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Suspended From College

Emma met outstanding Clarissa the very first day she moved into her new home.

At twenty-six, Emma had just gotten out of a bad divorce after being married for barely a year and, since her job as a digital creator allowed her to work from home practically anywhere, she had decided to go to live in the country to get away from all the hassles that her ex-boyfriend and ex-husband had caused her.

Having lived with Tim for two years, and even married him, had reduced Emma's regard for the male gender. Even before getting married Tim behaved irresponsibly, but after marriage, he had gotten worse. More like having at home a bratty kid in a man's body than a husband. But, for God’s sake, you can always spank a kid if he behaves lazily, irresponsibly, and foolishly. But a husband?

Indeed, the idea of taking Tim on her lap and spanking him, just as she had seen her mother do with her two brothers, had flashed through Emma's mind more than once. And, to be completely honest with herself, not only because of how Tim was acting but also because that idea excited her. Emma had always tried to be somehow present when her mother had to punish her younger siblings, and each time, after seeing or even just hearing one of those burning corrections, she would retreat to her room where she would soothe all her arousal with her fingers over her clitoris.

However, there had been no spanking with Tim, just fighting and frustration, and now that it was over what Emma wanted was to put it all behind her. So she found that small cottage in a quiet residential neighborhood of a nearby village and moved there.

Right from the start Clarissa proved to be a great neighbor. She lived in the cottage next door to Emma's, and only a few yards of a well-kept garden separated the two houses that bordered a wood.

At forty-four Clarissa was a stunning, powerfully built woman, and from their first meeting, Emma was struck by her strong and assertive, even if friendly personality. When young she had been a gymnast of some stature, and as the years passed she had always kept her muscular body in shape. Muscular but very feminine too, Emma thought when she came to know her. Her exuberant breasts, narrow waist, imposing hips, high round butt, and toned legs with meaty thighs and muscular calves, would turn around the head of any man. Clarissa also had come out of a divorce that left her in good financial condition, and without the need to work, and currently lived alone since Gary, her only son, was attending his freshman year at a prestigious college.

Living so close in an isolated place and sharing a negative experience with the men they married, the two women soon became friends. It became a pleasant habit for them to spend evenings together chatting over a good bottle of wine, mostly in Clarissa's comfortable living room, where, on a table of fine polished wood, there were numerous photographs of Gary in silver frames.

Clarissa's strong maternal side quickly became evident to Emma. Not only the amount of photos that portrayed Gary from childhood until he left for college, mostly together with his mother holding his hand, but also the way Clarissa mentioned him, and the anecdotes she told, demonstrated the care and love the imposing 44-year-old had for her only son.

In the photograph taken the day of his departure for college, Gary appeared to be a slender, handsome young man of nineteen, not that tall, with a tuft of honey-blond hair falling over his forehead and lively green eyes. He also looked physically fit but definitely of a slimmer frame than his powerful mother, and Emma noted in another photo taken on a beach in a Speedo, that his backside stood out round and prominent. Clearly his best asset, she thought.

From Clarissa's accounts, Emma understood that the boy had always been kept with short reins by his mother, and although it has not been put out clear she started to suspect that those pair of buttocks that looked so round and firm in that Speedo had been subjected to burning maternal corrections on more than one occasion.

It was four months after the two women had become friends that all this became clear when one evening a visibly angry Clarissa vented to Emma. It seemed that Gary had gotten involved in a stupid prank on a college professor and had been suspended for two weeks.

Clarissa, after recounting the incident, and drinking at once the glass of wine she would normally have sipped, finally exploded, “With all the recommendations I made to him! And with all the money his college costs us! Oh, but he will pay me back tomorrow with his bottom! He had already been warned that he has a spanking coming as soon as he gets into this house for his irresponsible conduct.”

'OMG,' Emma thought, surprised and excited at the revelation that the cute college boy was still spanked by his statuesque mother.

“So,” she said trying not to let out how much what she had just heard piqued her interest, “I see that you believe in spanking.”

“I sure do,” replied Clarissa, “Why? Are you against it?”

“Oh, no, not at all. Actually, I was raised by a mother who believed in it too, for me and especially for my two male brothers. I have to admit that it was effective in keeping those two rascals in line.”

“I'm glad you feel that way, you will be a good mother when you have children,” Clarissa said as she more calmly drank her second glass of wine. “You see, when a male comes of age is inclined to think he is already an adult, and instead he is still just little more than a little boy who has a great need to be guided by the wisdom and firm hand of a woman. Therefore, a sound spanking on his bare bottom, inflicted while he is bent on his mother's lap, is especially helpful in bringing him down a notch and putting him back in his place. That’s why tomorrow I will put my errant son over my lap and I will spank his tender, bare little bottom until he can’t sit down. No reason to give a spanking if it doesn’t really hurt, does it? Believe me, Emma, he will be a very sorry, weeping little boy once I’m done roasting his cute round buttocks. He will have understood the mistake he made deep in his flesh, and I'm positive that he will not return to repeat the same mistake again."

"There is such wisdom in your words," Emma told her, partly convinced by what her friend had said and partly excited by the idea of what would happen to Gary's tender little bottom the next day. "Gary is lucky to have a mother like you."

The evening ended soon, Clarissa was not very much in the mood for further conversation, and Emma was afraid to delve into the subject of Gary's corrections for fear that it would become evident how much those talks excited her. So early in the night, she found herself in her cottage mulling over what her friend had revealed. Curiosity about what would happen the next day to that handsome boy's tender buttocks devoured her. She absolutely had to see it, at worst even spying in Clarissa's cottage...but, what if she was discovered? No, that was not good, she had to find a better way. She poured herself a glass of red wine, sat down on the sofa, and set about planning how she could attend that weird, exciting event.

The next morning Emma stood guard at the window early in the morning. Clarissa had said that her son 'has a spanking coming as soon as he gets into this house'. So she intended to see the boy arrive and then put into practice the plan she had devised the night before.

It was around 11 a.m. when she saw Gary get down from an Uber. The boy looked even more handsome than in pictures, more cute than handsome actually, and Emma felt a weird excitement looking at how well his swelling round buttocks filled his jeans. Emma also noticed that he sported a sort of sad expression on his boyish face while he waited for his Mom to let him in the house. She couldn’t wait five minutes after he entered the maternal house and then, with her heart pounding, she approached her friend’s house.

When, after a little longer than usual, Clarissa opened the door Emma tried to look as scared as she could.

“I’m sorry to disturb you, Clarissa, but a swarm of wasps entered my house again. I have already called the exterminator, but he cannot arrive for a couple of hours. Can you accommodate me while he arrives?"

“Oh dear…yes sure…please, come in,” uttered a slightly surprised Clarissa.

When she entered the living room Emma was struck by a vision she would never forget. In a corner of the room free of furniture, Gary stood with his face to the wall and his hands behind the back of his head. His sweatshirt had been pulled up on his back and his underpants and underwear had been pulled down to his ankles so that his slim, fit body was stark naked from his lower back to his calves. And right in the middle of that youthful body, Emma could see the most cute, tender, round bottom she had ever seen.

“Gary, say hello to my friend Emma,” Clarissa said out loud.

“Hu, ho…please to meet you, Miss Emma,” Gary said politely in a little shaking voice.

“Excuse my son for not looking at you," Clarissa said, "When he is in the naughty corner he is not allowed to turn around."

“Oh, sure, I understand. And I'm really ashamed to barge in amidst such an intimate moment between mother and child."

“There is nothing to be ashamed of, Emma. You are a family friend and you can come here anytime you need. The only one that must be ashamed of his behavior is that naughty boy there in the corner.”

“Thank you, Clarissa,” said Emma with a chuckle. “Anyway, I don’t intend to interrupt your motherly duties.”

“Not at all, dear. On the contrary, the fact that you happen to be here right now could be even more helpful. In fact, it adds a pinch of shame to the childish correction my boy has earned. Doesn't it, Gary?”

“Ohhh…Mom…as…as you say, Mom,” Emma heard Gary answer, with a voice clearly on the verge of tears.

“Well, then, take a seat, Emma. No reason to delay what has to be done any longer.”

While Emma seated herself on the sofa Clarissa positioned a sturdy chair in the middle of the room directly in front of her, raised her skirt to almost her groin, baring a pair of incredibly muscular, tanned, meaty thighs, and seated herself in the chair.

“Ok, Gary, come out from the naughty corner and come to Mommy,” ordered Clarissa.

Having heard the awkward conversation between the two women, and being in his present shaming state, Gary was too embarrassed to face them, but as his no-nonsense Mother called him over, he had little choice. He turned and tried to hide his front with his hands. Emma quickly realized what he was trying to hide, an impressive package and a dick as hard as a rock. As the meek boy stood half-naked right before his imposing mother, his manhood, seemingly acting of its own accord, grew even further until it was stiffly arching right up pointing to the ceiling.

What was on display was not some plumpish semi-erection of confused stimuli, but a huge, full-blown hard-on, as rigid as polished stone, that prompted out from the boy's lean frame. At that view, Emma felt a twinge of excitement right between her legs. She would have thought that what was happening to poor Gary had to be the very opposite of stimulating! And yet with all evidence even if his blushing cute face, streaked with the first tears, expressed great shame and sorrow, deep inside him there must be an impossible-to-suppress sense of excitement.

For Emma, It was exciting at a high level to see that sort of intimate family moment, and it sure was greatly shaming for Gary. The poor boy blushing furiously, and trembling with embarrassment and dread, started to pitifully plead with his mother not to put him through all this at his age…or at least not in front of a stranger.

“Stop this antics at once, Gary,” his mother cut it short. “You know very well that when you have a spanking coming it must be done as soon as possible. Today it happened that Emma is here, so what? Is not the first time that Mommy has to spank your botty with someone else present.”

And with that, Clarissa ordered him over her lap. Trembling, the young man draped himself over the maternal lap, smashing his hardened manhood against Clarissa’s bare, muscular, meaty thighs.

The extent of the poor boy’s fear appeared clear to Emma. Gary was upended across his imposing mother's lap, with his legs, hampered by his garments around his ankles, dangling in the air, and his head almost touching the floor, like he was nothing else than an errant kid on his mommy’s lap. Awaiting the start of his disciplinary session at the hand of such a strong imposing woman, he was all too well aware of what was about to happen to his quivering bare bottom presented so vulnerably for his punishment. It was obvious that he had been across his mother's lap many times before, and he looked like he was on the verge of throwing up at the very idea of the merciless roasting his buttocks were about to get.

Warning her frightened son to grasp her left leg firmly with his hands, so as not to interfere with his tanning, to hold his bare butt still and in his correct boyish punishment position, Clarissa raised her powerful arm in the air.

"Please not too hard, Mommy!" Clarissa’s miserable son begged a last plea.

“Let this be a lesson to you, you naughty boy!” Said Clarissa bringing her broad thick palm down with a vicious SLAPP! causing it to bite deeply into the right cheek of the bare, upturned bottom over her lap.

SLAPP!

Gary shrieked with pain as the heavy hand once again rose overhead and snapped down without even a moment's pause between spanks.

SLAPP!

As the third punishing spank bit home, the boy quickly became frantic and panic-stricken.

"Please not so hard, Mommy! I can't stand it! It hurts horribly!" He begged.

But this only seemed to cause his mom to spank him even harder and faster.

"You're not supposed to be able to stand it. It's supposed to hurt HORRIBLY. Spankings hurt!"

The soft weeping that had been going on ever since Clarissa had called her son in front of her had now transitioned to lusty, full-throated bawling. Still, the spanks continued to rain down at an astonishingly brisk and steady pace, as the miserable boy’s bare bottom rapidly reddened under that unrelenting rain of branding smacks. By this point, Gary’s nose was running freely, and saliva and tears were pouring onto the carpet.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP! SMACK!

As Clarissa's palm landed, again and again, flattening, in turn, Gary's prominent buttocks, Emma watched amused as his pants and underpants that had started at his ankles quickly descended and pooled to the floor leaving him completely naked from the waist down except for his socks.

SLAPP! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP!

“BWUAAAAA! PWLEASEEEE MOOOM! BWUAAAAAA! PWLEASEEE, MOMMY NAAA, PWLEEESE! AHAAWWWW AHW GWAD IT HURTS SOOO BAAAD! BWUAAAAAA!”

As Emma watched completely enthralled by what was one of the most traditional and time-honored mother/son interactions that was unfolding before her, she was experiencing an intense excitement and felt her panties become soaked wet.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP! SMACK!

"ARGHHHH... AHAWHHHHH... PLEASEEEE, MOMMYYYY... AHAWHAAAAA... PLEASEEE NO MOREEEE...AHARGHHH... IT HURTS  SOOOO MUCH!... BWUAHAAAAAAAAAA!"

Paying no attention to her son's prayers and desperate crying, Clarissa kept slapping all around her son's tender, round, swelling, meaty hillocks, which every time her palm connected, compressed, and then jiggled as they sprung back.

SLAP! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! SPANK! 

Finally, Clarissa sensing that her son had taken all the punishment that he could take, ended Gary’s harsh correction and pulled the chastised boy to his feet. The poor boy’s hands went right to his sore smoldering butt, rubbing madly, not seeming to care that his erect penis and walnut-sized testicles were on display before his mother and a complete female stranger. By now his complete buttocks resembled two overripe, mottled tomatoes pressed against each other and he was regressed to the state of a very contrite little boy, hopping up and down and from foot to foot, and rubbing his smocking rear hillocks with both hands.

Emma chuckled to herself while she watched the half-naked Gary crying, one smoldered buttock clasped in each hand, doing his performance of the time-honored 'well-spanked little boy dance'.

Clarissa let her son do his antics for a couple of minutes then, with an air of dignity and calm, she stood up, took down and smoothed her skirt, then took her freshly spanked son by the ear and started to escort him outside the room.

Before starting to raise the stairs she stopped, turned to Emma, and said, “Excuse me, dear, I have to put this naughty boy in bed. After his spanking, he always has an early bedtime, no matter what time of the day is.”

And with that, she raised the stairs escorting her still-weeping and butt-rubbing son to his bedroom.

It was in a turmoil of emotions that Emma came back to her cottage that late Saturday morning.

The exterminator came, was paid, and went without doing practically anything, but it had been worth it, given the show she had been able to witness.

Seeing Gary, the cute, handsome Gary, being reduced to the state of just a bad little kid at the hands of his imposing Mother had elicited in her incredibly strong arousal. Lying in her bed on her back her hands went into her panties and her fingers were dancing over her clit. Shaken by thrills of pleasure, reviving in her mind the scene she had just witnessed, juices flooded her pussy and she had one of the best orgasms of her life.

In the days that followed Emma took every opportunity to be at Clarissa’s. At first, poor Gary was ashamed even just to make eye contact with her, especially whenever he had to sit and did it so very carefully, wincing and with a grimace of pain painted on his boyish face. But then, little by little he became accustomed to having her around the house. And of course, being a normal healthy boy with all the strong sexual appetites of youth, he was strongly attracted by Emma. It couldn't be otherwise as Emma had an amazing figure. With long honey-blonde hair and intense blue eyes, she was just a bit higher than Danny and since she enjoyed physical activity, in particular she was a good tennis player, she had an athletic physique with small but prominent breasts, shapely butt, and sturdy, tonic legs.

After a couple of days, and once Gary was able to sit with some comfort again, they started to spend some of Emma's free time together. They met often in the garden of their houses reading or playing badminton and being not so different in age they established complicity strengthened by reciprocal sexual attraction.

One day toward the end of that week, after a fierce badminton game that had left them panting and sweaty, Gary heard Emma say, “I think I’m going to take a shower.”

“A shower?” Asked Gary panting

“Uh-huh,” she answered, “I’m all sticky, maybe we can drink something later, together with your Mom when she comes back from her errands.”

“Yes sure,” Gary answered nonchalantly.

“Ok, I better go then.”                      

She pinched his cheek and headed to her cottage.

Gary watched her disappear behind the door. It seemed that the movement of her hips was even more pronounced than usual, thought the boy with hormones in turmoil, and looked like an invitation to follow her. He soon tried to banish that thought but then saw that what he knew to be Emma's bathroom window had been left open. Compelled by a kind of childish curiosity mixed with a strong sexual urge, he decided to try his luck and go spy on the beautiful neighbor.

Cautiously he approached the window keeping bent over so as not to be seen. Meanwhile, Emma had disrobed herself and was in the process of entering the shower. Tiptoeing, Gary crouched under the window and, with great caution raised his head to peer inside. Now he could glimpse the luscious body of the woman he liked so much completely bare. But just a glimpse was what he could appreciate because just when he had his eyes on Emma's naked body Gary heard his Mom's voice at his back.

"For God's sake, what is going on here?"

Gary felt the blood freeze in his veins, turned around, and saw his mother towering over him looking like she was going to start spitting nails any second.

Unable to stand his mother’s inquiring gaze the crestfallen boy, caught red-handed, couldn’t do but raise from his crouched position and, head-bowed pitifully admit what he was doing.

“Look at me!" Clarissa ordered, and when the disheartened boy raised his head to look at her, her right arm swung in the air, and her hand printed a red and sore handprint on his left cheek.

"I'm sorry Mother," was all the poor boy could utter rubbing his stinging cheek and feeling tears already forming in his eyes.

"Don't say sorry to me, you bad boy! Is to Emma that you have to apologize!" Said the angry Clarissa, grabbing him by his upper arm and bringing him inside Emma’s house.

Once in the living room, the two met Emma who having heard their talk was waiting for them wearing a bathrobe. She was highly surprised by the turn of events and quite amused to see cute Gary with a red cheek in the grips of the angry mother.

While Emma was biting her tongue to keep from smiling, Clarissa made Gary confess what he had done.

"I'm sorry Emma, please...please forgive me,” the disheartened boy concluded his confession.

"Not so fast, young man. You will be forgiven only after you have been adequately punished,” said Clarissa at that point.

She turned her son to her, opened the fly of his jeans and let them fall at his ankles, then inserted her long-nailed fingers in the waistband of his boxers and took them down just above his knees revealing a huge hard-on that pointed to the ceiling just below his tee-shirt.

“Go to the corner now,” said Clarissa pointing to an empty corner of the room, “while I talk to this poor girl you have so cowardly offended. MARCH!"

Hampered by his lowered clothes Gary took his position in the corner with his round, candid buttocks bare, just like a small kid about to have his misdeeds well attended by his maternal parent.

“Don't be so hard on him, Clarissa. After all, what he did was little more than childish mischief," Emma said at that point.

"No Emma, this absolutely can't go unpunished. I taught Gary to respect women, and he knows the consequences of not doing what Mom taught him."

“So are you going to give him a spanking?” Asked Emma hoping in her heart to see another show like the one of a week earlier.

“I certainly will, although I think you should be the one to give him the deserved punishment as a family friend and the person the bad boy offended."

“UH, oh, well,” said Emma, almost speechless from the excitement. “I don’t know, Clarissa. I mean, not that Gary wouldn't deserve a good bottom blistering, on the contrary, I think he certainly would benefit from it, but I never did such a thing and for sure I don’t have a hand as capable as yours to inflict him a spanking like the one I saw you deliver.”

Clarissa stood thoughtful for a moment, observing her broad, thick hand, and then she said, “Maybe you are right, but don’t you have a hairbrush or a wooden spoon?”

“My hairbrush is a light plastic one,” answered Emma, “I don’t think it can be of any use for this, and no, I don’t have wooden spoons, I’m not very much into cooking. But, wait a moment, I have this.”

She went into the bathroom and returned carrying a long-handled flat-backed bath brush.

“Oh that will do nicely,” said Clarissa when she saw that wooden tool. “I’m positive my naughty son will be a very sorry, repentant boy once you’re done with it.”

“Ok then,” Emma committed with a look of resolution on her face. "As I said, I never did something like that but I saw you punish Gary just last week, and besides I’m a very trained tennis player so I'm pretty sure my arm will do for the task.”

"Very well, " Clarissa replied, winking at Emma. “We do agree.”

Raising, she retrieved a straight-backed chair from under the table, bringing it to the center of the room. With a sly glance at Emma, she pointed at the chair and then walked over to where Gary stood bare-bottomed with his nose in the corner.

Clarissa slapped her son on his bare bum, and as if he had not been present while the immediate future of his buttocks was being decided by the two women, informed him, "Emma is going to give you your punishment, you naughty little boy. You just march yourself over to her and then turn over her knee. If you give her any trouble, I'll make you wish you hadn't, am I clear?"

Gary looked like he wanted to argue, which prompted Clarissa to warn him, "The only words I want to hear out of your mouth are 'Yes, Mommy' understand?"

"Yes, Mommy," Gary’s subdued answer came softly.

"Very well. Now do as you were told," she finished, pointing to Emma, who had sat on the chair.

With his face scarlet, and on the verge of throwing up for fear and shame, Gary approached Emma.

The now confident Emma patted her bare thighs peeking out from her half-opened bathrobe. Gary obeyed the gesture, turning across her lap, his bare bottom up and ready to be spanked. With a shiver of excitement, Emma felt the boy’s engulfed member smash against her bare thighs.

With a confirming look at Clarissa, who nodded in encouragement, Emma slapped the back of the bath brush on one of Gary’s bum cheeks, smarting, but a bit tentatively. With slightly more authority, she whapped him on the other side, noticing how his cheeks clenched when the brush struck. She liked it and before long she was really whacking, enjoying Gary squirming and the little noises he made as she spanked.

Clarissa watched with approval how Emma was laying down the flat back of the bath brush on her meaty target good and proper, making Gary distinctly uncomfortable. What had begun as a tentative experiment for Emma turned into a prolonged and very thorough paddling for poor Gary. Emma’s practiced tennis player arm went up and down in a blur bringing the wooden back of the hairbrush to visit every square inch of the boy's bare buttocks, sit spot, and upper thighs. Even if Gary had had an initial resolve to try to take it as a man, that faltered quite soon, as spank after spank, Emma turned his once pristine candid, round, and supple buttocks into a pair of mottled, sore-looking, flaming red balloons.

Unable to stand the burning sensation he was experiencing where he used to sit, he bawled with pain, “BWUAAAAA! PWLEASEEEE! BWUAAAAAA! EMMA NAAA, PWLEEESE! AHAAWWWW! BWUAAAAAA!”

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

“PLEASE EMMA! PLEASE! IT HURTS!”

For all his burning correction Gary alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady smacks of Emma's bath brush meeting his tender bottom flesh.

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

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

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

“WAAAAA IT HURTS SOOO BADDDDD!”

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

"PLEASE EMMA, PLEASE...I WON'T DISRESPECT YOU ANYMORE!"

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

"WHAAAAAA! I WILL RESPECT HER…MOMMY! WHAAAAAA! PLEASEEE MOMMY, MAKE HER STOP, MOMMY! WHAAAAAA! WHAHAAAAAA!" 

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

At that point, impressed by Gary's sincere pleadings and seeing the sorrowful state of his smoldering bottom, Emma stopped the searing correction and looked at Clarissa for guidance.

Softened at the sight of the tears and snot-covered face of her son, and impressed by the steaming state of his rear end, Clarissa agreed that he had been punished enough, and ordered the battered boy up from Emma's knee.

Awkwardly, the well-spanked Gary got up from across Emma's lap, cringing as she gave him a parting slap. As soon as he had achieved the standing position his hands started to feverishly rub his badly stinging rear end, hopping in place hampered by the pants around his ankles, crying to the ceiling and with his engorged member wobbling shameless all around.

Emma and Clarissa exchanged a smile of understanding as they observed the spectacle the poor boy was making of himself, prancing around the room, crying like a little girl, holding one smoldered buttock in each hand.

“I congratulate you," said Clarissa to her friend, "It was such an effective paddling. Looking at you correcting Gary I thought that I'd be glad if he would find a woman like you to be his companion in life, he so much needs a firm female hand to guide him through the perils of life. When the time comes, of course, right now he's still just a kid." Then approaching her now somewhat calmer son, "How does my naughty boy feel, hmmm? Did Emma warm your bottom well?" Clarissa asked ruffling his hair.

"Yes Mommy, I'm sorry Mommy. I'm so sorry Emma, I promise it won't happen again, ever, please forgive me!" Gary uttered in his sobbing boyish voice.

“I forgive you, Gary” Emma said approaching the boy and stomping a kiss on his tear-stained cheek, then turning to Clarissa, “You know, I always thought that having a boyfriend younger than me would be interesting. I think that living so close, in the next few years Gary and I will have the opportunity to get to know each other in depth."


Secret Revealed

That evening Michelle and George were at Bill and Eleanor's home for dinner. While the two husbands could not be said they had much confidence, being busy in their jobs with different schedules, Michelle and Eleanor, had become fast friends since both couples in their thirties had moved into the housing development a few years ago.

The dinner was not fancy, Bill did burgers on his barbecue, but it was very festive. Eleanor and Michelle only had two glasses of white wine, but George had some beers more than what he was used to, and Bill seemed to always have a glass half full of single malt that he filled again as soon as he finished it. He was really cutting loose.

Eleanor had stopped drinking and clearly was not happy about her husband’s over-indulgence. The guests saw her whispering into Bill’s ear several times as the evening progressed. Each time, he laughed, nodded, and grinned at Eleanor. A short time later, his glass would be back in his hand.

When a cold breeze started to develop, all of them gathered paper plates and anything else that might fly away and went indoors. Bill tried to be helpful, but he was having a hard time navigating his way through the door into the house.

Finally, Eleanor’s patience seemed to reach its limit. She grabbed Bill by the wrist and, without a word, hauled him upstairs and down the hall to their bedroom and the door was shut, firmly. George looked at Michelle and said that perhaps they should take the hint and leave, but she was reluctant to walk out without having the chance to say goodbye.

After a few moments of silence, from downstairs Bill's unintelligible voice was heard interspersed with muffled sounds. It must have been a good ten minutes before Eleanor came back down the stairs, and Bill was not with her.

Michelle and Eleanor hugged, George asked Eleanor to say goodbye to her husband for him, and the couple departed out the front door.

When they reached the sidewalk and turned towards their house a block away, George said, “Well, the evening ended a little strange don’t you think? I wonder what Eleanor had to say to Bill when she dragged him up to their bedroom. I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes, she didn’t look happy.”

“I doubt there were many words exchanged,” Michelle said. “Eleanor was probably done trying to counsel her hubby well before she led him up the stairs.”

“You may be right, but there must have been some pointed conversation taking place. Eleanor was up there with Bill for a good ten minutes.”

“What I think is that Eleanor let her hairbrush do all the talking,” Michelle said, “and it must have been a very thorough…discussion to take that long.”

“What does a hairbrush have to do with a discussion?” Asked George puzzled.

“You don’t know what a woman’s hairbrush has to do with a misbehaving boy?”

George stopped.

“You mean you think Eleanor spanked Bill?” he said.

“Yes, and it wouldn’t be the first time.”

George started walking again, thinking over what Michelle just revealed. 

“Lucky guy,” he muttered, not intending to be heard.

“What, dear?” Michelle asked.

“Oh, nothing.”

“I thought you said something like Bill was a ‘lucky guy,’ or was I hearing things?”

‘Damn,’ George thought, ‘why did I let that pass my lips,’ and babbled, “Yeah…It was just a little silliness…”

They were almost home, and the conversation ended until they stepped inside.

Once in their living room, Michelle asked, “So, tell me, George, what did you mean when you said Bill was lucky to be spanked by Eleanor?” 

“Oh, it was just a random thought.”

Michelle stared at her husband, a quizzical expression with one eyebrow raised.

“Well, if you want to know…” George was forced to answer blushing lightly, “It’s just that getting put over a woman’s knee for a spanking is something that sometimes a man can miss.”

“Miss?”

“Yep…from his childhood, you know.”

George stood there, blushing even more, not believing what he had just revealed. He had just confessed to his wife something that was hidden in the back of his brain for most of his life, since his teenage years, when his mother’s painful and shaming corrections ended.

Michelle took in what her husband had just said, then asked, “So, Is this a fantasy of yours you’ve kept hidden from me?” She’d gone from quizzical to teasing. “Have you been secretly fantasizing about the spankings your mommy gave you when you were a naughty little boy? Did she pull down your pants, stretch you over her lap, and smack your little, bare bottom red and sore? Hmm?”

Unable to stand his wife's mockingly stern gaze George blushed and bowed his head.

“Raise your head, young man, look at me when I talk to you,” his wife told him, still halfway between stern and amused.

George complied and uttered, “Yes, ma’am.”

While a half smile painted on her lips Michelle said, “Back to this spanking fetish you never mentioned. Isn’t that cause enough for me to take you over my knee?”

“What?... I mean…do you think you should?” Uttered George amazed. 

Paying no heed to her husband's astonishment, Michelle kept scolding as she stepped back and pulled a kitchen chair away from the table. 

“I definitely think I should and besides, I was not pleased with your conduct at our friend’s dinner, you drank far too many beers, and now you are going to pay the price for that.”

With that Michelle raised her skirt to her hips, sat down, moved her astonished husband around next to her, unfastened his belt, took down the zip, lowered his jeans down to his ankles, and pulled him over her lap. She used both hands to position George’s bum where she wanted it, then smoothed his boxers, adjusting the hem so they lay just right. Satisfied, she applied a swat to the bottom in front of her with all her arm’s strength.

“Wow,” George protested, “not so hard!”

“You don’t know what hard is, naughty boy,” Michelle said and gave him another firm swat.

“Ouch, owh,” George exclaimed.

Michelle applied a dozen solid spanks on her husband’s bottom through his boxers, then paused.

“I don’t think your Mom would have settled for some light pats to your undies, would she? Rise up,” she ordered.

Obediently George arched his back to lift off of her lap a little and Michelle slid his boxers down past his knees. Once he went back down his hardened manhood smashed against his wife’s pantyhosed thighs.

“There, that’s much better,” she said, massaging his naked cheeks.

Then resuming landing her solid slaps she said, “Oh yes, this is more like it, I can see your skin turn pinker with each spank.”

“I…I’m not sure that’s necessary, honey,” George said starting to really feel an unpleasurable burning sensation in his rear.

“Oh, I’m sure it is,” said Michelle continuing to deliver those hard spanks.

“Hey, ease up, please honey!” George protested starting to feel his eyes watering.

“Oh no, naughty boy, you don’t get to decide how I spank you,” Michelle said, continuing to land slap after slap.

“What have we here?” She then said, sensing the hardened manhood rubbing against her thighs, “It looks like somebody enjoys being spanked. You really are a naughty boy, aren’t you?”

Michelle redoubled her efforts in smacking her husband’s bottom. She was really walloping him now, and he started sobbing softly and twisting his hips, and waving his feet. 

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” she said. “Your naughty bottom is finally turning a good shade of red.”

To George all that seemed more and more like one of his childish corrections. Surrendering into the scene and picturing how he must have looked, half-naked, draped over his wife’s lap embarrassed him greatly but it also turned him on at a high level.

“I never realized how much work it is to spank a deserving bottom,” Michelle complained at that point. She shook her hand and said, “And I think this is hurting my hand as much as it is your bottom.”

George doubted that very much, but did not intend to argue the point in his vulnerable position.

“Fortunately, we are in the kitchen and have wooden spoons here handy. Get up and fetch one to me.”

Stunned, with a broken voice, George began pitifully pleading, “NO! Please no, honey, not the wooden spoon, please…I have been punished enough, please, I promise I will be a good boy, please!”

Unmoved his wife just stretched her arm in the direction of the utensils drawer and said, “March!”

By now under the total control of his wife George, hampered by the garments wrapped around his ankles, sheepishly wobbled over to the drawer and rummaged inside. When he came back to Michelle he was holding a sturdy, paddle-like, wooden spatula.

"Please sweety, don’t spank my b…bottom with this," he begged, his voice being more that of a well-spanked child than that of a self-confident man.

He stood in front of his wife and handed the spatula to her with a shaking hand.

Slapping the business end of that wooden tool on her other hand, Michelle said, “I’m a bit irritated that you never told me about this deep, dark secret. So, let’s just see how a real spanking from me stands up to your imagination. Over my knee, you naughty boy!”

As soon as George was once again over her lap, Michelle lifted the spatula high and brought it down with a resounding CRACK! A spatula-shaped white spot appeared on George’s left cheek that quickly changed to a deep red. 

“AHAWWWW! THAT HURTS!” Wailed George, sensing tears spring out of his eyes.

His comment was completely ignored as Michelle started to deliver a flurry of very hard spanks with that oversized spatula.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

George’s swelling buttocks were no match for the spatula, not by a long shot. Every inch of his bum cheeks and upper thighs was already glowing red from his wife’s hand spanking before she got started with the spatula and now his rear end was literally smoldering.

"No, Honey, no! I've learned my lesson! ARGHHH! AWHWWW! Pleeeeease! Nooooooo! Ohhhhhh! Stop! MOMMYYYYYY!"

George pleaded unashamedly, unable to discern what he was saying.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"AHAWWWW! OHWHWWW! PLEASE MOMMYYYY! IT STINGS SOOO BAD! BWUAHHHHH! NO MORE!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity to George but that was hardly longer than a minute, his loving wife put the wooden spatula on the table and gently massaged his wounded rear end. 

“There. What do you think, honey? Was that an adequate enough spanking?”

“OHW, GOD,” George said managing to suppress the sobbing, “My…my bottom hurts so much, honey. I promise I will be a good husband from now on. I mean it, sweety. I will obey you, honey, always!”

Biting her tongue to keep from letting out a laugh, Michelle said in the most serious tone she could, "You'd better, or there will be plenty more of this! Now get up,” and punctuated this sentence with a solid hand spank.

George struggled to his feet and rushed both hands to his smoldered, swollen buttocks. He stood there, hopping from foot to foot, trying to rub some of the horrible stings his wife had ignited there, obscenely trusting his hardened manhood out in front of her.

“I think we should move to the bedroom now,” said Michelle chuckling, observing the state of arousal of her husband.

“We’ve catered to your fantasies long enough. It's time to prove whether the promises you just made to be a good husband are true. Step out of your pants, you won’t be needing them.”

George stepped out of his pants and boxers, leaving them on the floor of the kitchen. Michelle stripped as she walked down the hall, leaving a trail of clothing behind her for him to follow. It was a long and enjoyable night for both of them.


The Strict Colleague

Sarah was a tall, voluptuous woman in her forties. Even if not overweight she was not on the slim side. She was a sturdy, toned, well-proportioned, curvaceous woman. She had shoulder-length black hair, and cool, piercing blue eyes that exuded self-confidence and authority. And since she had come to work in the office Arnold also worked in, the young man couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Sarah realized that the shy 23-year-old boy kept staring at her. Whenever she moved around the office, if she bent down to pick something up, or even just when she was sitting at her desk, she had that nagging feeling of his gaze clinging to her body.

Finally, after it had barely been two weeks since she had been transferred there, Sarah couldn't take it anymore. So a late afternoon when only the two of them had remained at work, she decided to confront the impudent and rude boy.

“I wondered if you have some sort of problem with me, Arnold?” She asked staring at him with her cool eyes after she had beckoned him to her desk. “I've noticed that every time I look up from my work, you're looking at me. I did consider speaking to the manager about it, but I thought it only fair to speak with you first.”

“Oh no, Sarah…ma’am, really, I don't have a problem with you…far from it,” he blurted out, feeling himself blushing.

“Then perhaps you'd care to explain your annoying behavior?”

The cool eyes of Sarah were reading Arnold like a book. He was sure of it. He was momentarily lost for words and feared his face had now flushed red.

“I'm waiting Arnold, I want an explanation,” she said, quietly but coldly, her eyes never leaving him.

“Well, hum…ma’am,” Arnold finally said in a barely audible tone, “I find you attractive…very attractive, and I feel, drawn to, hum…admiring you. I've not been able to stop myself. I'm so sorry that I’ve caused you concern. I will stop...I promise. I'm really sorry, ma’am, please, don’t speak with the manager.”

While he blabbered his shaming explanation, he had noticed her face mellow a bit, and the hint of a smile appear.

Sarah continued to regard the boy for a few moments, then said with a softer tone, “You're only twenty-three, Arnold. I'm old enough to be your mother. Perhaps your eyes should be looking elsewhere.”

“But you are just perfect for me, ma’am,” Arnold replied in a rush, then realizing he had dared too much he corrected himself with a shy smile, "I mean, that no matter your age you are a woman any man would desire."

Sarah continued to regard him in an almost motherly way for a few moments. There was a warmth in her eyes. He sensed that maybe she was a bit interested in him too.

“I'll be honest with you, Arnold,” Sarah said then, “I do find you of interest, and I'm flattered that a good-looking young man like you would find a lady of my age attractive. Nevertheless, your behavior is not acceptable. And while talking to the manager about this may be too much, given the consequences this would have, nevertheless I still believe that it should be sanctioned in some way. So that you understand that embarrassing a lady should not, I repeat should not be done, ever!"

“Sanctioned ma’am? Do…do you mean punished?”

Sarah’s eyes widened barely hearing Arnold mention the word ‘punished’ after having heard him call her ‘ma’am’.

“Punished, yes. As I said I’m old enough to be your mother and I bet your own mother wouldn’t be pleased with your inappropriate behavior, would she?”

“No ma’am. She sure wouldn’t, ma’am,” said Arnold blushing even more and bowing his head.

“Look at me when I speak to you, young man,” said Sarah, and when Arnold raised her mortified eyes to meet hers she followed on, “So tell me, Arnold. What your mother would have done if she caught you embarrassing a lady with your behavior?”

“Oh, hum…a spanking…” Arnold murmured.

‘Why the hell I said such a thing’, Arnold thought as soon as the words got out of his mouth. Sure, his Mom did spank him, when he was a kid, but it was more than ten years that it didn’t happen anymore, how had it occurred to him now?

For a few moments, which seemed eternal to Arnold, Sarah peered at him as if reading his mind, then stated, “Very well, I think a good, sound spanking will be a sanction enough.”

“But it will hurt!” Arnold heard himself say and suddenly thought about the silliness of his reaction, he had practically admitted that that woman had the authority to inflict him such a childish correction.

“Oh, yes,” Sarah said rising from her desk and moving her chair in the middle of the empty office. “Of course, it will hurt, and I consider it my responsibility to make sure it does hurt. I'm sure you realize that that's the whole point of a spanking. If it doesn't hurt, it doesn't work.”

As she made this awkward but obvious judgment, Sarah lifted her skirt almost to her crotch and sat back in her chair. Admiring her meaty sturdy thighs in sheer pantyhose, Arnold felt his manhood grow in a hard-on hardly confined by his underpants. A half smile painted on Sarah's lips in front of the evidence of his arousal swelling his pants. Then with the forefinger of her right hand, she beckoned him in front of her.

Overwhelmed by the sensual authority emanating from that voluptuous, curvaceous, authoritarian lady, Arnold couldn’t do but obey, and in no time he found himself between her open, pantyhosed legs.

Before he knew what was happening, Sarah had pulled his trousers down to his knees, followed by his underpants. His face was flushed red with humiliation, as his state of arousal was revealed and his cock, hard as a rock, stood attention just in front of Sarah’s eyes. Her eyes lingered on it for a few moments, before she firmly pulled him over her lap. Arnold felt her hand raise the tail of his shirt to fully bare his bottom, as his erection was pressed hard against her sheer thighs.

“A nice, bare, flawless, firm, bottom, just crying out to be spanked,” she purred, as she gently stroked his bottom, but soon she raised her powerful arm and smashed her flat palm down hard on that target.

SLAP!

She slapped his right bottom cheek, firmly. The sting was sharp, but not unbearable, thought Arnold.

SLAP!

Sarah slapped Arnold’s left bottom cheek even harder, and he felt his erection harden even more.

SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK!

Arnold gasped, as the stinging slaps started to really rain down on each bottom cheek. These were harder, the sting increasing to an almost unbearable level.

SMACK! SMACK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Arnold cried out in shock as the spanking progressed in earnest. Sarah was spanking him hard, and methodically. The sting had become unbearable now, and she still wasn't stopping. Tears had already started to split out from his eyes and his pitched wailing resembled those of a well-punished little boy.

SMACK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SLAP!

By now Arnold was gasping and struggling over Sarah’s lap. The stinging sensation where he used to sit was incredible. He had never experienced a spanking that could cause such an excruciating burning sensation. His right hand reached back to shield his smoldered bottom, but Sarah was ready for it. She grasped his wrist with her free hand, then pressed it into the small of his back. The spanking continued as he writhed and gasped with her cheeks damped in tears and snot.

SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK!

It was probably after just a bit more than a couple of minutes, but they were very long minutes to Arnold when Sarah stopped the flurry of hard palm spanks. Arnold thought it was over, and relief flooded through him. His bottom was literally smoldering.

“Now, Arnold, I hope this will help you to remember to respect ladies and also who, between me and you, is older and in charge,” Sarah said, a little breathlessly.

As Arnold whined his total assent to those words, Sarah raised once again her strong arm up to the ceiling and started to bring her broad palm down again, even harder than before.

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

His crying eyes widened and he gasped in disbelief, as the punishing hand was brought down enthusiastically on alternate bottom cheeks. The intense sting was off the scale. Within just a few more of those hardest spanks, his bottom felt like it had been placed in a furnace.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

Arnold cried out his anguish and pitifully pleaded with his chastiser to ‘please, oh please stop’ even calling her ‘Mommy’ in the frenzy of the burning pain. His pitiful begging was ignored. The spanking continued with vigor, and the sting defied belief. He was writhing in a frenzy, gasping and sobbing, but there was no mercy. At one point, he almost managed to wriggle off Sarah’s lap, but she was a strong woman, and she pulled him back in place. She increased the tempo to hard and fast. The sting was absolutely unbelievable.

And then, suddenly, it was over. Sarah released her grip on his wrist, and he slid off her lap onto his knees. His hands shot back to cup his burning buttocks. Tears flowed freely down his cheeks.

“I like to save the hardest until last,” Sarah said, chuckling and caressing Arnold’s hair.

Overwhelmed by the passion for that beautiful lady that had punished him so thoroughly Arnold hugged her sheer thighs and finished crying all his sorrow over them.

Sarah, softened by the sight of that young handsome man that she had so severely corrected, said, "Take off my shoes, Arnold." 

Arnold’s hands almost shaking from the excitement slipped the heels off her feet. He took her feet in his hands, one at a time, and he gave each of her feet a kiss.

Looking him straight in the eye she said in a soft but commanding tone, "Take completely off your pants, Arnold.”

Arnold took the garments still rolled around his ankles and pulled them off, his erection sticking out like a flagpole.

"Now Take my skirt off," was Sarah's next command.

Arnold slipped his fingers inside the waistband of her skirt, tugged it down, and slipped it off. For a second he wondered if he should have taken her pantyhose and panties off with it. 

As if reading his thoughts, she said, "These too." 

After Arnold helped her out of her pantyhose and panties she was totally naked from the waist down. 

"Now continue," she ordered.

Arnold’s nuts were sorely aching with desire for the woman whom he by now completely adored. He then slipped his hands down her blouse and worked lightly around the base of each breast. Then, inserting his hands in her lacy brassiere ran his fingertips gently and tenderly all over her firm generous breasts, playing with the hardening nipples.

"Use your mouth, Arnold," was Sarah’s next hoars command.

Hungrily, he kissed, licked, tongued, and sucked on her pussy, tasting the sweet nectar of her now profuse secretions. She placed both her hands on his head and pressed his face toward her pussy. Without her saying a word, Arnold knew she wanted more, and he devoured her crotch as never before. A few moments later Sarah rocked with a powerful orgasm. 


Winona Takes Charge

Dolores returned from her daily shift tired and foot-sore. Working two jobs to keep up with Thomas’ tuition strained her stamina. Although still young herself, having had Thomas when she was 20, the constant need to work was aging her. But what else could she do? Her late husband's life insurance only went so far. 

She was willing to make sacrifices but still, Thomas's grades gnawed at her stoicism. No one likes making a vain sacrifice. It was time for her son to get serious. But what would it take to wake him up? Scolding and nagging him hadn't helped. She had nagged him since his freshman year and what good had it done? And if she threatened to stop paying for his school, she worried he'd just quit college and end up with a job that would never be as good as what he might get with a degree.

In any case, things couldn't go on that way. Something had to be done and it had to be done now while her son was home for midterm vacations.

With these worries swirling in her brain Dolores took a shower, then dressed and put on her makeup. Once she had finished her regime, she checked in on Thomas. She could see him in a face-down flop, tangled in his sheets, from his half-open door. She leaned her head in amused at the boyish pose.

Rushing out to make her Friday night shift, Dolores pushed open the back door, startling her only child's girlfriend as she was about to knock.

"Oh! Hello, ma’am." Winona stuttered as she stepped back recovering her balance.

"Hi, Winona. Sorry for nearly knocking you over."

"No harm done. Is Thomas home?"

"Yes, he got back from State about two hours ago."

"Great. We're supposed to go to the park tomorrow if the weather holds, but I wanted to pop in tonight to welcome him back. He sounded a bit down on the phone."

"Well, you must have heard about the midterms," Dolores frowned.

"Yes," Winona frowned in sympathy. "I heard."

Shaking her head, Dolores snapped, "I just don't know what he's thinking, or if he's thinking at all! Honestly," she huffed, "Sometimes I think that boy needs a good spanking, never mind he's 19."

Winona nodded her immediate agreement.

"I think you are right, ma’am. He definitely deserves one."

Dolores smiled at how readily Winona supported her postulated threat. She was obviously as concerned about Thomas as she was.

"You know what my mother does when my brother acts as Thomas is doing?" The pretty blonde girl asked and Dolores shook her head no, looking at her with an inquisitive look.

“I will tell you. She goes to his room and meaningfully scolds him, and then she bares his bottom and spanks him so soundly with her hairbrush that for him sitting down is not an option for some time!"

“But your brother is twenty-two if I’m not wrong.”

“Yes ma’am, you are right, but Mom says that until she pays for him, when he acts as a silly kid he needs and deserves to be treated just like one.”

"Oh, I see her point," Dolores said in amazement. "Well, dear, I have to be off to work. See you soon.”

“Think about what I told you, ma’am. It is for Thomas’ own good.”

“I will, Winona, bye.”

"It's ready now. Come sit.”

It was Saturday morning, and Dolores' day off. Dooling out bacon and eggs, she called her son who had just come out of the shower, to the breakfast table.

“I’m coming Mom. Just let me get dressed,” answered the boy wrapped in his bathrobe.

“Don’t worry, you're perfect just like that,” said the mother seriously, then when her boy sat down in front of his plate she followed on, “We haven’t finished dealing with this midterm issue."

"Oh Mom, not that again."

"Yes, that again," Dolores insisted. "However, you might be interested to know that after a lot of thought, I've decided that nagging you is not the answer."

"Well, thanks, Mom," Thomas nodded. "You'll see. I will do better."

"I'm sure you will, son, but there's still the issue of these grades. They are unacceptable."

"Well there's nothing I can do about the current grades but I can work to raise them by the end of the term, and I will."

"Thomas, I know there's nothing YOU can do about these midterm grades now," Dolores agreed.

"Mom…there's nothing anyone can do."

"Well, that's not entirely true, Thomas. But finish your breakfast for now. I'll explain more when you're done."

Thomas stared quizzically at his mother wondering if the stress of working two jobs had finally gotten to her, not comprehending that in a very real but unexpected way it had. Curiosity prompted brisk consumption of bacon and eggs, so Thomas was soon ready for his promised explanation.

"All done?" Dolores received a brisk nod and a full-mouthed grunt of assent at her question. "Fair enough. Come with me."

Thomas was puzzled at the tone but followed his enigmatic mother while swallowing his last mouthful.

Entering the bedroom, Dolores turned on her heels, and staring at her son with a frown that he had not seen in years, she began to say, “Thomas I have been working as hard as I can to keep you in school. It hasn't been easy, but I haven't complained. I would do anything to help you succeed. Up until now, that has meant working my butt off to raise tuition money and pestering you about your grades. But we both know how well that has worked. So like I said I am prepared to resort to anything, and I mean that. So..." Dolores took a deep breath, "Because your attitude towards your grades shows an unfortunate lack of maturity and self-discipline, and because I now believe the reason is a lack of meaningful consequences, I am going to provide what I think is a consequence perfectly suited to the maturity level you seem to be functioning on."

The confused boy blinked uneasily at this ominous proclamation, but his eyes truly bulged hearing what his mother calmly but sternly added.

"Now if you please, come here young man,” Dolores said as she sat, knees together, in her short dress on her vanity stool.

Thomas recognized the routine although he had not been a part of this particular ritual in many, many years now. Despite the seeming absurdity of the situation, he found himself automatically obeying, out of the same reluctant obligation he had felt when he was summoned this way as a kid. Only when his mother suggested that he toss his bathrobe on the bed did he snap out of his compliant daze and balk.

"You can't be serious, Mom," he whined.

"I'm very serious," Dolores assured him. "And it was your own dear Winona who told me just this past Friday that I should do this. So if Winona thinks it's a good idea, and I think it's a good idea, perhaps you'd like to give me one good reason why you think it isn't?"

Scrambling for a good objection resulted in a nervous Thomas's silence.

Dolores waited patiently letting him dangle and then concluded, "I thought not. Robe please."

Crestfallen and blushing profusely, Thomas slid off the robe and clumsily covered his half-mast cock as his face baked in its embarrassment.

"Nothing I haven't seen before, sweety,” Dolores chided. "However, you aren't a kid anymore, so I suppose this is a bit more embarrassing, but that is as it should be. Kindly hand me that hairbrush, please."

“The…the hairbrush, Mom?” Thomas asked in disbelief, blinking.

“Yes, that wooden hairbrush right there, sweety. It seems that Winona’s mother had achieved good results with the use of one of that kind. Anyway, you are not a kid anymore so I think my hand may not be enough. Go ahead, hairbrush!”

Thomas made a reflexive yip of protest but obeyed, handing over the flat-backed wooden implement to his mother. Dolores took it from him and tapped her half-bare thighs with it, pleased that her son obeyed the gesture without objection. Evidently, she had well-conditioned him in his youth.

"Now you can fuss and cry and plead all you want, though you could try to take your punishment like a man, however, you had better not try to get up once I start, if you know what is good for you!”

A warm left hand pressed down on Thomas's lower back while Dolores's right arm arched back and snapped the brush authoritatively into the waiting, shivering, round bottom in front of her.

The resulting jiggle was as satisfying as the sound of sucked air through gritted teeth that accompanied it. In seconds the struck spot on the crown of Thomas’s round, swelling, right buttock pinkened. Inspired by the reaction, Dolores steeled herself into her seat with determination and began to spank with measured ferocity.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Thomas maintained his manly stoicism for the first dozen smacks, but his resolve crumbled soon thereafter. Dolores found that the yelping and kicking bolstered her confidence that this might truly be the right consequence Thomas might fear. Seeing him kick in a genuine panic proved that a spanking at 19 was as effective as ever.

Although she hadn't set a numerical limit, Dolores found herself counting the strokes in her head. By about fifty she felt fairly satisfied but decided to continue for a couple of dozens more. Finally, a little bit of blistering on the sit spot would do no real harm but certainly, add to the experience every time her son tried to sit down in the next few days.

She delivered the next dozen all on the sit-spot, very slowly, and with a lot of force, lecturing as she went, "Now when you come back in a few weeks, I want to see your test and quiz scores, just like in school. And if they aren't good, we'll be doing this all over again, understand?"

"AHAWWWW, YES…YES MOMMYYYY! AHARGHHH!” Thomas blubbered.

With another dozen to go, Dolores launched into a manic flurry of crisp smacks delivered in a staccato blur of sting as Thomas thrashed and shouted shamelessly.

Finally, she stopped, "OK, up."

Quickly, Thomas clambered off the lap with tears strained cheeks and reached for his hot bottom while dancing an impromptu jig in place. He hopped up and down in front of his ‘Mommy’, all the time rubbing frantically his badly smoldered bum cheeks, oblivious that his now fully engorged member danced obscenely in front of him.

Dolores just grinned smugly at such a comical performance wondering where the modesty that was such a big deal earlier had disappeared to. As he settled down, she rose and took him out of the room, left hand holding his left wrist while the right, still armed with the hairbrush, urged him along with sharp prodding slaps all the way to the corner at the end of the hallway, where he was parked with his swollen, flaming red bottom on display, just like when as a kid he had been bad.

That Saturday afternoon Thomas was chilled out. Vacation was almost finished and next Monday he had to come back to College. But today, with her Mom at work, was enjoying the slower pace around the house

He knew he had to meet Winona at 7 p.m. for dinner at the mall, but in the afternoon he could relax. He started browsing sites that neither his Mom nor Winona would approve of. Then, around 5 p.m., he went to the fridge to have a beer in front of the TV set. The beer became two, and Thomas also took a nap there on the couch in front of the TV.

The next thing he remembers was being woken up by the time it was dark by a knocking at the door and the voice of Winona asking, “Thomas, you in there?”

Thomas opened the door somewhat sheepishly, both glad and frightened to see Winona. Once inside the house and after scrutiny of her drowsy and tipsy fiancée Winona confronted him about his sloppy, disrespectful behavior.

How dare he leave her planted to wait for him for over an hour without a valid reason and without even giving notice? And…had he been drinking beer? Aware of his faults Thomas, bow-headed, didn't dare to argue and he felt just like a naughty little boy being lectured by his mom.

Though a full year younger, Winona seemed more mature than her boyfriend. Bright blue eyes lit her round face with a wholesome radiance. But when she had a mission, her countenance seemed to glower rather than glow. And tonight she was on a mission about the attitude of her boyfriend, that she couldn’t stand anymore. Arms folded tightly and lips pursed and skewed to one side, the petite hellcat leaned walked him menacingly against the wall.

Thomas cowered. Not much taller to begin with, under her disapproving scowl, he seemed smaller, and blushed, his ears red as heated irons. Always looking more juvenile than his age and being fair also, when he blushed the effect was even more pronounced reverting the young adult to a teenager.

"I’m sorry Winona," was all he could finally murmur.

"This is serious, Thomas," Winona explained with a tone of controlled exasperation. "I can’t stand your attitude toward every commitment you make in your life, no matter how small, anymore. Look, we agreed to get married once you were out of college. That meant graduating college, not flunking out. You barely made it through your Freshman year, and now this year is turning out even worse. And it's not for any other reason than goofing off. You are certainly smart enough, but you have to do the work, Thomas.”

“I know, honey,” a humble Thomas said looking at his girlfriend with a downcast look. “But…but you know what Mom already did about it.”

“Obviously, she did not make a good enough impression on you, if after only a few days you go back to acting in this sloppy way with your fiancee. Men don’t behave like this, little boys do. Once again, you need to be treated just like the little boy you act as.”

“What…what do you mean, sweety?” Asked Thomas seriously worried by his infuriated girlfriend’s words.

“What I mean, young man is that I’m gonna keep the situation in my own hands. You are going to be spanked soundly and thoroughly on the bare bottom for your behavior. I have more than enough reasons to spank you for a month and that is exactly how long I intend to make sure your bottom is going to be sore. Your behavior and attitude are inexcusable and you must understand that will not be tolerated anymore, nor by your dear Mom nor by me!” And the young girl ended her tirade with an ominous, "I'll be needing a hairbrush.”

"There…there’s one on my mother's vanity," Thomas offered with a subdued, broken voice.

"Get it," Winona ordered and watched as her meek victim hurried to obey. The sight of this pale man-child trying to impress her with the prompt retrieval of the instrument destined to be his undoing, made her smile. After a dash to fetch it, the brush was handed over with a hopeful 'see-how-obedient-I-am' smile that seemed so boyishly naive, that it made her chuckle. It was as if he thought that this one quick act of compliance would soften her.

"OK, honey. It's time," she formally announced, sitting down on the sofa and downwardly wagging a finger at his overalls.

Needing no verbal instruction, the sullen youth took his overall to his calves.

“Boxers too,” ordered Winona.

Obediently Thomas peeled down his last bit of covering as his girlfriend watched with unabashed glee. This last bit of baring pleased her. Even the most serious eighteen-year-old girl would not be immune to the pleasure of seeing a cute half-naked boy. She liked Thomas's body. It was youthful and masculine, while gentle and boyish. Other than a sparse tuft of brown hair beneath each arm and above his genitals, his soft body ran pale and smooth. Even his legs only sported barely noticeable fairways of down. Fully exposed and fully scrutinized, Thomas stepped forward and placed himself over Winona’s leggings-covered lap, butt up, palms on the floor.

Instantaneously Winona laid into his bottom cheek with the flat back of Dolores’ hairbrush.

SMACK!

The first blow landed hard on Thomas’ left cheek followed by another equally hard SMACK! to the right. After that Winona entered in the spirit of things and started to deliver a barrage of hard hairbrush smacks to her fiancee’s swelling hillocks.

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

Despite his conscious acceptance of his fate, Thomas’ body could not mirror his resolve. He kicked, wriggled, and carried on like a boy half his age.

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

Winona didn't mind the thrashing about too much, since none of the wrangling was geared towards escape. Thomas was just honestly reacting to the pain, and she could accept that. Being fair-skinned, Thomas's rear colored vividly under assault. Winona was delighted with how the unyielding brush’s flat back painted such drastic ovals of color without the aid of any pigment. Each swat was a crisp outline of the brush itself that only blurred as subsequent swats overlapped in an overall effusion of soreness. To his credit, Thomas did not try to bargain or beg. His only outcries were of sheer pain not pleas.

Once Winona was satisfied, she stopped and let him up. Thomas slowly rose from his prone position and once he was standing he started a comic dance, hopping up and down hampered by the garments wrapped around his ankles, rubbing frantically his swollen, flaming red buttocks and thighs, oblivious that his hardened cock hopped all around.

"You'll be feeling that for a while, I think."

"AHAWWW! Yes, Ma'am! OOWHWW! I'm sure, Ma'am! BWUAHAA! Thank you, Ma'am," Thomas stammered while wincing with great handfuls of his badly burned buttocks in each hand.

The unsolicited litany of "Ma'am's" and the pitiful show her boyfriend was offering her amused Winona.

"OK, Thomas." Winona now softened. "Hopefully we won't need a repeat of this." She opened her arms as Thomas shuffled in for a hug.

"No Ma'am. I really will do better, I promise,” said Thomas whose sobbing had finally decreased. “I love you, Winona. And I understand that you are only doing what you know is best for me."

"I love you too, sweety," she smiled warmly, glowing once again, her stern disciplinarian now receding to the background. “Do it sting bad?”

“OHHHH, honey, yessss. You really burned me back there.”

“Go and see if your Mom has some cold cream, dear…I think that I can rub some on your cute, little red bottom. What do you think?” Told Winona with a hoarse voice.

Kicking off her shoes, Dolores sat at her vanity and took off her earrings, thereby beginning her nightly routine. Snatching some tissues, she reached for her jar of cream out of habit and was startled to find it on the opposite side of her vanity, and with the lid loose. She always twisted the lid shut snugly. Still, fatigued as she was, she figured even a creature of habit such as herself could be forgetful. Frowning, she reached next for her hairbrush while pulling pins from her hair. But it too was not in its usual spot and it was laying bristle-side up. Liz never left her hairbrush bristle-side up. Someone had been in her room and it had to have been Thomas or Winona. The thought annoyed her, but only briefly. She didn't like her things tampered with, but if Winona needed some cold cream or a quick touch-up with her hairbrush and she was not home to be asked, she could overlook it. She liked Winona and was happy that her only son had found such an understanding woman in his life.
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