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A Firm Maternal Hand

Lizzy knew that Neil was interested in the lady next door. Many times, she noticed him spying on her from the back garden as she lay sunbathing. She also often saw him chatting with her over the fence, and she knew that her stepdad’s interest in her went beyond being just a kind neighbor.

Neil had been married to Lizzy’s Mother for only a few months, and he strongly subestimated how smart the girl was. He thought that because Lizzy was only eighteen, she knew nothing about life, but he was very wrong. Lizzy knew many things.

“I see you chatting up with Miss Davis a lot, Neil,” Lizzy told his new stepfather one afternoon as they sat along with her Mother, Samantha, in their large front room on a warm Saturday afternoon. “Do you fancy her?”

“Of course not, Lizzy!” Neil played outraged at his stepdaughter, who made such an assumption. “I talk to her to maintain good neighborly relations. Moreover, she’s an intelligent woman, and I always enjoy our conversations. That is as far as it goes, okay?”

“Then why are you always staring at her when she’s lying out in the sun in just that skimpy bikini of hers?” Lizzy grinned at her Mother while she said this.

“Well, okay, she’s an attractive lady, I…I admit it,” Neil stuttered, blushing lightly under his wife’s concerned gaze. “It’s only natural for a man to give her a sidelong glance.”

“I bet her husband wouldn’t be happy if he knew you look at his wife like that,” the girl followed on, giving a sly smile to Samantha. “What about you, Mom?”

“All right, Lizzy, I…I think this is enough…” Neil tried to stop the little devil.

“I see you always make sure Mom’s not around when you try some of your Playboy moves on our neighbor,” Lizzy continued, heedless of Neil’s words. “I bet you are afraid that she’d spank you good and hard if she found out. Don’t you think the same, Mom?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Neil blurted out with a red face of embarrassment before Samantha could answer that shaming question. “What makes you think your Mom would do something like that!”

Lizzy looked at him knowingly and said, “I know she does. Remember last week when you came home tipsy at two in the morning?”

As if an answer, Neil paled upon hearing that question.

“Well,” Lizzy followed on, “The next day after you’d sobered up, I didn’t have cheerleaders’ practice in the afternoon and came home for lunch. When I entered the house, you two were in your bedroom and didn’t hear me come in. But I surely heard Mom scolding you for coming home in such a state. I heard her telling you to take off your pants and undies and to get over her knee. Then I heard the sound of something smacking bare flesh hard, and I guessed it was the flat back of Mom’s wooden hairbrush colliding with your bare rear end. I couldn’t see anything, but it was not hard to understand what was going on. She put you over her knees and spanked your bare bottom for about five minutes while you cried and begged like a six-year-old girl.”

As Lizzy spoke, Neil went from paling to blushing all the color of a sunset. He looked at his wife for help.

“Well, sweety, it seems that you have discovered my and your stepfather’s little secret. No point in denying it, don’t you think, honey?” Neil could not answer his wife’s rhetorical question, “In any case, you are about the age you can understand some things. You see, Lizzy, some men never outgrow the need for a firm maternal hand in their lives.”

Lizzy widened her eyes at her Mom’s statement, and she set about to listen attentively.

“This kind of men needs to be corrected far longer than they think or want, and the best way to correct them is just like their wise Mothers had always done, a spanking that won’t stop until you know you have achieved the intended effect, and imparted a lesson to be remembered.”

“I see, Mother; wow, I understand better now, but how do you know that a man is of that kind?” Asked Lizzy, intrigued by her Mom’s teaching.

“Please honey, don’t…” Neil tried to intervene in that humiliating Mother-daughter conversation.

Still, Samantha’s stern gaze shut him up, so he remained seated in silence with a disheartened look of misery painted on his scarlet face.

“They are the ones who confess this need of theirs,” Samantha answered, “Sometimes in a direct way, sometimes, as in the case of your stepfather, in a more subtle way, nevertheless very understandable to a woman who wants to understand their needs. I remember how, on our very first date, your stepdad told me about his upbringing. He said that if he did something wrong, it would really bother him. He just couldn’t let go of the thought he had done wrong or had disobeyed, and that feeling followed him like a dark cloud. It was like he had a red neon sign on his forehead flashing his guilt whenever he did something wrong. So, of course, his attentive, severe Mother found out, always. And, of course, there were consequences for the misbehaving boy. Seeking the relief he felt when the spanking he believed he had deserved had been administered and over, and he was forgiven, he learned to admit his crimes and get it over with. This is the sort of thing a boy is supposed to outgrow, but not him.” At this point, Samantha paused, stood thinking for a moment, and then resumed addressing her husband, “Till which age your dear Mom spanked you, darling?”

“Please, honey…” the embarrassed man started to argue, but it took just a glare from Samantha to stop that. “Until college, honey,” he finally admitted.

“And even then, she bared your cute twenty-ish bottom and took you over her lap, didn’t she?”

Head bowed, avoiding eye contact and unable to utter a word, Neil just nodded.

“Look at me when I talk to you, mister, and answer my question!” Samantha said with her hands on her hips and her foot in the high-heeled shoes, tapping the floor.

“Yes, darling,” Neil admitted in shame. “She opened my pants and took them and my undies down herself…then she raised her skirt and made me lay over her bare lap to spank my bottom with her wooden hairbrush, honey.”

“Did she spank hard?” Implacable, Samantha kept pressing him.

“Very!” Neil said, opening his eyes wide and grasping his clothed buttocks at that recollection. “Every time my bottom was too sore to sit on it afterward.”

Samantha looked at her daughter with eyes that silently asked: ‘Do you see?’ Lizzy kept silent but seemed definitely intrigued by the tale.

“And from this kind of confession, I realized that the mature, attractive man I had met needed a determined woman in his life,” the buxom 40-year-old continued. “A woman who would hold his reins short and give his life the right direction. And I saw that right, didn’t I, honey?”

“Yes, honey, you did,” admitted Neil finally.

“So, since his behavior with our neighbor was, at the very least, inappropriate,” Samantha resumed addressing Lizzy, “And the embarrassed blush on his cheeks, as you told me of his male misdeeds, just confirmed to me that the bad boy is fully aware of it, I believe that right now he deserves a good lesson.”

With that, Samantha got up from the couch she was sitting on, walked over to the fire mantle, and retrieved a wooden cloth brush. Then she directed her attention to the dining table, picked up one of the chairs, and carried it to the middle of the room, a few feet away from the armchairs Lizzy and Neil were sitting on.

Neil observed his wife’s movement with a pained look painted on his face.

“Honey, what…what do you intend to do, darling?” Asked the guilty man with a trembling voice.

“You know very well what I am going to do, mister. And you know very well that is long overdue and deserved,” said the attractive lady, raising her short skirt to her groin and sitting on the chair.

“Get up, Neil, and take those jeans down,” Samantha ordered.

Lizzy couldn’t believe her luck; everything indicated that her handsome stepfather was about to get his chubs bared and spanked just in front of her. She suddenly felt a rush of heat run through her body and her panties getting wet in the middle of her thighs.

“Please, honey,” Neil pleaded, not daring to look at Lizzy. “Please, not here…not in front of her.”

Samantha looked at him, tapping the flat back of the brush on her other palm.

“Here, Neil,” she affirmed, totally implacable. “And right now. You ashamed me, looking lusciously at another woman in front of my daughter, so it’s just right that I punish you in front of her!”

White as a sheet and already on the verge of tears, Neil got up from the armchair and dropped his jeans around his feet. Samantha wasn’t done with him, however.

With a tone that admitted no reply, she commanded, “Now your underpants, all the way down, to your ankles.”

Giving a suppressed groan of embarrassment and frustration, Neil obeyed. Lizzy smiled at the ludicrous sight of her mature stepfather baring himself to be spanked.

Red as an apple, Neil finished taking down the last bastion of modesty, showing to his wife and his stepdaughter his round white buttocks and a huge hardened member protruded in front of him.

With her tapered index finger, Samantha then beckoned him in front of her, and Neil, hindered by the clothes rolled around his ankles, comically trotted up to his domineering wife. Once he was in front of her, Samantha grasped him firmly by his right wrist, pulling him down towards her lap, smashing that hardened appendage against her bare, sculpted thighs. 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” she scolded, “having to be put over your wife’s knee for acting like a horny teenager at your age!”

Then, with a surreptitious wink at Lizzy, Samantha applied the flat back of the wooden cloth brush on her husband’s muscular right buttock hard.

Neil’s bottom clenched and squirmed as Samantha spanked away, and before long, the color of his bottom rivaled his blushing cheeks. An occasional grunt or gasp was heard as Neil tried to be stoic in the presence of his stepdaughter. But soon, every crack of the brush started to produce a stronger reaction as the stinging pain grew. At first, the brush spanks had produced ‘ohws!’ and ‘ouches!’, as the uninterrupted flurry of hard wood smacks proceeded Neil indulged in more prolonged ‘AHWHWWS!’ and ‘OHOWHWHHS!’, Interspersed and accompanied by pitiful pleading and begging for mercy.

In the following minutes, Lizzy, more and more aroused, could see how her Mother focused her complete attention on roasting her stepfather’s cute buttocks, scolding him as she spanked, her words punctuated by the crisp smacking sounds of the flat back of the cloth brush doing its scalding work. Smarting smack after smarting smack fell mercilessly on Neil’s behind, making him squirm and twitch. At the same time, tears streaked his cheeks, his nose was running, and his mouth was contorted in wails of sorrow and pain. Gazing, amazed and aroused, at her completely broken down stepfather, Lizzy was stunned at how he really looked nothing more than a bad little kid spanked over his stern Mother’s knees. When at least Samantha finished that merciless correction, she was nearly breathless, her smile replaced by a look of respect for her Mother who had so thoroughly spanked that fit mature man, regressing him to the state of a well-punished brat, and her panties were soaked wet.

Once she stopped her husband’s tanning, Samantha reached down around his waist and hips and pulled the well-chastised mature man up off her lap. Instantly, Neil jumped to his feet, his hands rushing to grasp big handfuls of his scorched, swollen buttocks, and started to leap and hop up and down before his strict wife and amused stepdaughter. Howling and squalling, he did a shaming ‘well-spanked-little-boy-dance’, totally unmindful of the spectacle he presented with his engorged, massive manhood bobbling all around along with his nuts.

“Go put your nose in the corner, Neil, and stay there till I tell you to get out,” ordered Samantha.

Still jumping and bounding with his hands feverishly massaging his inflamed rump, Neil nodded his head up and down, sobbing out a heartbroken, “Ye-es-uh-uh, maaa’am, Moom-my-yyyyyyyyy!”

“Did I hear correctly? Did he call you ‘mommy’?” Asked Lizzy, amused.

“Yes, he did, dear,” answered the pretty lady with her cheeks flushed for having delivered such a fierce correction to her husband while her lips opened in a half-amused smile. “It’s always like that whenever I have to punish him. Didn’t I tell you that this is what he’s looking for? To be kept in line by a firm maternal hand.”


Little Brother’s Show

It was around 10 p.m. when Brandon came back home that summer evening. He was home for the summer holidays before starting his last year at college, and he had been playing tennis with some old high school friends. He longed to slip into the shower to wash off the sweat and pleasant exhaustion, but as soon as he entered the house, something happening in the living room called his attention.

Jennifer, his Mother, in a nightgown and frilly slippers, was standing with her hands on her hips, talking loudly to Bill Brandon’s 18-year-old brother. Barefoot and wearing only light shorts and a tee, Bill listened to their mother in silence and with his head down.

Then Brandon noted that on the seat of a straight-baked chair put in the middle of the room stood a copy of Hustler, with an attractive girl’s bare ass on the cover, next to the ping-pong bat. Suddenly, the reason for his Mom’s anger and the appalled look on Bill’s boyish face became clear to the college senior boy. What was about to take place in the living room was one of Momma’s bedtime spankings!

Brandon felt a shiver of arousal running through his body at that achievement, and inside his tennis pants, his manhood started to harden.

Since neither his mother, all intent on scolding her youngest son, nor Bill, too concerned about the near future of his tender hind cheeks, seemed to have noticed his arrival, Brandon leaned against the hall wall at a point where he knew they could not see him from inside the living room. Hidden there in the half-light, he prepared to enjoy the show.

Brandon was sure that Bill was about to receive a very sound spanking. Even if the ping-pong bat had not been on display, the copy of Hustler alone would have been a clear indication of what awaited his hapless little brother. Jennifer was a strong woman with some conservative ideas, and she has always been a true believer in old-fashioned discipline. She has always been lovely and caring with her two sons. Still, she had moral principles that she strongly believed in and that she consistently enforced firmly. Sometimes, that required the use of that old ping-pong bat from which the two boys’ father had removed one of the plastic sheets and carefully smoothed. Jennifer didn’t use the ping-pong bat often, but when she did, Brandon and Bill sure knew they’d got a butt for about the next day or so afterward. So many times, Brandon had heard her say: “I love you, and that’s why I spank you when it’s needed.” Or, “A good spanking brings my naughty little men back down to earth when you two get too high and mighty.”

Fuck, Brandon thought, hidden in the hall and watching Jennifer grabbing the instrument of bottom torture; there’s something about that ping-pong bat that even now makes me go weak at the knees every time I see it.

Even if he hadn’t got it often, whenever it happened, he sure had to stand up or lie face down on his bed for a while afterward. He didn’t do any comfortable sitting for quite some time, and, indeed, just seeing it instilled a healthy fear in him. After all, precisely, that was the goal of their strict maternal parent. “Once one of my two little men has felt it used on his bare bottom, he won’t forget that feeling evermore,” Jennifer had said once to a neighbor lady, and she was right. Even when they were late teenagers, Bill and Brandon were on the verge of tears even before the spanking began while Jennifer was still grilling them over whatever she thought they did wrong. They were often crying when they had to wait in their bedroom for Momma to come in with the ping-pong bat. Once the punishing tool started to be used on their tender buttocks obediently presented for their deserved corrections, the real waterworks started in full swing. They heard the crack of the ping-pong bat on the bare buttocks’ skin like it was a sound straight from the bowels of hell. Desperate were the sounds coming out of their vocal cords as Momma lit the sting of a thousand angry bees in their bottoms. As the burning pain of the spanking intensified to unbearable levels, the two boys’ cries changed from audible promises not to disobey Mommy ever again and exclamations of “I’m sorry, Mommy, I really am!” to an incoherent blubbering of howls and uncontrollable snot and tear-filled bawling. In those moments, they did not care much at all about who could hear their shame and never made any effort to act bravely and take it stoically.

But as fearing and threatening one of his Mom’s paddling was, Brandon was ashamed to admit that the last times he had been submitted to her corrections, a few years now, he had experienced some new, strange, and confusing sensations. Apart from fear, shame, and pain, he had felt an undeniable and strong, excited feeling that made his manhood turn as hard as a rock before being put over the maternal lap, which lasted well after Momma had done roasting his buns. And that only vigorous masturbation in the solitude of his bedroom appeased.

Furthermore, even if they were not allowed to witness each other spankings, Brandon always enjoyed the sound and the sight of Bill getting it. And he always found a way to sneak a view or at least to be at earshot every time he knew Bill was going to get it. Beware, he loved his little brother; he really did, but It was great fun to listen to him getting the ping-pong bat used on his bottom. Bill’s spankings were quite a feast for evil Brandon’s ears. The air was dense with the boy’s crying, howling, and begging, which rose and fell with the loud cracks of Momma’s ping-pong bat doing its terrible work. The cracks were loud but nowhere near as loud as his brother’s desperate howls. The howl died down just as the next crack arrived and started it all over again. The times he had been able to watch, he saw how Bill’s legs were kicking as though trying to swim away, his face was dark red with tears streaking, his nose was running, and his eyes were firmly shut but full of tears. And even those times, after listening to or witnessing such an event, he had to run to his bedroom and take care of the arousal it had caused him.

So there Brandon was that summer evening, standing in the living room, looking at Momma, who was scolding his little brother with her bat in hand, and Bill, who was whining, both of them too occupied in what they were doing to care for his entering.

“You dirty pervert!” Jennifer was shouting. “How dare you bring something like this into my house?  What are you doing with such trash, such filth, such...I don’t know what to call it. No, you better don’t tell me, you nasty boy. I am so ashamed of you already. I thought I had taught you better. Well, apparently, there is one lesson you still need, and you’ll get that lesson right now. You’re going to find out what happens to sneaking, dirty boys who think it is all right to disrespect women and ogle disgusting pictures like those. You will get your bare buttocks spanked until you won’t sit down!” 

With those words, she ended her scolding and started to act. Licking his lips, Brandon watched how Momma put the ping-pong bat on the nearby table, approached her youngest son, and started to take his shorts down. Bill, however, seemed unwilling to let her. With one hand, he grabbed the elastic of his shorts, trying to keep Jennifer from pulling them down.

“Take your hands away if you know what is good for you,” she shouted.

“Please, Mom, don’t… I’m sorry… I’m too old for this, Mom…” Bill whined, still grasping his shorts.

At that point, increasingly angry, Jennifer stopped trying to take down Brandon’s little brother’s shorts, grabbed his left arm with her left hand, and with her right open palm, SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! She delivered a quick flurry of hard slaps on the top back of Bill’s thighs.

Because Bill held his shorts high on his waist, his thighs were utterly bare, and it was right on the tender skin where thighs meet buttocks that Mom’s punishing hand painted her flaming, sore-looking, red handprints.

“Ouch! Awhawhh! Aharghhh! Mooom, okay, okay…” Bill whimpered.

Then, defeated, he let go of the grip from the waistband of his shorts, allowing Jennifer to lower them with a firm tug and, since he didn’t wear underwear under his shorts, discovering his lily-white boyish bottom.

Bill’s buttocks swelled out round, muscular but supple and almost hairless, resembling those of an oversized kid, and their whiteness contrasted with the angry red Mom had painted on the top of his thighs.

Brandon felt his penis harden at full mast, looking at his Mom raise her nightgown and discovering her bare meaty legs. She sat down on the straight-backed chair and turned his little brother over her maternal lap, just like she had always done in the past. Poor Bill was doubled over her knees, with his head well down on one side and his legs, with his shorts wrapped at his ankles, on the other. Even if his round, candid bottom was already in full view, Momma then raised his tee further on his back, thus letting her youngest son completely bare from armpits to calves, his vulnerable, quivering buttocks being the highest part of his young body.

Brandon admired the perfect roundness and whiteness of Bill’s soaring fleshy mounds while his Mom stretched out her arm and grabbed the ping-pong bat that had remained on the table. She put it over his little brother’s buttocks for just a moment, then she raised it to the ceiling and, SMACK!

Smashed it down hard, flattening Bill’s right buttock.

“AHARGHHHHH!” Bill screeched in a desperate response to that first swat.




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




Brandon watched how the punishing paddle came down without mercy, first on one buttock and then on the other, painting that snow-white flesh with a hell’s fire, engine red, with growing arousal. In the semi-darkness, he inserted his right hand into his tennis shorts and boxers and started to caress his now rock-hard penis. Rubbing his erection, Brandon noticed how exposed Bill was lying there, over their Mom’s lap, receiving his bare-bottom correction. Down his bare buttocks, the rear of his testicles was visible to Momma as she continued to spank his bottom. Then he lowered his glance and was only partially stunned to realize that even Bill’s lean penis was hard as it dangled between Jennifer’s parted thighs. So I’m not the only one to have this kind of reaction while getting my buttocks toasted, he thought with some relief. Lifting his gaze, he noted something else. As Jennifer continued smacking Bill’s bottom with good, firm strokes of the ping-pong bat, it caused her generous breasts to peek out from under the bodice of her low-cut nightgown. Some of the smacks were sufficiently hard that he saw glimpses of her large, dark nipples. He felt that his hardened penis was jerking in his hand, and not wanting to disgrace himself by coming there in the hall, he turned his look to his poor brother. Under the unmerciful flurry of solid wooden swats, Bill’s head was going up and down as Momma slammed the ping-pong bat onto his upturned butt. His legs were kicking furiously, and his torso was writhing back and forth in an attempt to avoid the continuous fire raining down on his backside. His cute, freckled, young face was dark red with sobbing. Snot was running from his nose, his cheeks were flooded with tears, and his mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

“BWUAHAAA! OHOWHWWW! I’M SOOORRRYYY! AHARGHHHHH! PLEASE, MOMMYYY! AHAWWWW! PLEEEEASEEE! BWUAAAAAAAAA! NOOOOO MOOOORE! AHARGHHHHH! AWHAWHAAAAA!”

It was only after Brandon had leaned against the hall wall with his huge erection now freed by pants and boxers in his hand for a good couple of minutes that Jennifer finally put an end to her youngest son’s correction with a last flurry of the hardest spanks yet.

As soon as he was no longer constrained over his Mom’s lap, Bill got up and danced around, desperately rubbing his burning bottom and crying like a little boy having a tantrum. He was up on his toes, thrusting out his pelvis with his rock-hard lean manhood while squeezing great handfuls of his badly paddled buttocks. Oblivious of anything but his swollen, smoldered, smoking bottom, he did those little steps forward and around, becoming stompy, rubbing, blubbing, howling, well-spanked, dancing boy.

Brandon saw how Momma watched the spectacle Bill offered with a satisfied smirk at her job well done, then she rose from her chair, approached him, and slapped his hands away from rubbing his bum. She directed him to the empty corner of the living room where he had to stand, facing the wall with his swollen and flaming, shining red bottom on display.

“Put your hands on your head, feel the sting, and reflect on how your behavior has resulted in you getting a properly spanked bottom,” Jennifer ordered.

Sobbing, Bill blubbed out, “Yes, Mommy!”

I’m sure Mom could have said anything and still get a ‘Yes Mommy’ from Bill, Brandon thought, trying with some effort to put his erection back in his tennis shorts.

It was at that point that he saw Momma turn around and stare toward the hall. He tried to make himself as scarce as possible when he saw her grabbing the ping-pong bat from the table and pointing it in his direction.

Drops of sweat wet his front while he heard Jennifer’s severe voice say: “Okay, Brandon, you can come in, you bad peeping boy. What do you think? That I didn’t notice you were hiding there? Since you enjoyed the show so much, what about being the main character?”


Mrs. Brown's Strap, Arnold Gets It

One summer afternoon, when I was twenty, I went over to my girlfriend Britney’s house. I had been hooked up with Britney for a couple of weeks, and I was strongly attracted to her shapely young body and how voluptuously she indulged in the pleasures of sex. Britney was a pretty girl of 18 who just finished high school, and she lived with her stay-at-home Mom, Elisa, her Father, Michael, who was always away for his job as a salesman, and her 19-year-old brother, Arnold.

We were intent on a silent petting session that afternoon, waiting for Elisa Brown to go out shopping to push in deeper. But instead of hearing Britney’s Mother come out, we heard her brother Arnold’s car pull into the driveway, parking, and him entering the house.

Suddenly, we heard Arnold and his Mother arguing in the kitchen. Mrs. Brown was not very happy with Arnold. It was evident that the boy was in trouble, but I didn’t understand exactly why. Something about him having trouble with the car and being irresponsible. Anyway, his Mother yelled at him, scolding him for a good while, and finally, she told him to go to his room and wait for her to come up to ‘deal with you.’

Apparently, Arnold obeyed his Mother, and, having stopped our petting activity to understand what was happening, Britney and I heard him go to his room. The Browns lived in a ranch-style house, so all the rooms were on one floor, and Arnold’s room was right next to Britney’s room, so we could hear everything pretty well that went on in there.

I asked Britney what she thought the course of events could be, in part out of mere curiosity and in part to understand if, sooner or later, we could go back to our sexual activity as we planned. At first, she showed embarrassment and tried to evade my questions. Finally, urged by my curiosity, which was increasing precisely because of her reluctance, Britney told me that the ‘deal with you’ comment meant that Arnold would be getting a whipping.

I was stunned. I couldn’t believe a 19-year-old still got whippings. Moreover, Arnold was a fit, sports guy, quite a bit taller than his Mom. It was hard to imagine him submitting to such a childish punishment. But Britney said that whenever their Mom got mad enough, she would use an old leather strap and whip both of them regardless of how old and big they were. She added that they didn’t dare argue with their parents when they were in trouble because they would just get a harder whipping for it.

At that point, an intense arousal added to my astonishment and my curiosity at the very idea of my attractive girlfriend being whipped. I was about to ask Britney for more details about how the whippings were dished out when we heard her Mom’s heels clicking in the aisle. She hadn’t wasted much time going into Arnold’s room. We could hear Mrs. Brown yelling at Arnold and lecturing him on the other side of the wall. Then everything got very quiet for a couple of minutes, and all of a sudden, we heard a loud CRACK!

It was the unmistakable sound of leather coming down on bare skin. I knew that sound, having heard it in my house. Even if it had happened a long time before and had been a rare occurrence, once you have heard it, you can’t forget it or confuse it with anything else.

That first lash made both Britney and me jump. She smiled at me, and I smiled back as I read in her eyes the same arousal I was experiencing hearing her older brother getting whipped on his bare bottom.

After that first one, the loud cracks started coming in rapid succession.

After about four cracks, we heard Arnold yell, “OHWHWW! Mom, that really hurts!” Then his crying started.

My heart was beating fast, and my manhood was hard as a rock inside my pants. I couldn’t believe how exciting it was to hear that big boy, who was practically my age, getting his bare bottom strapped. Just seconds later, as the loud cracks kept coming, we could hear Arnold crying louder and louder.

Every once in a while, he would yell out things like, “MOMMY, pleeeease…IT HURTS SOOOO BAD! Please stop, Mommy!”

I was amazed by his pitiful pleadings and his calling his Mother’ Mommy’; evidently, the pain raised in his bare rear end by Mrs. Brown’s strap was so fierce that had made him forget any vestiges of male dignity. The fearing cracks continued for a couple of minutes. Finally, they stopped, and all we could hear was Arnold’s loud cry. I looked at Britney in a silent question about whether it was all finished.

With a smirk on her lips, she said, “I doubt it’s over yet. He’ll probably get more.”

Just then, the cracks started again, and Arnold’s cries became even louder and his pleading more desperate. I could just imagine how much his bottom was hurting about now. My own rear end was tingling and twitching in sympathy with each loud lash I heard Arnold get. The second set of cracks went on for a few minutes, too. Finally, they stopped again. We heard the door open, and Mrs. Brown walked out of Arnold’s bedroom, leaving him there crying.

Looking at me with a knowing glance, Britney said his Mom usually brought them into the living room to have a corner time with their wounded bare bums on display after punishing them. I got very excited at the prospect of seeing Arnold’s freshly whipped fanny. I caught myself trying to have Britney rub my rock-hard penis through my pants, but she said we better hurry and leave this for later.

It was right then that we heard Mrs. Brown go back into Arnold’s room again. Almost immediately, we heard Arnold crying, “Please, Mommy! NO! Not again! I’ve learned my lesson! I SWEAR I HAVE!”

A loud CRACK made both Britney and me jump again. Poor Arnold got another 12 very hard, quick cracks. In no time, he was screaming and crying like a little boy, better say like a little girl, again. When the cracks stopped, we heard Arnold’s bedroom door open. Britney pushed her bedroom door open, too, so we could see what was going on.

Mrs. Brown had Arnold by the arm and was pulling him effortlessly into the living room. Even though Arnold was taller than his Mom, he was in such a submitted state that Mrs. Brown had no problem maneuvering him. The only things Arnold had on were a T-shirt and socks. Other than that, he was completely naked. My eyes about jumped out of my head. His buttocks and the back of his thighs were completely dark red. They had swollen up and were covered by puffy, sore-looking strap stripes. He was still crying like a little kid as his Mom marched him over to a corner of the living room and told him to “stay put until I give you permission to move.”

I heard Arnold say, “Yes, Mommy,” through his tears.

Britney and I walked out into the living room to get a better look. Arnold didn’t dare turn around. He stood facing the wall, still crying, with his very sore and reddened bottom hanging out. That image has remained indelibly etched in my memory, along with the realization of how much seeing that adult boy in such a state of complete submission to his motherly authority aroused my senses. I learned that day that just because a boy is 19 doesn’t mean he is too old for a good old-fashioned spanking, and that realization caused me a powerful erection.

Britney and I wandered between the kitchen and the living room, pretending to do some coffee in order to assist Arnold’s pitiful state. Then, after about 15 minutes, Mrs. Brown came back into the living room. She had changed her home clothes and was ready to go out. She told Arnold to turn around. He turned to face his Mother, and she asked him if he had learned his lesson. Arnold replied with a firm, “Yes, Mommy, I sure have.” He had stopped crying so loud by this time, but he was still sniffling, and his cheeks were still very red from all the crying and damped in tears and snot…and his penis protruded rock-hard in front of him! I couldn’t believe this big boy, who had just been spanked like that, was sporting such a shaming hard-on right in front of his domineering Mama. I had never thought that a motherly whipping and such a fierce whipping could elicit that kind of arousal. Mrs. Brown told Arnold that he was grounded for two weeks; she took her bag, greeted Britney and me, admonishing us to behave ourselves, and went shopping.

Arnold wasted no time heading straight for his bedroom as soon as his Mother left. He acted like he didn’t even see Britney and me, but I know he was very conscious about it. I watched him walk fast to his bedroom. His penis was bouncing around, and his backside was still very red, and by now, you could see distinct purple strap marks forming on his bottom and legs. As for Britney and me, we hurried into my girlfriend’s bedroom where, in no time, we had our clothes off, and we had one of the best intercourse I have had in all my life till then.


Mrs. Brown's Strap, An Evil Plan

In the next few days, my mind went back more and more to the event that had happened on that fateful afternoon. Why did the thought of a whipping with the strap excite me so much?

At first, I had thought, perhaps trying to convince myself, that it was the idea of seeing Britney’s attractive butt under the fierce lashes of her determined Mother, such had been the case with Arnold’s, that aroused my senses.  But finally, I had to admit to myself that it was not that, or at least not only that. I not only wished I had been able to watch Arnold getting it, not only did I desire to assist with one of my buxom girlfriend’s whippings, but I also felt a strange, weird urge to try that painful and shameful experience myself. What would it be like to have my bum whipped as Arnold has been? And, as silly as it sounds, did I really want to be strapped by Mrs. Brown?

I spent more than a night awake in my bedroom, daydreaming of Britney and her stern Mother in Mrs. Brown’s room. In my mind, I would picture her round, cute bottom being whipped unmercifully by her Mother’s strap. That image would merge with that of Arnold’s rear end after it had been whipped, all red and sore looking, but soon it was a misbehaving me who the no-nonsense lady would bring to her room, undress from the waist down, make lay flat on the bed, bum up, and whip with some kind of leather belt until I was in a frenzy of wails and begging. In my daydream, I could almost feel the sting of the leather against my defenseless, bare buttocks. Every time, I got hard, and I had to masturbate furiously to relieve myself.

That situation became an absolute obsession until I realized that things couldn’t go on like that; I had to do something to come to terms with my weird desire. So, I began to design a way to make happen what I feared and longed for so much.

To be honest, I didn’t need to engineer much more to develop a plan. From what Britney had told me since our first evening out, I knew that her Mother had imposed a strict curfew on her at midnight. Getting her back late would not have been so complicated, and given the lady’s severity, indeed, there would have been painful consequences for my girlfriend. At worst, I could have witnessed her correction hiding in the bushes behind her window, but I also had the hope that the lady would let me in the house with Britney and...deem me complicit in her daughter’s curfew breaking. Of course, it was a bit of a crazy idea, but who knows what I could expect from a lady so strict as to whip her 19-year-old son?

I chose next Saturday night to develop my plan. I took Britney to dinner and then to a party at a friend’s house. I knew that the parties at this friend’s were pretty wild, with loud music, beers galore, and usually a heavily alcoholic cocktail prepared in some kind of basin in the backyard. It wouldn’t be hard to get my girlfriend to drink a couple of beers and, in the alcoholic confusion of the evening, make her overlook her return time.

In fact, this is how it happened. It was at 1 a.m. when I showed surprise at how time had flown by and read in Brittney’s eyes pure terror at having broken her curfew. On the drive to her home, she was on the verge of tears and almost unable to talk. Finally, we got there at almost 1,30 AM. I pulled into the driveway, stopped the car, and got out as Britney sprinted toward the front door without even saying goodbye. At that point, the front door opened, and Mrs. Brown stepped out onto the porch.

“Britney, do you know what time it is?” She demanded, standing and glaring at us from the doorframe.

“Yes, Mom, I…we… we ran out of gas and wasted time looking for an open gas station....,” Britney tried to use this lie as a feeble excuse while she fearfully approached her irate Mother.

It didn’t work.

“Look at me,” said Mrs. Brown once Britney was in front of her, then she raised her right hand and delivered a quick, smarting slap on her daughter’s cheek. “You come home one hour and a half after curfew, reeking of beer, and you lie to me?!”

“I’m sorry, Mom,” was all that my disheartened girlfriend could say, in almost a whisper, with one hand rubbing her smarting cheek.

I gloated inside of me; it seemed things were going on as planned, and it was time for me to intervene.

“Please, Mrs. Brown, be lenient with Britney. It was really not her fault…” I said, circling the car and approaching the two.

Mrs. Brown stared at me with a gaze that seemed she wanted to incinerate me.

“Oh yes, young man. I know very well she is not the only culprit of all this…maybe it’s just right that you fully understand the consequences your actions have. Both of you, get in the house, march!”

Once in the living room, Britney broke down and, under her Mother’s crossfire, confessed all we had done.

“But Mooom, I didn’t mean to break my curfew, honest. It’s just we didn’t notice the time. I swear,” the desperate girl concluded her admission with a tear streaking down her red handprint-bearing cheek.

Mrs. Brown looked at the both of us with an icy stare, then turning to her daughter, she stated, “Arriving home late, in the early hours of Sunday morning, drunk, and on top lying to your Mother! I won’t put up with that behavior! You’re going to get your bottom blistered until you wish you could find an ice bucket to sit in! And about you, mister,” at that point, she turned to me, “You stay here and understand the trouble you just put Britney in. She will not be able to sit down for a week!”

The reaction to those fateful words was that I felt my dick harden in my pants while Britney paled and, with a terrorized voice, said, “Please, Mother...not with him here.”

Not even caring to answer her daughter, Mrs. Brown directed to the cupboard and extracted a brown leather strap from a drawer. I eyed the leather strap in her hands; it was thick and long and looked heavy yet supple. The thought of that cracking across my bare rump made me shiver, my bum began to tingle, and I felt myself blush in embarrassment as my hard-on grew as hard as a rock.  

“You come with me, and you,” the determined lady pointed at me, “take a seat there and listen carefully.”

With that, she led Britney by her ear, escorting her to her room. I sat on the big sofa in the living room, not too far from Mrs. Brown’s bedroom door. From there, I could clearly hear everything that would happen inside the bedroom, whose door Mrs. Brown had left open.

I heard my girlfriend’s desperate promises: “It won’t happen again, I promise you, Mom!” And her pleading: “No, Mother, not on the bare, please!”

“Shut up, you naughty girl,” Mrs. Brown sternly admonished her. “You know very well this is how it’s done. Get over here!”

My stomach began to do somersaults as I figured out what was happening in Mrs. Brown’s room. I could envisage my girlfriend unfastening and dropping her skinny jeans and flimsy panties to her ankles, then bending over the bed. I imagined Mrs. Brown taking hold of the leather strap.

Right then, SPLATTT! I heard the unmistakable sound of the leather slapping bare flesh. It rang out like a pistol shot and reverberated through into the living room as if Mother and daughter were right in front of me.




CRACK! SPLATT! CRACK!




Again, the sounds resonated in my ears as the strap snapped across Britney’s pert backside. After the fourth crack of leather, my poor girlfriend howled like a wounded animal. Each successive crack was followed by further yells, which eventually turned to pitiful, barely understandable pleading and finally bawling. Again and again, I heard the strap sear across girlish flesh. As the whipping intensified, Britney desperately wailed. I imagined the strap leaving broad red stripes across her pretty, plump bottom and cute thighs. I heard her reduced to tears and sobbing, and I could barely understand her pleadings as the leather continued to lash in her rear end.

“Ooooo-hooo-aaa-ow-ow! Puh-leeeez-uh-uh-Moo-meeee! Uh-noooo-huh-uh-pleeeez-uh-staaaahp! Mooommy, please! Stuh-uh-opppp! I’m-uh-uh-saaaar-uh-uh-eeee! Ahwaaaaa-uh-waaaa-uh-waaaaa!

My poor girlfriend was clearly decimated, unable to speak or think clearly, and it was clear to me her Mom, true to her words, was inflicting her a punishment she won’t soon forget, far worse than the one I heard her inflict on her errant son the week before.

I had lost count of the strap lashes before it eventually went quiet, and all I could hear were my girlfriend’s cries, little by little decreasing their level. When finally her wailing was reduced to a sobbing, Mother and daughter re-entered the living room. Just like Arnold, Britney was bare from the waist down, her hands trying to hide the triangle of pubic hair in front of her, and her face was red from crying and damped in tears and snot and melted mascara.

“To the corner with you,” Mrs. Brown said to her well-punished daughter, then directed to me, “It’s no use making that astonished face. Don’t think I’m so dumb that I don’t imagine you haven’t already seen what Britney is showing you now!”

I blushed all the color of red while Britney, avoiding my gaze, meekly turned and directed herself to the empty corner of the living room. What a sight she was offering there! All her already generous bottom had swollen up to a bigger size and almost shined in a hue, deep red color, and all over her smoldered buttocks and top of thighs, puffy red strap stripes crisscrossed the skin. True to her words, Mrs. Brown had made it impossible for her to sit for quite some time.


Mrs. Brown's Strap, Be Careful What You Ask For

Britney stood in the corner, sobbing softly, not even trying to rub her well-roasted posterior and gently moving her legs up and down in a vain attempt to ease the burning fire that consumed her buttocks and thighs. I was almost amazed to see no smoke rising from those burnt fleshy mounds, and I felt a hint of remorse at the idea that I was the intentional cause of such a severe punishment for my pretty girlfriend. Yet the erection in my pants was almost painful, contained as it was by my boxers.

“You must be ashamed of yourself for making Britney drink alcohol and break her curfew,” still angry, Mrs. Brown’s voice interrupted my thoughts. “Do you see her? She won’t be able to sit down for the next few days, and if you were my son, you would get the same, or worse, for what you did, no matter your age. I just hope your parents will punish you, but seeing how you act, I’m afraid this will not happen.”

I looked back at her. That was the moment of truth. If I really did want to know first person what it meant to have my buttocks whipped by that determined, severe woman, that was the moment to act. For a moment, time seemed to stand still. Mixed emotions stirred within me: desire, fear, excitement, shame…

Finally, taking courage, with my mouth dry, I said, “Mrs. Brown, I’m so ashamed for my behavior, ma’am. And you are right; my parents will never punish me for my actions, even less with the due severity that you used with your daughter. You are also right about the fact that I deserve to be punished for my behavior. I mean...poor Britney has been whipped for it, and it would be only fair that I’d be punished in the same way. As hard as it is for me to say it, I think it’s right that you take this matter into your hands here and now. I couldn’t look Britney in the eyes anymore if I’d get away for what is also my fault while she has been so severely punished.”

Mrs. Brown stared at me with a gaze that seemed to lay bare my thoughts.

“Very well then, if this is what you want, you’ll be satisfied. You will get more than you bargained for; I assure you of that,” she said, picking up the strap she had placed on the table. “Take off your shoes, socks, pants, and underwear. I want you bare from the waist down,” she ordered.

Blushing all the color of sunset, I did as I was told, and soon, I found myself standing before Mrs. Brown in just my tee and with my big hard-on protruding in front of me.

A mischievous smirk painted on Mrs. Brown’s lips, she turned toward her daughter in the corner and said, “Britney, turn around. I think it’s just fair that you will assist with your boyfriend’s whipping since it’s also his fault that you have been punished.”

I gulped at this unexpected turn of events, but then I had asked for it, so I stood meekly, observing Britney turn around. With the back of one hand, she tried to clean her cheeks, still wet with tears and damped in snot and melted mascara, while the other was covering her triangle of pubic hair. On her pretty face, still contorted in a painful grimace, I could read a craving to see what was about to happen. Seeing my inflated virility pointing shamelessly to the ceiling, the grimace of an amused smile painted on her pained lips.

Popping the leather strap on her palm, Mrs. Brown turned her attention back to me. She instructed me to get one of the big pillows, which rested on the sofa and put it in the middle of it. I did as I was told, and then, as instructed, I lay flat on my stomach on the sofa, ensuring my bum was positioned on the top of the pillow, elevated and slightly raised for the strap. At that point, my already rock-hard cock was almost dripping pre cum as I waited bare-arsed over the pillow for the whipping to start. The air in the room felt cool around my exposed buttocks that clenched and unclenched in fear. I sensed Mrs. Brown standing to my side and saw her raising the strap. I heard the strap cut the still air, and then, with a loud SPLATT, the leather slapped my bare behind, and my backside burst into flames.

“Oh Christ, fuck!” I yelled out as that first intense band of fire seared angrily across both of my buttocks.

“Any more of that language, and you won’t have any skin left on your buttocks once I’m finished with you, young man!” I heard Mrs. Brown’s outraged voice say.

CRACKK!

The strap landed for a second time, and I yelled again, managing, somehow, to withhold the expletives. Once again, the leather cracked down, and then another quickly followed. My bottom was stinging like hell and totally on fire. By the time it cracked down for the sixth time, I was biting on the sofa pillows, tears rolling down my face.

“AHARGHHH…please Mrs. Brown…AHAWHHHH…it hurts, ma’am! OHOWHHH...It hurts sooo bad!”

Despite my pleas, Mrs. Brown continued to lash the strap down unmercifully. I soon lost count, my entire body engulfed in spasms of pain.

CRACKK! CRACKK! SPLATT! CRACKK! SPLATT! CRACKK!

Again and again, the horrible leather landed with deadly accuracy. Determined, Mrs. Brown was laying stripes across both my poor buttocks, overlapping each lick of the strap. Fuck! She was an artist with that damned strap! I didn’t even try to maintain a vestige of male dignity anymore. I had all I could do to concentrate on staying in position while I almost umped that soft pillow under that stern, determined lady’s unmerciful lashes. My yelping changed to sobbing loudly and begging and promising this would never happen again, then went to an outright heavy bawling, with my nose running and tears flowing and dropping on the sofa texture.

Mrs. Brown continued whipping my butt dispassionately. Without uttering a sound, she just laid the leather all over my branded buttocks and wounded upper thighs.

CRACKK!

“OOOHWHWWW!”

CRACKK!

“AHARGGGHHH!”

SPLATTT!

“OHOHWWHWWH! Pwleeeass Mrs. Brown, ma’am, I’ll-uh-oh-never-ohhh-do it againnnnn!”

CRAAACKK!

“OOOHWHWWW! AHARGHHH!”

I kept pleading when I could get a line in between yelps and sobs, but Mrs. Brown just kept lashing the leather strap down to my rear end. This was worse than I’d ever imagined, worse than anything I had felt in my life. I was out of control, crying like a toddler, as that leather strap seared my rump. And right then, in the middle of my ordeal, I started to feel something more than just the searing, burning pain. The fiery sting was mixing into an almost pleasurable sensation. The fire consuming my buttocks had turned into an incredible arousal. I was still yelling and sobbing, but that was not voluntary anymore. The steady rhythm of the strap was feeling good in a weird way. I wasn’t doing anything like thrusting or even squirming anymore. Still, I felt my nuts tighten, and suddenly, I was having an explosive orgasm. I had no control; it just happened. I think I screamed.

Suddenly, the whipping stopped. Still, now, I don’t know if my punisher understood what had happened or if she misunderstood my scream of pleasure with one of desperation. I found myself trembling, lying on my stomach on the sofa, bare from the waist down, worn out after such an ordeal and my climax, with my buttocks transformed into two mounds of burning pain. I sobbed quietly, unable to come to terms with what had just happened.

Mrs. Brown laid the leather strap on the table again and walked over next to me. She gently touched my head to gesture that it was all over. It took me a few minutes to stand, which I did very slowly. When I moved my bottom, the pain reached its peak, so I just stood, holding my inflamed buttocks in my hands, crying like a five-year-old.

Acting as if she didn’t notice the mess that I had left on the sofa pillow, Mrs. Brown took my clothes, grabbed my arm, and guided me to the bathroom. She closed the door, ordering that I clean and compose myself.

I hobbled over to the mirror to examine the damage the session with the strap had caused to my rear. I could barely believe how sore my bum looked. The strap’s stripes had blended up to swell my buttocks, which now looked like two swollen, purplish, dull red balloons. My hands went to caress those mounds of pain gently, and I felt the intense heat they emanated. That view and sensation reinvigorated my deflated manhood, which stood on attention again. Leaning on the bathroom wall and reviving in my mind the whipping I had just undergone at the hands of Mrs. Brown, I caressed my wounded buttocks with one hand, while with the other, I pumped my member till erupting in another orgasm. After that, completely drained of energy, I washed the cum off my cock, and the tears and snot off my face. Finally, I put my clothes back on, crying out in pain when I put my undies and pants over my swollen and sore buttocks.

When I came out of the bathroom to join my girlfriend and her strict mother in the living room, I had already made my decision. I was going to ask Britney to marry me so Mrs. Brown would become my mother-in-law.


Aunt Gwen

Aunt Gwen had always been Chris’s favorite Aunt.

Gwen was a very attractive woman with thick blond hair and sky-blue eyes. She was Chris’s Mom’s younger sister, high-spirited and playful, and she had a great figure, too. Chris didn’t get to see her often because Aunt Gwen lived with her husband and two kids in a coastal resort town more than a five-hour drive from his parents’ home. Despite that, over the years, he had developed a sort of childish crush on her.

The occasions when they visited her were always a source of great excitement for him. This usually happened in summer when he, Mom, and Dad were invited to spend a few days at the beach at his Aunt’s house. It was on one of those occasions that Chris discovered a side of Aunt Gwen’s character that he had never imagined. It happened on a Saturday afternoon when Chris was sixteen. He and Dad had just come back from a morning of fishing on the nearby docks. When Chris entered the living room of Aunt Gwen’s one-story house, he heard a sort of commotion and loud, desperate wails coming from his younger cousin’s room. Soon, the room’s door opened, and Aunt Gwen, in a two-piece bathing suit on her tanned, tonic body, got out holding in her right hand a leather-soled sandal.

“Aaron was rude with his brother at the beach,” she said, throwing the sandal on the floor and putting it back on her foot. He is grounded until tomorrow morning.”

The event struck Chris like a bolt of lightning. Although his parents did not believe in corporal discipline and he had never been spanked, it was crystal clear to him that Aunt Gwen had just punished his little cousin with that sandal. From then on, in his teenage imagination, his sweet and beautiful Aunt took on the connotation of a strict disciplinarian, increasing her attractiveness in a weird, unexpected way.

In the summer before he entered college, Chris’s family was invited to spend a few vacation days at Aunt Gwen’s house, as every year. But that year, his father quit his job at an architectural firm to open his own business with the help of his wife, and they were too busy to leave town. So Chris, who had just turned nineteen, was happy to spend a few days of vacation at the beach in the company of his beloved Aunt and went alone.

As soon as Chris arrived, he discovered that his cousins were at a summer camp. Since Gwen’s husband was at work during the day, he would spend most of the time alone with his Aunt. Even if Gwen was in her late thirties and had gained a bit of weight, especially at the base of her buttocks and the height of her thighs, she had lost nothing of her beauty and charm. She had not lost her high spirit and good humor either, and therefore, the first two days passed pleasantly and even excitingly for Chris. Too exciting, indeed, since in the turmoil of youthful hormones, Chris had a misunderstanding of his Aunt’s loving and playful behavior and came to think he could dare to manifest his deepest desires toward her.

So one afternoon, when Gwen had gone to take a shower, in her teenage foolishness, he found nothing better than to hide behind the curtain of her aunt’sAunt’s room and wait for the attractive thirty-eight to come into the room to change, his intention being to surprise his aunt undress, embrace her tenderly, and confess his passion for her.

Of course, things did not turn out as Chris had imagined. In fact, as soon as Gwen had removed her robe and he came out from behind the curtains and awkwardly tried to hug her, her reaction was vehement.

“What are you doing here, in my room? How dare you? You nasty boy!” She cried out, stopping his foolish, rude attempt to approach.

Suddenly, she grasped the wrist of the nephew with her left hand and slapped his cheek hard, imprinting a burning-red handprint on it.

The slap brought Chris back to reality, and he realized the stupidity and the seriousness of his behavior. That realization was underscored by the tremendous scolding Gwen gave him as she put her bathrobe back on. The desperate Chris was apostrophized as a pig, a rapist, unworthy, and a traitor, and threatened to be handed over to the police or, at the very least, thrown out of his aunt’sAunt’s house forever and shamed in front of his parents.

As she scolded him, however, Gwen could read the despair in the teary eyes of her favorite nephew, who could not utter a word in shame. So, once her anger subsided, Gwen softened and considered that in the end, what Chris had done had been dictated not by a desire to do her violence but only by his foolish, youthful exuberance.

Therefore, she ended the tirade with, “You would deserve to be shamed in front of everyone, Chris, but since I understand that what you have done is just a childish act worthy of a silly brat more than a molester, well, I will treat you just like silly brats are treated in this house.”

Finally raising his head and managing to look at his justifiably angry Aunt, Chris asked, “What…what do you mean, Aunty?”

“What do I mean? You are going to find out, young man. Come with me!” Answered Gwen decisively, and without adding more, she grabbed her nephew’s wrist and dragged him out of the room.

Surprise, fear, and excitement mixed with dejection and despair in Chris’s soul, who allowed himself to be dragged by his Aunt toward cousin Aaron’s room, where he had been placed for those days. Taking the boy by the arm, Gwen led him to the bed, where she sat down, leaving Chris to stand as she pushed up the sleeves of her bathrobe. Then she leaned forward and removed her frilly, leather-soled slipper from her right foot.

A shiver went through Chris. Suddenly, the awareness of what was about to happen struck him. He was in his cousin’s room, the place from where she had seen his Aunt come off after punishing her son, and she had a leather-soled slipper in her hand, exactly like on that day!

Overwhelmed by those strong emotions, he felt like he had regressed to a childish and stared at her beloved Aunty with fear and awe that he had never felt in his life, even in front of his mother when she had scolded him when he was a little boy. Suddenly, he started to blabber about how sorry he was for what he had done, plead for mercy, promise to be a better boy, and do anything if Aunt Gwen would just prevent him from being punished.

As if she hadn’t heard anything of what her nephew was saying, Gwen opened her bathrobe and parted her bare, sturdy, tanned thighs slightly to provide an ample platform for her nephew to drape himself over.

“Take down your jeans,” she then said in a quiet but firm and almost sad tone.

Aunt Gwen squeezed the sandal in her fist and watched the nineteen-year-old meekly fumble with the waistband of his jeans. In his embarrassment, he didn’t seem able to get his fingers to work. Slowly, the fly buttons were opened, and the denims slithered down his thighs and rested at his knees.

‘Please, God,’ Chris prayed silently, seeing that the front of his boxers showed the evidence of his excitement, ‘makes he doesn’t tell me to pull my underwear down, too.’

Aunt Gwen shifted her cute bottom on the bed and straightened her back.

“OK, over here,” Aunt Gwen slapped his knee to indicate Chris should bend over.

It was a simple command, but his Aunt expected him to obey it. Chris stood his ground, unable to move. Then, he took a half step back as if he intended to run away.

Shaking her head, Gwen took hold of the boy’s arm and forcibly pulled him down across her knees. To break his fall, Chris placed both hands on the carpet in front of him. His legs were left dangling behind him. Aunt Gwen wrapped her arm around her nephew’s waist and slightly adjusted him until he was positioned to her satisfaction, head low, the bottom stretched in his thin boxers pointing up high.

Chris gasped as he felt Aunt Gwen grip the waist of his underpants.

‘Oh, no! She’s going to pull them down!’ flashed through his mind.

But instead, his Aunt smoothed out the thin cotton of the boy’s underpants, eliminating all creases. Soon, the tight white boxers fitted Chris’s buttocks like a second skin.

“Give me your hand,” was a final instruction.

Aunt Gwen took hold of her nephew’s wrist and turned the boy’s arm up his back. Now Chris was trapped across his Aunt’s knee, and he wasn’t about to go anywhere until she said so.

“Right, young man, this is going to teach you a lesson.”

With that, Aunt Gwen gripped the sandal tightly and put it to work, smacking Chris’s bum soundly and briskly.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Three on the left cheek.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Three on the right.

And so on.

Aunt Gwen concentrated on the very tender spot where the bottom joins the thighs, dealing out crisp smacks. Chris screwed his eyes closed with pain each time the slipper crashed into his bum. A flurry of three smacks followed another as Aunt Gwen put the leather sole to good use. The pain of the whacking took Chris’s breath away, but he resolved to take it like a man and not cry out in front of his beloved Aunt. He wriggled as the slipper connected time and again with his buttocks and let out silent yells as the stiff leather sole of Gwen’s slipper smacked down in rapid succession, landing on his sensitive, chubby sit-spot.

Aunt Gwen spanked him for a couple of minutes, then paused. At that point, Chris was finding it hard to stick to his resolve and remain silent. His eyes were full of tears, and the burning sensation where he used to sit was becoming unbearable.

And then, without warning, his Aunty took hold of the top of Chris’s boxers and pulled them down to his midthighs and exposed his already red-raw buttocks.

“NOOO,” wailed Chris, unable to bear that last shame and feeling tears roll down his cheeks.

Aunt Gwen got a tighter grip on the slipper in her hand and resumed the spanking, perhaps twice as hard as before.

On and on it went, hard sound cracking SMACK after hard sound cracking SMACK. She was doing a good job covering all over the now bare target. Some flurry of three spanks went high, some low. Now on the left cheek, now on the right.

“AHRGHHH! AHAWWWWW! IT HURTS AUNTY! AHAWWWW! PLEASE, PLEASE, IT STINGS! IT HURTSSS!”

Unable to stand with his resolve to take it with pride anymore, Chris raised his head and cried out his pain, his sorrow with every blow. He could hardly catch his breath; it hurt so badly. On and on, the leather-soled slipper spanking went, burning up Chris’s bare buttocks and the top of his thighs. His body was making involuntary movements with pain, but his Aunt still had the boy’s arm pinned.

“AHW GWOD! I’M SORRY, AUNTY! AHWWWW! I’M SO SORRY! AHRGHHH! I DON’T KNOW WHAT CAME OVER ME, BUT PLEASE, AHAWWWW! PLEASE, AUNTY, STOP IT! AHAAAAAA! IT STINGS SOOOO BAD! IT BURN! BWUAHHHHHH!”

Chris’s shoulders and head jerked high as each blow from the slipper struck his bum. Apart from the unbearable stinging pain, the humiliation was intense. There he was, a nineteen-year-old man draped helplessly across his Aunt’s knee, jeans at his feet, bare bum in the air, getting spanked like a naughty little kid, and acting not differently, wailing and pleading. So to Chris, it seemed like an eternity, but in reality, the spanking lasted less than five minutes, and then he remained there, crying all his tears and rubbing lightly his hardened cock against his Aunty’s bare thighs.

“Now, boy, you can stand up,” said Gwen after allowing a couple of minutes of composure to the repentant nephew.

In considerable pain, Chris rose from his Aunt’s knees. Instinctively, his hands shot to rub his blistered backside, but connecting with the raw flesh only increased the pain; it did not relieve it. So he just hopped a little in place, with his boxers still at midthigh and his engorged members wobbling comically all around.

It was then that Aunt Gwen rose from the bed and told the still-crying nephew, “Let this be a lesson to you not to do such a disgraceful action ever again. You are grounded till tomorrow morning.”

And with that, she left the room.

Suppressing his sobs, Chris went to the closet’s mirror, twisted his body, and inspected the damage; his buttocks were a deep cherry color, and that didn’t surprise him as they burned with the pure hell’s fire. Nevertheless, his dick was still hard as a rock. He lay down on the bed sideways, and while one hand gently caressed his inflamed rear end, the other started to work on his hardened member more and more frantically. It took just a few strokes of his hand for his manhood to explode in a violent spurt while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm. Then, spent by all those emotions and unable to lay on his back by the state of his smoldered rear end, he fell into a deep sleep, dreaming of his beautiful, strict Aunt.
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