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A Voluptuous Stepmother

"Hello, Jack," Vera Wells called when her stepson shuffled into the living room.

“Hi, Vera,” Jack answered casually.

She stared at the handsome 19-year-old boy with black hair and green-eyed good looks. Vera noticed that his slender body was getting more muscular now that he was playing football on the college team. His thighs and buttocks filled well with his stretched jeans, which in the front evidenced an impressive bulge, and she wondered how much the boy was endowed down there.

The answer that slid into her mind was worth savoring, for Vera was a 29-year-old woman of voluptuous sensibilities. She did love her newly married husband, which complicated her emotions surrounding her new stepson. The fact was that now and then, Vera's feelings for Jack tipped away from safely maternal into something else. Jack was a darling, intelligent young man, and he was charming to her in a way that thrilled Vera's already overactive imagination.

Voluptuous Vera didn’t know that the fantasies in which she occasionally indulged were a blink of an eye compared to the time Jack spent conjuring her late at night. His hand would steal beneath his covers while wicked, lusty thoughts crowded in his mind. By morning, however, he could behave as the cheery, dutiful boy he was. He did know Vera was his father's new wife.

This was one moment, however, that he would have gladly skipped by if he

could, as it was with trepidation that Jack approached his young, pretty stepmother seated on the sofa.

"Is something wrong, dear?" Vera pushed aside the magazine she'd been reading and focused on the flushed, downcast face before her.

In answer, the boy handed her something that looked like a bill. With resigned anxiety, Jack watched as she scanned the note. It actually was a bill for $2,500.00 for damage to some premises.

Puzzled, Vera looked at her stepson, "What is this?"

Blushing slightly and looking at the floor, Jack had to tell the pitiful story of how he and four other members of his fraternity had gone to a bar to party, and the party had degenerated to the point of causing such damage.

“We were five, so it’s 500 bucks each…that or the owner will sue us for damages."

Vera opened her eyes wide in amazement, "How could such a thing happen? I thought of you as a young man with a head on his shoulders, Jack. You understand very well that this is unacceptable."

“Yes, I know Vera. And I’m sorry, really. That’s why I came to you…”

“What you mean, Jack?” Asked Vera, frowning.

“Well…the matter is that I can’t afford to pay the 500. I mean, I have almost finished my allowance, and what I have left is that I need to finish the semester...and I won’t like asking my father for more money."

“And why not, young man?”

“Oh, mhm…the matter is that I’m afraid he wouldn’t like to hear what the money in question is for, and he would take my car...I mean, as a punishment..."

"So let me get this straight," said Vera, who became severe, "You want me to give you the money and not say anything to your father?"

Blushing lightly, his gaze to the floor, Jack nodded.

“Look at me when I talk to you!” Snapped Vera, hands on hips.

“Yes, Vera,” said Jack, raising his best puppy-dog eyes to his stepmother. “Look, I promise I will return them to you as soon as I can."

Suddenly assuming a stern air, Vera stared at her stepson, crossing her arms over her bosom.

“Money is not the problem, Jack. The problem is that I can't let what you did go unpunished. Besides, I have to hide something from your father."

“I understand that, but…I really need the car. I can't stay without a car until the next vacation."

“I understand that,” Vera said, her voice returned velvety. “I know how important the car is for a young man your age: friends, girls...That's why I allow you to choose, tell your father everything or take a spanking from me now."

The boy's eyes flew to her face. Never, ever had he considered such an option. Jack gazed at his stepmother and was struck again by her regal beauty. As the sun coursed through the window behind her, it picked out the golden pinpoints in her copper hair. Her buxom bosom, bare under the thin summer blouse, stretched out in front of him, her tapered, toned legs left bare from the shorts she was wearing were crossed, and her right foot made her flat-soled sandal jiggle. The boy's heart tore through his body at the idea of going over the lap of that beauty, as he did years ago over his own Mom’s lap. He could not deny the tremor of pleasure unfolding his belly nor the tickling heat of his loins.

"All right," he said in a whisper, "I'll take the spanking."

Imperious, nodding, Vera stood and moved a chair from behind the dining table.

"Take down your trousers and your undies," she directed.

His mouth opened to protest, but she raised her perfectly manicured index finger and cut him off before a sound was issued: "Do as you are told, young man!”

She stood behind the chair, her cinnamon eyes glittering, her will indomitable. Jack was stunned into obedience.

As he stumbled, fumbling with the buttons on his jeans, Vera went to the fire mantle and took a wooden cloth brush, which she set meaningfully on the table. She pulled the chair just a little closer so the brush would be in easy reach and turned to survey the progress her stepson was making. Not much. Jack stood clutching the waistband of his trousers, looking at the brush with horror. Finally, he shifted his eyes to Vera as she settled on the chair.

Without a word, she grabbed him by the wrist and dragged the fit boy towards her. 

"Drop them, Jack," she commanded, pulling his hands from his waistband. 

His trousers fell to his knees, and Vera admired his fine, tonic, fit legs. 

Slipping her long-nailed fingers under Jack's shirt, Vera gripped the top of his underdrawers and, with a yank, they, too, puddled round feet. The boy was now painfully embarrassed, which was easy to ascertain from the bright color that adorned his high cheekbones.

Without a drop of sympathy, Vera lifted her son's shirt all the way up to his belly and pressed his hand there to hold it. His penis was erect, and she was pleased to note that she had guessed right; it was of good size.

Vera did not dawdle over her inspection of him, though she would have liked to. It would never do to have the boy suspect this encounter was anything but a chore for her. With an exasperated sigh, she patted her knee. 

"Over you go, darling," she told him while enjoying the buzz of power she experienced at having such a handsome young man to command.

He obeyed her instantly, anxious to hide his erection from her warm brown gaze. Vera made sure that Jack assumed the most vulnerable position possible, tugging him forward an inch here, on the diagonal there, all to let Jack know who was controlling this situation… and to better feel the solidity of his erection against her bare thighs.

She was only satisfied once his hands splayed across the rug for support, his backside balanced right at the center of her lap, and his toes touched the floor on the other side.

Jack's boyish bottom was then patted fondly by its future chastiser, setting his cheeks squirming in panicky anticipation, which resulted in one hard slap from his stepmother, who enjoined him to "Keep your seat still. No wiggling."

How Jack was to accomplish that, he certainly couldn't guess. Even if she didn't proceed with the spanking, the feel of his cock pressed into her silky thighs was enough to make Jack writhe, while her hand, massaging his rear, had him groaning under his breath.

Vera spent several minutes lecturing the red-faced boy while tracing her fingers across her intended target, stopping occasionally to pinch his supple skin with repressed glee. When Jack unconsciously thrust himself into her bare lap, she nearly lost her breath from dizzy excitement.

"Would you like your spanking now, Jackie?" She finally whispered, happily anticipating the act as much as her stepson dreaded it.

"Yes, Mommy," came the strained mumble from the young man, humiliated and titillated beyond anything his imagination had ever considered.

Vera lifted her hand, allowing it to hover midair while Jack's bottom played out a nervous dance of expectancy. When she brought her palm down as hard as she could on the boy's bottom, she gasped with pleasure. A red handprint appeared immediately on the boy's candid, round cheek, and Vera struggled against the urge to lean forward and nip the mark with her teeth.

Jack squirmed again, rubbing his thighs together in discomfort, which was in part due to the hardened state of his cock. His movements shook Vera back to her task, and she set about briskly applying her palm to the buttocks before her.

At first, Jack resolved to accept this spanking like a man, but his manly resolve was soon discarded as Vera's small hand proved very efficient at setting up a burning fire across his bottom in no time.

"Oh!  Oh!  Veraaa!'' Jack gasped softly, pressing his knees together even more tightly to keep from kicking.

Above him, Vera smirked, hearing this first distressed response from her stepson. She directed her hand with more vigor to his now glowing hindquarters and chuckled when he began to toss his hips from side to side. His struggles were fierce, but Vera was a match for him. She anticipated his every shudder and sway, bracing him more firmly with her left arm as she slapped down on his reddening bottom with determination and vigor.

The writhing boy begged, his bottom now pumping up and down desperately,

"AHWHWW!  MOOOM!  NO!  NO!  NO!"

"Yes.  Yes.  Yes," the stepmother muttered with each swat she delivered, redoubling her efforts to concentrate on the very seat of Jack's naughty bottom. 

This had the boy hollering with displeasure. And now he kicked up his heels, thrashing his feet in the air, all modesty forgotten.

"OHWHWWH!  MOOOMMYY! I'LL NEVER DO SUCH A THING AGAIN!" 

His fingers curled into the rug, repentant tears poured down his flushed cheeks, and his mouth twisted in a cry of pain.

“AHARGHHH! AHAWHWWW! I'M SORRYYYY!" Jack bellowed, the skin of his bottom cheeks pulsing as the woman above him continued her assault. 

Vera's dainty white hand splatted again and again on her stepson’s crimson buttocks while his toes pounded the floor, and he bucked and sobbed. The evident discomfort of the young man would not deter Vera. She was going to deliver to this impertinent rear end every single spank it had coming. Her hand throbbed with the same fire she infused to Jack's bouncy flesh and her arm ached, but still, Vera would not quit.

"MOMMY!  MOMMY!  NOOO MOOORE! BWUAHAAAAAA!" The boy's voice had become a high-pitched shriek of sorrow.

Perspiration beaded the woman's brow. Spanking a healthy young man was hard work, especially when one was determined to do a thorough job of it. Vera paused to catch her breath. Jack continued to flail his legs and cry piteously as though her hand was still scalding his seat. Again, Vera resisted the urge to press her lips and tongue to the scarlet red bottom before her. Instead, she reached for the cloth brush.

"Jack, pay attention," she demanded. The boy continued to struggle, so she gave him a shake. "Your spanking is almost over, young man."

When a whine rose from her lap, she gave him a smarting THWACK of the

brush across his thighs. 

"Now listen, Jack. I am going to give you a dozen more with the brush."

"NOO! Please, Mommy, I've had enough. I…"

Another CRACK to the back of his legs ended that plea mid-sentence.

"Now, son, you've been very naughty, haven't you?" she asked while rubbing the polished wood back and forth over Jack's smoldering buttocks.

"Y…yes," came the rueful response.

"And what happens to naughty boys, Jack?"

"They…get spanked."

"Yes, and quite soundly, too," Vera agreed briskly. "Now, Jackie darling, are you going to be a good boy for Mommy from now on?"

"Yes, Mommyyy ahawhwwww," he moaned.

"I thought so. Because if you aren't," she warned, "you will find yourself spending a great deal of time over my knee. Do you understand?"

"Yes Mooommmyyyyyy," wailed the miserable boy.

"Are you ready for the last part of your spanking, love?"

"Ahwhwwww...Moooommyyyy...pleaseeeee…”

Vera raised the flat-backed wooden brush high and brought it crashing down upon her stepson's cringing buttocks.

"AHRGHGGG!" he squealed again when a second stroke descended in exactly the same place. 

She made short work of this final volley, working her way inch by inch down his lively, wiggling bum cheeks until every scrap of flesh had tasted the flat, wooden back of the brush. 

The owner of that pair of thoroughly chastised buttocks was quite beside himself by now. He roared out his pain, struggling brutally over his stepmother's lap as if he were trying to hump it with his engorged penis at the rhythm of the hairbrush’s smoldering smacks. Vera held him in place until she deemed the spanking finished.

When she finally let the howling boy rise, he sprang to his feet, took his steaming buttocks in his hands, and hopped up and down in an unmanly display of agony as his cock, hard as a rock, wobbled all around as well as his balls. Vera pretended not to notice this as she returned the brush to its place. When she turned, however, and found Jack still standing with pants around his ankles, holding his bottom and bawling like a small child, her heart melted.

Vera seated herself on the chair again and pulled Jack across her thighs, upright this time. He yelped as his bottom made contact with her lap, but he quieted when she hugged him close and kissed his wet, flushed cheek.

Even though she was the one who had set his poor bottom afire, Jack turned into her comforting embrace, buried his face in her bosom, and breathed in her sweet smell. It was a moment they both were never to forget.


Aunt Margaret

Having Aunt Margaret at home with him and his single Mom for a week elicited conflicting feelings in Willy.

On one hand, the 22-year-old boy was happy to have his Mother’s older sister around. At 45, Aunt Margaret was still his most attractive Aunt, the one he had a little crush on since she was a kid. On the other hand, she was a firm, determined woman who couldn’t stand any silly behavior. That’s why, even if happy to spend time with his preferred Aunt, when a boy, he was always wary when his Mother left him with her.

Willy remembered well how she only gave one warning, sometimes none, as she believed in stopping things before they got out of hand. And unlike his easy-going Mother, Aunt Margaret believed that sometimes kids listen better with their buttocks than with their ears. So even if he had never been overly bad, just a little mischievous, cheeky remarks and bad attitude being his main problems, sometimes his little bottom had unpleasant encounters with his beloved Auntie’s slipper. Even now that he was in his twenties, a stern look or a reprimand from that attractive, stern woman made him blush and get butterflies in his stomach.

Given all this, you can imagine Willy’s conflicted feelings at having Margaret in the house for a week while workers remodeled her apartment.

Everything proceeded well throughout the week, at least until Friday. On Saturday morning, when all three of them, him, his Mother, and Margaret, were sitting at the breakfast table, things got out of Willy’s hand. The conversation slipped to the commitment needed to succeed in life, and Willy, hearing that his Mother had broached that subject to rebuke his listless attitude toward his university studies, resented it and assumed a surly attitude. Soon, the argument heated, and tensions reached a boiling point.

Frustration hung thick in the air as Willy’s temper flared. In the heat of the moment, he uttered words he would later regret, “You just don’t understand a fucking nothing, Mom! You are just a lonely woman soured by the years!”

His Mother, hurt and taken aback, retreated from the table and went for her bag and jacket, leaving a heavy silence in her wake. Willy’s gaze followed her. The weight of his harsh words started to settle in his conscience, and a sense of guilt replaced his anger. He turned his head, and his gaze crossed Aunt Margaret’s, her eyes sending lightning bolts.

Margaret also got up from the table and joined her sister, who was leaving to go to her Saturday job. Willy heard some muttering, and then the door closed behind his Mother. Suddenly, Aunt Margaret came back with a face like thunder.

“That was totally uncalled for,” she said.

Willy gulped, seeing the look on her face.

“Come on, Aunt Margaret, it was not that bad. I got carried away by the heat of the argument, that’s all,” Willy said, not even believing his words.

“Heat of the argument or not, it was very insulting. Your Mother didn’t deserve that remark. I can’t stand my little sister being treated that way!”

Willy could feel the tone in her voice getting sterner, which reaffirmed his realization that he had overstepped the mark. As weird as it may sound, he was experiencing the same feeling of apprehension that gripped him as a child when his strict Aunt scolded him.

“I am sure she will forgive me later,” said Willy with a lump in his throat.

“Whether she does or doesn’t isn’t the issue. It was a very nasty remark that you needn’t have made. How many times I have warned you about your attitude when you were younger? I see that you haven’t taken much notice of your Aunt’s words.”

“Okay, Aunt Margaret, you are right. I wouldn’t have said that. I’m sorry…it just came out.”

“Well, now we are going to have to do something to make you think next time you want to say something cheeky, won’t we?”

Once said, Margaret reached down and removed one of her leather flat-soled sandals.

Willy widened his eyes and blanched.

“What…hey, Aunty, what do you think you are doing?” He asked in an unsure voice without even realizing that he had called Margaret’ Aunty’, just as he did when he was a child.

“If I’m not wrong, I have given you quite a few well-smacked bottoms for your arrogant attitude in the past, but it seems it wasn’t quite enough.”

“Come on, you can’t be serious…I mean, I’m 22 years old. You can’t possibly think to do what I think you want to do,” Willy’s voice showed much less confidence than his words.

“I’m very serious, young man,” said Margaret, slapping the flat leather sole on her other hand, “and I definitely want to do what you know very well that you need and deserve.”

“Okay, Aunty,” said Willy, starting to feel afraid now. “You are right. I wouldn’t have said that. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again, Aunty. I promise,” he pleaded.

“I will try and make sure of that, young man. You’re in for a hell of a spanking this time!”

Margaret moved one of the dining table chairs away from the table, raised her skirt almost to her crotch, and sat down, presenting to her crestfallen nephew her meaty, pantyhosed thighs forming a silky platform for him to lay on.

“Get your naughty bottom over here right now, you bad boy!”

As if in a trance, and as if he was regressed at his old condition of the naughty little nephew of his Aunty, Willy strolled over to where Margaret was sitting and, shaking, stood next to her. That sensation was reinforced by his Aunt’s words.

“I think we’ll have these down just to get the message across,” she said, unfastening his jeans and letting them fall to the floor.

To Willy’s utter shame, Margaret inserted her manicured fingers in the waistband of his boxers and took them down to his calves. The boy covered his face with his hand when his private came in plain view, and he stood sporting a full-mast erection just a few inches from his Aunt’s face.

As if she hadn’t noticed it, Margaret said, “Get over my knee, now!”

Unable by now to stand against his loved and feared Aunt, Willy leaned over that dreaded yet inviting lap, letting out a dejected moan.

“Further down, boy, I want that bottom right up,” said Margaret, feeling Willy’s hardened manhood rub against her almost bare thighs and adjusting her nephew’s position so that his round bottom was slightly bent and up over her lap.

For a moment, she stood admiring Willy’s bare, candid buttocks. They were round and muscular but supple and swelled up, almost asking to be spanked severely.

With his hardened manhood smashed against his Aunt’s meaty, silky thighs, Willy felt the sandal’s flat leather sole tapping his bottom. Then, suddenly, a loud wallop resounded in the room like a gunshot. His legs shot out and stiffened. He didn’t remember it to sting so much!

Margaret raised the leather sole again and brought it smartly down again. A few seconds later, another very hard whack arrived, and Willy yelped as the sting got worse. Yet another followed, even harder than the previous three, and he started to kick and wail.

“Keep still, boy. I have only just started. You are in for an overdue true blistering this time.”

“Please! AHAWHWW! I am sorry, Aunty! OHOWHWWW! I’ve learned my lesson!”

“Oh no, young man, you need a very sore and blistered bottom to realize how rude you were,” she said while she continued to smack Willy’s buttocks soundly.

WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!

Margaret set to tattooing her nephew’s round bottom unmercifully. First, one buttock, then the other, and so on. Willy bellowed in agony. Tears streamed down his cheeks, snot came out his nostrils, and his mouth was contorted in an agonizing wail. Nothing did stop his Aunt. He squirmed mightily, but Margaret had a firm grip around his waist. He yelled with each wallop as the burning heat sunk in with each swat. His arms and legs were flailing desperately.

WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!

Unrelentless, Margaret’s arm rained down a flurry of the hardest leather soles swats that Willy ever had. Shame and self-pity were long gone by now for the poor boy, as the only thing he was concerned for was the leather sole coming whacking down on his bum flesh, flattening every time, in turn, his smoldered buttocks. Every time the flat leather sole smacked down on his already flaming red bum’s skin, he felt like his buttocks were branded, and he was bawling like a toddler having a tantrum. Nothing helped him. His Aunt was firm and held him down as she continued to whack him hard.

WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!

By now, Margaret was into her trademark finale by concentrating the flat leather sole smacks on that tender area where the lower part of the buttocks met the top of the back of the thighs of her now contrite nephew that screeched and bucked wildly.

Finally, after what seemed an eternity to Willy, but that was scarcely four minutes, Margaret stopped spanking, and the desperate boy lay there across her lap, bawling and clenching and unclenching his red, swollen, stinging buttocks. His rear end burned with the fire of hell, and he couldn’t do but hiccupping cry on the lap of the woman who had given him the sorest bum of his entire life.

“You may get up now, Willy,” Aunt Margaret said after a while, setting him on his feet.

Willy immediately reached behind and tried to rub the sting away. Still, his smoldered, smocking buttocks were so sore even at the slightest touch that finally, he danced in place with his hand waving in the air, crying to the ceiling, oblivious of his hardened manhood wobbling comically in front of his favorite Aunt.

“It seems this sandal of mine has done an excellent job, hasn’t it, Willy?” After allowing him a few minutes of that comical little boy spanking dance, Margaret asked.

He just looked at her, tear-faced.

“I asked you a question, boy. Answer me if you don’t want more time across my knee.”

“Yes, Aunty! SOB! SOB! I am very sore. SOB! And very, very sorry!” He uttered through sobs.

Margaret raised from the chair and opened her arm in an inviting gesture for he nephew to come to hug her. Overwhelmed by so many emotions and reduced to the state of a well-punished little boy, Willy threw himself into her arms to cry all his tears on her generous bosom. He buried his face in her cleavage and sobbed inconsolably, yet securely, in his Aunty’s arms.

“I can’t believe I had to do this again,” Margaret said with a smirk, “But be assured that I would do it even in the future if you don’t change that attitude of yours!”

“Yes Aunty…I know,” Willy said, sniffling.

His guilt had been washed off, and he felt secure and reassured in her strong Aunt’s arms.


How does that feel?

CRACK!

OHWWHWWWW!

The paddle lands again, right on that part of Arnold’s bottom that is already been hit. He tries to be brave, but he can feel the tears streaming down his cheeks.

“How does that feel, young man?” Asks Hilda, “Was it worth going out with your friends instead of doing your chores and lying about it to your wife?”

‘What am I supposed to say?’ Arnold thinks. 

His wife is used to talking to him while she punishes him, but she usually doesn’t ask questions. She just says things like, “This is what a naughty husband like you deserve!” And then Arnold knows the next smack of his wife’s dreaded Lexan paddle is just seconds away.

Sometimes, like a few minutes ago, she indeed asks stuff like, “Do you know why you deserve to get your buttocks bared and paddled till they are all puffy and scarlet red, don’t you?”

That’s a real question, and Arnold has to answer it. He better answer!

“Because I lied to you,” he said, feeling like he shrunk under his wife’s gaze, already on the verge of tears.

But giving the correct answer didn’t help him. 

“That’s right,” his wife said. “You are a little liar, and you know about ‘liar, liar, pants on fire?’ Well, first, I am going to take your pants down, and then I’m going to set your bum cheeks afire with the Lexan, young man!”

And, indeed, she unbuckled his belt, slipped down with her perfectly manicured fingers, his pants and boxers together, and ordered him to bend over the side of the bed before he could say anything more.

“Raise them well up,” she ordered, meaning Arnold’s buttocks, while in nothing else than her short, sheer nightgown and short-heeled slippers, opened the closet’s door and took out the Lexan paddle.

She bought it the summer before they got married from a sex shop’s online catalog. It is about a foot long and has two rows of holes drilled in it.

“What will you do if I buy this and use it to discipline you?” Hilda asked Arnold before making the purchase, showing him the item on the Internet.

“OH!” Arnold answered, blanching and cupping his buttocks in his hands, “I will wiggle and squirm and try and cover my bottom. I’ll plea for mercy and promise to be good. And… I’ll probably call you Mommy.”

That answer sealed his fate.

So now he is bent on the side of their king-size bed, obediently presenting his raised, round, meaty hillocks to his wife’s punishing wrath.

The paddling hurt from the first smack a dozen smacks ago.

CRACK!

“OH, OHWHWWW!”

“How does that feel?” Hilda asks again.

“II HURTS! OHOWHH! It really hurts,” Arnold answers between sobs. 

What is he supposed to say?

“Well, this is just the beginning,” says his wife. “It’s going to hurt a lot worse before I’m through with you, mister!”

Arnold knows she’d say something like that. 

She just doesn’t give him his paddling.

CRACK!

“OHWHWWW!”

She likes to talk to him, describing how his fiery correction proceeds.

CRACK!

“OUCHHH!”

Taking her time between the paddle spanks.

CRACK!

“AHAWHWW!”

And that means each spank hurts more.

CRACK!

“OHOHWHWW!”

“I guess you think you’re pretty smart, right?” Hilda says.

‘OMG, what do I say now?’ Arnold tries to think between the flames that set his already swollen buttocks ablaze. ‘She’s waiting. Maybe she will stop if I say the right thing.”

“No, Hilda, I…I don’t think I’m smart. I wouldn’t be getting spanked if I were,” he answers tentatively.

CRACK!

“OHWHWWW!”

“Then you better get smart.”

CRACK!

“AHAWHWW!”

“and fast.”

CRACK!

“OUCHHH!”

“Smart enough to learn not to try to fool your wife!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“AHAWHWW! AHARGHHH! BWUAHAHHHH!”

Arnold’s bottom is really on fire now. Parts on each buttock are incredibly sore from being paddled several times precisely on the same spot, but almost all of his rear end is truly feeling the effects of his strict wife’s unrelenting correction.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Wailing and squalling, in a much higher and more urgent voice, Arnold cries out his exclamations of pain and sorrow. Trying hard to maintain his position, with his already lambasted buttocks offered to his wife’s paddle, he is plunged deeper into the engulfing, all-consuming frenzy of the fiery, searing pain afflicting his rear end. He is a defeated, broken, naughty little boy who eagerly wants to mind his wife forever.

“Do you think you have learned your lesson?” Hilda asks.

“OH GWAD, YES! Yes, I have…I am really sorry.”

CRACK!

“OUCHHH!”

“Well, I don’t think so.”

CRACK!

“AHAWHWW!”

“And if you think so.”

CRACK!

“AHARGHHH!”

“You better have another thinking.” 

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

A new rain of paddle smacks descends on Arnold’s bum, barely two seconds between each other, and he begins to twist from side to side, to no avail at all. The spanking continues another minute, faster now. Paddle spank after paddle spank, alternating on opposite sides of his bottom, down on the top of his thighs, hitting both buttocks at once right where Arnold sits. Sharp, burning smacks that would make him jump on the place while he does his best to keep his smoldered buttocks presented to his wife’s paddle.

Then, a pause.

“Well, young man, that is one really red bottom! I bet you won’t forget this paddling for a long time! And you won’t lie to me ever again, will you?”

“AHAWHWW! NO MOMMY! OWHWW! SOB! I won’t forget it. SOB! I won’t lie to you ever again. SOB! I promise. I really promise. I’ll never, ever lie to you again.”

‘Well, that should satisfy her,’ Arnold hopes, his cheeks damped in tears and snot.

“Good,” says Hilda. “I’m glad you feel that way. And since you want to be absolutely sure to remember this lesson, I am going to make sure you can’t possibly forget.” 

And with that, Arnold feels the paddle land across both sides of his tortured bottom even harder than before!

CRACCKKK!  CRACCKKK!  CRACCKKK!

“OHOWHWWW! AHARGHHH! MOOOMMYYY! AHAWHWW! HILDA! I promised! I promised! OUCHHH! I won’t ever…OHWHWW! OH, NOOOO! Please, don’t…OHWHWHW! spank me…OWWW! any more. AHWHWW! OOOWWW! Please! OHHHH! OWWWW! AHRGGGH! My bottom…AHHHH! OWWW! IT HURTS! AHRGGG! OHHHHHH,! IT HURTS SO BAD! OHWHWWWW!”

And then all he can do is sob. Just when he thought his correction was over, it got worse and worse. The paddle covers every inch of his burning, smocking bum skin, and there is just nothing left for him to do but howl. He can’t think. He can’t speak. There is just his burning bottom, his wife’s paddle landing, and his cries echoing in his head. 

And right then, it stops, and Arnold’s mind comes under his control again. He finds he is breathing hard, tears and snot have run down his cheeks and made a puddle on the bedspread, and he is still lying there, feeling the stingin pain that consumes his poor buttocks, turned into two burning coils.

“Okay,” Hilda says softly, “You can get up now.”

But instead of getting up, Arnold crawls on the bed and lies there on his side, sobbing piteously and rubbing his scorched rear end.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” says Hilda, approaching him with a soft, hoarse voice.

“OHWHW, Mommy, yes. I am so sorry to have been a bad boy,” Arnold says, still crying, and turning to his beloved wife, he hugs her bare, voluptuous thighs. 

Hilda ruffles Arnold’s hair and lets him slip his hands under her nightgown to caress her voluptuous bum while his forehead rubs against her bare crotch. The exertion to deliver such a formidable beating mingles with the moisture she feels there.

“Oh, Hilda, I love you,” Arnold whispers while slowly caressing the silky skin of her legs.

Hilda moans and bites her lips when her husband puts his head between her legs, his mouth kissing her there and giving her a little bite at her big lips.

“Ohh baby,” she groans when she feels his tongue licking inside her, “get on sweetie.”

Up and down, right and left, Arnold licks her, savoring her salty juices. His hand grabs big handfuls of her generous womanly buttocks while he licks, searching for her clitoris, and when he finds it, he sucks it moving his tongue right and left. She squirms and moans more and more, and she grabs his head, pressing his face against her. He sucks her till he hears her cry out, “Oh, Ohhhhhhh,” and a stream of warm humor bathes his lips.

Finally leaning his forehead against his beloved wife’s belly, he asks her, “How does that feel, honey?”


Rebecca’s worries

“I’m not kidding, Rebecca. It’s a wonder my pajamas didn’t melt when Mom blistered my ass with the board two days ago,” Sean said to his half-sister Rebecca while his right hand went to give a quick rub at his bum. “It has been 12 swats, and just for snapping at her, well, and for swearing.”

‘Knowing my mom, you were lucky to still have your pajamas on while she swung the paddle,’ thought Rebecca, but instead, she said, “Do it still hurt very much?”

“Not so much, I can sit down now,” the 26-year-old answered, then giving another rub at his jeans-covered bum, added, “How much I hate that paddle…”

“Well, little Bro, If you really hate to be under Mom’s rule, the way off is quite simple. With your wage as a physiotherapist, you can easily go to live on your own.”

“Oh well,” said Sean doubtfully, “I guess I’m too sloppy to live alone. One day, when I meet the right girl, I will go to live with her. But so far I haven’t met her. All my girlfriends eventually proved unreliable in embarking on a life together. Unlike you and John, who married and had you two beautiful sons.”

Lowering her eyes, the 40-year-old Rebecca sighed at the mention of her sons.

“In the end, Mom is great. I love her, and I appreciate so much having someone who cooks for me and takes care of my health and my clothes…despite the darn board,” concluded Sean while preparing to leave for his job.

Rebecca admired how her brother’s buttocks filled his jeans. ‘An impressive butt is definitely a genetic family trait,’ thought Rebecca, conscious of her own generous rear end, not to mention the matronly bottom of Mary, their Mother. ‘And thank goodness, seeing how hard Mom hits with the board right there. Poor bro will be quite uncomfortable sitting down today.’

“Bye-bye, big sister,” Sean said as he opened the door. “Will I find you this evening?”

“No, Sean, I just came to see Mom. I don’t think I’ll even stay for lunch. Take care.”

As the front door closed, Rebecca heard her mother leave her room upstairs, and soon she looked at her coming down the stairs. As usual, she had formally dressed. Mary was still a charming lady at sixty-three and after her second divorce. Not so tall, she kept her silver hair cut short, enhancing her pretty face with severe features. Even at home, she usually wore a knee-length skirt that wrapped her very matronly hips and bum and a blouse that left free the hairline of her generous cleavage, opting to put an apron on when she had to perform domestic chores or cooking.

“Hello Rebecca, it’s so nice to see you,” Mary said, hugging her eldest daughter and kissing her cheek. “Would you like some coffee, dear?”

“No, Mom, thanks. I just had my breakfast at home. I...I just came for some advice.”

Sensing that her daughter was concerned, Mary sat beside her on the sofa, taking her daughter’s hands between hers, and said, “Tell me, dear, how can I help you?”

“Oh, Mother, I’m so worried about my kids,” said Rebecca, “I don’t know what to do with them.”

“But why, what happens?” Mary asked, scared by her daughter’s evident anguish and now worried for her grandsons, the 19-year-old Aaron and the 18-year-old Jacob.

“This is the problem, Mother. I don’t know what happens with them, but my mother’s instinct tells me it’s nothing good. And I can’t make them open with me…oh, Mom, I’m afraid I’m a terrible mother.”

Under Mary’s sombrous gaze, Rebecca pressed a tissue from her bag. She wiped her moist eyes, then continued, “Even before leaving for college, Aaron was often out with his friends on weekends, and now that he is at home for the holidays, he has taken the habit of coming back very late at night all days of the week. He is hanging out at a seedy club and has some new friends that I don’t know which families they came from…and yesterday morning, I smelled alcohol in his mouth!” The voice of Rebecca broke saying so. “I don’t think that there is something really wrong in his life right now, but I’m worried that he would be in serious trouble if he keeps going on this path. As for Jacob…he almost doesn’t speak to me, and if questioned, he barely responds with some blatant fibs and rudeness. His grades in the last year of high school were good but not outstanding, and now that he is going to college, I won’t be able to control him at all. And he has a bad example of his brother. And of course, John is of no help, always away on his sales account job...oh, Mom, I don’t know what to do. What should I do?”

“You’ve got to stop being buddies with those boys, Rebecca! That’s what you have to do!” Snapped Mary in answer to her daughter’s help request. “Since they became teenagers, you have let them run over you. It’s time you start acting like their mother again. Put your foot down! What those boys need is some old-fashioned discipline. Don’t you remember how I controlled your and your brother Randolph’s life when you were their age?... And the consequences if you broke one rule?”

A blushing Rebecca nodded, “Oh yes, Mother, I sure remember it well, but I don’t know…do you think I should put my foot down, and if they don’t listen to me, I should spank them? My God, I think it is almost ten years since I don’t do something like that!”

“And it shows,” Mary replied. “They not only don’t obey you, they don’t even respect you! Take their pants down and warm their bottoms with a paddle; if you don’t have a paddle, use the flat back of a hairbrush. It always worked on your brother Randolph, and it still works with your brother Sean, who is a lot older than eighteen or nineteen, so don’t tell me that Aaron and Jacob are too old. As long as your sons live in your house and you pay their bills, you give the orders, and they obey. I love my grandsons dearly, but there have been times when I wanted to blister their backsides myself.”

Rebecca was beginning to sink into her mother’s lecture. It brought to mind a similar discussion she had about three weeks earlier. She was talking to her friend Irene at supper at church when she mentioned how nice and polite Irene’s boy was. Lucas was eighteen and had been Jacob’s classmate.

“Oh, he is always like that after I tan his behind,” Irene casually answered. “He broke his curfew by ten minutes last night.”

Amazed by that answer, Rebecca couldn’t help but ask, “Do you still spank him?”

“Of course, I do, dear,” Irene answered, surprised at the question, “It is precisely at his age that boys need a firm maternal hand even more. They are led to think they are now adults who can make their own decisions, while they are nothing more than kids with more developed bodies.” Then, with a chuckle, she followed on, “You had to see him after I finished roasting his bum cheeks with my hairbrush. Hopping up and down around his bedroom, with one crimson buttock in each hand, wailing how sorry he was to have disobeyed Mommy and promising to be a good boy.”

“I’m beginning to realize that you are right, Mother,” said Rebecca, returning to reality. “And that distresses me even more.” Her voice sounded honestly sad.

“What you mean, dear?” Asked a puzzled Mary.

“What I mean is that not only the behaviors of my sons worry me for the risks that they could undergo, but even more because they were doing all this under my eyes, and I have been unable to do something for them. I had trusted them to be mature enough to live their life without stringent supervision and responsible enough for their own decisions. Clearly, I had been totally, culpably wrong. I didn’t care enough about their decisions and actions like a good mother would. I have been so careless, so distracted by other trivial things…”

“Well, now, Rebecca,” said Mary as concern gave way to irritation. “Being a parent is the most difficult job; I know it very well. But I warned you several times about how you ruled your sons, and you didn’t pay attention.”

“Yes, Mother, I know. Do you see why I feel so guilty? And with this guilty feeling, it is difficult to be firm enough to take in hand two big boys.”

Mary weighed her daughter’s words for a few moments, then, in the firm voice she always used when dictating one of her sentences, she said, “Very well, young lady. I sure know the way to correct your attitude and, at the same time, wipe away the guilty feelings from your soul once and for all, and I strongly feel it is high time to implement it right here and now.”

“What do you mean, Mom?” Rebecca asked, surprised and a little worried.

“What I mean, young lady, is that you messed up big time, and you sure remember what expected you whenever you messed up, don’t you?”

“Mother! You wouldn’t mean…No! You can’t be serious! I’m forty-year-old!” Exclaimed Rebecca, widening her eyes.

“I’m very serious, young lady! You had deserved to have the wooden board used on your big forty bum. And you will see that after you have paid for your misdeeds, you will feel clean of any sin and ready to take your and your son’s life in your hands again.”

Blanching, Rebecca remained speechless at her mother’s sentence. The fear painted on her mature, pretty face showed that she knew Mary too well to hope hers were vain words. She had always been a caring Mother, and she sure loved her dearly, but she had always been truly no-nonsense and guided her to adulthood with a very firm hand. The sturdy wooden paddle with a long handle and a broad business surface known as ‘the board’ has always been in the living room cupboard. Mary had never hesitated to use it whenever she felt that Rebecca, Randolph, and later Sean needed to be brought back to the right path. And it worked, Rebecca had to admit, even if it was painful and shaming. But once the correction was done, she always had a big hug and was reassured of her Mom’s love. Her soul was cleaned, and there was no more place for a sense of guilt or self-pity in her heart.

Suddenly, the images of her younger brother Randolph’s last paddling she had the opportunity to peep appeared in her mind. He was a healthy, fit, muscular boy of 22, and nevertheless, once Mary had delivered 24 hard, well-placed board swats on his bare bottom, he was crying like a little girl, with his nose running and his mouth contorted in a pitiful grimace. His once candid, muscular, lean buttocks were swollen and reddish-purple, and on the sit spot, he sported a crop of painful-looking moist blisters.

‘Oh My God!’ Thought the middle-aged lady, ‘this can’t be happening!’


Rebecca and the board

“Mother…look,” blabbered Rebecca, “I know I…I have gotten lazy and didn’t do what I should have done with Aaron and Jacob. But…the board, Mom?” Her voice was little more than a whisper.

Not even caring to answer her older daughter’s pleading, Mary got up from the sofa, walked to the cupboard, opened one door, and pulled out a solid, wide paddle. She then turned and went to the table, removing one chair from under it, thus making room in front of its polished surface. Finally, with the sturdy, wooden tool handle in her right hand and the business end in her left, she stared at her petrified daughter on the sofa.

“Get up, young lady, and bend over the table. And I mean NOW!”

Rebecca stared with fearful eyes at her Mother wielding the sturdy, wooden instrument of bottom chastisement in her hands. On jelly legs, she silently stood up and walked towards the table. She lifted the hem of her skirt and raised it to her waist. Then she stood there, her pantyhosed generous hindquarters on show, looking at Mary with an inquisitive look.

“Go ahead, Rebecca. Take them down,” said Mary, seeing her daughter had stalled preparing for her punishment.

“Mom…can I keep my panties and pantyhose up? As you did with Sean’s pajama pants,” pleaded Rebecca, her forty-year-old woman voice turned pitifully childish.

“I said to take them well down, young lady,” cold and hard as steel, Mary’s voice sent a shiver of fear down Rebecca’s spine. “What happened between me and your brother is none of your business.”

Starting to sniffle slightly, Mary’s hands went to the elastic waist of her pantyhose and nylon briefs and pulled them down over her wide hips, rounded buttocks, and meaty thighs to her knees, where they lay ruffled.

“Over,” was Mary’s next order, pointing to the table’s polished surface with the hem of the board.

With her skirt raised and undergarments at her knees, Rebecca bent across the table for her first paddling in so many years. That build-up to the paddling was just as memorable and agonizing as always had been, and it alone had brought tears to her eyes. Right then, with her ample, plump, womanly derriere all bare and obediently proffered for the board, all she could think about was how bad her buttocks were going to burn and sting from that wooden paddle striking her bare flesh.

“You must know the drill,” Mary’s voice interrupted Rebecca’s self-pity thoughts, “But just in case you forgot, I expect you to stay in this position and not move your hands while I paddle your big bum, young lady. You better grab the edge of that table for your dear life, no matter how much your rear end is going to hurt.”

With these threatening words, Mary moved behind her mature daughter and slid her blouse further up her back, thus making her naked from above her waist to knees, leaving exposed her forty-year-old wide, round, candid buttocks and shapely, meaty thighs.

As Rebecca waited for the inevitable beginning of her ordeal, the air felt cool on her bare skin, and her big buttocks quivered slightly in fearful anticipation. Mary tapped the paddle firmly on her fleshy bum cheeks several times. Hard enough to make them wobble a little and for Rebecca to feel its sting, but she knew that that was nothing compared to what would come soon.

“I’m sorry to have to do this at your age, Rebecca, but you brought it to yourself. Now, try to take it like a lady and let it help you remember to be a better, more caring mother. You’re getting two dozen,” Mary handed down her sentence.

Two dozen with the board. Rebecca could hardly believe it, so many strokes…how could she be able to sit at all in the following days! She shivered, knowing that any second now, burning pain would explode across her unprotected rear.

Mary brought the wide, sturdy board back as far as she could, then put all her weight and strength behind it, propelling it towards Rebecca’s round bottom fast and hard. It sounded like the explosion of a firecracker as the paddle struck bare flesh, with full force, across the middle of the woman’s swelling buttocks. The paddle buried into the fleshy mounds, causing them to flatten and then bounce from the impact.

SPLATTT!

“AHARGHHH!”

Rebecca screamed. It stung way more than she remembered. The shock and the intense sting took her breath away. She’d tried to be brave and take it ‘like a lady’, but it was impossible; that first swat had already set her bottom afire.

Then she heard another loud SPLATTT! which was followed by the searing burn when the flat wood struck her bare flesh for the second time. She closed her eyes tightly, wincing with the pain,

CRACK!...and then the third. Rebecca stamped her feet on the floor and wailed all her sorrow.

Mary delivered swats 4, 5, 6, and 7 with the same force and vigor. The firecracker sounds of wood striking bare skin echoed loudly around the living room. These were accompanied by Rebecca’s screams each time the fire was re-lit in her big bottom. Two strokes landed on Rebecca’s bottom’s middle and upper area and the other two on the middle and lower area. Despite the remarkable size of Rebecca’s ass, all four overlapped, and the ugly, stinging, red marks of the board covered the entirety of her rear end. As the swats struck hard and fast, the pain in poor Rebecca’s rear end grew. After the second swat, tears started trickling down her cheeks and off the end of her nose; after the third, she was pitifully sobbing.

CRACKKK!...came the eighth strokes.

“OHWWWW! MOOOM, please stop!” 

Unable to hold it anymore, poor Rebecca cried out. Her complete bottom was on fire, and each time the paddle struck her smoldering flesh, it was as if it were simply fanning the flames.

Mary felt no compassion; she knew that this was what her daughter needed and deserved. She had allowed no more than 10 seconds between swats to let her mature daughter regain and hold her position for the next one. Each time Rebecca held still and obediently presented her bottom in position again, Mary could see the redness getting darker.

CRACK! CRACK! SPLAT! CRACK!

Mary delivered the following four strokes with just the same force, just a bit quicker. The first was aimed at the left buttock, the second at the right, and the third and fourth back across both buttocks at the same time. This allowed the wooden board to find areas on the side curves of Rebecca’s wide bottom that had so far not been reached. The blows landed at no more than 2-second intervals, and louder and louder screams accompanied each one. Rebecca was now crying uncontrollably. Her face was dripping tears and runny snot. The burning sensation she felt in her whole bottom was unbearable.

“So, young lady, are you going to neglect your motherly duties again?” Mary asked, having stopped for a moment the unmerciful paddling.

“Noooo...No, Mother… I’ll take in hand my sons again, I swear!... Please, Mom, it’s enough…it hurts too much!” Poor Rebecca cried out but remained doubled over the table without letting go of the edge of the table.

“Ok then, the last dozen,” Mary said.

She raised the paddle and brought it down very hard on her older daughter’s defenseless bottom once again.

SPLATT!!!...” ARGHHHH! MOOMMYYY!” Rebecca cried out, defeated, while tears and snot flowed down her cheeks to form a puddle on the table’s polished surface.

CRACK!!!...ARGHHHH!

CRACK!!!... “BWUAAAAAA”

CRACK!!!... “ARGHHH!!! PLEASE, MOMMYYY!

SPLATT!!!...” PLEASE!!!”

CRACK!!!...”  I’M SORRY MOMMYYY! I REALLY AM!!!”

Rebecca cried out, desperate for the paddling to end, calling her Mother’ Mommy’ for the first time since she was 19 and under the same circumstances. She would have said anything to make her stop blistering her poor bottom.

CRACK!!! SPLATT!!! CRACK!!!

By now, Rebecca couldn’t even find the strength to beg for her punishment to stop. She just gave in to the smoldering buttocks pain and sobbed miserably as the wooden board kept striking her burning, smocking rear-end flesh.

CRACK!!! SPLATT!!! CRACK!!!

So wrapped up in pain, Rebecca barely noticed that, having delivered the two dozen, her Mother had stopped paddling until she finally set down the wooden instrument of bottom torture on the table, came close to her broken daughter, and started to rub her back gently.

“Shhhh. Shhhh. It’s over now, Rebecca,” Mary said softly.

Eventually, Rebecca stopped wailing and crying so hard.

“May…I rise?” She managed to ask with a blubbering, broken voice.

“Yes, Rebecca, get up.”

Mary helped her mature, well-chastised daughter to the upright position where she stood crying softly on uncertain legs. The deep, burning pain she was experiencing where she used to sit was excruciating. Her face was flooded with tears and snot, and her throat was hoarse from wailing. She tried to rub her buttocks with her hands gently, but it was impossible. Even the gentle touch of her hands was too much for the state of her bottom. And with good reason, her buttocks and the cleavage between the bottom and thighs were swollen and beet, purplish red, and on the sit-spot, that horrid instrument of correction had raised a crop of painful-looking moist blisters. She would undoubtedly have a lot of trouble sitting for some days to come.

Overwhelmed by her ordeal, Rebecca hid her face in her Mother’s bosom and burst into a new cry.

“I’m so sorry, Mommy,” she sobbed. “Things will be different from now on. I…I will be a better Mother, I promise! I will never, ever let my sons get out of hand anymore. Be assured of that!”


Jacob’s age regression

Rebecca, in nightgown and robe, was uncomfortably sitting at the foot of her bed. It had been four days since her ordeal at her Mother’s house, and although the blisters the board had raised at the base of her buttocks had healed, sitting down was still not a pleasant experience at all. That’s why she preferred wearing those comfortable night garments, even if it was early afternoon.

The reason why Jacob was still in his pajamas was different. He had gone out with Aaron the night before and got the first hangover of his life. Heedless of Rebecca’s warnings and disregarding the curfew their Mother had imposed on them just two days before, the young men had returned home in the middle of the night. Jacob was pale, and as soon as he had set foot in the living room, he had shamefully given off his stomach littering the floor. Rebecca was enraged and had to clean up the mess, and Jacob spent the night hugging the toilet. Finally, Jacob, having nothing left to vomit, had gone to bed and got up around lunchtime to treat his headache with a couple of aspirin that Rebecca gave him with the warning, “After lunch, we’ll do the math!”

While his brother went to term with his first Hangover, Aaron opted for a strategic retreat. He locked himself in his room and left the house early in the morning.

So, right now, Jacob stood in front of his angry Mother, still in his pajamas, with a knot in his stomach and drops of cold sweat beading his forehead. The tongue-lashing Rebecca had given him had been memorable, and he felt like a layer of his skin had been taken away. He had tried the adult son card, outraged by the invasion of his privacy. It didn’t work one bit. He didn’t remember his Mother being so angry with him before. What’s more, not only angry but imbued with a resolve and firmness that Jacob had not seen in years, she had just sentenced him to a…SPANKING! All that situation that bordered the incredible, along with the fact that he was still weak and wrecked by his night, had made him feel like he had regressed to the state of a little child in front of an irate and determined Mother.

And just like a little child, he tried a last plea, “Please, Mom…you couldn’t do something like this; I’m 18, remember? You just wouldn’t…”

“I can, and I surely want,” Rebecca interrupted him. “You deliberately defied me! None of this would have happened if you and your brother had done what you were told and obeyed your Mother! I have been far too lenient with you two, but this will stop right now. What is coming to you is long overdue, and be warned, don’t even think to stand against it, or after your spanking, you will be grounded the entire summer till you leave for college!”

Jacob’s pale cheeks blushed red, and unable to retort, he lowered his head almost in surrender in front of the maternal wrath.

“Now come here,” ordered Rebecca, indicating a spot right in front of her with her perfectly manicured index.

Once her younger son was standing there, Rebecca pulled his pajama pants down to his ankles as the boy sadly gulped and put his hands to cover his cock that had shamingly hardened and stuck out of him. 

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

In a tone that wouldn’t allow a reply, she told her son to stand right there and not move. ‘The boy has always been on the chubby side,’ Rebecca thought, staring at her younger son, bare from his lower back to his ankle, with his plump, round buttocks and stocky thighs on show. Then she got up and walked to her vanity.

When Jacob saw his Mom grabbing the flat-backed wooden hairbrush that had been occasionally used on him and his brother while growing up, he felt the tears coming on. Rebecca opened her robe, raised her nightgown to bare her meaty yet still tonic thighs, and sat back down on the bed. Having provided a bare fleshy surface for Jacob to lay on, she pulled his half-bare son over her lap. Jacob was so embarrassed to be in that position that he couldn’t even protest. At that point, he was convinced that nothing he could say would change the fact that he was going to get a hairbrush spanking on his bare bottom over his Mother’s lap.

Rebecca used that moment of submissive silence to admire the plump buttocks so obediently offered for chastisement. They looked swelling and soft at the same time, and their snow-white roundness made a perfect target for her task ahead. For the last time, she lectured the errant son about all he had done in the previous months and why he was about to get punished.

And then the flat back of her wooden hairbrush landed soundly with a loud CRACK! on its vulnerable target.

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

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I’m sorry, Mommy...really...” the pained boy said through clenched teeth, with the heat in his rear reaching epic proportions and calling Rebecca with that childish word for the first time in years. “It…it wasn’t my fault.”

Rebecca was taken aback, “It wasn’t your fault?”

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

The hairbrush descended even harder on the purpling behind and upper thighs.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK!

“It was just as much your fault as Aaron’s.”

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK!

“And don’t you worry!” 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“As soon as he gets home, he’ll have a few blisters on his backside, too!”

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

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

When she decided to return to use her old hairbrush to correct her sons, Rebecca also chose to wear them out, which was precisely what she was doing right then. Jacob didn’t think she was ever going to stop. He was kicking and trying to get away, but Rebecca had him in position, and with her holding him down with one arm and him trying to stay balanced on her motherly lap, he could not use his hands to deflect nor fight much at all. He was helpless, and all he could do was cry.

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

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

The hairbrush continued to fall on the boy’s tortured butt while he bawled and pleaded with his Mommy to stop, and she kept on spanking him. Having forgotten about the embarrassment of being treated as a silly brat, among the unbearable stinging sensation where he used to sit, Jacob started to feel bad for the way he had acted lately and to believe he deserved what he was getting.

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

“AHAWWWWWW! BWUAHHHHHHH! AHARGHHHHHH! BWAHHHHHH!”

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

During that last flurry of scorching, flat-backed hairbrush smacks, Jacob was beside himself. The continual stinging of hundreds of fiery wasps on his smocking rear end, the burning, smoldering heat increasing with each smack, the deafening gunshot sound of the flat wood hitting bare flesh, and the cacophony of his howling and sobbing and the begging and pleading, had worn him out. Snot was running down his nose, and hot tears flowed down his cheeks, forming a puddle on the bedspread. All that wrote in burning characters in his mind the conviction that his Mom always had to be obeyed!

It was then when the spanking was concluded, and he leaped off the maternal lap, clutching his scorched buttocks that burn, sting, and throb, hopping up and down around the bedroom. The prickly, pulsating heat radiating from his butt cheeks and top of his thighs dominated his mind forcing Jacob to involuntarily dance around in front of Rebecca in a futile attempt to put out at least a bit of the flame burning up his behind, all the time bawling incessantly and uncontrollably.

After witnessing for a few minutes Jacob’s well-spanked little boy dance with a smirk, Rebecca rose from the bed, reached over, and embraced her sobbing son. Jacob hugged his Mother, put his face between her nightgown-covered breasts, and finished to cry all his tears of sorrow there.

“I hope I won’t need to repeat this anymore, but be assured that I would if the need arises,” Rebecca said, keeping her son close to her and soothing his burning-red, swollen buttocks. “And now, let’s take care of your brother!”


The taming of Aaron

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

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

Standing in the living room, Aaron shivered, hearing the pistol-shots-like sounds of his Mother’s hairbrush and the anguished wails of his brother coming from his parent’s bedroom.

He had come home after having lunch at his girlfriend’s, whose parents had gone out of town for the weekend. After having had a rather racy petting session, Jennifer had not yet wanted to have full intercourse and didn’t even want to give him a blowjob, so the young man was in a state of extreme arousal, with his engulfed balls almost aching.

Even before he opened the front door, he had heard strange muffled noises coming from inside, and once in the living room, his brother’s pitiful screams and the cracking sound of wood slapping bare flesh had become unmistakable. His Mother was spanking Jacob with the hairbrush!

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

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

Incredulous, Aaron took off his shoes and silently walked down the hallway until he stood in front of his Mother’s bedroom’s closed door. ‘This can’t be happening,’ he thought. ‘How is it possible that Mother is doing such a thing? It’s been years since she stopped using that damn brush.’ Nevertheless, the evidence of what was happening was in front of his eyes, well of his ears actually, and his right hand went to his jeans-covered, round rear end to give a quick rub at the recollection of that.

By the sounds coming from behind the closed door, it seemed that Mom was skinning poor Jacob’s bum with the hairbrush, and Aaron felt a subtle fear growing inside him, ‘No... there’s no way she would want to do that to me too...”

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

AWWWWWW! BWUAHHHHHHH! AHARGHHHHHH! BWAHHHHHH!”

Worried by that suspect and like in a trance hearing how loud the hairbrush smacks and the anguished wails reverberated around the house, Aron stood petrified, leaning against the corridor wall opposite the closed door. After what could have been barely a couple of minutes, but that seemed to him like an eternity, the smacking of his Mom’s hairbrush finally stopped, and all the stunned boy could hear was muffled crying and Rebecca’s unintelligible words.

Suddenly, the bedroom door opened, and Jacob emerged. His face was ravaged with tears, and his nose was running. Still sniffling and clutching the seat of his pajamas, the punished boy slowly staggered down the hallway, unable to look his brother in the eyes.

Just as Jacob passed in front of Aaron toward his room, Rebecca saw her older son standing in front of the bedroom door, white as a sheet.

“Good, you are here, Aaron. Come in right now!”

A lump the size of an apple formed in Aaron’s throat. There had to be a mistake! Indeed, he wasn’t going to be spanked! He was 19 and in college!

“AARON! I’M WAITING! DON’T MAKE ME COME OUT THERE!”

With his face flushed and legs that felt like jello, Aaron walked unsteadily inside his parent’s bedroom. His ears were burning, and both hands were on his jeans-covered bottom.

“Mooom, what…” Aaron started to say, but his Mom shut him up.

“I don’t know what goes through your mind, Aaron. You and your Brother are convinced to be adults who can do whatever you like. Well, you are not! Your brother has just discovered what happens to him when he disobeys and lies to me; now it’s your turn, young man!”

Rebecca was still seated at the foot of the bed with her robe open, and her nightgown raised almost to her groin. Her meaty, strong, bare thighs formed the perfect platform to lay on. They looked both scary and inviting to Aaron, who, despite the fear, felt intensely aroused.

Rebecca stared at Aaron, who stood speechless in surprise and fear for a few seconds. She tapped the flat back of the wooden hairbrush on her other palm and then continued, “You really disappointed me. I had hoped that you were a young man with a head on his shoulders, and for that, I had been far too lenient for too long with you. But all this stops here! Close the door and pull down your pants and underpants,” she ordered crisply.

“No, Mother, please!” Aaron pleaded. Nevertheless, seeing the determined and stern look on his Mother’s beautiful face, his fingers started unbuttoning his jeans. “Okay, I…I am sorry. Come on, I don’t deserve…this!”

With a gaze that showed no mercy, Rebecca watched as her oldest son pulled down his pants and boxers just far enough to expose a forest of brown pubic hair.

“Take them all the way down and get across my lap, young man! I’m going to tan your bottom ‘till you can’t sit on it whether you like it or not!”

With a groan, Aaron obeyed and took down his jeans and boxers to his ankles, thus exposing his turgid hard-on shamingly jutting in front of him. Not wanting to stand in that arousal state in front of his Mother, he hurried across the maternal lap, with his round, muscular, candid bottom cheeks jiggling.

“Pleeeeease Mooooom... don’t dooooo thiiiiis...” was his last childish, futile plea while his rock-hard member rubbed against the silky skin of Rebecca’s thighs.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Oblivious to anything but her punishing wrath, Rebecca attacked those swelling, meaty hillocks with the flat back of her hairbrush, quickly bringing tears to the 19-year-old’s eyes and lighting a blaze on his boyish behind.

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

All consumed by the fire being lit over and over on his swelling, chubby buttocks, just like Jacob before him, Aaron’s only responses were sobs, cries, and babbling pleading.

“BOHHHH OHHHH! MOMMYYYY! BWAAAA! STOP IT! BWUAAAAA! IT HURTSSS! AHARGHHHHHH!”

Up and down went the flat back of Rebecca’s hairbrush, flattening the round Aaron’s buttocks in turn. He cried pitifully and pleaded shamingly, but his dick which was already hard and thick, and longing for relief from the petting session with Jennifer, now rubbing against Rebecca’s soft thighs’ skin, was on the verge of an 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, bare thigh.

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

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

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-MOOMMYYYY-UH-WAAAA!” With his face covered by tears and snot, his voice choked by sobs, Aaron realized he was just seconds away from shaming himself by coming on his maternal lap. It was right then that Rebecca stopped spanking his smoldered bottom and asked, “Have you learned your lesson, young man?”

“YEES! AHAWWW! I promise. BWUAAAA! I WILL BE GOOD! AHAHWWWW!”

As soon as Rebecca removed her hand from Aaron’s waist, he sprang to his feet like a spring, grabbed his burned bum cheeks, and started to prance in front of her, holding one badly burned buttock in each hand. And right then, as if it had a life of its own, his spasm-hardened cock erupted in copious spurts right in front of his Mother’s stunned gaze.

After a momentary shock, Rebecca regained her composure. She knew how boys were and did not intend to shame her oldest son more than he already was.

Actually, Aaron was beyond ashamed while he remained on the spot in front of his Mother, still holding his smoldered bottom, which burned with the fire of pure hell. His now deflated penis hanging armless to the floor.

With maternal words, Rebecca assured him that what had happened was just a natural thing that could happen to boys his age. Nothing to be worried about.

Unable to look her in the eyes, Aaron nodded, told her he was truly sorry to have been bad, and promised to always obey her from then on.

Rebecca rose from the bed and hugged him, whimpering healing words in his ears. Aaron hugged his Mother, put his face between her nighty-covered breasts, and cried his tears of sorrow in there.
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