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Mrs. Angela Panelli

Ellen met outstanding Angela Panelli the first day she moved into her new home.

Ellen had already been married to Paul for four months; theirs had been an unexpected marriage. She and the attractive engineer met while he was sent to follow a project in California. The spark had been struck between the 26-year-old pretty woman and Paul, and their elopement in Las Vegas had ended in a marriage as rushed as it was passionate.

After finishing the project Paul had been sent to direct, the couple was back in Paul’s hometown. Since Ellen’s job as a digital creator allowed her to work anywhere from home, it had not been a big deal for her to leave her house to go live with her husband, where he had grown up, where his work was based, and where his family still lived. If anything, the problem was how Paul behaved. Not that he was a slacker or drunk, nothing like that; it was just that in his everyday life, living with Paul was like having at home a bratty kid in a man’s body rather than a husband. But, for God’s sake, thought Ellen, you can always spank a kid if he behaves irresponsibly and foolishly. But a husband?

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

However, there had been no spanking with Paul, just a bit of frustration at his most teenage mischievousness. Otherwise, Ellen sincerely loved Paul, who was a passionate lover and, at work, a serious professional.

Paul’s house, where they had gone to live, happened to be a cottage next door to his family home. Only a few yards of a well-kept garden separated the two houses bordering wood, so Ellen became Angela Panelli’s and her children’s neighbors.

Ellen was struck by her mother-in-law’s outstanding appearance and strong character from the start. Angela Panelli was a big, powerfully built woman. In her early fifties, she was tall, with a large, very maternal bosom, wide hips, generous bum, and sturdy, meaty legs.

And she was a strong woman, too. When young, she had been a gymnast of some stature, and as the years passed, she had always kept her muscular body in shape. Additionally, years of housework strengthened her arms and hands because Mrs. Panelli, even if wealthy, had always taken care of her house in the first person. She married young, just after graduating, and with her husband, a well-earning professional, she decided to live as a stay-at-home mom and wife. She was also a skilled and efficient woman who performed all of her tasks with a determined resolution.

Mrs. Panelli considered her primary task to be the education of her four boys. She was an attentive, caring, and loving mother but could become a determined disciplinarian whenever the need arose. At 30, the handsome Paul was the older of her four sons; after him came the plump 28-year-old Peter, the lean, attractive 24 John, and, last but not least, the skinny 19 Billy. Angela raised and educated them all, and they performed well in high school. The three oldest had already finished college, while Billy had just finished his freshman year.

Up to that point, none of the four had ever been in trouble with the law, and even at school, their behavior was mostly well-disciplined. Of course, they were not perfect; who is? But they were always induced to behave well by the knowledge that every time they misbehaved, they found themselves face down over their motherly lap, to be corrected on their bare bottoms with a very thorough hand spanking.

And beware, Angela Panelli’s hands were not any woman’s hands. They were broad, thickened by her work as a housewife, and according to her sons, when applied vigorously to a tender bare bottom, felt just like a wooden board. So her firm hand was the only implement Mrs. Panelli ever used on her sons’ bare bottoms whenever they were naughty. But invariably, whatever their age was, the spanking always ended with them crying in pain, with genuine tears flowing lavishly from their eyes and their buttocks flaming red and burning with the sting of a thousand angry bees. It was not wrong that Mrs. Panelli’s most used menace was: ‘I’m going to roast your buttocks, young man!’ Because she did precisely that. She spanked, long and hard, till her sons felt their buttocks had been roasted to perfection and resembled two smoldering coils.

Even if they sincerely loved their caring, loving mother, all four boys hated everything about the childish way their mother punished them well after their teenage years. It was the sheer indignity of being ordered to pull down their pants and underwear to expose their chubby, vulnerable buttocks and their privates as they stood abjectly next to her while she scolded. It was the humiliation of being hauled over her pantyhosed or bare thighs that she always uncovered before punishing them. It was the unbearable burning pain of her expert, thick hand spanking on their tender bum cheeks, which invariably brought them to childlike tears and blubbering. And it was the sheer degradation of the after-spanking buttocks-rubbing and stomping feet to which the smoldering agony in their bottoms compelled them. And most of all, they loathed the sheer terror that just the mere threat of one of her mother’s ‘buttocks roastings’ elicited in them, turning them, even at their adult age, into trembling and desperate little children pitifully pleading for another chance.

Of course, Ellen knew none of this when she arrived at her new home, and of course, Paul had not told her. These are not things a husband of 30 feels like telling his wife. But as is evident, living in such close quarters and Mrs. Panelli being a woman of such strong character, it did not take long for the new bride to learn how things were going at her mother-in-law’s house.


An unruly college boy

It didn’t take long for Ellen and Angela to become friends.

Mrs. Panelli liked Ellen. She had a nice, petite figure. With long honey-blonde hair and intense blue eyes, she was just a bit shorter than Paul, 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. But in addition to being a pretty woman, Ellen was a woman of strong character who knew what she wanted. For this reason, too, Angela considered her the right companion for her eldest son, whose tendency to behave somewhat childishly within the home was well known to her.

It soon became a pleasant habit for them to have coffee in the afternoon in Angela’s comfortable living room, where numerous photographs of the four Panelli brothers in silver frames were on a table of fine polished wood.

Angela’s strong maternal side quickly became evident to Ellen. The number of photos that portrayed her sons, how Angela mentioned them, and the anecdotes she told demonstrated the care and love the imposing fiftyish lady had for them. For all of them, but perhaps especially for Billy.

Billy was the youngest of Mrs. Panelli’s sons. She was in her mid-thirties when she got pregnant with him, and he was an unexpected gift. Their relationship had always been very close, probably closer than those with any other of her sons, and even now, when he was 19, she treated him like her baby.

Billy, who had a quiet disposition, was comfortable in that condition, pampered by his determined and efficient Mother, who cared for him for everything. Of course, there was also the downside, which was that Mrs. Panelli also made all the decisions for him. And with Billy, even more than with her other sons, Mrs. Panelli’s care and pampering were indeed not disjointed from her burning educational methods.

In the photographs, Billy appeared to be a slender, handsome young man, not that tall, with a tuft of honey-blond hair falling over his forehead and lively green eyes. He looked physically fit but had a slimmer frame than his three brothers. Ellen noted in a photo taken on a beach in a Speedo that his backside stood out round and prominent. His best asset, she thought. From Angela’s accounts, Ellen understood that his Mother had always kept the boy with short reins. Although it has not been put out clearly, 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.

About a month after meeting Angela, Ellen discovered how her suspicions were founded.

Ellen found Angela fuming that afternoon when she visited her as usual. Billy had gotten involved in a stupid prank on a college professor and had been suspended for two weeks.

Sipping her coffee, a visibly angry Angela recounted the event to her daughter-in-law. She ended her tale with a sentence that left no doubt about how she intended to deal with her misbehaving son: “He had already been warned that he would have a spanking as soon as he got into this house for his irresponsible conduct.”

‘OMG,’ Ellen thought, excited at the revelation that her suspicions about the discipline in Angela’s house were true. The cute college boy was still spanked by his statuesque Mother.

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

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

“Oh, no, not at all. I was raised by a mother who believed in it. Especially for my two male brothers. I must admit that it was an effective method for keeping those two rascals in line.”

“I’m glad you feel that way. You will be a good mother when you have children,” Angela said. “You see when a male comes of age, he is inclined to think he is already an adult, and instead, he is just little more than a little boy who has a great need to be guided by a woman’s wisdom and a firm hand. Therefore, a sound spanking on his bare bottom inflicted 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 nineteen-year-old son over my lap, and I will roast his tender, bare buttocks until they are well done! Believe me, Ellen, he will be a very sorry, weeping little boy once I’m done with his cute round buttocks. He will have understood his mistake deep in his flesh, and I’m positive that he will not return to repeat the same mistake.”

“There is such wisdom in your words,” Ellen told her, partly convinced by what her friend had said and partly excited by the idea of what would happen to Billy’s cute bottom the next day. “Your sons are lucky to have such a wise, caring mother.”

Later that night, Ellen mulled over what her mother-in-law had revealed. Curiosity about what would happen the next day to her cute brother-in-law’s tender buttocks devoured her. She absolutely had to see it, she decided, at worst, even spying in Angela’s cottage.

The next morning, Ellen stood guard at the window early in the morning. Angela said 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 Billy get down from an Uber. The boy looked even more handsome than in pictures, more cute than handsome actually, and Ellen felt a weird excitement looking at how well his swelling round buttocks filled his jeans. Ellen also noticed that he sported a sad expression on his boyish face while waiting 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 crept behind some bushes around the house, from where she had noted she could see inside the Panelli’s living room window. Slowly, very carefully, she peeked over the top of the bushes so that she could not be seen. The window was ajar, and the curtains were open, so the nosy girl could see practically the whole living room and, though muffled, hear the voices coming from there.

Ellen was struck by a vision she would never forget. In a corner of the room free of furniture, Billy stood with his face to the wall, 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, Ellen could see the most cute, tender, round bottom she had ever seen.

While she was intent on admiring her young brother-in-law’s best asset, Ellen heard Mrs. Panelli scold the young man about being inconsiderate. She asked him if he wanted to ruin his college career and if he did not care what others, his professors, thought of her and how she had educated him. To his Mom’s tirade, the crestfallen boy in the corner replied in monosyllables in a whiny voice.

Then Mrs. Panelli positioned a sturdy chair in the middle of the room, raised her skirt to almost her groin, baring a pair of tuned, tanned meaty thighs, and seated herself in the chair.

“OK, Billy, come out from the naughty corner and come to Mommy,” Mrs. Panelli ordered as if she were talking to a six-year-old and not to a college boy.

Head bowed, Billy turned and tried to hide his front with his hands. Ellen quickly realized what he was trying to hide; his lean, boyish dick was 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 full-blown hard-on as rigid as a polished stone that prompted out from the boy’s tiny frame. Ellen felt a twinge of excitement right between her legs at that view. She would have thought that what was happening to poor Billy had to be the 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.

It was then that the poor boy, blushing furiously and trembling with embarrassment and dread, began pitifully pleading with his Mother not to put him through all this at his age.

“Stop this antics at once, Billy,” his Mother cut it short. “You know very well what you have done is inexcusable, and you know very well what will happen to you anytime you put a stunt like this. No matter the age!”

With that, Mrs. Panelli ordered him over her lap.

Trembling, the young man draped himself over the maternal lap, smashing his hardened manhood against his Mom’s bare, meaty thighs.

Even from her position outside the window, the extent of the poor boy’s fear was quite obvious to Ellen. Billy 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. Awaiting the start of his disciplinary session, he was evidently all too well aware of what was about to happen to his quivering bare buttocks presented so vulnerably for punishment. And it showed. It was obvious that he had been across his Mother’s lap many times before. He looked like he was on the verge of throwing up at the very idea of the ‘roasting’ as Angela had called it, that his buttocks were about to get.

Angela Panelli raised her powerful arm in the air, warning her frightened son to grasp her left leg firmly with his hands so as not to interfere with his tanning.

“Pleeeeaseeee…Mommyyyyyy!” Billy begged a last plea.

“Let this be a lesson to you, you naughty boy!” Said the determined Mother, 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!

Billy 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, Billy. It’s supposed to hurt HORRIBLY. Spankings hurt!”

The soft weeping that had been going on ever since Mrs. Panelli had called her son in front of her had now transitioned to lusty, full-throated bawling. The spanks continued to rain down at an astonishingly brisk and steady pace as the miserable boy’s bare buttocks rapidly reddened under that unrelenting rain of branding spanks. By this point, Billy’s nose ran freely, and saliva and tears poured onto the carpet.

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

As Mrs. Panelli’s palm landed, again and again, flattening, in turn, Billy’s prominent buttocks, Ellen 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 Ellen watched, she was entirely enthralled by one of the most traditional and time-honored mother/son interactions unfolding before her. She also experienced intense excitement and felt her panties become soaking 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, Mrs. Panelli kept slapping 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, sensing that her son had taken all the punishment he could possibly take, Mrs. Panelli ended Billy’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. By now, his 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, rubbing his smoldering, smocking rear hillocks with both hands.

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

Mrs. Panelli 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, and hugged her well-chastised son.

Billy hugged her back, crying his tears on her maternal bosom, while Mrs. Panelli cupped her younger son’s badly roasted buttocks with the same hand that had just set them afire.

Ellen decided it was time for a strategic retreat and hurried to her cottage as quietly as possible.


Disciplined husband

That night, Ellen couldn’t sleep. The event she had seen in her mother-in-law’s living room had rekindled in her mind all her spanking fantasies. Of course, the first question that came to her mind was: will Angela do to Paul what she had done to Billy?

Just the thought of it seemed absurd, Paul was 30 years old! But given what she had told her about raising boys, and especially how she had reduced his 19-year-old son to the status of a six-year-old brat, perhaps it was not impossible. And certainly, Paul had that tendency to act like a teenager, which sure did not please his Mother.

Ellen spent a few days mulling over how to discover if even these suspicions were as true as those she had had about Billy when her husband's foolish behavior came to her aid.

When he returned from work that afternoon, Paul was not surprised to find his mother sitting on the sofa in the living room across from his wife, Ellen. As it was not infrequent for them to visit each other. Nevertheless, he started to feel a bit uncomfortable when he sat down next to his wife and noticed his mother’s grim look after saying hello and hanging up his jacket.

“Hi, Mom, how are you? It’s nice to see you here,” said Paul, trying to hide his anxiety.

“I’m all right, Paulie, thank you,” Mrs. Panelli somberly answered, using the same nickname by which he called Paul since childhood. “And I’m here because we have something to discuss.”

“Oh, have we?” Asked Paul with a lump in his throat.

It was always that way for Paul; even now, at 30, whenever his mother confronted him sternly, he started to feel all his self-assurance and strength disappear. And not without good reason. So when Mrs. Panelli rummaged inside her bag and took out what looked like a police notice, Paul’s face blanched. 

Without speaking but staring at him, Mrs. Panelli handed the paper to her son, who took it with a little shaking hand. Paul read it. It was a speeding ticket. Paul’s car had been photographed traveling over the speed limit, and the ticket had been delivered to his old address.

“Oh... mhmm…thank you for bringing it to me, Mom,” said Paul, watching the ticket and trying to show nonchalance.

“That’s all you have to say?” Asked Mrs. Panelli with growing irritation.

“Oh, mhm, I’ll take care of it, obviously.”

“Sure, you will take care of it. But it doesn’t end there, young man. Because this ticket tells me two things.” The look of Mrs. Panelli went from her son to her daughter-in-law, who showed great interest at the turn of that conversation and then back to Paul. “First, that you were driving too fast and doing this, you put in danger your life and broke the law. Second, you haven’t done the necessary paperwork for the change of residence!”

“It was just like…what, a few miles over the limit, Mom. And about the residence, well, apart from making a living, I have so many things in my mind that…” Paul tried a pitiful self-defense.

“That what?” Ellen intervened. “That you can’t help but spend time bowling or come home late at night after drinking with your friends?”

“What do you mean by that? Do I not have the right to have a little hobby? Do you want to prevent me from seeing my friends?” Paul retorted, blushing at her wife’s scolding.

“You’d better not add anything else if you know what’s good for you, young man,” Mrs. Panelli shut up her son. “Your behavior had been inexcusable. I didn’t raise you that way, and I certainly didn’t hand Ellen a husband who behaves that way!”

“Mama, I’m sorry. I mean…I don’t know what Ellen told you, but…” Paul backtracked.

“What Ellen told me?” His Mom interrupted him. “What do you think? That I don’t have eyes to see how you behaved lately?”

Paul lowered his eyes and blushed, “I’m sorry, Mama,” he said almost in a whisper.

“And in any case, now we have the evidence of your inexcusable behavior right here,” Mrs. Panelli pointed to the fine. “Young man, you are overdue a good buttocks roasting!”

Silence fell in the living room, save for Paul’s heavy, erratic breathing. Ellen watched, excited, as an evident fear took hold of her husband. She already knew that such a fear had deep roots in how her powerful mother-in-law seated in front of her had raised her husband and his three brothers.

“Mama…Mama, let me explain, Mama,” said Paul with a trembling voice, fixing his gaze on his mother’s large, strong hands.

“Save it!” Mrs. Panelli commanded, rising from her seat and grabbing his arm.

“Mama, please!” Said Paul, already on the verge of tears and spreading a hand protectively on his trousered bottom. “At least not here! Not in front of Ellen, PLEASE!”

“Oh yes, young man. Right here in front of your wife. Let’s show her what happens in our family to boys who cannot behave themselves. Maybe this way, she will learn how to deal with you by herself in the future!”

“Please, no! Oh my God… I’m sorry, Mama,” said Paul, feeling the first tears already starting to streak his blushing cheeks, just like Ellen had seen happen to Billy. “I’m sorry, Ellen. Please go away; you won’t look at this, please!”

“Shut up, you bad boy!” Grunted Mrs. Panelli after delivering a sharp SLAP! to the seat of her son’s slacks, “And you, Ellen, please, don’t move from there, and observe how I will give your husband a good reason to be a good boy and a better husband!”

Keeping her frightened son firmly by his arm, Mrs. Panelli removed a chair under the living room table. She raised her knee-length skirt almost to her groin, discovering a pair of sturdy, plump, pantyhosed thighs, and then sat down on it. A look of pure terror painted on Paul’s face as he saw his imposing mother pull up the sleeves of her sweater over her muscular arms. The awareness that his Mom’s hand was about to deliver one of her famous buttocks roastings to his bottom made his legs tremble, his stomach churning, and his forehead sweating. 

With her stocky but accurately manicured fingers, Mrs. Panelli expertly opened her son’s slacks, unzipped them, and took them down to his ankles. Then she put her fingers inside his boxers and yanked them to his ankles, too.

Sitting on her armchair, Ellen now could see his husband’s snow-white, smooth, chubby buttocks swelling backward him and, to her astonishment, his huge dick protruding hard in front of him.

‘Oh my God,’ she thought, ‘Paul, too, is hard as a rock!’ At that moment, she concluded that spankings, in addition to keeping boys of any age in line, might have some interesting side effects.

Mrs. Panelli took hold of Paul’s arm and, opening wide her sheer pantyhosed legs, guided him over her left thigh, smashing his hardened member over it. She almost doubled him with his head almost to the floor while his legs were between hers. Paul’s vulnerable, chubby bottom was now bent and propped slightly up. His Mom clamped her right leg over the back of his and wrapped her left arm across Paul’s back, holding him onto his hip.

If it still hadn’t happened until then, feeling the texture of his Mom’s pantyhose against his genitals made Paul regress to just the state of a little kid. In the meanwhile, his mother, observing how cute his son’s round bottom looked over her lap, reminded her why she had to spank him. It was because she loved him very much. That’s why she had to correct him severely with her firm hand until his bottom turned beet red and tears flowed freely from his cute eyes. To turn the now misbehaving boy into her good son again.

Steeling herself, Mrs. Panelli raised her muscular arm and, with a sound like a pistol shot, smashed her heavy palm down on Paul’s trembling right bum cheek, flattening it.

The poor man uttered an anguished squeal, and his correction began in earnest.

Right from the start, Paul howled and squiggled as best as he could, but Mrs. Panelli was a woman who knew what she was doing. Soon, his bottom was on fire, and he felt like he was no more a self-assured professional but the sorest-bottomed little boy in town as his Mama’s broad, thick palm spanked and spanked and spanked his chubby buttocks.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Mrs. Panelli rained down thick palm slap after thick palm slap, again and again. Soon, the “No more, Mommy! Please Stop, Mommy! Pleaaaaseeee!” cries gave way to simple wailing long before poor Paul’s spanking was over. His complete rear end, from where the buttocks separated in the lower back to the height of his thighs, was feeling the fire of pure hell as if every hornet of the region had come to sting him right there.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“BWUAAAAA! PWLEASEEEE MOMMYYY! BWUAAAAAA! PLEASEEE, MOMMYYY, NAAA, PWLEEESE! AHAAWWWW! MOOOMMY! AHW GWAD IT HURTS SOOO BAAAD MOMMY! BWUAAAAAA!”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Finally, after what seemed an eternity to Paul, but that was barely five minutes, his tremendous spanking came to an end, and as the most penitent little boy in the world, he lay on his mother’s lap, crying his heart out.

When he finally struggled to his feet, Ellen could see he was reduced to a crying, sorrowful mess. His hands went right to his sore butt, rubbing madly, not seeming to care that his erect penis and walnut-sized testicles were dancing on display before his mother and his amazed wife.

Ellen, blushing lightly, realized that her panties were wet between her legs, showing how she had enjoyed watching her husband spanked and regressed to the state of a bad little kid. Even more, she had liked to see a woman, her mother-in-law, acting in such a domineering way with a man, her husband. And she decided right then and there that she had to play a more dominant role in her marriage. A shudder of excitement ran through her at this thought while she watched her half-naked husband, comically crying to the ceiling, with his hands plastered to his smoldered buttocks, doing his performance of the time-honored ‘well-spanked little boy dance.’

As he hopped in place, his hands desperately trying to rub the awful roasting stinging out of his bottom, Paul made a dozen shaming promises to be a good boy forever and ever.

Smirking at Ellen, Mrs. Panelli raised from her chair and lowered her skirt. She then opened her arms in an inviting gesture for her son to come and get a hug. Paul, sporting a pair of buttocks red and swollen like two overripe tomatoes, threw himself in his Mama’s embrace, drying his tears on her generous bosom. She hugged him like that for a while, soothing his back and smoldering bum cheeks with the hand that had just roasted them.

“Okey now,” ordered Mrs. Panelli, then, in a soft and maternal voice, “Go and apologize to Ellen for your behavior.”

Completely subdued to his Mom’s will, Paul promptly complied, this time trying to cup his still rock-hard cock with his hands. With her panties now soaked wet, Ellen listened to her half-naked husband’s apology. Looking at the pained look on his face, damped in tears and snort, she strongly felt that her marriage had taken a turn completely unexpected but strongly exciting.


A disobedient son

That Friday morning at about 7:00, John was awakened by his Mom bringing his cell phone. He had left it downstairs Thursday night by his keys, and it rang while Mrs. Panelli was getting ready to go to an old friend’s wedding.

It was John’s boss; he was calling to tell John he would not be needed that day since he had to leave town due to a family problem so he could take the day off.

John was surprised and a little bit worried; it was not even a month that, freshly back from college and thanks to a recommendation from his father, he had gotten that job as executive assistant to Mr. Ardy, an influential businessman in town. But in the end, he was happy to have the day off and take it easy. He hung up the phone, shouted to his Mother the reason for that phone call, then padded to the bathroom to relieve his bladder and climbed back into bed.

Over three hours later, he awoke again and went downstairs to the kitchen. There, he found a note from his Mom on the kitchen table, ‘John, since I’m away all day, and you’re off work, please mow the yard, blow off the sidewalk, then vacuum the house and empty the dishwasher. Thanks, Mom.’

OH, fuck off! he thought. He had just cleaned up the garage on Tuesday and wanted to take advantage of this day off to go to the beach, which was only a 25-minute drive.

While he sat eating a quick breakfast, he thought about it. In the note, his Mom said that she would be away ‘all day’ so he could vacuum the house, empty the dishwasher pretty quickly, and leave the yard and sidewalk until he returned from the beach.

Thought and done. He ran the vacuum quickly but carefully, shaking and straightening the rugs afterward. He emptied the dishwasher and put the dirty cups, dishes, and silverware inside, making sure to leave the sink clean.

He then sped up the stairs into the bathroom and quickly showered. As he rubbed his body with the towel, he stared at the image that the bathroom mirror had sent back to him. Unlike his two older brothers, the stocky Paul and the plump Peter, and his younger brother, the skinny Billy, 24-year-old John was slim but muscular due to all the athletic activity he did in college. He had dark brown, wavy hair but pale, almost crystalline, blue eyes like his father. All in all, a boy who attracted the girls’ attention but also a shy boy who could not easily bond with the opposite sex.

Back in his room, he pulled on a pair of thin, short board shorts and an old T-shirt. Stepping into his flip-flops, he grabbed a beach towel from the bathroom closet. He walked through the garage out to his Bronco and was off to the beach, where he arrived a little after noon.

It being a work day, there were few people on the beach, except for a group of girls who looked like they might have been from a sorority. They had brought lunch and were swimming and sunbathing for the afternoon.

John set up his site, laying out his towel, not too far from them but not too close either. He decided to go for a swim, pulled off his T-shirt, stepped out of his flip-flops, and walked down to the water.

His flat stomach and large shoulders, and especially his firm, muscular, and protruding buttocks that filled his shorts so well, made him eye-catching. He felt that intuitive sense that the girl’s eyes were riveted on his bottom as he ambled down to the water.

After about 30 minutes of swimming, he decided to come out onto land to dry off. As he walked from the water up to his towel, the wet board shorts were sunk into his front pelvic area, clinging tightly to his firm, round butt and his penis poking slightly out in front.

He sat on his towel and dried off in the warm, sunny air until he felt hungry. He went to buy a pizza and a beer, sat down at a picnic table near the concession stand, and swiftly ate his lunch. When he returned to his towel. Most of the girls were sitting on the beach, and he could almost feel their eyes on his body as he walked past. He lay down on the towel again and soon fell asleep.

He awoke suddenly, lying straight out on his back, his arms at his side, but with a big hard-on tenting up in the front of his board shorts. He quickly rolled over, only to realize that he was lying on his dick, which was now sticking straight up, with the head peeking up past the waistband of his board shorts. He couldn’t help wriggling a little as he reached under himself and pushed his thick, engorged member downward in his board shorts.

Glancing to his right, he saw several of the girls staring at him and talking to each other. John looked down immediately, his face and neck burning scarlet red.

Once his boner deflated, he could roll over again. He looked at his watch and was stunned to see that it was almost 5:30 p.m. Knowing he still had work to do at home if he did not want to get in trouble with his strict Mother, John picked up the beach towel and quickly headed for the car.

Once at home, he headed straight into his room, stripped off, grabbed another towel, and headed for the shower quickly. Turning on the water, he stepped in and felt his body relax in the downpour. He began soaping himself up when thoughts about some of the girls he had seen at the beach began to take over, and he felt himself becoming aroused. He spent his time in the shower steam, breathing heavily, his hips and pelvis tilting forward and backward with the sliding, pumping strokes of his hand on his hard, stiff manhood.

Suddenly, he heard the bathroom door open. Immediately, he stopped wanking and turned away, with his back towards the shower doors. But the shower door was pulled abruptly open, and his imposing Mother was there, towering over him in her best Chanelle suit and heels.

Peering in the shower and down at John, she almost shouted, “What are you doing in there, boy?!”

John’s face instantly turned crimson red. His Mother reached in, shut off the water, and yanked her son out of the shower. With a firm, clamped grasp on John’s left arm, she dragged the dripping wet, naked young man, with a bobbing, stiff penis, out of the bathroom and across the hall into his bedroom.

“Heeeeey, Mooom, where are we going? What’s wrong, Mom?” John asked loudly, with a fearful, emotional, and apprehensive tone of voice.

Once in the bedroom, Mrs. Panelli waved the note she had left for him that morning in the backing away face of the young man.

“This is what’s wrong, boy,” she declared. “Your mother gave you a list of things to do since you weren’t working today, and you deliberately ignored it.”

“Not deliberately, Mom. I did some of them, and I thought to go and do the rest now.”

“Now? Do you mean when it is already dark and practically dinner time? Is that what Mommy told you to do? Should you leave them for the evening? Since when do you think you make the rules around here? I gave you a list of things to do today, and those were your orders, young man.”

“Oh fuck Mom! It’s not a big deal! I’ll finish them tomorrow if you don’t want me to do them now!” John yelled back.

As soon as he uttered those ill-fated words, John paled, realizing what he had said. Glancing at the fury mounting in his Mother’s eyes, he knew he had made a very big mistake.

Staring at her mouthy, young son with cold, grey eyes, Mrs. Panelli walked two steps toward the boy’s desk. She grabbed the chair in front of it, picked it up like paper, set it down in the center of the bedroom, and sat down on it. Then, looking at her now trembling son, still soaking wet from the shower, she thought better.

“I will not have my best suit ruined to punish your thoughtlessness!” She said as if thinking aloud.

She then got up from the chair, approached her son, and, turning her back to him, ordered, “Lower the zipper, and without wetting the fabric if you know what is good for you!”

With trembling fingers, John cautiously lowered the zipper of his Mom’s dress all the way down, just above the ample bottom of the imposing lady. Mrs. Panelli then slipped off her dress and stood in her underwear before John’s tearful and astonished eyes. Her ample bosom was barely contained in the black lace bra, and the sheer gray pantyhose veiled her wide hips and powerful thighs. Beneath the pantyhose, the skimpy panties, also black lace, barely covered the pubis, and when the lady turned to return to her chair, her majestic, womanly bottom wobbled skimpily contained in them. Jogh gulped at the sight of his Mother in such attire and, immensely ashamed, felt his already aroused manhood stirring up in a full-mast erection.

Mrs. Panelli finally sat back down, called John in front of her, and with one powerful move, yanked her wet, naked son over her pantyhosed, meaty, toned thighs, grounding his erection into them.

“Moom, nooo! Nooooo!” John exclaimed, trying vainly to avoid what was unavoidable.

“Be quiet, young man. You don’t decide what to do or not to do in this house. And surely you don’t yell at Mommy using profanities. You are long overdue for a good buttocks roasting!” Threatened Mrs. Panelli, who couldn’t help but admire the beauty of her son’s muscular but supple, meaty hillocks.

John couldn’t believe how things had gone suddenly wrong. Less than an hour before, he was sunbathing, looking at the girls on the beach, and now, like a little kid, he was lying over his Mom’s knee, completely naked with his vulnerable rear end up in the air.

“Oh, no! No, Mom, please, noooo! Not a spanking, Mommy! I’ll be a good boy, I promise. Please don’t spank me, Mommy! Nooooo!” He yelled.

“You do not tell me no, John Panelli. You know that.”

Turning his head backward, John saw his Mom raise her big, perfectly manicured hand to the ceiling and then bring it down on his bare, protruding buttocks, hard!

“OHWHWW!” John yelped.

The sound of Mrs. Panelli’s broad palm hitting her son’s wet butt resounded with a SLAPP! throughout the room. As the initial sting registered instantly from his wet bottom to his brain, John’s face and eyes reflected the shock of the well-known pain of that hand striking his tender, boyish butt.

Mrs. Panelli didn’t waste time. Again and again, her thick palm went up and down in a volley of arm-raising and swats down on John’s wet, bare bottom.

“Ow, Mom, ow! Please! Ow-ow-ow-ow! I’m sooorry! Moommyy! Please stooop! OHOWW!”

Mrs. Panelli did not respond but accelerated the administration of the palm’s smacks against her son’s cute, fast-reddening rump. John was writhing and struggling against his Mother’s hold, fighting and thrashing about furiously, trying to get off Angela’s lap, up onto his feet, to get away from the stinging volley peppering his wet, bare behind.

As wildly as he fought, he was effectively restrained across his Mother’s lap and could not break free. Soon, the fury of his indignity and the rising pain in his rear depleted his energy, and he lay wriggling and squirming, hanging exhausted.

“Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Mommy! Pleeeez! Stop! Nooooo! I’m sorry I have been a bad boy! Ooo-ow-ow-nooo-uh-I won’t do it again! Ow! Ow!”

Nevertheless, the spanking continued, hard and firm. He shouted and called out whenever his ‘Mommy’ smacked his sit-spots. Soon, John was kicking and flailing his legs like a ten-year-old. The palm in his Mother’s hand was spanking full force, and John’s legs and feet were kicking wildly with each spank. His bottom was a low-stoking fire at this point. As he squirmed and thrashed about over his Mother’s strong, meaty thighs, the stiffy that always sprung up whenever he was spanked grew even harder and longer and thicker.

“Ow-ow-ow! Oooo-aaa-ow-ow! Nooo-hoooo-uh-uh-ow-ow-ow!”

John’s buttocks and thighs were now a completely dull red as his legs flailed up and out and wide and closed. Maybe it was because he was still wet, but it seemed like the flesh on his bottom was burned by pure hell’s fire, and the flames were searing into his brain, exploding tears from his eyes, mucous from his nose, and screams from his mouth. It was incessant, and John was screaming, pleading with his Mother to stop, apologizing, begging for forgiveness, promising he would never again shout at her, always obey his Mommy, and do whatever she said when she said it. At that moment, he was just a bad little boy again, getting a blazing spanking from his Mommy, and all he could think about was how much his poor buttocks hurt and stung and burned.

Only then did Mrs. Panelli finally stop spanking and rip her son off her lap, placing him back onto his bare feet.

Completely naked before his Mother, John sobbed while stomping and bouncing up and down on his bare feet, with both hands plastered on his smocking hot, red rump, rubbing and rubbing, trying to extinguish the fiery burning. Next to his stinging, beet-red backside, the rest of John’s tanned body looked pale. He was so humiliated to have been once again taken over his Mother’s knee and spanked on his bare behind, and now he was crying and jumping around, clasping his throbbing butt. Still, he continued rubbing (he couldn’t help it), trying to extinguish the inferno of pain, not caring what kind of show he was putting on for his Mother.

After a few minutes, Mrs. Panelli rose from her chair and called her chastised son to her, opening her arms. John threw himself in her motherly embrace, drying his tears in her abundant bosom scarcely covered by the lacy bra and promising a dozen times that he would be a good boy and that he loved his Mommy.

“It’s okay now,” said Mrs. Panelli with a softened voice. “I love you too, baby; that’s why I punish you, to make you a good boy. Now you get into bed and stay put. You have your post-spanking early bedtime till tomorrow morning, sweety.”

After picking up her Chanelle suit from the ground, Mrs. Panelli, on her heels, marched out of her son’s room, with her pantyhose-covered derriere wobbling at each step.


How to enforce a diet

“What were you told about snacks?” Mrs. Panelli’s voice hit Peter in the back.

The chubby 28-year-old, in his pajamas, was standing next to the refrigerator, the door open, drinking directly from the milk bottle. A small dribble of milk trickled down his chin as he hurriedly put the bottle down, looking with some apprehension at the half-eaten sandwich of ham, cheese, chicken breast, tomato, lettuce, and mayonnaise on the kitchen table.

The young lawyer turned fearfully to look at his annoyed Mother. He had gone to stay at his Mom’s house for a couple of weeks while the construction company remodeled his new penthouse, and just the first night there, he got caught with his hand in the cookie jar, literally!

Dressed just in a short silk white nightdress that barely covered a pair of lacy panties scarcely containing her matronly firm buttocks, Angela Panelli looked more than a little annoyed at her son.

“What did the dietician I sent you to not even a month ago tell you?” The imposing woman asked with her arms across her half-bare bosom, tapping the floor with her right foot in a high-heeled sandal.

“Okay, Mom, I’m sorry,” the fearing young man said, trying to wipe his chin with milk and crumbs.

“What?” barked Mrs. Panelli, her gaze sending lighting.

“That…that I have to lose weight, or when I’m ahead in age, I’ll have serious problems.”

“Didn’t she give you a diet to follow?”

“Oh, mhm…yes, he did, but…” Peter said tentatively.

“And does that diet include sandwiches and milk at midnight?” Mrs. Panelli cut him.

“No, Mommy, it doesn’t.”

Mrs. Panelli stewed for a moment and then asked a simple question.

“How long has it been since I roasted your buttocks, young man?”

The words hung in the air before Peter, embarrassing and chilling him at the same time. He knew the answer; of course, he did. Who could forget one of his Mama’s terrible buttocks roastings? But five years had passed since that painful and oh-so-shaming event, and at that time, he had freshly graduated and was back at home while he was doing his internship. Now, he was a professional living on his own.

Peter desperately searched for something to say that wouldn’t sound disrespectful but affirm that he was far too old and mature to be treated like a naughty child. He looked at his Mom, and her maternal stare froze the words in his mouth. That and the realization that right then, sneakily eating in his pajamas in the middle of the night, against medical advice, certainly did not show himself to be a mature adult.

So he replied with just a childish answer, “I…I don t know.”

And if all that wasn’t enough of a shame, he started to feel his manhood stirring inside his pants, as always happened when his loving Mother turned into her unmerciful disciplinarian mode.

Mrs. Panelli’s eyes smoldered with suppressed anger while a smirk formed on her pretty lips. A whiff of her fragrant perfume reached Peter’s nostrils as she stepped closer to confront her son.

“Well, young man, that tells me two things. First, you are still far from being a mature adult,” Mrs. Panelli said as if reading in her son’s mind. “And second that it has been far too long since you have had your buttocks roasted by a maternal hand!”

Peter colored deeply, and his legs started to tremble while in his mind emerged the image of one of his Mom’s spankings, her thick, broad palm smacking his upturned bare bottom very, very thoroughly.

“I intend to correct the situation right now.” Placing her hands on her hips, Mrs. Panelli stared Peter straight in the eyes and ordered, “Came with me, young man. We will see if, after a long session of hard maternal slaps on that bare, overweight buttocks of yours, you will be so willing to break your diet!”

Peter’s head jolted upright, his mouth hanging open, not quite believing what he’d heard.

‘She can’t be serious. She won’t do it…I won’t let her do it!’ He said to himself. But with his voice broken, he could just childishly utter, “No, Mommy, please, I’m too big to be spanked!”

Acting like her son hadn’t even said anything, Mrs. Panelli grabbed his earlobe and brought him upstairs to his bedroom with her.

Peter meekly followed her to his room, pitifully complaining all the way that she was hurting him, that he was sorry, and that, “Please don’t spank me, Mommy!”

The heels of Mrs. Panelli’s charming sandals clicked all the way to his bedroom while she scolded him, “I just can’t believe that you force me to do this at your age, Peter! But you let me no other choice; I can’t let you harm yourself with your silly, childish attitude toward food!”

Chagrined as well as fearful, Peter’s already teary eyes went up at her, not venturing any comment, and then down, regarding her monumental buttocks swaying under the flimsy nightgown, bare, toned, meaty legs, and her feet stomping on the floor.

Once in Peter’s bedroom, Mrs. Panelli sat on the bed, putting her son in front of her. Expertly, having done that innumerable times with all her four sons, she inserted her perfectly manicured fingers in the waistband of Peter’s pajama pants and took them down to his ankles.

The chubby young man stood there, with his pajama top stretched over his generous belly that barely covered his hardened manhood and his plump, ample, candid bum cheeks, already clenching in fear of what would come upon them. 

Coloring bright red and avoiding his Mom’s gaze, like in a dream or a nightmare, Peter heard his Mom say, “We’ll need these down because Mommy is going to roast your buttocks very thoroughly.”

By the time Mrs. Panelli was done preparing him, Peter was shaking like a leaf and ready to cry at any moment.

“Turn over my knee.”

The order came simply as Mrs. Panelli guided her chubby son across her sturdy, attractive, bare legs. They were softer and more comfortable than Peter remembered, her firm thighs forming a good platform to lay on, even for a chubby big boy like him. For a moment, Mrs. Panelli weighed her son’s big butt with her eyes. It was round, with a deep furrow separating the big white buttocks that jutted out like two round fleshy mounds. Then she looked at the broad palm of her right hand and thought, ‘This is going to be hard work...but so be it.”

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

With no delay, Mrs. Panelli began to spank Peter’s chubby, protruding, white buttocks in earnest. For just a moment, he stood speechless at the sting of it, which was much more intense than he recalled.

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

Peter’s wriggling, bouncing, big bottom and quivering, stocky thighs were rapidly increasing in redness with each slap of Mrs. Panelli’s thick hand, and his howls and shrieks were getting louder and louder. With a deliberate and determined goal to deliver an impressive and unforgettable message, his determined Mother applied spank after spank to each cheek, the top of each thigh, and across both bottom cheeks and thighs.

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

Angela Panelli’s mighty hand rose and fell relentlessly, each firm, resounding smack echoing throughout the room and accompanied almost instantaneously by loud shrieks and howls from Peter’s lips. Mrs. Panelli continued scolding, admonishing, and lecturing about caring for his health while slapping away with gusto.

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

The spanking continued as Peter’s Mother continued chiding and scolding him and assuring him that it would be a long time before he would be sitting comfortably again, ignoring and oblivious to Peter’s howls, screeches, begging, promises, and pleas. She just kept on administering the buttocks roasting, admonishing him to keep his legs still, even though the ferocious slapping was causing them to jump and dance and flail around in direct response to the tremendous stinging of the punishing smacks. All the bouncing around on his Mother’s bare lap made Peter’s penis bounce and rub, becoming even more stimulated with each swat and reacting motion.

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

Peter hooted, hollered, and bucked across his Mother’s lap, reacting to the spanking and blistering bites. It felt like someone had touched him with a white-hot poker each time his Mother’s palm made contact with his raw, angry, red flesh. His cries, howls, and screeches formed a crescendo of rising-pitched sounds. He had no time to adjust to each emphatic SLAPP, and soon, the bawling and sobbing were accompanied by flowing tears. He was desperately trying to plead with his Mother to stop because of the overriding pain that was blistering his behind, but also because he felt his dick and balls gathering momentum as he grew closer and closer to the edge of release. Luckily, the constant barrage of searing smacks prevented him from coming right then and there.

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

Mrs. Panelli acted as if she hadn’t noticed it and followed on with her task. She alone was the one who would decide when to stop. So she continued, applying her hand to Peter’s bouncing, bare bottom that was glowing crimson red and burning like it was on fire, spreading the spanks all around the large buttocks.

As his buttocks bounced and twisted and squirmed across his Mother’s lap, Peter was now a very sorry young man, regretting having broken his diet and put his health at risk. His legs flailed and kicked and danced uncontrollably in every direction in response to the fierce impact of fiery spanks. He howled and screamed in earnest as he felt his flesh burning with each loud smack. His bare buttocks and thighs were hot and raw and bright scarlet red, and his penis was aflame with craving, sensitive stimulation. Peter’s yelling and hollering became so loud that there could be no doubt that everyone in the house, and even the neighbors, could hear him being taught this lesson.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

With six of the hardest spanks, Mrs. Panelli finally stopped slapping her son’s rear end’s flesh, leaving Peter dangling, sobbing, and shaking uncontrollably over her lap.

By then, Peter had long been reduced to a hysterical, sobbing, remorseful, quivering little boy, crying out in child-like, unintelligible gasps, and his buttocks were turned into a pair of glowing, crimson, beet-red balloons.

He lay on the maternal lap for the longest time until Mrs. Panelli helped him up. When he was finally released from hanging restrained across his Mother’s knee, Peter jumped to his feet, dancing from foot to foot, furiously rubbing his bottom cheeks with both hands, tears running down his face and sobbing uncontrollably, his manhood still fully erect and wet with seeping fluid. He was mindless of the sorrowful, yet shameless, spectacle he did in front of his Mother.

After a few minutes of that “well-spanked little boy dance,” Mrs. Panelli rose from the bed, reached over, and embraced her sobbing son. She held her 28-year-old son, now reduced to a punished little boy, cradling him in her arms, letting him cry all his tears on her generous, maternal bosom. Peter threw his arms around his Mommy, buried his face in her half-bare breasts, and sobbed inconsolably, yet securely, in his Mother’s arms.

“I hope I won’t need to repeat this anymore, but be assured that I would if the need arises,” Mrs. Panelli said with a smirk on her pretty lips. “I understand more and more that none of my sons is too old to benefit from some strict maternal correction, isn’t it?”

Looking at her through the blur of his adoring eyes and between sniffles, Peter could just utter, “Yes, Mommy.”


Billy's shaming

“Billy, what are you still doing here in the living room?” Asked Mrs. Panelli, towering over her son, who had already changed into his white pajamas with light blue clouds, seated on the sofa, and looking at his favorite series on TV.

“You see, Mom,” Billy said without taking his eyes off the screen. You told me to get ready for bed, and I did.”

“Don’t act like the smart guy with your mother, young man,” Mrs. Panelli said, a streak of annoyance starting to transpire in her tone. “You know very well that I meant I wanted you in your pajamas AND in your bed!”

“Well, Mom, it’s just a quarter past nine, and tonight, there is the final chapter of my series…” Billy answered, coloring lightly, embarrassed to be scolded like that in front of his brother and sister-in-law.

Paul and attractive Ellen were still seated at the living room table, where they all had dinner together, waiting for Mrs. Panelli to get ready. Their program was to go to a theater premiere.

“Young man,” said Mrs. Panelli, starting to sound annoyed at her son’s attitude, “stop watching television and go to bed right now. You have to leave early tomorrow morning to go back to college, and I want you to have enough sleep.”

“Oh, come on, Mom. Take it easy. Five or six hours of sleep are enough for me,” Billy said, blushing even more.

“Billy!” Mrs. Panelli exclaimed, finally fed up with Billy’s attitude. How dare you talk to your Mother with that tone?” She stared at the younger of her sons, who, even now, when he was 19, she treated like her baby, hands on hips, frowning sternly, and tapping her foot on the floor.

Paul was surprised to hear his little brother still stubbornly replying to his Mother, “Oh, come on, don’t make such a big deal. What did I ever say?”

‘The little guy wants to be tough in front of Ellen,” Paul thought.

With her eyes sending lightning bolts, Mrs. Panelli grabbed Billy’s arm and literally raised him from his sitting position.

“I’ll show you what!” she barked.

It was easy for statuesque Mrs. Panelli to manhandle Billy’s not-tall, slender figure with lean legs, a thin chest, and a pair of round, chubby, childish buttocks that stretched his pajama bottom like he was still a child.

As soon as Billy was on his feet, his Mother put her perfectly manicured fingers inside the waistband of his pajama pants and yanked them to his ankles. Billy wore no underpants under his pajamas and yelped as his privates came into view in front of everyone in the room.

Ellen, giggling, could see her brother-in-law’s snow-white, smooth, chubby buttocks swelling backward him and his already well-known lean dick protruding hard in front of him.

Billy tried to break free from his Mother’s grip, vainly.

“Oh, no, you’re not going anywhere!” Mrs. Panelli said, tightening her left hand’s grip on her son’s left arm as she raised her thick right hand toward the ceiling.

SPANK!

Mrs. Panelli’s broad palm landed hard on Billy’s plump buttocks, which compressed and then jiggled as they sprung back.

“AHAWWW”

While a few tears started to sprinkle from Billy’s eyes, Mrs. Panelli quickly landed smack after smack after smack on those tender bum cheeks. Unashamedly wailing his discomfort, Billy was stomping his feet just as rapidly, with his genitals bouncing in every direction as his determined Mother tore his bottom up. He didn’t seem to notice, a testament to the level of pain he was experiencing.

The punishment was brief but intense, and after not even a minute, the rain of powerful slaps ceased, leaving Billy whimpering, his hands glued to his burning buttocks, and shamelessly displaying his erection at full mast to his Mother, brother, and sister-in-law.

“Now off to bed with you!” Mrs. Panelli stated, her hands pointing to Billy’s room, “And if I hear another whisper from you this evening, I promise that I’m going to roast your buttocks, young man!”

Hampered by pajama pants ruffled at his ankles, with his hands still grasping his red buttocks and head bowed, Billy comically headed to his room sobbing softly.

“I’m sorry you had to attend this show,” said Mrs. Panelli, addressing Ellen. “But I don’t accept impertinence from my sons.”

“I know that,” replied Ellen, giggling as Paul blushed all the colors of red. “Don’t worry.”

“Very well, then,” Mrs. Panelli chuckled. I’ll get ready and be with you in a moment.” With those words, she headed for her room.

Alone in his room, Billy had stopped whimpering, and, as always, he did after one of his Mom’s burning corrections, he was looking in the mirror of his closet at the results of the session of hand spanks. His Mommy had spanked his round, boyish bottom soundly but briefly, and his buttocks were just an intense, sore-looking pink. They stung, but his ego stung much more, having been treated like a 6-year-old in front of Ellen, his pretty sister-in-law whom he secretly had a crush on. He had to do something to show her that he was not a brat and that he had only allowed Mother to treat him like that so as not to offend her feelings, but in the end, she had done no harm to him.

Fortunately, along with the burning in his buttocks, his erection had also diminished, so he pulled up his pajama pants, made sure his cheeks were clean of tears, and cautiously opened the door to his room. He looked outside. Mom’s room was closed, and she was definitely getting dressed. Billy knew from experience that she always took long, especially when, like that night, she had to go out for a fancy evening. So he took courage and silently went to the living room.

In her room, Mrs. Panelli had taken off her daily clothes and chosen her evening attire. She had sheathed herself in a black sheer body that barely contained her bursting breasts over an also-black garter belt sheath. She had slipped sheer black stockings over her still-beautiful toned legs and was fastening them to the garter belt when what sounded like Billy’s voice reached her ears. Frowning, she walked to the door and opened it. Yes, that was indeed the voice of her Billy!

Puffing smoke from her nostrils, she slipped on her high-heeled sandals, threw on a white blouse that barely covered her shoulders, and left the room without even buttoning it. She made her way to Billy’s room and opened the door. Billy was not there.

“BILLY!” She shouted with her best annoyed tone, “Come here this instant!” And she stood, hands on her hips, waiting for her mischievous son in the hallway.

When Billy turned the corner and saw his angry Mother waiting for him in the hallway, the blood drained from his cute boyish face, and a look of pure terror painted on it.

“Mom...I was thirsty, Mommy, and I went to drink a glass of water...” he blabbered his lame excuse.

“Save it, and get in, NOW!” barked Mrs. Panelli, pointing to his open room.

Trembling, Billy complied, and once he was inside, he started a litany of pitiful pleadings, “Please, Mommy, I’m sorry I went to the living room; I really am. I just had a glass of water. I didn’t mean to disobey you, Mommy. Please, please don’t…roast my buttocks, Mommy!”

“Too late, mister. I told you what would have happened to you if I heard another whisper from you. And now you are not going to talk me out of this. It seems to me that you forgot that Mommy always has to be obeyed, and you need to have your little buttocks very well roasted to make you remember that, young man.”

And with that, Mrs. Panelli yanked his pajama pants down off Billy’s hips, butt cheeks, and down the young man’s lean legs. Immediately, Billy’s young male member shot up past his pajama top to salute his Mom. Then, to Billy’s astonishment, Mrs. Panelli stepped over to a small, armless chair, a souvenir from his childhood, and put one of her heels on it, dragged her son onto her raised, stockinged leg, hanging him upside down, with his bare bottom, already bearing his Mom’s handprints, pointing up to the ceiling, while Billy wriggled and protested.

Billy’s face evidenced his shocked fear as he hung held in the air, and he squirmed and writhed more, hoping against hope he might break free and off his Mom’s thigh. Instead, Mrs. Panelli began spanking the proffered boy’s chubs with mighty, powerful slaps of her broad palm.

Being Mrs. Panelli very familiar with delivering hot, blazing spankings that would sear the flesh on her sons’ bottoms and thighs and burn obedience into their souls, Billy quickly began shouting and objecting, then apologizing and promising to be good. His boyish bottom was a deep pink and would ripen to bright red and very hot soon.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, MOMMY! AUAWWWW! PLEASE STOP! BWUAHHHH! IT HURTS!”

Billy alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady spanks of his Mom’s broad, thick palm meeting his meaty hillocks. Mrs. Panelli spanked Billy’s bottom cheeks and the upper part of his thighs again and again and again, deepening the red hue to a flaming scarlet and driving the burning sensation higher and higher while Billy bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“AH GWADD! WAAAAAAAAAAH! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDD! BWUAAAHHH!”

Billy’s breathing, gasps, wiggling, thrusts, and little cries became more frenzied and urgent as the spanking continued. Mrs. Panelli picked up the pace and intensity of the spanking, applying broad, flat, powerful, and excruciatingly painful slaps that flattened her son’s protruding buttocks. Right then, doubled over his Mom’s powerful thigh, bare from the waist down, while the firm maternal hand was turning his rear end into a flaming inferno, poor Billy indeed remembered that he was his Mommy’s boy and that Mommy was true, she must be obeyed, always!

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, MOMMY! WAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, MOMMY, I’LL BE GOOD, MOMMYYYY! BWUHAAAAAAAA!”      

But despite his shaming situation upended over his maternal thigh and the burning, excruciating stinging sensation he was experiencing in his chubby buttocks, his dick had become so hard and thick, and longing for relief. Billy’s virgin penis was so stiff and hard and throbbing with aching need and longing for orgasm. He was squealing and screaming as the pain steeped from his bottom to his brain. At the same time, he was humping and grinding his craving manhood against his Mom’s meaty, stockinged thigh.

Unfortunately, not realizing that Billy was near to shaming himself by coming on his maternal thigh, Mrs. Panelli didn’t relent the spanks rain. 

“Are you sorry to have disobeyed Mommy?’” She asked, her cheeks flushed with the exertion of such a fierce correction.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“YES, YESSSSS MOMMY, I’M SORRY I HAVE BEEN BAD. I SWEAR I AM. WAAAAAAAAH”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“Are you going to be a good boy for Mommy?”

“WAAAAAAAAH YES, YESSSSS I’LL BE GOOD! I PROMISE I WILL BE!”

And then it happened. As if it had a life of its own, Billy’s spasm-hardened cock erupted in copious spurts onto Mrs. Panelli’s shapely thigh and the floor.

“Okey,” Mrs. Panelli said in surprise, stopping chastising her son’s beet-red and swollen buttocks, “Let this be a lesson to you.”

She guided Billy back down on the floor, where the boy stood on unsteady legs. He was beyond shame, and his smoldered bottom burned with the fire of pure hell. Mrs. Panelli seemed to see smoke rising from his poor buttocks turned to hot coals. She gently caressed his back, trying to reassure him that his correction had ended and that what had happened was not his fault and nothing to be worried about.

Unable to look her in the eyes, Billy hugged his Mother, put his face between her barely-covered breasts, and cried all his tears of sorrow in there.

Mrs. Panelli kept him close to her, cuddling him with her left arm while her right hand soothed his pulsating, smocking, burning-red bottom cheeks. Billy melted in that embrace, drying his tears on her soft, maternal bosom, and even if he was spent by that painful and shameful experience, he felt secure and loved.


Marriage new beginning

In the days that had followed the searing, shameful correction he had received on his Mother’s lap in front of his wife, poor Paul 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 face. At the same time, Ellen noticed an exciting improvement in his sexual performance, especially when, during intercourse, she grabbed his sore buttocks and squeezed them, whispering phrases such as ‘You’ve been such a bad boy’ or ‘Mommy spanked you well, didn’t she?’ into his ear.

After a few days, however, and once Paul was able to sit with some comfort again, things went back to normal, and Ellen started thinking about how to practice the teachings and examples her mother-in-law had given her in their marriage.

She did not have to try very hard because, with a husband like hers, who was prone to foolish adolescent behavior, the opportunity soon presented itself.

That afternoon, Ellen was busy working on the computer. Paul saw his Mother get into the car and asked her where she was going, to which she replied, “Grocery shopping.”

As soon as the car disappeared into the driveway, Paul headed toward his Mother’s house, his intention being, as had been his habit when he was a teenager and was home alone, to surf the internet looking for porn sites. He went to the PC in the living room, turned it on, and soon, a bunch of naked young women, posing in lustful, provocative views, staring out at the camera almost as if into his eyes, filled the screen.

Excited, he took off his pants; next, he peeled off his boxers. Looking at the images with hungering eyes, he began masturbating his horny, hard, huge manhood. He took his time, sure that his Mom was away for at least a couple of hours and that Ellen was busy with her work.

But while he was immersed in his happy, arousing dreams, he heard: “For God’s sake, what is going on here?”

Paul 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.

Under his Mother’s inquiring gaze, the crestfallen man, caught red-handed, stood, unable to answer.

“I’m glad I forgot my wallet and returned home to get it. So I was able to find out what lousy acts you do when you are alone without supervision!”

“I’m sorry, Mother,” was all the crestfallen man could utter.

“Oh, you are sorry now. Shame on you! An adult, married man looking at this filth. Disrespecting your Mother in her own home and your wife! Let’s see what Ellen has to say about this!” Scolded the angry Mother, grabbing Paul by his upper arm and bringing him inside his house without letting him put his pants and boxers back on.

Once in the living room, the two met Ellen, who, having heard they came in, was waiting for them. She was amazed to see Mrs. Panelli carrying her half-bare husband and stood apprehensively, hearing what her mother-in-law made Paul confess.

“I’m sorry, Ellen, please...please forgive me,” the disheartened husband concluded his confession.

“Not so fast, young man. You will be forgiven only after being adequately punished. Go to the corner now,” said Mrs. Panelli, pointing to an empty corner, “While I talk to your wife, MARCH!”

Humbled and defeated, Paul 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.

“This absolutely can’t go unpunished, Ellen,” Mrs. Panelli told her daughter-in-law. “I taught Paul to respect women, and he knows the consequences of not doing what Mom taught him.”

“I completely agree with you. He needs to be punished and punished severely. Just like I saw you do for the speeding ticket.”

“Yes, he does need that, although I think you should be the one to give him the deserved punishment because, as his wife, the person he most offended with his shameful behavior.”

“UH, oh, well,” said Ellen, almost speechless from the excitement. “I don’t know, Angela. I mean, not that Paul 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 a thorough spanking like the one I saw you deliver.”

Mrs. Panelli 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 Ellen, “I don’t think it can be of any use for this, and no, I don’t have wooden spoons; as you know, I’m not the best cook…But, wait a minute.”

She went to the bathroom, and when she returned, she was carrying a long-handled, flat-backed bath brush.

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

“Ok then,” Ellen committed with a look of resolution. “As I said, I never did something like that, but I saw you punish Paul, and besides, I’m a well-trained tennis player, so I hope my arm will do for the task.”

“Very well, then,” Panelli replied, winking at Ellen.

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

Panelli slapped her son on his bare bum and, as if he had not been present while the two women were deciding the immediate future of his buttocks, informed him, “Your wife is going to roast your buttocks, you naughty little boy. You just march yourself over to her and then turn over her knee. If you trouble her, I’ll make you wish you hadn’t, am I clear?”

Paul looked like he wanted to argue, which prompted his domineering Mom to warn him, “The only words I want to hear out of your mouth are ‘Yes, Mommy,’ understand?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Paul’s subdued answer came softly.

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

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

The now confident Ellen patted her bare thighs, peeking from her diminutive skirt. Paul obeyed the gesture, turning across her lap, his bare bottom up and ready to be spanked. With a shiver of excitement, Ellen felt her husband’s huge, engulfed member smash against her bare thighs.

With a confirming look at her mother-in-law, who nodded in encouragement, Ellen slapped the back of the bath brush on one of Paul’s bum cheeks, smarting but 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 Paul squirming and the little noises he made as she spanked.

Mrs. Panelli watched with approval how Ellen laid down the flat back of the bath brush on the meaty target, good and proper, making Paul distinctly uncomfortable. What had begun as a tentative experiment for Ellen turned into a prolonged and very thorough paddling for poor Paul. Ellen’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 her husband’s bare buttocks, sit spot, and upper thighs.

Paul had had an initial resolve to take it like a man, not wanting to break down at the hands of his wife, but that faltered quite soon. With a merciless rain of wooden spanks, Ellen 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, the now-broken husband started to bawl shamelessly.

“BWUAAAAA! PWLEASEEEE! BWUAAAAAA! ELLEN, NAAA, PWLEEESE! AHAAWWWW! BWUAAAAAA!”

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

“PLEASE ELLEN! PWLEAAAASEEEE! IT HURTSSSSS!”

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

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

“OHOWHWWW! WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

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

“WAAAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDDD!”

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

"PLEASE ELLEN, PWLEAAASEEE...I WON’T DISRESPECT YOU ANYMORE!”

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

“WHAAAAAA! I WILL RESPECT YOU! AHARGHH! MOMMY! WHAAAAAA! PLEASEEE MOMMY, MAKE HER STOP, MOMMY! WHAAAAAA! WHAHAAAAAA!” 

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

At that point, impressed by Paul’s sincere pleadings and seeing the sorrowful state of his smoldering bottom, Ellen stopped the searing correction and looked at her mother-in-law 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, Mrs. Panelli agreed that he had been punished enough and ordered the battered boy up from Ellen’s knee.

Awkwardly, the well-spanked Paul got up from across Ellen’s lap, flinching 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, crying to the ceiling, and with his engorged, huge male member wobbling shameless all around.

Ellen and Angela exchanged a smile of understanding as they observed the spectacle the poor man was making of himself, prancing around the room, crying like a well-spanked little boy, holding one smoldered buttock in each hand.

“I congratulate you,” said Mrs. Panelli to her daughter-in-law. It was such an effective paddling. Looking at you correcting Paul, I’m happy he has a woman like you; he so much needs a firm female hand in his life.” Then, approaching her somewhat calmer son, Angela Panelli asked, ruffling his hair, “How does my naughty boy feel, hmmm? Did Ellen roast your buttocks well?”

“Yes, Mommy, I’m sorry I’ve been a bad boy. I’m so sorry, Ellen. I promise it won’t happen again, ever. Please forgive me, honey!” Paul uttered in his sobbing boyish voice.

“I forgive you, Paul,” Ellen said, approaching her husband and hugging him.

She kept him close to her, kissing his wet, contorted lips tenderly while her right hand soothed his pulsating, smocking, burning-red bottom cheeks. Paul melted in that embrace, returning the kiss to the woman he knew would guide him through life’s perils from then on.
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