never, oh never, ever again, be opinionated and stubborn, if she only stopped, oh please stopped that burning onslaught on his poor sore bottom.

But Brianna knew better, having listened and understood Ian's Mother's advice on how to correct him most effectively, and she was not going to be swayed into stopping that paddling by her boyfriend’s high-pitched, childlike squeals and promises.

CRACKK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK!

“AHAWWWW! AHARGGGG! AWHWWWW GWADDD! PLEASEEEE! AHARGHHHH! PLEASE MOMMY! AHAWHWWWWW! PLEASE STOOOP! AHAWWWWWW! IT HURTSSS SOOOO BAAAD! BWUAAAAAAAAA”

At that point, after having his bum literally roasted by the old punishment tool, unconsciously Ian had regressed to being nothing more than a punished little boy, so addressed his fiancée with that childish term. Brianna’s heart melted seeing her loved boyfriend turned into that frenzied and painful state. Still, she also understood that it was just what he deserved and needed so she hardened herself and kept swatting the flat wood upon Ian’s swelling and sizzling buttocks.

CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

She paddled him until Ian was no longer pleading, apologizing, or saying anything, He was crying, and no longer crying because of the indignity of being spanked bare bottom over his older fiancée’s lap just like a bad little kid over his Mommy’s lap, but he was crying because he had been a bad boy and bad boys get paddled and because his paddling was setting his whole rear end literally ON FIRE!

CRACKK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK!

Finally, after what seemed to poor Ian like an eternity, but that would have been scarcely five minutes, his paddling ended, but his crying was still in full swing.

“BWAHAAAA. AHAGWAAAAA. OHOWWWW! MOOMMYYYYY! BWUAHHHH!”

Ian simply lay on Brianna’s lap bawling like a little boy. His body was that of a man and his huge erection pressed against Brianna’s pantyhosed thighs was clear evidence of it, but everything else indicates that the one lying on that imposing woman's lap was a well-spanked little boy of 5 or 6.

Finally, Ian wriggled off his fiancée’s lap, and his only concern was the fire raging on his rear end. His poor bottom was literally burning up. Before being put across her knees, a sense of modesty had made him ashamed of his erection in front of his girlfriend's face, but after rising from her knees modesty gave way to his throbbing spanked rear, and both his hands tried in vain to rub away some of the fire ignited in his spanked parts. He did an undignified performance of the ‘well-spanked-boy-dance” allowing Brianna the prolonged opportunity to watch his outstanding hard-on wobbling all around. At that particular moment, Ian couldn’t care any less. The whole neighborhood could have been standing in that room watching him, and he'd still have to furiously rub his bottom and hop up and down.

Patiently Brianna waited for Ian to settle down a little. Then, she rose from the bed and opened her arms in an invitation for her boyfriend to come and hug her. Still sniffling Ian hugged her womanly body tight, repeating time and again how sorry he was to have acted like a stubborn, silly boy and promising her he would behave like a responsible adult from then on.

“I really hope so, honey,” said Brianna drying his tears, “And I hope that I won’t need to repeat this ever again.” But in her heart she knew, perhaps hoped, that in his and Ian's future, there would be much repetition of this.


Finding A New Mom

“I’m glad that you don’t think that spanking is too old-fashioned. My two sons were on my lap with their pants down well into their college years,” said the attractive fifty-year-old lady casually. “Every time I went for the zipper of their pants they’d beg that they’d do better and that they were too old to have a pants-down spanking. No matter what they said I always found them afterward to be set right back on the right track,” she looked at the man in his thirties seated in front of her and brought the glass of chardonnay to her lipstick-red lips.

Ralph blushed at that statement and felt something stirring inside his pants. He looked around, fearing that someone in the bar heard their conversation, and would notice his embarrassment. But of course, no one was paying attention to them. So Ralph returned to devoting his full attention to the full-figured lady seated in front of him.

Ralph had met Mariana a couple of weeks earlier on a dating site. He had been struck by some of her profile words 'mature' and 'not accepting nonsenses'. So despite the twenty-year difference he had contacted her, and now, finally, she had agreed to meet him.

When she entered the bar where they had arranged to meet Ralph was speechless. He knew in her profile that Mariana had hit her fifty, and he had seen some pictures of her and considered she was well-kept. But seeing her in person was another story. She was a tall, imposing lady, with a large, very maternal bosom, wide hips, generous bum, and sturdy, meaty legs. And she looked like a strong woman too. Her arms left bare by the evening dress looked well-trained and her well-groomed hands were ample and strong. Overall she exuded an air of strong confidence and determination, as well as mature beauty.

“Your sons are lucky to have such an attentive mother who takes care to guide them in life with her firm maternal hand,” Ralph said blushing lightly. “Unfortunately, I lost mine prematurely about a year ago."

"I'm sorry to hear that, were you very close?" Mariana asked with sincere sympathy.

“Yes, we had a very close relationship, and to be honest I don’t merely miss her company, friendship, love, and advice, I also miss her… guidance.”

“Guidance?” Said Mariana placing the glass on the table.

She stared at him with a look that seemed to lay bare his thought, and Ralph lowered his eyes unable to stand the lady's gaze.

“Yes," said Ralph in barely more than a whisper, "…a steadfast guidance."

The shameful truth was that all his life Ralph had been submitted to his dear Mom’s guidance, which she dished out in the form of severe discipline. Discipline without which Ralph seemed lost, drifting about in a state of benign complacency, complacency leading to inaction and irresponsibility and then onto guilt and further inaction. That’s where his mother had always come in. She imposed structure, expectations, and accountability. All geared towards helping Ralph function productively. And more often than not, Ralph's needed discipline was imposed in the form of a vigorous bare-bottom spanking. No fuss. No theatrics or excuses. Over his dear Mom’s lap he’d go, and she’d just smack his bare bottom as long and as hard as was called for.

But now, with his mother gone, Ralph felt himself drifting with no anchor, and he had wondered if would ever find someone that could fill that vacancy. Could Mariana be such a person?

Mariana sensed Ralph’s nervousness and strove to understand the reason. She guessed that the shy man seated in front of her had the need for a strong woman but she needed to hear that from him.

“Okay Ralph, go ahead, tell me in detail, how your Mother administered her…steadfast guidance.”

Ralph blushed at the lady's request, “Oh…In detail, ma’am?”

Staring at him with a gaze that admitted no objection Mariana simply nodded her head.

“Well, now, ma’am…what can I say…mhm, imagine that even when I was 24 years old and I already had a job and everything, I still lived at home with Mom, and if she were not pleased with my behaviors I would find myself in my bedroom, nervously waiting for the sound of her heels clicking while she made her way up to my bedroom. You know…Mom rarely seemed angry, It was just her duty to discipline me when my behavior needed to be addressed and I needed to learn a lesson. When she got to my room I had to lower my pants and undies in front of her and bend over her lap to be unmercifully spanked. Once my bottom was shamefully red and Mom was satisfied with my vows to behave myself, I would be left alone to rub my smoldered buttocks and make myself promises that this would be the last time,” Ralph confessed with downcast eyes and blushing but without interrupting himself, then looked up at his interlocutor and asked shyly, "Was that detailed enough?"

“Yes, it was Ralph,” said Mariana in a persuasive voice, satisfied with how the handsome young man had obeyed her request and by what she had just heard. “And let me guess, right now you feel the need for a motherly figure, isn’t it?” she probed gently.

“In a way,” Ralph responded. “You know…it’s about having… steadfast guidance in life again.”

Mariana picked up on the subtly coded message, “I see. So not only do you miss your mother, but you do miss her motherly discipline as well, is that right?”

Mariana’s quick perception of the point of his words pleased Ralph and at the same time made him blush even more, but not nearly as much as what she said next.

“Well, I can understand that. The way I see it, you have three options, first, you can move beyond the need for imposed order on your own, or you can find someone to take her place, or lastly, you can just let things go on as they are. Naturally, the first option would be the best, and the last option the worst.”

“I know, Mariana. I thought the same thing myself. Even back when I still lived with Mom I wondered why I just couldn’t seem to focus on my own and be responsible without imposed consequences. But whenever I tried, I could only manage it for a short while.”

“Well, then you are left with option two. And if the point of this appointment is to see if I would be willing to pick up where your mother left off, the answer is yes, young man.”

“Really?” Ralph replied widening his eyes.

Mariana chuckled, “Don’t thank me just yet. You may regret this decision. Remember, I used to spank my own boys and I don’t recall them ever being very happy about it,” she said, then while her pretty face hardened in a resolute gaze she added, “I’m used to keeping spanking until I am satisfied with my efforts. There is no set number of spanks or a specific amount of time to spend over my knees. The spanking doesn’t stop until the bottom is a deep red, hot, throbbing, and tender to the touch. At that point the crowns of the buttocks and in particular the ‘sit spot’ would display a darker, more purple coloration in contrast with the red complexion of the rest of the backsides. And at the end, you will without fail plead, beg, promise, and be bawling and sobbing long before I have finished!”

Mariana fell silent and stared at Ralph in search of the reaction caused by her words.

Ralph blanched at this threatening statement, nevertheless, he barely audibly said, “I understand, Ma’am…I…I think that this is the way it has to be done…I guess.”

“Very well then,” said Mariana satisfied by the answer of the handsome, shy young man. “So tell me, what exactly is going on right now that you feel the need to be disciplined for?”

Ralph went on to explain how he hadn’t managed to accomplish much in the settling of his mother’s estate. In a full year he never sent out the death certificates to the companies who needed them, nor had he finished the forms needed for probate and the claims for the small policies she had.

“I can see why you feel you deserve to be punished because I sure do. You could easily have done that work if you just put your mind to it,” frowning Mariana said with calm authority. “And there’s no need to procrastinate on a suitable punishment either.”

With that, she finished the chardonnay left in her glass, stood up, headed to the counter to pay the bill, and then holding Ralph’s hand, headed outside to look for a taxi. Ralph followed her, frozen by her behavior, just like a boy who was carried around by his mother.

The cab ride was rather silent. All Ralph could think about was how much his poor rear end was going to burn under that powerful woman's discipline ministration. Would it sting like under his own Mom's hairbrush?  Nothing could distract him from those thoughts, and the more he thought about it, the tighter and tighter his stomach wove itself into knots, but at the same time he felt his manhood growing rock hard inside his pants.

Finally, they got to Ralph’s home and once inside Ralph’s living room Mariana plainly asked, “What did your mom use to punish you?”

With a sheepish, penitent look Ralph went to the mantle fire and grabbed a sturdy, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush that stood there in plain view and handed it to Mariana. She took hold of the punishment tool and weighed it for a few moments, then said, “Your mom was a wise lady, I can see that, this surely can impart a very profitable lesson even to a big boy like you. Kindly go to your room, young man, remove all clothes below your waist, and wait for me in the corner.”

“Right now?” Ralph gulped.

“Yes, right now,” Mariana replied a bit sarcastically, “No dawdling, either. You may be a procrastinator by nature, but I’m not.”

Shuffling along, Ralph complied, blushing the entire time. Even if he felt like he was on the verge of throwing up at the very idea of what was about to happen to his rear end once again, he was conscious of his state of supreme arousal. Taking off his pants, boxers, and socks, he considered his situation and the ease at which Mariana had taken over as disciplinarian. It was evident that she had a lot of experience in it. She was almost the same age as his mother, and he reflected again and again on his impending fate and the cool confidence Mariana was demonstrating, standing attention in his room’s corner with his penis plump up and jut out.

As he heard the clicking of Mariana’s heels entering the room, he was too embarrassed to face her, but as she seated herself on his bed and called him over, he had little choice. He turned and tried to hide his erection with his hands, but Mariana easily realized what he was trying to hide, and as he stood before her, the thing, seemingly acting of its own accord, just kept growing until it was stiffly arching right up into her amazed face. What was on display now was not some plumpish semi-erection of confused stimuli, but a full-blown hard-on as rigid as polished stone. Mariana felt a twinge of pride and excitement.

“Ralph!” she shook her head disapprovingly suppressing a chuckle to look annoyed.

“I’m sorry, Mariana. I can’t seem to…uh, I don’t know why…I mean this never happened before.”

Ralph’s panicked response amused Mariana. To diffuse the situation she teased, “Never? I would think a man your age would have experienced this at least a few times.”

“No, I mean before a spanking,” Ralph explained unnecessarily.

“Don’t worry, young man. Trust me, you are not the first fully grown-up boy that I see in this state before a bottom roasting.”

And with that, she ordered him over her lap, being sure to let the menacing erection poke harmlessly between her parted, pantyhosed, plump thighs. Then, after a brief but stern lecture on responsibility and procrastination, she started to deliver a ferocious spanking geared towards teaching a lesson that would no soon be forgotten.

She started furiously smacking the flat back of Ralph’s Mom’s hairbrush down on his bare upturned bottom with vigor, and in no time he began to bawl with pain.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

“PLEASE, MA’AM…PLEASE IT HURTS!”

Ralph alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady smacks of the flat back of the hairbrush meeting his tender flesh.

Mariana firmly believed that a spanking should HURT, and she wanted to be sure, that this one did. She spanked Ralph's bare bottom cheeks and the upper part of his thighs again and again, driving the burning sensation higher and higher, while Ralph bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! 

“WAAAAAAAAAH! AHAWWWWWH!”

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

“OHOWHHHHH! WAAAAHHHHHHH”

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAH! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDDD!” 

By then Ralph felt exactly like when, having been bad, he had gotten a deserved spanking from his Mom. He was squirming, kicking his legs, sobbing piteously, his eyes shut, his face covered with tears and snot, and his mouth opened wide. Overwhelmed by the unbearable sting in his rear end he just wailed out his usual pitiful pleading.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! 

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

“WAAAAHHHHHHH! PLEASE MOMMY”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE NO MORE MOMMYYYY!”      

Having noticed that she had achieved the goal of turning Ralph into a sorrowful bad boy once again Mariana stopped the correction.

“Are you sorry for your procrastination?’” She asked, her cheeks flushed by the exertion of delivering such a fierce lesson to such a healthy young man.

“Yessss, yes I’m sorry ma’am. I promise I won’t procrastinate ever, never again. BWUAHHHHHHHHH!”

And finally, he was let up, his face beaming red, though not nearly as red as his posterior, which glowed magnificently. He stood in front of Mariana, bare from the waist down, with his engulfed penis pointing toward the ceiling and both hands rubbing his smoldered rear end, oblivious to the show he was offering to her. He didn’t care, he felt as if he didn't need to hide any of his actual feelings from the lady who had just given him what he needed so much.

For a while, Mariana stood looking at him with a satisfied and slightly amused glare. Then with a turned maternal voice, she said, “I'm happy to have met you, Ralph. I see that you have been raised well by your mother and are basically a good boy, but is also clear that you need a firm hand to keep you focused on what is good for you.”

“Oh, ma’am,” Ralph agreed heartily even with a still broken voice, "I'm happy to have met you too. And you are right, I need your firm hand so much, ma'am."

“Yes, Ralph, I clearly see that you badly need it.”

Shamelessly clutching his throbbing bottom cheeks, Kevin earthly agreed to this.

“Very well then. From now on I will supervise you closely, my boy. We will set up a set of rules that will prevent you from going down the wrong path and you will report to me weekly. Be assured that you will be guided with my firm hand from now on.”

Beyond the haze of his still tear-filled eyes, Ralph looked lovingly at the attractive and determined woman who had taken him by the hand and would guide him wisely through his life.
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