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Mrs. Anderson and Aaron

Mrs. Anderson was sitting in the living room with Aaron's phone in her hands, mulling about him. She was concerned about her son and how he acted in the last months…he was not him.

Aaron had taken the habit of coming back very late at night all days of the week, he almost didn’t speak to her, and if questioned he barely responded with some blatant fibs, and rudely. Mrs. Anderson sensed that there was something wrong in her younger son’s life and was very worried that he would get in some trouble. The problem was that Aaron was no longer a little boy. He was nineteen years old and had a job.

Since her husband had left home when Aaron was nine and Brad was fourteen Mrs. Anderson had provided by herself what her two sons needed, a home, food on the table, clothes, a good education, and, of course, the discipline boys of any age need. All that had changed slowly as the years passed and the boys grew up. Especially regarding discipline. But that morning, seated alone at the breakfast table, Mrs. Anderson wondered if in last times she had laked in her motherly duty of supervising her sons’ behavior. If for Brad this was understandable since he had gotten married and was almost a year out of the house, for Aaron it may have been her misjudgment. Not only he was still living at home, but he had always been the less mature of her sons. He was smart, that for sure, being a kind of a nerd. But he lacked life experience, he even didn't practice any sports, as his chubby short body testified. He sure still needed closer motherly surveillance, Mrs. Anderson ended her reasoning.

So that Saturday morning, while Aaron was still asleep, and she saw his phone left on the sofa, she decided to violate her son’s privacy and looked through his recent activity on socials and in text messages.

What she learned, through his correspondence with friends and his posting, was that he had befriended some boys who were known in the neighborhood as gang members. This of course shocked her, for the risks that this could bring and also, maybe more, because he had done it to her utter ignorance.

Mrs. Anderson put Aaron's phone down and went back to examining her children's situation in light of this painful, new discovery. She had trusted her younger son to be mature enough to live his life without close motherly supervision, and responsible enough for his own decisions. Clearly, she had been wrong and her son had been putting himself in danger. Besides, if she had to be honest with herself, Brad had also given her some worries in recent times. Since he had married Hanna he had sort of...let himself go, lazy. It was as if he had regressed to an adolescent state, cared for and pampered by his attractive and attentive wife. Mrs. Anderson was sure her sons were at heart very good boys, but she now also clearly saw that they still needed an assertive guide in their life’s choices.

Therefore first thing first, right then she knew that her primary duty was to keep Aaron back under her protective wing, and his lying, foolish, irresponsible behaviors had to be punished. And his punishment had to be highly symbolic.

“Yes,” she whispered to herself, “I have no other choice, Aaron must be spanked.”

And as the spanking had to be effective it needed to be severe and sting sufficiently to make him unable to sit comfortably for the next few days. She headed to her room and opened the first drawer of her cupboard. There it was, in the very same place where she had put it. The wooden hairbrush was square, accurately varnished, and with a wide flat back that made it perfect for imparting valuable lessons to naughty boys’ rear end. Mrs. Anderson grabbed it firmly, went back down to the living room, put it on the fire mantle where it was used to stand when still in frequent use, and waited for Aaron to wake up.

Drops of cold sweat beaded Aaron’s forehead while he stood in front of his angry mother with a knot in his stomach. He had tried the adult son card outraged by the invasion of his privacy. It didn't work. Confronted with the evidence of his lies and those dangerous acquaintances, he had had no choice but to admit that he had behaved like a reckless, stupid boy.

“You are in bad need to be punished, young man,” said then Mrs. Anderson, at once sad and angry, ending her tirade. “You sure know what I do when my children disobey, lie, and betray me, don’t you young man?”

“But…come on, Mom…I’m not a child anymore, am I?” Aaron answered with a soft insecure voice.

Oh yes, he sure knew very well what his caring but strict Mother was used to doing when she felt her children deserved to be put back on the straight and narrow! His legs trembled and his buttocks clutched at the recollection of the flat back of the wooden hairbrush standing on the fire mantle, or the stiffness of the leather strap hanging at the back of the kitchen door, while he stood barefoot and with just his pajama on in front of his Mother.

Even if not so tall Mrs. Anderson was however an imposing woman with quite a big, powerfully built body. Her sweater fitted tightly on her large, maternal bosom, and her strong house-working woman’s arms, while the skirt just above the knee wrapped her wide hips, prominent butt, and meaty thighs.

Mrs. Anderson didn't answer what she considered a rhetorical question. She just took a few steps forward and grabbed her younger son by his forearm, taking him to the table in the middle of the room. She took one chair out from under the table, sat down on it, and positioned Aaron off to her right. By now the trembling boy completely knew he was going to get a spanking just by his mother’s action of dragging him around like some little kid.

With her son standing there, Mrs. Anderson expertly pulled his pajama pants down to his ankles. His boxers soon followed, as the boy sadly gulped and put his hands to cover his small cock that had shamingly hardened and stuck out of him. 

Mrs. Anderson wouldn’t have anything of it, she grabbed his arms, put them at each side, and said, “If you’re going to act like a little boy then I am going to spank you like a little boy.”

In a tone that wouldn’t allow a reply, she told her son to stand there and not move. She got up and walked to the fire mantle. When Aaron saw his Mom grabbing the hairbrush he felt the tears coming on. Mrs. Anderson sat back down in the chair and pulled his half-bare son over her lap. By then Aaron was so embarrassed to be in that position, he couldn’t say anything. What was the point anyway? Mom had decided to put him over her knees and spank his bare bottom with the hairbrush, and experience told him that nothing he could say would change that.

Mrs. Anderson used that moment of submissive silence to admire the candid, hairless, plump boyish buttocks so obediently offered for chastisement. They swelled upward and looked nicely plump and soft, and their snow-white roundness made them a perfect target for her task ahead. For a last time, she lectured her errant younger son about all that he had done and about why he was about to get his bum severely spanked. And then the flat back of the wooden hairbrush landed soundly with a loud CRACKK! on its vulnerable target.

The next few minutes were one of the most intense spankings Aaron had ever received. The hairbrush landed with such a sting of pain he was crying like a little boy within seconds.

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

“AHAWWWW! AHAAAAAA! PLEASE, MOMMY…PLEASE! AHARGHHHH! IT HURTS MOMMY! AHAWHHHHHH! IT HURTS SO BAD! BWUAHHHHHHH!”

When she had decided that her son deserved to be corrected Mrs. Anderson also decided to wear him out and that was exactly what she was doing. Poor Aaron didn’t think it was ever going to end. He was kicking and trying to get away, but his Mom had him in position, and with her holding him down with one arm, and him trying to stay balanced on her motherly lap, he could not use his hands to deflect the hairbrush smacks nor fight much at all. He was helpless and all he could do was cry.

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

“AHARGHHHH! GWADDD, MOMMY! OHOHWWWW! PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE STOP! BWUAHHHH! I PROMISE I’LL BE GOOOD! BWUAHHHH!”

But the hairbrush continued to fall on his tortured butt, while he bawled and pleaded with his ‘Mommy’ to stop and she kept on spanking him oblivious of his pleadings. She had been pleaded and begged by two sore-bottomed sons too many times to be deflected from what she believed was her maternal duty by Aaron's desperate crying for forgiveness and frantic promises of perfect future conduct.

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

“AHAWWWWWW! BWUAHHHHHHH! AHARGHHHHHH! BWAHHHHHH!”

When finally Aaron was not able even to plead and beg anymore and just let out a disheveled, desperate cry, Mrs. Anderson resolved to give him just ten more smacks, the hardest of them all, focused mainly on his tender upper thighs. At this point all his bottom was a deep, swollen red, and mottled at the very base of his buttocks, while the upper half of his thighs were just a bright pink.

“Young man, have you learned your lesson?” Asked Mrs. Anderson just before ending the punishment with that last flurry of spanks.

“Yeees…yeeees, Mooooommyyy…” Aaron replied in a weak shaking voice.

She strengthened her resolve and brought the flat back of the hairbrush down very hard two times on his left thigh, as Aaron screamed out in agony. When she repeated it on his right thigh, the well-chastised boy was beside himself and loudly pleaded for her to stop. While she regretted hurting her son, she knew she must continue and stoically gave him two more loud spanks to each thigh, now jiggling with his constant movement and turning a dark red color. She delivered the last two strokes in the inner thighs, eliciting howls and even deeper sobbing.

Then it was over. Aaron was broken and saying that his complete rear end was on fire is an understatement. Mrs. Anderson had completely spanked the unruly boy right out of him.

She waited a few minutes and let her son cry over her lap, then she stood him up, took him to a corner, and said, “You stand right here and think about what you did. Then we are going to talk about, and I promise you had better be honest or we'll have a repeat of what I just did.”

Needless to say by the time she came to take Aaron out of the corner, he was feeling really bad for putting both himself and his mother through this, and he truly knew he had gotten what he deserved.

With his pants and boxers still at his ankles, his smoldered, smocking buttocks almost shining and his lean cock as hard as it could be, Aaron promised his mother to straighten up, and Mrs. Anderson told him that she hoped not to have to do that again. But, she also promised him that if he didn’t stop to hang around with that bad company she would use the strap which hand behind the kitchen door to whip his rear till he wouldn’t sit down. While he gently rubbed his scorched buttocks with both hands, Aaron told his Mom that he would be a good boy from now on. Finally, Mrs. Anderson told him that she loved him, and she hugged Aaron in a comforting embrace.

Later in his room, Aaron checked in the closet’s mirror at the result of the session over his Mom’s lap, and with his butt feeling the full effects of being worn out, he knew that sitting down for the next few days would be a very difficult task. Then, as it often had been the case, reviving in his mind the shaming and painful ordeal he has just been submitted to over his Mom’s sturdy thighs, he felt the urge to caress his hardened cock, and it took just a few strokes of his hand for his manhood to explode in a violent spurt, while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.


Mrs. Anderson uses the strap

“Mama will be mad about this!” Said Brad with a worried look.

He and his wife Hanna observed as the two boys were cuffed by police officers and put into the patrol car. Fortunately, the younger boy, chubby, with glasses accompanying them was released after his documents were checked.

"Mama had already told my brother that she didn’t want that he hanged around with those boys. They are bad subjects known in the neighborhood to be a gang member. But he didn’t listen to her, and now…this,” Brad continued dejectedly. “And on top of it happened right in front of the church at the time of the service, and therefore many of Mama’s friends are watching all this!"

"A real bummer," Brad interjected.

“Oh, I know some BUM that it will pay dearly for it.”

"What do you mean honey?" Asked Hanna.

"As I said, Mama already told my brother that she didn’t want that he went out with those gang members. And now I’m sure that there will be no shortage of people letting her know what just happened on the street. She won't like that Aaron didn’t listen to her and with what had happened, well…I bet my young brother is already in a lot of trouble."

Without giving more importance to it, Hanna took her husband by the arm, and both headed toward his brother, who stood in the street watching the police car drive away.

"He'll probably remember the trouble he is in every time he tries to sit down for the next few days,” Brad followed on almost in a whisper.

"What did you say? I couldn't hear you," Hanna asked curiously.

“Nothing honey, I just said I’m pretty sure Aaron is going to get punished.”

“Punished? C’mon, he is nineteen.”

"Oh, he is going to get punished all right!” Brad said.

"Well, then how is he going to be punished?" Hanna asked the inevitable question.

Brad hesitated a moment then blushing lightly he replied, "If you really want to know, I’m pretty sure he is going to get his plump nerd’s bottom whipped. that is how."

"Is he what?" Hannah asked in surprise.

"I said that Mama is going to whip his bum with the leather strap which hangs behind the kitchen door. That's what!" Brad said defiantly, almost daring Hanna to make something of it.

“But, oh come on, he is 19-year-old!”

“Well, he could be 19-year-old but he had his fanny blistered with Mom’s hairbrush just last week, and for this very thing. I bet it will be the strap for him today.”

They were quiet for a while. Brad was embarrassed at his admission but Hanna was just pondering his response, finally, she said, "I didn’t imagine your Mom believed in spanking. I mean, I know she is old-fashioned and all but not to that point.”

“Let’s go, Mama is waiting for us for dinner, then you will ascertain by yourself how old-fashioned she is.”

Dinner was not the most fun. Aaron was clearly very worried and their mother was in a somber mood. Hanna's attempts to make conversation were quickly dropped in general embarrassment. When they were about finished, Mrs. Anderson said to her older son with an allusive tone, “I’ll finish up here. Brad, why don’t you and Hanna go out on the porch and talk?”

"Yes, Mama," Brad answered and took hold of Hanna's hand guiding his more and more confused wife to the door.

As they were walking out the door Hanna could hear Mrs. Anderson say, “Aaron, go to your room, I will be there in a moment.”

She turned back in time to see Aaron shuffling off down the hallway and to the aisle with her head hanging down.

As soon as they got outside, Brad, blushing, turned to Hanna with a nervous chuckle.

"Do you want to see it?" He asked her wife in a winking tone, with an embarrassed yet excited smile painted on his face. Then, after his astonished wife nodded her assent, he said, “Okay, let’s go watch.”

He grabbed Hanna’s hand and walked her around the side of the house to the backyard.

“Mama never adjusts the blinds. I guess she figures that with the bushes around no one can see in,” Brad said.

Unable to say anything Hanna just followed her husband, feeling a growing sense of excitement about that whole strange matter.

Brad was still holding her hand as they crouched down to peer into the window. As he had predicted the curtains were open and it was easy to look inside the small room from the dark of the yard without being noticed. Aaron was already there, and Hanna could see as he opened the closet and took out a pajama. Back turned he undressed to his tee and boxers and put just the pajama top on. Then he inserted his fingers in the waistband of his boxers and took them down to his knees. Aaron showed up to be a cutie as Hanna always thought he was. Even if quite short and a little chubby his body was well-proportioned. Being almost hairless and with a tuft of curly blond hair he resembled a young cherub to Hanna. His legs were tan from the summer sun, which served to call attention to his much lighter, bare bottom. His bubble bottom was particularly plump and his buttocks resembled two white, protruding, meaty hillocks that wobbled lightly as he undressed. Then he turned around and Hanna was shocked to see that his young, lean manhood was…hard! That vision stunned Hanna, she could not believe that the boy who was waiting for his mother to come and whip his ass was aroused!

Aaron had just seated himself on her bed when Mrs. Anderson entered the room without knocking, with a fearing-looking leather belt dangling from her right hand. Hanna noticed that it was wide, and looked sturdy and that the buckle had been cut away. Aaron got up from the bed and Mrs. Anderson stared at her younger son who obediently stood half-bare in front of her, with his erection protruding in front of him, one tear already crossing down his left cheek.

“Move your pillows” was her next command.

In the silence of the backyard, Hanna could hear Aaron and her Mom’s voices even if muffled by the glass of the window. She saw Aaron pick up the two pillows and place them in the center of the bed.

“Get yourself into position,” his Mom barked.

Aaron obediently lay down on his bed smashing his rock-hard penis on the pillows. With his crotch strategically placed like that, his bum was the highest part of his body.

With the strap, his Mom tapped his legs, “Spread them,” she ordered.

As the subdued boy wiggled into the proper position, his Mom began a lecture about the importance of listening to his Mother and obedience that ended with these fateful words, “And for all this, you will be whipped with the strap till you won’t sit down!”

The next sound Hanna heard was the CRACK of leather against poor Aaron’s plump, protruded, bare butt.

‘Oh my God! That must have stung!’ She told herself.

CRACKK!

The strap connected again and “OWW!” escaped from the punished boy’s lips.

A third time Mrs. Anderson swung the leather and CRACKK! That strap connected with the soft flesh of Aaron’s lower cheeks.

“OOH, OWW!” He cried.

At this point, Aaron started moving on the bed alternately turning to one side and then the other.

“I’ll teach you to move around!” Hanna and Brad heard Mrs. Anderson say and with that, the strap danced across Aaron’s upper thighs.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! 

“No. no, Mommy, please stop,” he pleaded as his sobbing began.

‘Oh my, he called her…Mommy,’ Hanna said to himself, and then he realized that acting like the mature boy poor Aaron was, was long gone by now. Yet his Mom delivered another CRACKK across the top back of his thighs. This stoke was followed by two more stripes just upward from his knees. He was sobbing uncontrollably now as the stinging and burning increased.

“ARGHHH! I promise, Mommy, I will stand still! BWAAAA! Please don’t strap my legs anymore!” He pitifully pleaded.

“We’ll see” was all his stern Mother said. However, she did go back to strapping his buttocks.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! 

That strap and Aaron’s bottom were well acquainted by now!

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! 

“BOHHHH OHHHH! MOMMYYYY! BWAAAA! PLEASEE NO MOOORE! BWUAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOOO BAD!”

Aaron’s crying was in full swing when his Mom stopped for a moment to rest and change her position.

“She sure saw that some parts of his buttocks are still white,” Brad explained to Hanna in a whisper, “She believes that to drive the lesson home, all that white flesh had to be turned mottled red.”

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Again and again, the leather strap caressed Aaron’s bum. He was beside himself now. The burning and stinging sensation had clearly escalated from unbearable to excruciating, and his blabbering crying was a testament to it.

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-MAAMMMYYY-UH-WAAAAA!” With his face covered by tears and snot, with his voice choked by the sobs, she promised that “I-UH-BWAAAA-WILL BE-UHHHH-ARGHHH-GOOOOD-WAAAA.”

Mrs. Anderson then stopped to whip his bottom and asked, “Have you learned your lesson, young man?”

“Yees, yees!” He sobbed, “I will always listen to you. I promise!”

“Let’s see if that is true.”

With that, the strict mother found virgin territory for the strap. Since she had made sure his legs were spread, she aimed the inside of his left thigh and,

CRACK!

This new pain was even greater than before! Before he could respond,

CRACK!

Again on the inside of his right thigh.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Two more times the strap visited the insides of both thighs. Poor Aaron was in sheer agony by now. Unable to even utter coherent words with his choking crying.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” his mother said then. “It’s all over now. You can rise.”

It took a while for Aaron to realize that his ordeal had come to an end. When he got up from his laying position he was still a crying, hiccupping mess, with his nose running profusely and his cute face full of tears and snot. Hanna was stunned at the change that the poor boy’s bottom had undergone! The sit spot was the darkest color, sort of a blotchy, beet red. The rest of his rear end faded evenly to flaming red near the very top of her bottom, the sides, and the very top and inside of his thighs. And everywhere there were the ugly marks of the strap’s edge that overlapped. All in all, a very painful sight. 

Wailing to the ceiling Aaron rushed both hands to his smoldered and swollen rear and he pranced around the room, his face contorted in a grimace, and his manhood as hard as it could be bobbing around. He rubbed his bum and cried, cried and rubbed, all the time promising in high pitch his 'Mommy' that he would never be 'a bad boy' ever again.

Hanna stood mesmerized looking at the childish prank that the adult boy was putting on, and even more surprised she was when at the end of his performance of the 'well-whipped boy dance' he threw her arms around his Mom and gave her a hug resting his face over her maternal bosom.

“Let’s go,” Brad said at that point and led Hanna back to the porch.

“That was some whipping,” Hanna murmured as they were walking.

“Yes. Mom never let one off easy,” said Brad with an unconscious rub at his own jeans-covered rear. "She always said that no boy is ever too old to benefit from a hot bottom now and then."

"Good," said Hanna with an allusive smile, "I will remember these words those times you acted just like a silly teenager."

"What do you mean?" asked Brad looking at her in amazement.

"That I could always call your mom to come to visit us and tell her how you've been acting..."

"…Are you joking, aren’t you?" Said Brad, between amazed and frightened seeing appear a devilish look on Hanna's face.


The whipping of Brad

CRACK! "OWWWWWW! PLEEEEEASE MOMMMMY!" CRACK! "OHHHHHHH!" CRACK! "NOOOOOOOO! STOP!" CRACK! "AIEEEEEEE!" CRACK! "AIEEEEE! I WON'T DO IT AGAIN!" CRACK! "OHHHH!" CRACK! "OWWWWWW! CRACK! "PLEEEEEASE!"

Sitting in the living room Hanna shivered hearing the pistol-shots-like sounds of her mother-in-law's strap and the anguished wails of her husband coming from upstairs.

"NO MORE MOMMMMMY!" CRACK! CRACK! "AIEEEEEEEE! STOP!" CRACK! "OHHHHHHHHHHH!" CRACK! CRACK! "THAT'S ENOUGH!" CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! "WAAAAAAAAAA! WAAAAAAAA!" CRACK! "WAAAAAHAAAAAHAAAAA!

‘Poor Brad,’ she said to herself, ‘it sounds like she is skinning his buttocks with that strap. I wonder if I better go up and intervene.”

But despite her concern for the state of her husband's bottom Hanna remained seated in the living room sipping her coffee. She knew in her heart that Brad had deserved what had come to him, and after all, she was the one who had asked his Mother for help with what her eldest son had done.

Brad had been surprised to find his mother sitting on the living room sofa across from Hanna when he returned home from work that afternoon. After saying hello and putting his portfolio down, he noticed a document on the coffee table near the tray with the coffee pot and cups. And he also noticed his mother’s grim look.

“What is this?” Brad asked keeping the sheets of paper and starting reading.

Brad read the document with growing apprehension, it seemed that their tax return had not been filed within the legal deadline.

“What does this mean?” He said with a lump in her throat once she ended reading.

“That means that this,” answered Hanna to his husband while showing the envelope that contained their tax return, “has never been submitted and now we face a big fine and hope we don't get sued for tax evasion!"

Brad’s face blanched.

“I found it in your closet under a mountain of unfolded clothes. You had assured me you had mailed it to the post office. Do you remember?”

“Oh well, I have so many chores to take care of that…that…” Brad tried pitiful self-defense.

“That what?” Said Hanna more sad than angry. “That you didn’t find the time to pass at the post office between the soccer play and the beer at the bar with your friends? For God’s sake Brad, you are a married man now, if you can’t be reliable on these simple tasks what will we do when we have kids?”

“What do you mean by that? That I don't have the right to have some fun? Do you want to prevent me from having friends?" Brad retorted, blushing at his husband's scolding.

Although he felt guilty for not sending in the tax returns, he could not accept Hanna's words, indeed, it was only his imposing mother's presence that had kept him from responding even more aggressively.

Hanna shook his head and assumed an even sadder air, she was about to open her mouth to retort to her husband when Brad's mother intervened.

“You'd better not add anything else if you know what's good for you, mister," said the middle-aged lady in an icy tone. “Your inexcusable forgetfulness caused serious consequences, and from what I had just heard from your wife, that's just the straw that broke the camel's back in a marriage that you're screwing up with your behavior."

“Mama, I…I don’t know what Hanna told you but…” started to say Brad clearly intimidated by the words of his mother.

“What Hanna told me,” his Mom interrupted, “it’s nothing new to me. What do you think? That I don’t have eyes to see by myself how you acted in these first months of your marriage? That I don’t know your character and attitude when not sufficiently supervised? You, young man, are overdue a good lesson in behaving like a responsible man and husband!”

With these words, she opened the bag that was standing on the sofa next to her and pulled out the very same strap that Hanna had seen used on Aaron's bottom just the week before.

Silence fell In the living room, save for Brad's heavy, erratic breathing.

"Mama…Mama let me explain, Mama,” said Brad once he regained some control with a trembling voice and even more trembling legs at saw that instrument of bottom torture in the hands of his strict mother.

"Save it!" His mother commanded, rising from her seat and grabbing Brad's arm.

"Mama, please!" Said Brad already on the verge of tears. "I'm sorry!"

"Not nearly as sorry as you're going to be!" After delivering a sharp SLAP! to the seat of his son’s pants, the middle-aged woman promised, "Come with me! I'm going to give you something to really cry about!"

Hanna cringed as she watched her husband fly up the stairs, followed closely by his mother holding the strap. Her mother-in-law looked so very mad and her husband so scared, and she could not blame him since she had seen what that lady could do with that strap. For a moment his conviction that she had done the right thing wavered, but then thinking back to her husband's irresponsible behaviors, she poured herself another coffee and with the cup in hand went to sit in the armchair.

In the meanwhile, upstairs the irate mother nearly threw Brad inside the master bedroom and slammed the door.

"Pull those pants off, mister, undies too, and bend over the bed!" Ordered Mrs. Anderson while she took two pillows and placed them in the center of the bed.

Trembling slightly, Brad opened his pants with shaking fingers and pulled them and his boxers down to his feet and off. He meekly lay down on the bed with his manly, half-hardened cock over the pillows and started to cry softly in self-pity for the indignity of that all. Now his round, muscular, snow-white bottom was pointing upwards, the two protruding meaty hillocks presenting the perfect target for his Mama’s strap and anger.

"Nooooo..." he moaned, burying his face in the bedspread.

Strap in hand, the angry Mom stood for a moment observing the two bare, shaking bottom cheeks of her older son.

"You're really going to get it but good this time, young man," she vowed, raising the stiff leather above her shoulders.

It whistled through the air and landed with a loud CRACK! across the chubby buttocks, leaving a red-hot stripe on the pale skin.

"How dare you act so thoughtless, so irresponsible, so lazily as you did?” Scolded the angry Mom while swinging the strap. “

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Downstairs Hanna was shocked by how loud the strap strokes could be heard. ‘OMG, if she goes on like that I fear that Brad won't be able to sit down for a week’ she thought with apprehension.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Upstairs Brad’s mother swung the strap slowly and deliberately, making sure her older son felt the full effect of each blow. From the young man writhing and tears, she was more than successful.

"What got into your mind? You have been raised to be a responsible, caring person, not a careless brat!”

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

All consumed by the fire being relit over and over on his swollen, smoldered backside, Brad's only responses were sobs, cries, and babbling pleading.

“BOHHHH OHHHH! MOMMYYYY! BWAAAA! PLEASEE NO MOOORE! BWUAHAAAA! IT HURTS SOOOO BAD! AHARGHHHHHH!”

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-MOOMMMYYY-UH-WAAAAA!” With his face covered by tears and snot, his voice choked by sobs, he promised that “I-UH-BWAAAA-WILL BE-UHHHH-ARGHHH-GOOOOD-WAAAA.”

His Mom then stopped to whip his bottom and asked, “Have you learned your lesson, young man?”

“Yees, yees” He sobbed, “I will always be responsible, I promise! BWUAHHHHHH! I WILL BE A GOOD HUSBAND!”

“Let’s see if that is true.”

With that, Mrs. Anderson aimed the leather inside of his left thigh, and CRACK! Then, CRACK! On the inside of her right thigh.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The strap visited the insides of both thighs thoroughly. Poor Brad was in agony by now. Unable to utter coherent words with his choking crying.

“Let this be a lesson to you.” His Mom finally said, but not before she had delivered a final flurry of the hardest lashes yet right on Brad’s sit spot. “Get up, now!”

As soon as Brad was up to her feet he grabbed his badly burned bum cheeks and started to prance around the room, desperately rubbing his smoking bottom, crying like a little boy, well, more likely a little girl having a tantrum.

His mother let him do it for a couple of minutes then she grabbed his arm and said, “Stop your antics, young man, and come with me.”

She marched her sorrowful and penitent son down to the living room again. Once downstairs and in front of his wife, Brad’s hands were trying pitifully to cover his by now rock-hard manhood in front of her. Hanna could see that he had been transformed into a crying hiccupping mess with his eyes spilling tears, his nose running profusely, and his mouth contorted in a pitiful grimach.

"Turn around and show her!" Mrs. Anderson hissed.

Brad overwhelmed by the shame avoided his wife’s gaze, meekly turned around, and obediently bent a little to show her his wounded rear end.

Hanna was stunned at the change that her poor husband’s bottom had undergone! All his muscular rear end, from where the buttocks start to separate till mid-thighs and even the inside of his legs, was a flaming, livid red. Everywhere there were the ugly marks of the strap’s edge that overlapped and the lower part of the swollen buttocks was the darkest color, sort of a blotchy, beet red, grayish in spots.

“Go ahead, tell your wife what you promised while we were up in the bedroom,” Mrs. Anderson ordered.

Still lightly bent and obediently presenting to her wife his well-punished rear end the repentant man meekly said between soft sobs, “I promise I will be a good husband for you, Hanna.”

“I’m sure she will,” concluded his Mama, “but just in case he will not you can always count on my help, Hanna.”


Aaron gets yet another hairbrush spanking

"How could you do such a thing?" Mrs. Anderson told Aaron seated on the sofa with a dejected air.

The middle-aged imposing woman was standing in front of the sofa with her arms crossed on her ample bosom, her gaze sending lightning. In the nearby armchair sat Brad, blushing with an embarrassed air. Brad had tried to intervene, to explain that it was not completely Aaron's fault, but Mrs. Anderson had told him firmly to keep out of it and was pretending an explanation from her younger son.

Brad felt really bad about what had happened because he was the one that that morning had suggested, and suggested firmly and repeatedly, that Aaron took Mrs. Anderson's car to go shopping.

"I’m sorry bro, we got the car at the workshop till afternoon," had told Brad to his brother when he came to their house at breakfast that Saturday morning and asked to borrow his car to go to a new mall just out of town. “Why don't you ask to borrow Mom’s?”

Aaron stared at his brother doubtfully, "You know that Mama just bought a new car…I don’t have permission to drive it...I’m not the best driver, you know, and she cares about that car."

"Okay, you will wait till next weekend to go to that mall, so what?"

"Because then the sale will be off," Aaron said with an annoying tone. “I so need a new console and can’t afford it if the discount will be off!”

It was then that Brad suggested that, since Mrs. Anderson was working on a Saturday, maybe Aaron could take their mother’s car and come back from the mall before she got back from work so that she wouldn’t notice.

As soon he had said it, and saw his wife’s Hannah disapproving glare, he realized that it was a stupid idea. It was not that he had thought about it much, simply the words had come out of his mouth as he drank his coffee, just to show himself smart in front of his young brother. Unfortunately, instead of backing down, like a stubborn child he had kept his point retorting to the wiser advice of Hannah that it was not a good thing to do. In the end, despite his older brother's wife’s wise warnings, Aaron convinced himself to commit that ruse.

So right then Aaron was in absolute distress while he had to explain to his annoyed mother how it was that her brand new car had been taken to the body shop by the tow truck, and he had had to call Brad and Hannah to be brought home.

His heart was racing and his face was blushing while he explained that he had rear-ended another car while he was driving home in the car that had been expressly forbidden to drive. It didn't help that under rapid-fire questioning he had to explain how he came up with the idea of using the car and admit that he was rushing to be home before his Mom arrived, so as not to bring to light the fact that he had taken the car without permission.

Then it was time for Mrs. Anderson to speak, and she took good advantage of it. How could it be that she had listened to the thoughtless advice of his foolish brother of using her brand-new car knowing very well that she, her mother, had expressly forbidden her to do it?  How could he have been so irresponsible to drive in traffic at too high a speed? And then why? Just to hide something from her!

"I'm sorry, Mama, I'm sooo sorry!" Was all that the crestfallen nineteen-year-old could muster to say. He started sniffling, with his hands pasted at the back of his jeans, when Mrs. Anderson said, "You may think that you are sorry now, but you will be much sorrier by the time I’m done spanking your chubs, young man!"

"Now, Mama," Brad finally intervened, "It…it wasn’t all Aaron's fault, you know. It was me who suggested to Aaron that he could take your car. Please don't punish Aaron for this, he doesn't deserve it."

"Don't think you are getting off easy on this, Brad," Mrs. Anderson said angrily, "You'll be paying the deductible on my insurance to have the car fixed. Aaron is going to get his chubs blistered, and you'll be dipping into your wallet for some money. I can’t believe you did such a thing, Brad. Suggesting your little brother to disobey me and use something that he had been forbidden to use! You must be ashamed of yourself, you are supposed to be the responsible one, and now for your fault, I have a ruined car and Aaron will not be able to sit down for dinner. I have half a mind to blister your bottom as well, mister, so shut up if you know what is good for you!”

And with that, Mrs. Anderson led her subdued son, already lightly whining and with his hands still protectively splayed across the seat of his round jeans-covered rear, out through the living room door.

Aaron's teary eyes were breaking Hanna's heart. She mulled for a few minutes looking at her husband with an air of reproach, finally, she asked, “Do you think she is going to whip his bum?”

Since his Mom and brother had disappeared up the stairs, Brad had stood silent, seated at the living room table, observing with embarrassment his wife’s disapproving glare and blushing at the thought of the consequences his action had for his poor younger brother.

“I don’t think she will use the strap,” he answered with a sullen voice. “That is reserved for the most serious things. What most probably would happen is that Aaron would be given a spanking with the flat back of Mama’s hairbrush. And Mama is right on one thing, my poor brother won’t be able to sit down at dinner, actually, it will be a miracle if he could sit with some comfort in the next few days.”

“She was right about another thing too,” said Hanna with an assertive voice her husband hadn’t heard till then, “You must be ashamed of yourself, if you were my son I would spank you myself as soundly as poor Aaron is going to be.”

Brad gulped at that suggesting menace, and his hands too went automatically backward in a gesture of self-protection.

Seeing her husband’s childish movement Hanna chuckled and said, “Oh yes, young man, I see that you understand I mean business. Don't think that I won't be able to do what your mother did to you just last week if the need arises. But for now, is to your Mom and your brother that you have to pay the bill. Come on, let's go up to your mother and ask her to punish you just like poor Aaron."

“But…honey, please…I mean…why?” The stunned and scared man blabbed still grasping his jeans-covered buttocks in his hands.

“Because you deserve it and because I say so,” Hanna ended the conversation firmly. “Come with me,” she then said taking hold of her blushing husband’s arm and leading him upstairs.

“Honey…please…” Brad kept babbling but followed Hanna, taken aback and doomed by his wife's new authoritarian attitude.

“You just shut up, as your Mama said, if you know what is good for you!” Hanna answered rising the stairs with her husband’s forearm firmly gripped in her hand.

As they reached the second floor they saw that the door to the master bedroom was closed, and from the other side of the door, they could hear the distinct sounds of a spanking in full swing, along with Mrs. Anderson scolding Aaron, and Aaron's wailing apologies. Hanna waited a few moments for strength then he grabbed the doorknob and stepped in.

Aaron was draped across his mother's lap, bare feet high in the air, and his head almost on the floor. His jeans were lying in front of them, and his boxers were ruffled around his knees. Mrs. Anderson was indeed spanking Aaron's plump, meaty, protruding buttocks with solid smacks of the wide, flat back of a sturdy wooden hairbrush, and the poor youngish-looking boy already had a flaming red hue spreading on each chubby, bare bum cheek. He was sobbing and squealing enough to break Hanna's heart, and kicking as much as the garment ruffled around his knees would allow him.

Mrs. Anderson gave Hanna an inquiring look and Brad a look that could kill. He just stared at his feet.

"This is none of your business," she told the entering couple, holding her bare-bottomed, weeping son across her lap. "Get out of here. Haven't you caused enough trouble for Aaron today without barging in here while he's getting his bare chubs spanked? What in the hell is the matter with you, anyhow?"

For a moment Hanna hesitated, with her eyes fixed on cute Aaron's swelling, flaming, and wobbling buttocks. The poor chubby boy was crying even harder now that he realized that his sister-in-law had seen his bottom all bare and him so childishly corrected.

“Go ahead, tell her!” Hanna then ordered her crestfallen husband.

"Moom…I... hmm...I...came to get my sp...my spanking too," Brad caught his breath and continued, "Aaron and I are equally guilty, me even more guilty probably. So...it's only fair that I get spanked since he got spanked. I could no longer look into his…and my wife’s eyes knowing that he was punished because of me and I got away with nothing."

Mrs. Anderson was only momentarily surprised before she replied, "This is very brave and honest of you, Brad. So if this is what you feel you need, please, get out and wait outside the door, you two. I will call you once I’m done here."

Said that Mrs. Anderson returned on smashing the flat back of her punishing hairbrush on her younger son’s swelling behind.

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

For a brief moment, Hanna stood on the doorframe, observing how the smacks of the punishing hairbrush flattened, in turn, the tender, chubby, and already deep red buttocks of her young, cute brother-in-law, eliciting desperate wails of sorrow from his contorted, pained mouth. Then she left the room, along with his husband with a knot in his stomach and in disbelief at what he had just asked his mother.

They went to wait in the hallway as they were told. Once there, leaning against the wall, Brad shivered every time he heard the well-known hairbrush descend on his young brother’s bottom eliciting loud wails and pitiful pleading to, “PLEASE, OH PLEASE, AHAWWWW! IT’S ENOUGH! OHOWWWWW! I LEARNED MY LESSON, MOMMY! AHARGHHHH! PLEASE! BWUAHAAAAA!”


Brad feels the hairbrush

After what could have been two-three minutes, but that seemed like an eternity to Brad, the sound of Mrs. Anderson’s hairbrush smackings finally stopped. All that the scared man could hear was the middle-aged woman’s voice and Aaron’s desperate crying. Suddenly the bedroom door opened and the punished boy emerged, his cute, hairless face ravaged with tears, his nose running, holding in one hand his jeans and boxers and rubbing with the other his still bare and very swollen, very red, and very, very burning chubby buttocks. Unable to look Hanna in the eyes, Aaron rushed toward his room, with his badly smoldered bottom almost shining in the dimness of the hallway.

"Come on in, you two,” Brad heard his Mom call’em.

He braced himself and entered his Mom’s bedroom along with his somber wife.

Mrs. Anderson was seated at the foot of the bed with her skirt raised almost to her groin, her meaty, strong, pantyhosed thighs forming the perfect support for what Aaron had just received and Brad was about to get. She stared at Brad for a few seconds tapping the flat back of the wooden hairbrush on her other palm,

"I don't know what went through your mind Brad when you suggested, well, by now I think better say you convinced, your brother to disobey and lie to me. You really disappointed me, I hope that what you are about to receive will serve you as a lesson so that you will never do something so foolish again." Mrs. Anderson said and then used her finger to beckon her older son to approach her.

Ashamed for the scolding, humiliated under his wife’s stern gaze, and completely submitted by the authority of his stern mother, Brad complied. While he was in front of her, Mrs. Anderson reached out and began opening his pants and dropping them down. Then she inserted her fingers in the waistband of his briefs and drew them down too, and doing so she laid bare Brad’s hardened manhood.

Brad blushed all the colors of the sunset, ashamed that his wife got to see him in that shaming state of arousal while manhandled like a little boy by his imposing mother. Mrs. Anderson acted as if she hadn’t even noticed it and with a stern no-nonsense voice ordered him over her lap. Not wanting to prolong the shame to stay in front of his wife and mother with a stiff penis protruding in front of him any longer, he placed himself gingerly over his Mom’s lap, smashing his manhood against Mrs. Anderson’s thighs. She sat back so that Brad's chest was on the bed to her left. To her right were his knees, slightly bent, with his bare bottom in just the right position for the hairbrush.

For a few moments, Hanna could admire how cute her husband’s round, manly bare bottom looked in that childish position across his maternal lap. Mrs. Anderson slid the palm of her hand over those muscular and nonetheless chubby, soft buns. They felt cool now, she thought, but they wouldn't feel cool for long.

"Brace yourself, Brad, this is going to hurt!" She then said menacingly raising the hairbrush to the ceiling.

SMACKK!

The first hairbrush spank cracked across his bare bottom, giving him more surprise than pain. Soon a flurry of painfully burning cracks followed.

SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK!

As Mrs. Anderson continued the rain of hard hairbrush spanks, the tingle in Brad’s buns grew into real smarting, and Hanna could see how he started to wriggle and whimper. Then Mrs. Anderson brought the flat back of the hairbrush down with a mighty crack right onto the tenderest flesh where her pained son’s thighs and bottom met and curved inward. He shrieked, flailed his arms and legs in the air, and rolled completely off her lap onto the floor.

Mrs. Anderson was surprised at having lost him, but he was definitely bigger than the last time he had been over her lap, and of Aaron as well. Under his wife’s amused glare, Brad lay on his side on the floor, pretty surprised himself, with cheeks streaked with tears, his hardened dick protruding in front of him, and his hands grabbing his assaulted buttocks.

After the initial surprise, Mrs. Anderson finally took charge. It was obvious that Brad’s punishment hadn't come to an end yet, so she took hold of his arm and pulled him up to his feet.

Brad cringed at displaying once again his hard-on to his wife and almost to the face of his mother but soon forgot about his shame when Mrs. Anderson gave him a flurry of hard cracks on the back of his muscular thighs. The hairbrush stung his flesh there even more than over his bottom, and he was trying to dance his bare rear away from his unforgiving punisher.

Finally, he was dragged once again over his Mama’s lap and his wobbling bottom was the highest part of his anatomy. This time Mrs. Anderson had put him just over her left meaty thigh and had crossed his calves with her right leg, then she had kept hold of his right arm in her left hand and pressed it to her waist. Brad felt locked and unable to move around.

"Now stand still Brad, your spanking hasn't even started yet," said Mrs. Anderson menacingly.

Even Hanna shuddered seeing with what determination Mrs. Anderson raised the hairbrush over her shoulder.

"I'm sorry, Mommy…PLEASE, NO MORE!” Brad whined desperately.

SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Despite his pleading the rain of brush spanks started again.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Hanna thought that Mrs. Anderson was spanking Brad with the strength of a blacksmith beating on the anvil and as a result, he wriggled for what she could as tears started to literally sprinkle from his eyes. He felt like his flesh was branded with each solid smack of the punishing flat wood.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK!

From the beginning of his ordeal, Brad had tried to cry his sorrow as quietly as he could, letting out mild whiling and pleading under the rain of the hairbrush spanks, to maintain the last vestige of man’s pride in front of his wife, but at this point of his excruciating correction it was way too hard to do so.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

He broke down and started crying in earnest, squirming and kicking his feet just like Hanna had seen Aaron doing a few minutes ago. How embarrassing! He came to realize he couldn't even take his spanking like a man! There he was, sprawled over his Mama’s lap, like a ten-year-old, bawling, and squealing, "Please Mommy, no more BWHAHAAAA I'm soooo sorry! AHAAWWWW! It hurts…IT HURTS SOO MUCH! BWUAHAAAAA!" and squirming his bottom around.

Heck, little Aaron took his bare-bottomed spanking more bravely than he, Hanna was forced to admit.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

The next flurry of brush spanks did a painful dance on the back of his thighs, and then Mrs. Anderson went back to his buttocks aiming the CRACKS of the flat back of her horrid hairbrush right on Brad’s tender sit-spot

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Those rapid-fire strokes ignited a new level of fire in poor discolored Brad's bum, and Hanna saw grey blisters starting to form over that sensitive part of his rear end. Brad’s face was now dark red with sobbing, snot was running from his nose, his cheeks were flooded with tears, and his mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

"AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEAS! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD MOMMYYY! OHHHHHHH! I’LL BE A GOOD BOY MOMMY! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! I PROMISE I WILL DO WHAT YOU SAYYYY! AHAWHWWWWW! JUST STOOOOP! BWUAHAAAAAA!"

It seemed to Hanna that it went on forever, but finally, the long and horrible spanking was over, and her husband lay on Mrs. Anderson's lap desperately crying like a well-spanked little boy.

Having delivered that last soundest hairbrush smack Mrs. Anderson tossed the hairbrush to her side and released her grip from Brad's waist and legs. For a moment she stood looking at her older son's swollen and discolored rear end with a satisfied half smile. Brad’s bottom cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of the edge of the hairbrush crisscrossing all over it, and on the sit-spot, that merciless instrument of correction had raised a crop of painful-looking moist blisters. There was no doubt that he would have trouble sitting for some days to come.

In the meantime, Brad was still shaken by hiccup crying.

"Ohoo Gwood...uhu-aha-it hurts...aha-uh…it hurts so bad Mommy…bwuahhh!" He wailed between sobs.

Mrs. Anderson waited a few moments until he calmed down, and then she made him rise from her lap. Painfully, Brad got to his feet and rushed both hands to his badly blistered and swollen rear. He comically pranced around in front of a smiling Hanna and his chuckling Mother, his face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with tears and snot, restrained by the garments ruffled at his ankles, with his still hardened cock that wobbled all around.

Mrs. Anderson let him do his frantic ‘well-spanked-boy-dance” for a couple of minutes then said, "This is what happens when an adult man acts like a silly boy, and it can well happen to you again, Brad. Do you understand me?"

"Whaaa!" 'Who can feel like an adult man after having my pants and undies pulled down and getting my bottom spanked with Mommy’s hairbrush?' Thought Brad, but he politely got out the right answer, “Yes Mama, I understand, I will never act silly again, I promise.”

In a stern, maternal sort of way, Mrs. Anderson said, "You stay here until you're done crying, use the bathroom to compose yourself. Come down when you are ready.”

And with that, she rose from the bed and left the room along with Hanna, while Brad just stood there, holding his smoldered buttocks and bowing his head. He had screwed up, and he had been punished. God knows if he had been…and against all logic, everything in him indicated that right then he was not a mature professional but a misbehaving ten-year-old boy who had just been corrected by his mommy, with his rear end far too hot and swollen to even think to sit on it. But he also felt at peace with himself, the punishment had washed away the guilt, and now he would be able to look his wife and little brother in the eye again.


Hanna and Brad

It was a Saturday night when, past midnight, Hanna, with only a sheer short nightshirt over her lace underwear and short-heeled house sandals, erupted in Brad’s study. Brad had previously been caught masturbating while looking at porn so Hanna had decided to use this form of checkup to catch her husband off guard. This way if Brad was indeed doing anything against one of the rules she had set for him, he wouldn’t have a chance of getting out of it.

It had been after the whipping and the hairbrush spanking Brad had been submitted to by his stern Mother a few months before, that Hanna had decided to assume the leading role in their marriage. And Brad, in front of the evidence of both his bratty attitude and submitting nature couldn’t but agree. She had made a list of the tasks Brad had to perform and the rules he had to follow, and she carefully checked that he fulfilled his duties. If he didn't there were consequences.

That night, as Hanna figured, Brad was browsing the internet. His wife came closer to him as he sat still at his computer desk. Her eyes scoured the monitor, darting around franticly, checking every pixel of the screen for anything mischievous, but it seemed that Brad was on an innocent webpage.

“What are you up to at this nighttime surfing the internet?” Asked Hanna while a whiff of her perfume, fragrant but understated, reached Brad’s nostrils.

“Oh, hum, nothing really…just surfing the web,” Brad answered shrugging.

Hanna stood over her husband’s shoulder a while longer, Brad seemed annoyed by this intrusion but he didn’t openly question his wife’s presence. He sat quietly, the only sounds coming from the mouse that his wife was clicking away searching the browsing history, which, however, had been canceled by Brad. Finally, Hanna concluded that she couldn’t find anything improper taking place,

“Okay, But don't stay up too long, you know that tomorrow, like every Sunday, we have lunch at your Mama's house. You wouldn't intend to be late, would you? You know that your Mama doesn’t like her boys arriving late at mealtime…she had told me what she had been used to do when you or Aaron got to the table late, and I bet you wouldn’t like to test if she would do it again now,” said Hanna with a chuckle.

While Brad cringed and clasped his buttocks at the recollection his wife’s words had elicited in him, Hanna turned her voluptuous body wrapped in the transparent nightgown to exit the room, She was almost at the door when she stopped and peered into the blue trash can at the side of Brad’s desk.

Brad’s pulse shot sky-high, butterflies in his stomach were swarming and his hands turned ice-cold. Right away he regretted deposing the tissue he had indeed used for masturbating right near the top of the trash can. He had plans to bury them with more trash from around the study but his wife's irruption had made it impossible.

“So what is this?” Hanna asked as she bent to pick up the crumpled tissue with two fingers.

“I…I blew my nose…” Brad replied in a half-voice while he felt her manhood getting hard again observing the ample yet firm bottom of his wife encased in her skimpy lace panties, put on display by her bent position.

“Don’t get a smart mouth with me, mister,” Hanna replied sternly.

Not at all convinced of his husband’s innocence, Hanna intended to find out whether or not Brad had once again violated one of the rules she had made for him, no pornography or masturbation without her permission.

So she motioned to Brad’s crotch, and ordered, “Let’s see it.”

“What? Huh? But why, honey?” Brad stammered, blushing.

Nothing he said mattered, since she had assumed the commanding role in their marriage his wife didn’t like to ask anything twice, so after a long sigh, seeing her unmoved, Brad stood up from his chair. He was in a pair of pajama pants. They were so thin, that the fabric dropped over his body, accentuating his state of arousal. Looking to the ground Brad slid his pants down just below his scrotum.

Hanna moved in immediately. Her eyebrows were scrunched and her eyes squinting as she scanned her husband’s genitals. It didn’t take long for her to discover blotches of dried semen, chafed skin, and worst of all, a tiny piece of tissue still stuck to the tip of his stiff penis!

“Brad!” Hanna said staring at his guilty husband with her pretty features hardened in the heat of the scolding, “You were still looking at filth, and you masturbated without my permission! And on top of it, you just lied to your wife!”

With her cheeks blushing with rage, she waisted not another moment, and stormed out of the bedroom. Brad knew full well where she was heading and a cold shiver ran down his spine. His recently become dominant wife would be coming back within moments with her dreaded wooden hairbrush. It had taken her a while to find it after she had seen his mother use one like that to administer spankings to him and Aaron, but eventually, the almost exact copy of that one now rested on her vanity and was used whenever Hanna thought it was needed.

Brad stood, frozen at attention, behind his desk, with his pajama pants still down his privates, his hard-on pointing to the ceiling, and trembling of pure fear. As he predicted, his irate wife was back within the minute with the flat-backed wooden hairbrush.

"In the state you're in I can't possibly put you on my lap," stated Hanna half disgusted and half-amused, "or after a couple of smacks I'll have my thighs covered with your scum."

Unable to look his wife in the eyes and lowering his head to his shamingly rock-hard manhood, Brad blushed all the color of sunset.

“Take off your pants and put the chair in the middle of the study, mister, NOW!”

Brad stepped off of his pajama pants and, bare from the waist down, he obeyed his wife’s order. Without saying another word Hanna took Brad by his arm and led him behind the chair. She put him in position by bending him over the back of the chair, with his firm, round, pale white buttocks obediently presented to her wrath and the punishing flat wood she had in her perfectly manicured fingers.

All that had happened so fast that Brad did not have time to prepare himself for the pummeling he was about to receive. Moments before he was in his own happy little world stroking his erect member and fantasizing about pictures of pretty girls in porn poses, and now he was bent, bare bottom, about to have his buttocks incinerated by the flat back of his loved wife's wooden hairbrush.

Hanna stood facing her husband’s side. She took her time to admire his muscular shape while she slipped the rings off the fingers of her right hand. She then placed her left hand on his lower back and delivered three quick, sharp hand SLAPS. One hitting his left bum cheek, the second his right, and the third spank smacking both cheeks in the middle.

Brad gritted his teeth and let out a sharp grunt, his hands digging into the sides of the seat of the chair.

“You know better than to act like a horny teenager, Brad,” his wife positively scolded. “Do I have to restore the nine o’clock bedtime with no cell phone and PC that your Mama told me you had when teenager?” She asked in a threatening tone.

Brad managed to let out a wimpy “No, darling, please no.”

A second after Hanna restarted the spanking. She properly spanked his bottom, raining down on his buttocks a flurry of hard hand spanks, focusing on the lower part of his butt and the sides. Brad’s skin went from sheet white to a blotchy bright red. Each swat brought a searing, stinging burn to his bottom, and by the end, he nearly collapsed on the back of the chair.

Once she had reduced her husband to a whimpering little boy Hanna stopped the spanking and reached for the wooden hairbrush that she had left on the desk.

Having seen through his teary blurred vision his domineering wife grab that feared tool of bottom torture Brad started a litany of pitiful, childish pleadings between his sobbing.

“AHW! NO! SOB! Please honey, not the brush, please. SOB! I learned my lesson! SOB Honestly I had! SOB! SOB! Don’t spank my b…bottom with the hairbrush, pleaseee! SOB! IT STINGS SOOO BAD! SOB! SOB! SOB!”

Unmoved Hanna raised the hairbrush high and smacked its flat back down hard on Brad’s already inflamed rear end.

SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The cracking sounds of hard flat wood smacks on Brad’s upended bottom echo like gunshots around the study as Hanna delivers a volley of swats with the back of the wooden hairbrush. Brad’s red flushed face registered a stunned reaction at that new, ferocious assault on his already swollen red buttocks, and tears literally sprinkled from his watering eyes. Soon the submitted husband is kicking, bucking, and tapping his bare feet on the floor, while he struggles to remain in his position, obediently presenting his bare rear end to the kiss of the wood for his deserved chastisement.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

The hairbrush spanking was shorter than the hand spanking, but it was intense and vigorously administered on an already smoldered bum. Once Hanna stopped her arm from smacking the punishing flat wood on poor Brad’s bottom, he was unable to utter coherent words anymore. He just stood there waving his bottom in the air on his tiptoe and crying like a toddler having a tantrum.

“AHAWHHHH! OHOWHWW! AHA GWAAAD…IT STEEEENGGGS! BWUAHAAA! AHARGHHHH! IT STINGS SOOOOO BAAAAAD! AHAWHWWWW! OHOWHWWWWW!”

“Get up, you naughty boy,” between his sobbing Brad heard his wife say.

He slowly raised to stand on trembling legs, his hands flashing back to grab great handfuls of his badly burned and smocking buttocks.

“HANDS ON YOUR HEAD!” Hanna ordered, “And stand still!”

Brad complied and stood still in front of his wife, with his swollen red buttocks clenching and unclenching, his hands obediently on his head, his engulfed penis pointing upward and his cheeks damped in tears and snot.

“I hope you learned your lesson,” said his wife with her arms crossed over her ample bosom hardly contained by her thin bra. “Now up to our room with you. It’s high time you come to bed with your wife. And beware that your marital performance will be such that it does not leave me unsatisfied if you know what is good for you.”

And with that, she grabbed gently but firmly her husband's erect manhood and holding it guided him to their bedroom.
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