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An Unsuspected Marital Affair

“Anyway, that’s how it is with us now,” Samantha said as she sipped the last of her coffee.

Andrea, a quiet, reserved brunette of 31, and Samantha, a 36-year-old blonde with a buxom build and an in-charge demeanor, had been friends for several years since the time they both worked for the same company. Over the years, they had changed jobs but always kept in touch. Theirs was a close relationship, and Andrea considered the determined, attractive friend almost a big sister from whose experience she drew advice. But until today, when she came to tell her how she had found out that her boyfriend had betrayed her and now was asking for her forgiveness, Andrea wasn’t aware of that fact. Samantha disciplined her husband!

“And when did you start to ‘discipline’ him?” Amazed by that discovery, Andrea asked.

“That’s exactly why I’m telling you this, dear. Jim, too, had been unfaithful to me once, and I kicked him out. But he came back to me sheepishly asking for pardon and promising not to do it ever again. He said that it had been just a moment of weakness and, finally, all the usual things that an unfaithful male brings up in the hope of being forgiven. So I took him back into the house, but not before I gave him a good thrashing.”

“A good thrashing? How did you do it?” Asked Andrea, intrigued by her friend’s recount.

“I took down his pants and underwear, put him on my lap, and spanked the living daylight out of his cute buttocks with the flat back of my hairbrush. You know, just like he was a bratty little kid, which in the end is exactly how he had behaved. And after that, I had regularly used this same method to keep him in line.”

“That’s amazing, Samantha,” Andrea replied with wide eyes on her innocent-looking face.

Samantha chuckled inside at the way Andrea could look so innocent and yet be so weird in her mind. It was that contrast between her angelic appearance and her somewhat perverse mind that made her feel good in her company.

“I appreciate that you shared this with me, Samantha, and I understand why you are telling me this now,” Andrea continued. “But I’m not sure I could follow through with your suggestion. I mean…I don’t even know what a spanking really is. My parents didn’t believe it, and my siblings and I never got one.”

“Oh, it is not that complicated, you know? Anyway, if you’d like a demonstration of how it works, why don’t you come up for dinner tomorrow evening? It’s Friday, and that is the night when I set things straight with Jim about his behavior during the week,” Samantha said. Then, seeing her friend’s questioning look, she continued, “I mean that if Jim disobeys me, talks back, or breaks any established rules, he isn’t punished right on the spot, but I wait till Friday night to dish out the deserved discipline. If you come, you will have the opportunity to see how it is done and how well it works, at least for us.”

“I don’t know, Samantha. I wouldn’t want to intrude into such an intimate moment between husband and wife.”

“Don’t be shy. I mean it when I say I’m here for you. And besides, it would do Jim some good, too. Being disciplined in front of another person, a woman, will add a bit of shame to that all and make the punishment even more effective.”

“Well, okay then,” Andrea smiled and nodded as she reached over and squeezed Samantha’s hand. 

“What time should I be here tomorrow?” She asked.

“Around seven, and we’ll eat at seven-thirty.” 

The next evening, Andrea showed up at Samantha’s promptly at seven, wearing a bottle of Chardonnet. Samantha, who welcomed her, looked stunning in a pair of black leggings that wrapped her curvaceous hips, generous butt, and toned thighs like a second skin. She wore black high-heeled shoes that elevated her already remarkable stature and a tight black blouse that highlighted her bosom. Her blond hair, cut short, had been combed back and enhanced her beautiful stern expression face. She seated Andrea in the living room while Jim set the table wearing a kitchen apron. Once the wine was open and the food was on the tablecloth, the two women sat at the table, and Jim was allowed to join them, but not before he served the dish on their plates.

During the meal, Andrea observed Jim. He was a nice, quiet guy, more cute than handsome, of her exact age, and right now, he wore an embarrassed expression. She didn’t know what Samantha had told him about her presence on that specific night of the week, but it was evident that he was uncomfortable.

Once dinner was finished, Jim was responsible for clearing the table, so he put the apron back on and started the Job. After some more minutes of cleaning up, Samantha called him in front of her and started to address her very subdued husband, who was standing at attention in front of her.

“You got the fender of the car scratched on Monday, you stayed late drinking at the bar with your friends on Thursday night, and you made a disgraceful joke about my family just this morning,” Samantha said with her arms crossed over her protruding bosom, tapping her foot on the floor. “You have acted like a silly, careless teenager. You know what happens when you act that way, don’t you?”

Blushing to the root of his hair at being shamefully scolded in front of his wife’s friend, Bill couldn’t utter a word, so he just nodded his head yes.

“Very well, then. I want you to go to the bedroom, put on your pajamas, and wait for me. Oh, well, you better put on just your pajama top; you won’t be needing any pants for a while.”

Jim looked up at her, turned his glare to Andrea, and, returning his pitiful eyes to Samantha, whispered, “But…”

“No argument!” Samantha snapped, “GO!”

Jim looked stricken, and his eyes began to water; nevertheless, he obediently complied. Samantha stood firmly, her hands on her hips, with a stern expression on her face, until he had gone into the bedroom and closed the door. 

She then went over to Andrea, gently put her hands on her shoulders, and said, “You see? It’s so easy. All you have to do is take a firm position and stand your ground. When you demand obedience and require him to comply, all goes well. In the end, I’m just giving him what he knows he deserves.”

Andrea, increasingly amazed by her friend’s peculiar marital relationship, assented.

“Now you stay sitting here. I’m going to spank my brat in our bedroom, as I always do, but I’ll leave the door open, and from this position, you’ll be able to see everything,” said Samantha, winking at her friend. Then she continued, “You know, seeing a grown man soundly spanked is a strong sight. This way, you’ll have some privacy should you find it too unpleasant or too...exciting.”

Andrea nodded in agreement, her mouth going dry.

Stepping briskly and swaying her round butt Samantha disappeared into the bedroom. As she had said, she didn’t close the door so Andrea could see directly in. And look inside she did, seeing a chastened and humbled Jim bare from the waist down who looked miserable. Despite all his distress, Andrea, stunned, noted that the guy was excited. In fact, his hardened member pointed proudly to the ceiling just below the end of his pajama top. The shiny wooden hairbrush he had in his hand spoke volumes of the reason for his distress. Andrea shivered with excitement, looking at him approach Samantha, who had now seated at the foot of their bed. Without a word, he gave the hairbrush to his domineering wife, placing it in her outstretched hand.

“Over you go,” Samantha ordered, tapping the brush into her left palm.

Jim obeyed meekly, getting into position. Once he was there, bent over his wife’s ample lap with his bottom up in the air, Andrea could admire the perfect whiteness of his round rear end. His buttocks were swelling, looking both muscular and supple at the same time, and right then, it was evident to her why that was the perfect spot to administer such a scalding punishment.

After just a few moments, Jim’s hairbrush paddling started. Samantha lifted the hairbrush and smacked it down briskly, producing the sharp characteristic CRACK of varnished wood on bare skin.

Right from the start, Andrea noticed that Jim didn’t have any stoicism while his wife’s hairbrush set his bottom afire. Smack after smack, Samantha spanked her husband’s bare hindquarters, covering the whole target with hard swats, and like a little, naughty schoolboy, he was soon yowling and begging her to stop. When Jim, unable to stand the unbearable burning sensation inflicted on his poor bottom, put his right hand on the back in an attempt to protect his tortured rear, Samantha grasped his wrist firmly in her left hand, pulling it up tightly behind his back. Now, he was utterly unable to interfere, and Samantha really let him have it, snapping down the flat-backed wooden hairbrush hard and fast. Poor Jim wailed and pleaded, to no avail.

“OHWWWW! Samantha! Honey, please, I’m sorry! AHWWHWW! OHHH, GOD! OHWWWW! Please stop, darling! AHWWWWW! It hurts so bad, honey! AHWWHWWW! I promise I won’t be bad anymore, darling! AHWWWWWW! I PROMISE! BWAHAAA!”

As she watched the paddling continue, Andrea became aware of the dampness between her legs and shifted her position several times. While Jim squirmed and writhed, howling and begging, Andrea watched Samantha spank, and spank, and then spank some more. And while the naughty husband’s ordeal followed on, she was thrilled beyond description, her pulse pounding and her panties wet between her legs. Her trembling hand quickly made its way under her dress and inside her panties, and a brief moment later, Andrea closed her eyes tightly and climaxed.

Suddenly, the pace of the hairbrush paddling quickened considerably, and the recipient’s reaction became correspondingly more urgent and strident.

“OHWWWW! GWADDD! AHWWHWW! OHHH, AHAWWWW! OHOWWWW! IT HURTS! IT HURTS! IT HURTSSS! AHWWHWWW! AHWWWWWW! I’LL BE GOOOD! I PROMISEEE! BWAHAHAAA!”

To Andrea’s amazement, the merciless bum tanning didn’t stop. She admired how the pristine, white, cute buttocks of the hapless man on her friend’s lap had turned into two swollen, beet-red, sore-looking balloons. All that was so intensely erotic that her hand quickly slipped inside her panties again and stimulated herself to another orgasm.

Just when she was recovering from that second climax, finally Jim’s punishment came to an end. The well-chastized man remained sobbing on his wife’s thighs for a while, and then he was allowed to get up, which he did on shaking legs. Once released from his wife’s lap, the punished man-boy started to comically jump up and down, performing a shaming post-spanking dance, sobbing piteously, with his hands squeezing great handfuls of his swollen brush-spanked buttocks, and with his still hardened cock wobbling around.

It was then that Samantha rose from the bed and exited the room, closing the door to allow some privacy for her shamefully punished husband. She came to sit near her friend, and one look at her sweaty, satisfied face was enough for her to realize that Andrea had not been shocked at all by what she had seen. Quite the contrary. 

With an air of complicity, she took her hand. Looking into her eyes with a smirk on her lips, she asked, “So dear, what do you think? For next Friday’s dinner, shall we invite your unfaithful boyfriend, too?”


Unfaithful Husband Set Right

While the sunset turned the sky into a livid-red cloudy patchwork, Adam pulled into his house’s driveway.

He parked next to his wife’s car and remained seated in the driver’s seat with his stomach in turmoil. “My marriage is going down the toilet,” he said to himself, his shoulders shaking with soft sobs, hands covering his face.

The last few days since his wife Elaine found out about his betrayal have been unbearable. At forty, Adam had a well-paid job, had been married to his pretty wife for twelve years, and had two beautiful daughters, 11 and 9. His silliness was about to throw all that away.

When his wife confronted him about his infidelity, Adam admitted his guilt without delay. In some way, it has been a release. He didn’t know why he did it, maybe because of the desire for something new, to get out of the routine. But he didn’t stand to live a lie. Elaine had looked up at him with her glossy eyes and said nothing. She turned away from him, weeping, her soul breaking. Her lack of response hurt him worse than if she had become angry and railed against him. But she showed no anger, only disappointment and disillusionment. Adam’s heart broke to see her so crushed.

After contemplating his miserable situation for a few minutes, Adam exited the car and directed himself to the house door. It was no use delaying meeting his wife any longer.

“Hi Honey, I’m home,” said Adam, laying the briefcase on the ground and loosening his tie in the hall.

“Hello, young man,” a deep female voice answered his greeting, but it was not Elaine’s.

Stunned, Adam turned around and saw Amber, his Mother, standing next to Elaine in the living room doorframe. Suddenly, a cold shiver ran down his spine. He was very conscious that his Mom was going to take a very dim view of the combination of two of her least favorite things: unfaithfulness and a man not caring for his family.

“Move on, come into the living room. I think you have some explaining to give to your Mother,” Amber addressed her son, looking like she would start spitting nails any second.

Crestfallen, with his heart in turmoil, Adam obeyed the orders of the woman who had always ruled his parental family and headed to the living room. He didn’t recall his Dad ever telling him off, let alone laying a hand on him. A nice, decent, emotionally reserved man, Adam’s father worked long hours and wasn’t inclined to be tough. It was his Mom who was the disciplinarian. With a fiery temper and traditional values, she had no issue with taking him and his brothers over her knee and smacking their bottoms as long and as hard as she felt they deserved. She was a tall, sturdy woman with strong hands to match, so even if she never used any tool to spank, with just her broad, housework-hardened palm, she could raise an unbearable, stinging sensation where a boy used to sit. It isn’t an exaggeration to say that up until he left for college, Adam was familiar with his Mom’s hand being applied to his very bare, chubby bottom. And even when in college, there had been a few occasions when he found himself having to lower his pants and underwear to receive such a childish, burning hot correction.

The conversation in the living room was not long. At one point, unable to stand his Mother’s firing questions anymore, Adam broke down, put his face in his hands, and admitted with a broken voice that he was desperate for what he had done and anguished about his and his family’s future.

“Take your hands off your face and look at me!” Amber ordered, and when the disheartened man complied, the older lady’s arm swung in the air, and her hand imprinted a red and sore handprint on her son’s left cheek.

“I’m sorry, Mother…” was all the unfaithful man could utter while tears started to track his reddened cheek.

“Don’t say sorry to me, you bad boy! Is to Elaine that you have to apologize!”

“I’m sorry, Elaine. Please...please forgive me. I love you, Elaine, truly. I…I don’t know what came over me. I promise I won’t cheat on you anymore!”

Sensing that Elaine was softening at the sight of her husband’s repentance and seemed inclined to give him her forgiveness, Amber decided to stop all that at once.

“Not so fast, young man. You will be forgiven if this is what Elaine wants, but not before you have been adequately punished.”

At those words, the blush on Adam’s cheeks grew so hot that it almost covered the flaming handprint Amber had painted there. Nevertheless, he stood silent, his watering eyes turned to his silent wife in a wordless prayer for forgiveness.

Seeing her daughter-in-law still caught between wanting forgiveness and suffering from her husband’s betrayal, Amber decided the best thing to do was to act. In any case, Adam deserved to be punished, very soundly punished indeed.

“Come with me, you bad boy,” she said to Adam. Then to Elaine, “Excuse us, Elaine. My son and I have something to settle in private. But you sit and wait; we won’t be long.”

Amber then grabbed her son by his upper arm and guided him up the stairs to the master bedroom.

Adam knew all that didn’t bode well with him. Still, in his present state, he couldn’t put up any resistance to his authoritarian Mother even if he had wanted to. Even if it seemed almost unthinkable that his Mom would do it at his age and in his own home, Adam had so convinced himself that he deserved to be punished that submitting once again to an embarrassing, childish, and oh-so-painful correction was not only the most natural thing in the world but also something that would finally relieve his sense of guilt.

When the Mother and son got to the bedroom, Amber smoothed her skirt so that it adhered to her thighs, and she sat down on the bed. She then started to give her mature son a good telling-off. Later Adam would remember little of what she said, mainly because all he could think of at that moment was, ‘Oh fuck I’m going to get spanked once again!’ That awareness pushed all other thoughts out of his mind. He did remember how he felt, though, and it was undoubtedly one of the most intense combinations of emotions he had ever experienced. The traditional butterflies in the stomach, but also the almost tunnel-like vision, where the head swims and the brain pushes out all thoughts and sights other than the knowledge of what was to happen to his tender buttocks that clenched and unclenched in fear.

Once she finished her scolding, Amber told Adam to take his trousers off, which he did, and then, as he knew it was expected from him even under that circumstance, folded them up and placed them neatly on a chair next to the bed. The older Mother then told her son to stand next to her. Adam walked over to her and stood facing her sideways in anticipation of going over her ample lap. It was difficult for the man to know where to look. He didn’t want to make eye contact with Amber, and facing directly onwards was a mirrored wardrobe. He had no desire to dwell on the pitiful image that reflection would create.

Amber then grabbed the waistband of Adam’s underpants. He half-heartedly objected, but he knew that this was part of a spanking procedure, and at that point, it almost felt like he was outside of his body, without any agency in the process.

Amber tugged her son’s undies right down until they were around his ankles. Adam found himself shamingly bare from waist to ankles, with his sturdy legs, chubby bottom, and hardened manhood on show in front of his Mother. He covered up his front with his hands. He would remember forever the mortification of that moment…his Mom was looking at his hardened dick! Even if it wasn’t the first time she had looked at it under those very same circumstances, Adam cringed at the knowledge that his Mom was now aware of how he reacted down there when facing a spanking, even at his mature age.

As always, Amber acted as if she hadn’t even noticed it and just told him to get over her lap. By trial and error over the years, they had come to a procedure that sort of worked, although it was an ungainly and awkward one. Adam would clamber onto the bed and kneel to one side, then lower himself over her lap so he was square over it with his whole body lying on the bed. He would then maneuver himself so that his penis would stay between her legs, wrapped by her skirt but not directly pressed against her thighs.

Once he had been put in the required position, Adam felt himself in the most undignified situation he could end up in. How childlike he felt! Whilst in effect he was in such a deeply odd situation of being a forty man lying half bare over his sixty-five Mother’s knee, he didn’t feel that way, but rather a naughty little boy over the knees of his Mommy about to correct his misdeeds.

And then it began. Amber wasn’t the most creative spanker, but she was very, very effective all the same. Her housework’s hardened palm connected heavily in the center of one of Adam’s buttocks, a pause, and then the same on the other buttock. And that went on and on until she felt her son had learned his lesson, and he was genuinely repentant for whatever he had done. Right from the start, the stinging sensation in Adam’s bottom was a sharp one, and each smack escalated that sensation to an unbearable, sometimes even excruciating, level. Even if most of the spanking consisted of his Mom smacking alternate buttocks hard, she would often and willing venture further down to vigorously smack the sit spots, which really made him twitch.

Since the beginning of his correction, Adam had been conscious that the sound the spanks made was like a pistol shot ringing out around the room, and his wife was most likely hearing the whole thing. In effect, downstairs, Elaine had been sitting in silence on the alert to pick up any sound coming from the room above. Although the word spanking was not spoken in plain language, because of Adam’s stories about his Mother and how the two had interacted, from the beginning, Elaine imagined what her mother-in-law and husband had gone to do. That suspicion was confirmed when, after brief muffled sounds, she started to hear the unmistakable sound of a hand slapping bare flesh. It rang out like a pistol shot and reverberated through into the lounge as if Mother and son were right in front of her. After only a few more loud SMACKS, she began to hear her husband cry like a little boy, sobbing and begging.

“PLEASE MOMMY! AHWHHH! NO MORE! OHWHWW! I’LL BE A GOOD BOY, MOMMY! BWUAHAAA!”

Oh my God, Elaine thought, Adam had called Amber... Mommy! Right then, it became crystal clear to her that the childish punishment he was subjected to had worked like a time machine, regressing him to the state of a little kid being corrected by his stern Mother.

Meanwhile, upstairs, each spank delivered by the determined mature Mother became more difficult for her son to bear. As his merciless and deserved correction progressed, the only thing Adam could think of was how much his buttocks burned and stung. Each of his Mother’s spanks landed with a SMACK or a SPLATT, which finally made him wail like a toddler having a tantrum, and tears literally sprang from his closed eyes.

But even such a severe, unmerciful spanking finally came to an end. Amber finished it by saying that she hoped Adam had had enough and landed two last hard SMACKS. She then told him to get up, and Adam did so. During the process, his underwear had come off, so without the restraint of the garments, he started to prance around, grabbing with his shaking hands big handfuls of his flaming red, swollen buttocks and crying his sorrow and repentance to the ceiling.

Downstairs, Elaine heard that the frightening and exciting slapping of bare flesh had stopped. However, her husband’s crying continued for a good few minutes afterward, accompanied by strange stomping sounds. Then she heard Amber say, “Stay like you are! We are going to show your wife what happens to men who act just like disgusting, hormone-wild teenagers. Come on!”

Once Mother and son were downstairs, Elaine saw how half-bare Adam was trying in vain to hide his massive hard-on in front of him with his hands, and his face was red from crying and damped in tears and snot.

“Turn around and show your wife!” Amber ordered.

Adam avoided his wife’s gaze as he meekly turned, raised his shirt, and doubled a little to show Elaine his punished rear end better.

WOW! What a sight! Thought Elaine. All her unfaithful husband’s bottom was swollen and almost shined in a hue, shiny crimson color. His Mother had done an excellent job of his spanking, paddling thoroughly all of his cute buttocks and the very top of his thighs.

After showing her daughter-in-law the result of the punishment she had inflicted on her faithless son, Amber turned Adam around. “Tell her,” she ordered.

“SOB. I’m so sorry, Elaine. SOB. Please, please forgive me. SOB. I swear I won’t betray you anymore. SOB. I love you, Elaine. SOB, SOB:”

“Right off to bed with you!” Amber ordered without giving Elaine time to respond to her husband’s prayer.

Once back in the bedroom, Adam couldn’t help but stare at his dark red, swollen buttocks and flaming red lower down in the closet mirror. It felt like a shocking image given his age, but he also felt finally rightly punished and, as his Mom often said, with a clean soul. He lay on the bed on his stomach and finished crying softly into the pillow. While still massaging his severely burned buttocks, the hope in his heart was that now that he had been punished and had received his Mother’s forgiveness, Elaine would also be able to forgive him.


Dinner With Aunt Suzanne

“I’m sorry, Suzanne,” the blonde, buxom woman in her early twenties said, peeling back the curtain and looking out the window, “I had so recommended that he be home by 8 o’clock...and it’s almost 10...and he doesn’t even answer phone calls.”

“I feel sorry for you, Jennifer,” said the still attractive fifty-something lady sitting on the sofa. “For all the effort you’ve put into cooking dinner, which has now gone cold. I had thought that because you were so young, you were not ready yet for a long-lasting relationship with my nephew, but I was wrong. I see now that even though he is ten years older than you, you are the one responsible in the couple...and he continues to act like the teenager he was when I welcomed him into my home.”

Jennifer was about to turn around and thank her husband’s Aunt when she saw a car pull into the driveway. Finally, it was Peter!

He had not been on time to enter the house and hang up his jacket when walking right up to him, Jennifer almost shouted, “What were you doing at this late hour? And why didn’t you answer the phone? I specifically recommended that you be home by 8 p.m.! Now the dinner is completely ruined!”

He looked at his angry wife, and an admission of guilty foolishness and fear flashed across his face.

“Ah, mhm, Jennifer, Aunty... I’m sorry. I lost track of the time, I think, and I have a dead phone battery,” he answered sheepishly. “Colleagues held a small party for the office manager who was transferred to another branch, so I wasted time at the bar without realizing what time it was. I’m sorry!”

“You should be, and you’re going to be a lot sorrier. I assure you of that, young man!” Standing in the hall, her arms crossed over her generous bosom, Aunt Suzanne barked at him.

Peter’s eyes widened as he realized he had made a big mistake. He had not only arrived late, but he had also arrived late for dinner with Aunt Suzanne!

“Come in the living room with us, now!” Aunt Suzanne commanded him.

Suddenly, Peter’s worries turned into real fears. He felt like standing up against her command…running away…anything to avoid what he feared was coming to him. However, the conditioning received during his formative years at the hands of his resolute Aunt compelled him just to bow his head and follow the two women.

Aunt Suzanne had raised Peter since he lost his parents in a car accident while he was just a teenager. She had always been very attentive and caring but had also always been very strict. She commanded obedience and enforced it with severe, burning, bare-bottom corrections. So, even if he was now in his thirties, Peter grabbed his buttocks in an unconscious gesture of protection, earing her tone.

‘Oh my god! No, that’s not possible,’ he thought, ‘she can’t think of doing...that. Not here, not now, not in front of Jennifer!’

“Really, I’m sorry, Jennifer, to you too, Aunty,” walking meekly behind the two haughty women, Peter offered his apology for not coming home on time and for being where he was not supposed to be.

“Too late for sorry now, Peter! You are in for a good, sound, old-fashioned, bare-bottom roasting,” Aunt Suzanne lid down the law.

Peter started to tremble at the thought of a painful, humiliating, bare-bum spanking in the presence of his wife, who could see and hear every smack, every kick and writhing twist, every cry and begging plea. Hoping for a last-minute change of heart from Aunt Suzanne, Peter stood attention. Still, the middle-aged woman was in no mood to let her naughty nephew get away with anything less than a sound, blistering fanny roasting.

And it was then that it happened.

“Sorry, Suzanne,” Jennifer said, with a mischievous smile drawn on her voluptuous lips. “Don’t you think it’s my turn to take care of this bad boy? After all, I’m the one who organized the evening and cooked the dinner that was ruined by his heedless, careless behavior.”

Suzanne stood staring at the young woman with an air of astonished admiration. Then, “Of course,” she said, squinting her eyes until they became two slits. “Do you think you can do it?”

“Well, I saw my mother punish my two older brothers until they left home, so I know what spanking is all about. And your presence and advice will help me,” Jennifer answered, and Peter saw a sparkle of light in her sky-blue eyes.

“Very well, then. Let’s take care of this brat,” Aunt Suzanne agreed, to Peter’s utter shame.

Instinctively driven by deep shame and fear, Peter took a step backward, but Aunt Suzanne tightly gripped the waistband of his trousers, pulling him closer up before her. Standing, looking up into her resolute face, he did not, dared not, move as she unbuckled his belt and unzipped and pulled open his trousers, skinning them over the man’s round rump, down his muscular thighs and legs, to fall to his feet.

It was then Jennifer’s turn to pull the pants off his feet while Peter hopped from one foot to the other. She grabbed hold of him and guided him as she sat down on the couch, lifting her skirt and exposing her thighs almost to her groin. Suzanne promptly made the fit man bend over Jennifer’s pantyhose-covered lap.

Plunging quickly and upside down, the man’s arms extended outward and downward, his hands flattened to cushion his fall. That move left Peter with his briefs-clad bottom jutting up while hanging upside down over his young wife’s shapely thighs. With her left arm around the man’s waist, she turned and lifted and shifted his body, head, and shoulders to his left, hips, and legs to the right as she maneuvered her husband into the desired position.

Peter’s eyes faced the floor, and his legs and feet were dangling a couple of inches from it. That was when the greater scandal took place. Jennifer reached for Peter’s thin boxers and began peeling them off his round, muscular bottom.

Aunt Suzanne disappeared into the kitchen. Jennifer made minor adjustments to Peter’s position to make sure that his buttocks were in the perfect position for what was about to happen and to allow his massive erection to rest against her veiled lap with some comfort. Then, Aunt Suzanne walked back with a small wooden cutting board and handed that makeshift paddle to Jennifer.

Thanking Suzanne, Jennifer peeled her older husband’s boxers completely down his legs, past his bulging, manly, rock-hard dick, to fall to the floor.

Jittery and nervous, Peter was bewildered at his penis being so hard at the prospect of getting a spanking from his ten year younger wife. Tapping his leg, Jennifer directed him to step out of his boxers. He blushed burning bright red as Aunt Suzanne took his undies off his feet and stared directly at his bare, swelling, vulnerable buttocks.

Half naked and draped over his wife’s knee like a little boy over the maternal lap, the handsome man’s cheeks were as deep red as his buttocks would soon be. Settled into such a familiar yet shaming fit upended across a woman’s lap, his consciousness was confused and discomposed as always had been in that very situation. If getting his bare buttocks blistered, stung, hurt so severely and left him feeling ashamed and disgraced, why did he also feel like he belonged there? He was well aware that he was, as always, aroused by the discipline soon to be administered to his vulnerable buttocks. In a way, he felt it was due and proper to get corrected in that childish, embarrassing way, but he also dreaded and hated the spankings, such burning heat that stung his vulnerable bum flesh even more than his pride.

Amidst his confused feelings, Peter raised his head and looked at his Aunt with his best puppy eyes, “It…it really has to be a spanking, Aunty? Please? I’m too old to get spanked…” He felt compelled to plead.

Irked that Peter would speak up to utter his attempt at resistance, Suzanne spoke up, “That does it, young man! Not only are you disobedient and careless, but you’re mouthy as well! Please, Jennifer, go ahead. Spank this naughty brat’s bottom with the board till he won’t even think to sit down!”

“No, nooo! I’m sooorryyy! I didn’t want to be mouthy, please, Aunty…Jennifer, pleeease!” Peter cried out as his protest was met with the first SMACK of the board against his bare bum.

For a second or two, Jennifer paused, watching a red, sore rectangle appear on her husband’s snow-white right buttock. Then, she applied the improvised paddle to spank him once more.

SMACK!

With her disgraced husband in place, Jennifer repeatedly lifted the wooden board high over her head, bringing it down with all the force she could muster on his buttocks. Peter cried out in pain at each smack falling down on his bum flesh.




SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK!




Since the first spank, Peter suddenly and again felt like the misbehaving teenager that was emerging from deep down inside him. Over and over, the paddle spanked his man-boy bottom.




SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT!




Soon, he had to let go. He could not help it. Surrendering and submitting, crying and bawling, tears were streaking down his face, and his nose was running as he begged and pleaded.

“Darling, stop! HAWHWW! Stop it, please, Jennifer! OHOWHWWW! Honey! Please! BWUAHAAA! Aunty, please, make her stooop! BWHAHAAAA! I’m sorry! AHAWHWWW! I will listen! AHAWHWWW! I will behave and do whatever you say! OHOWHWWW! I promise! Please, stop, darling! BWHAHAAA-HA-AHAAA!”




SMACK! SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT! SPANK!




Oblivious to her husband’s frantic, desperate pleading, and under the approving gaze of Aunt Suzanne, Jennifer spanked her older husband but good, setting his bottom aflame, but along with it, also inflaming his throbbing, growing manhood. Despite the pain, Peter’s manly penis was as erect as it had ever been and was rubbing against his wife’s pantyhosed tender thighs. He was filled with shame and horror at the thought of her realizing how much that shameful correction excited him.




SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT! SPANK! SMACK!




Of course, Jennifer couldn’t miss the engorged, stiff, hard pole poking into her as Peter lurched with each smack to his very marked and agonizingly sore bottom. She, too, experienced shivers of pleasure and intense wetness between her legs as she exercised her new authority over her handsome husband, who had turned into a pained, whimpering boy.




SMACK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT! SPANK! SMACK!




After more than 60 hard swats with the wooden board, she finally stopped. Peter lay there, dangling sweaty, sobbing, exhausted, and gulping for air, barely able to speak. Still, he managed to whisper his surrender.

“I’m-uh-saaar-uh-eeee-uh-Honey! Uh-I’ll-uh-doooo-whuh-uht-youuu-uh-say! I-uh-promise-uh-waaa! Bwaaa-uh-wahaaa!

“There, that’s much better. See what a good boy you can be,” Jennifer’s voice softened lovingly as her feminine hand caressed Peter’s blazing, livid-red, burning bottom.

Hanging upside down, his glowing, hot, raw red, swollen buttocks on display, the man cried like a small child, “Huhhh-honey-eeee-uh-I’m sorry-uh-I-uh-ammmm! I love you, and Auntie-bwahaha- I love you too! Puh-lease-uh-forgive-uh-me-uh-uh!”

“I love you too, Peter,” Aunt Suzanne spoke calmly, “and that’s why I feel the duty to correct you when you act as a bad, careless brat. And I’m happy that you found such a stunning girl like Jennifer here. Now, I’m sure that your wife and I will be able to look out for you, for your best interest, to guide you correctly. You should realize it and appreciate what we both are doing. Now, off to bed with you.”

Suzanne helped pull her whimpering nephew up off Jennifer’s lap, hopping and stomping, red-faced and red-bottomed. Once on his jelly legs, Peter’s hands rushed to clasp and rub his scorched, chastened, smoldered buttocks. At the same time, he leaped and hopped up and down before the two women, howling and squalling, totally unmindful of the nude spectacle he presented with his hardened penis bobbing around.

Aunt Suzanne allowed him a few seconds of that frantic post-spanking dance, then led him, still half-naked, to the bedroom and into bed.

Still jumping and bouncing with his hands feverishly massaging his inflamed rear end, Peter followed her. Even walking was painful as his smoldered butt cheeks rubbed against each other.

Once in the privacy of the bedroom, Peter lay down on his belly sobbing and gently caressed his incinerated buttocks. He was now able to realize how his life would henceforth be under the control of Jennifer and Aunt Suzan, and he was not at all surprised to feel reassured by that.


Mrs. Harris, A Surprising Neighbor

Kay was thirty-three when she and Dave met at a work meeting. She worked as a financial advisor for a big company and had a busy life. She was a beautiful woman, too. Topped by wavy black hair, her face was youthful, with warm brown eyes and a pert nose, and his body, worked by the hours spent in the gym, had firm breasts, a trim waist, seductively flaring hips with well-sculpted legs below. Her remarkable bottom was high and firm, although generous and very womanly.

Dave was nine years younger than her, fresh out of college, and the assistant of a fellow financial advisor. Kay was suddenly attracted by the young man’s athletic body, his tuft of thick black hair, and his deep blue eyes. Although she was not used to dating younger men, Kay accepted Dave’s invitation to dinner and his polite though insistent courtship. After a few weeks, she awoke one morning…with the handsome young man in her bed.

In the following weeks, Kay discovered that Dave was loving, intelligent, and usually well-mannered, but sometimes he showed a naughty, childish streak and lazy attitude. That was not strange given his age, but it would be a problem for him to make progress in his work, Kay thought. Of course, she didn’t answer ‘yes’ when he asked her the first time, six months after their first date. She was worried that his lack of character, highlighted by their age difference, could harm their relationship as well as it did with his work. Evidently, he had grown up being permitted to get away with much nonsense by his parents, and now it was difficult for his character to change. But Dave, at least in asking for her hand, proved persistent and stubborn, so even if it took her months to agree to be taken to the altar, eventually, Kay accepted to become his wife.

After the marriage, the couple moved to a cottage in a small cul-de-sac in a quiet area. It was a neighborhood where people all had routines and exchanged pleasantries as they passed each other on the way to work or putting the bins out. Being quite busy themselves, Kay and Dave didn’t get in touch with anybody there except for Mrs. Harris, who lived with her two sons in the very next cottage.

Mrs. Harris was quite a tall, sturdy, middle-aged lady of the housewife type. She dressed simply but tastefully and sometimes appeared in the doorway wearing a frilly kitchen apron. Though she looked serious and stern even, she showed a jovial character and was always kind to her neighbors.

Sometimes, when Kay met her while she was in the doorway or tending her small manicured garden, she would stop to exchange pleasantries with her if she was not in a hurry. So she got to know that she was a widower, and she still had her sons at home because 23-year-old Bill, who had not wanted to go to college, worked as a mechanic at a local garage, and 24-year-old Bruce was back home looking for a job after graduating.

Gradually, Kay and Mrs. Harris became friends, and Kay began to regard the older lady as someone to whom she could seek advice and confide her concerns.

That was especially true because Kay was concerned about her marriage. Not surprisingly, it had taken just a few weeks of living together for her and Dave’s relationship to take a bad turn. Quarrels born out of Dave’s sloppy attitude punctuated their days and embittered their life in common. All that affected even sex that previous their marriage had been great. As days passed, Kay felt more and more like she was living with a spoilt teenager instead of with a husband. Although she had anticipated that because of the age difference, it would fall to her to play the part of the responsible person, she certainly did not expect to mother the handsome but irresponsible young man.

It was with grief in her heart that one late afternoon, Kay walked to her neighbor for solace after yet another argument with her husband. But once she was about to ring the bell, she stopped on her track, hearing some commotion behind the door. Not wanting to break into something private, nevertheless curious about what was happening there, she waited and listened.

“I’m not through with you yet, young man!”

Even if pampered by the door, Mrs. Harris’s voice sounded very no-nonsense.

“Please…aharghhh!…Please, no more. I have been punished enough!” Kay heard a boyish voice scream between sobs and sniffling.

She was astounded.

“Lower your voice! You bad boy,” that was Mrs. Harris’ voice. “Do you want all the neighborhood to get to know that you have been a bad little boy and got punished?”

“No Mommy… I’m sorry...BWHAHAAA!”

‘WOW…little boy, mommy... didn’t she have just two grown-up sons?’ Thought an even more astonished Kay.

Not caring about being nosy, Kay decided to have a closer look. She crept behind some bushes around the house, from where she could see inside Harris’s living room window. Slowly, very carefully, in order not to be seen, she peeked over the top of the bushes. The curtains were open, and she could foresee the inside.

So Kay looked.

She couldn’t believe what she saw.

Mrs. Harris was seated on the sofa opposite the window, wearing one of her aprons…and Bill was lying flat on her lap! Although it was still afternoon, the boy wore his pajamas...and his pants were at his ankles! And Mrs. Harris was, with all evidence...spanking him!

Kay had already noticed that Bill looked younger than his age, with his freckled face, clear mischievous eyes, and a bit short, pudgy body, but now, in that awkward position on his sturdy Mother’s lap, he really looked like a young boy, as he had heard Mrs. Harris call him.

Bill’s chest was on the sofa to his Mom’s left, to her right were the boy’s legs, and his very bare, nicely plump, and already deep-rosy bottom was in just the proper position for a spanking over Mrs. Harris’ legs.

“I am really sorry for what I did, Mommy,” Bill’s childlike voice came muffled from the window panes, nothing more than a whisper but still clear. “Please, Mommy…please…I promise I’ll be good! I promise!”

Thoroughly intrigued by the scene that was unfolding in front of her eyes, Kay admired those chubby, round, bare buttocks waving and hobbling in front of her as Mrs. Harris slammed her housework-hardened palm over them repeatedly. Again and again, the stern Mom smacked her stiff hand on her boy’s firm and supple buttocks. Bill winced and took deep breaths between his pitiful pleadings as those spanks resounded loudly around the room and through the window like pistol shots.




SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPLATT! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK!




Kay was speechless; she had never thought an adult boy could get a spanking and such an intense, almost fierce spanking. She felt amazed by how thorough the punishment was. It was then that Bill began to bawl with pain in earnest.

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! AHARGHHHHHH! PLEASE MOMMY! PLEASE, IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD! BWUAHAAA!”

He alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady slaps of his Mother’s palm scalding his tender bum flesh. All his pleading and begging seemed to have no effect whatsoever because Mrs. Harris, her brow furrowed with concentration, didn’t slow down and continued to spank unmercifully those upturned buttocks with the same vigorous rhythm. She spanked her younger son’s bare bottom cheeks and the upper part of his thighs again and again and again, clearly driving the burning sensation higher and higher while Bill bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.




SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPLATT! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK!




“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! WAAAAHHHHHHH! WHHHHAAAAA! IT HURTS! IT HURTS! IT HURTSSSSSSSSS!”   

Poor Bill was squirming, kicking his legs, sobbing piteously, with his eyes shut, his face covered with tears and snot, and his mouth opened wide.




SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK!




“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! WAAAAHHHHHHH! PLEASE MOMMY! WAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, NO MORE MOMMYYY! BWUAHHHHHH!”       

Finally, Mrs. Harris relented her correction.

“Are you sorry for what have you done?’” She asked, her cheeks flushed by the exertion of delivering such a fierce spanking to her misbehaving son’s buttocks.

“YES, YESSS, MOMMY, I’M SORRY I HAVE BEEN BAD. I SWEAR I AM. WHAHAAAAAAA!”

SPANKKK!

“Are you going to be a good boy?”

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

SPANKKK!

“Are you going to obey Mommy from now on?”

“WHAHAAAHA! YES, YESSS, I PROMISE I WILL…I WILL  OBEY YOU, MOMMY! ALWAYS!”

SPANKKK!

“Okay then, and let this be a lesson to you!”

With those last powerful spanks, Bill’s punishment ended. By now, the big boy was a crying, incoherent, out-of-control, hiccupping mess with his nose running profusely, a face full of tears, and red, puffy eyes. Once Mrs. Harris released her iron grip, he sprang to his feet and started a virtuous performance of the well-spanked little boy dance. Jumping up and down, still constrained by his lowered pajama pants, he feverishly rubbed his flaming red bottom and cried out of control as he offered to his Mom-and Kay hid outside the window-the view of his well-roasted rear end and of his hardened manhood bobbling all around!

“Oh My God! The brat got hard!” Thought Kay, putting a hand on her mouth so as not to let out a squeal of surprise

When Bill finally stopped crying and calmed down enough to stand still, Mrs. Harris stood up and motioned to her son with outstretched arms to come to her. Bill hobbled over to his Mother, and as soon he was hugged in her motherly embrace, he burst out crying all over again on her maternal bosom,

‘Wow,’ thought Kay, looking at that motherly-son impressive interaction, ‘such a well-spanked bottom and such a contrite boy!’

In effect, all of Bill’s rear end, from the top of his bottom cheeks to the higher part of his thighs, was a solid scarlet, and his buttocks had swollen up to resemble two overripe tomatoes pressed against each other. Despite that, the well-punished boy was repeating to his Mother that he loved her, assuring her again and again that he would be a good boy and always obey her.

Kay decided it was high time to leave. She has been lucky not to be seen, and she sure has seen enough.

In a turmoil of emotions, Kay came back to her cottage. She put on some classical music, poured herself a glass of red wine, and sat on the living room couch by the window. She felt overwhelmed by all that she had seen, and she needed to calm down and try to rationalize the situation.

She had just seen one of the most traditional and ancient mother-boy interactions unfolding before her eyes, and it had utterly hit her. Mainly because the boy in question was just one year younger than her husband! Even so, the heartfelt reactions of the boy across his Mother’s knee had given her eloquent testimony about the effectiveness of that kind of correction, even for a grown-up male.

She right then understood perfectly how profitable it would have been for her young husband to be taught that kind of life lesson. How she would have wanted her mother-in-law to be like Mrs. Harris. Unfortunately, in addition to her easygoing nature, her mother-in-law was too busy with her social life to give Dave all the attention that a woman with a head on her shoulders, like Mrs. Harris, gave her children. Of course, the Mother is not the only female figure in a grown man’s life; the wife also plays an important role. And ultimately, she was older than Dave, but...would it have worked? And anyway, how, in what way...she had never done anything like that.

These thoughts ruminated in Kay’s head throughout the evening and the next day. It was late afternoon when she finally decided she needed advice about that all. Who better than the woman whom she had seen dish out such an effective disciplinary action could counsel her? So, finally, she found enough courage to ring the bell of her neighbor. 

“Hello, Mrs. Harris. I need advice on something, and I think that you’re the only person I know who might be able to help me,” Kay said when her older neighbor opened the door.

“Well, come in, dear. Let’s have a coffee, and then you’ll tell me how I can help you,” said Mrs. Harris, a little concerned about her new neighbor’s request for help.

“So, dear, tell me how I can help you,” Mrs. Harry asked once she and Kay were seated in her living room, around a coffee table, sipping their coffee.

“Oh well, I don’t know how to start, but… I guess it’s better to be honest. I was around your house yesterday afternoon…and I saw you and Bill.”

An inquisitive look appeared on Mrs. Harris’ face, “Did you see what?”

Blushing, Kay admitted that she had spied, hidden behind the bushes, the spanking Mrs. Harris had given to her younger son.

“I know that peeping is bad. And I know that it was unfair for me to see this sort of intimate family moment, but in some instinctive way, I understood that what I was seeing could be helpful for my marriage. So, overcoming my reluctance, I focused my attention on how you mastered the correction of such an adult boy and submitted him completely to your motherly authority.”

“And how exactly does what you saw relate to your marriage?” Mrs. Harris asked in amazement.

“Well, Mrs. Harris, as you know, Dave is younger than I am. When I married him, I imagined I would be the most responsible person in the couple. Still, I didn’t think I would end up with a husband in his twenties who acts like a brat.”

In front of her mature friend’s frowning gaze, Kay listed Dave’s childish, careless, and lazy behaviors.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Mrs. Harris said with a grave gaze. “From what you say, it seems to me that Dave never chose to really grow up.”

“I agree. I think somewhere deep in him, he never wanted to grow up fully.”

“Well, let me tell you, Kay, that this is not so uncommon. Often, Males of any age tend to be eternal Peter Pan, and as you have seen with your own eyes, they often require a firm feminine hand to be held on the straight and narrow.”

“That is exactly what I thought. In fact, I am led to believe that the educational methods you still use with Bill are beneficial in making a boy into a serious, self-confident man.”

“I very much think so, yes,” assured Mrs. Harris, more and more intrigued by the turn of the conversation. Then, with a determined frown, she added, “And by the way, the educational methods you referred to are not confined to Bill. Bruce, too, whenever the need arises, finds himself crying his eyes out over my lap, with a bottom far too sore to sit on.”

A light blush colored Kay’s cheeks, earing that even Bruce, who was the exact same age as her husband, was subjected to those embarrassing and painful corrections.

“Sadly, that was not the case with my Dave. His Mother wasn’t firm or no-nonsense by any means. She had a busy social life, and Dave told me she was often away from home. Besides that, she didn’t believe in the traditional way to raise children.”

Mrs. Harris shook her head in disapproval.

“That took me to the conclusion that maybe it is in the lack of such educational methods where I could find the origin of his actual lack of character that so many problems had given us in our relationship,” Kay said. “When I saw you and Bill yesterday, my womanly instinct immediately told me that this was the correct exercise of female authority. You looked so assertive while delivering his deserved correction that it just seemed natural that Bill meekly accepted his punishment. Then, when under your firm maternal hand, his transformation from an adult boy into a blubbering kid was completed, it struck me that a male of any age has within him a little child that needs to be educated with firmness.”

At that point, Kay shut up, thinking that it was not appropriate to add the last thing that had struck her about what she had seen the day before, namely how she blushed, realizing that when Bill got up from his Mother’s lap, his manhood was hard and prominent in front of him. She was certainly no expert in male discipline. Having had no brothers, she had no experience in that department, but she had thought that what had happened to poor Bill had to be the very opposite of stimulating! For the time being, she preferred not to go deep into this aspect of boyish punishment, thinking there would be time to get clarification on the matter.

“So Kay, coming to the point. Why are you telling me all this?” Mrs. Harris asked.

The light blush on Kay’s cheeks became more intense as she answered, “What I thought, since Dave hasn’t been able to benefit from an adequate education, like your Bill and Bruce, won’t it be possible for me to make up for that lack? I mean, I’m his wife, I’m older than he is, and I’m certainly more mature and responsible. Perhaps it is also my duty to set him straight. We have to help each other as a couple, right? And at this point, I think that to help Dave, it takes a sharp shock right where it does most good.”

“Well dear,” Mrs. Harris started to say, “I don’t think there is just one way to raise a child, and I sure won’t give any advice on how to be a parent, nor am I keen to judge other people’s parenting. But from my personal experience, I sure do know one thing,” her eyes stared at Kay while she followed on. “I believe that what boys need is to feel secure in the hands of someone who loves them, cares for them, and also keeps them accountable for their actions. I always acted that way with my sons, and as you have seen, I still do. You know, male buttocks are the more suitable place where to apply the needed discipline. They are muscular yet supple and provide a sufficient place where you can inflict a considerable amount of stinging pain without doing real harm. Besides that, having his pants and undies taken down, lay bare, that part of the body usually kept covered, being hauled over a lap, and having his unprotected buttocks repeatedly hit is very humiliating and keeps a boy in his place at any age. Age is not a matter; behaviors are, as I always say to my boys. They have grown up being assured that actions have consequences. I’m sure that even now, at their age, Bill and Bruce would feel disappointed if they didn’t receive their deserved spankings when they misbehaved.”

“So, don’t you think Dave is now too old to benefit from such a discipline?” Kay asked, hopefully.

“Let’s get something straight, dear; there is no age limit for the right discipline,” Mrs. Harris answered. “When a spanking is needed, it is needed, and it must be dished out. The spanking’s length and severity would depend, of course, on what a boy deserves. You saw me dish out the most classical of the Mommy’s hand spanking, but when the need arises, I have on my vanity a sturdy, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush that Bill and Bruce’s rear-end know very well. It really turns their cute boyish buttocks a mottled, swollen, livid red and makes sitting down a challenging task for some time,” the mature lady chuckled. “Then, regarding if, as his wife, you have the right, the duty even, to correct your husband, I think that the question is wrongly posed. What you have to ask yourself is, do I want to correct Dave? Do I have the strength to correct Dave? If the answer is yes, everything else will follow. Finally, if Dave is the silly, never-grown-up teenager you say he is, it will be no problem to pull down his pants and underpants and spank his silliness out of him. And by the way, always count on my help and advice...if we  wives and mothers don’t help each other...”

“Really? Would you help me correct my Dave? And how?”

Mrs. Harris drummed her fingers on her cup, then said, “Since it was enlightening for you to see how I corrected my Bill, why don’t we see how Dave reacts if he sees me correct my Bruce? After all, they are the same age, and Bruce is long overdue for a good tanning. Since he has come back from college, I don’t like his behavior. I have already warned him more than once that a good hairbrush bum roasting is around the corner for him. Come to my place for lunch on Sunday, and I’ll show your Dave what happens to a boy if he acts like a brat.”

“Well, I think it will be worth a try. Thank you so much, Mrs. Harris. I more than gladly accept your invitation,” Kay said with a broad smile.


Mrs. Harris, A Searing Demonstration

Noon straight, Kay and Dave rang the bell of Mrs. Harris’ cottage that Sunday.

Dave had been a little annoyed when Kay had told him she had accepted their neighbor’s invitation for lunch since they were broadcasting a football game he wanted to watch at that time. But Kay was adamant that they wouldn’t be unkind to Mrs. Harris and her sons.

Mrs. Harris opened the door and welcomed them warmly. For the occasion, she had combed her hair in a tight chignon. She wore a beige sweater that highlighted her imposing bust, with a modest cleavage that showed the junction of her generous breasts, a matching skirt just above the knee that hugged her wide hips, matronly bottom, and meaty thighs. Her knees and strong calves were veiled by tan sheer pantyhose, and she wore moderately heeled shoes.

Dave marveled at how, once she had discarded her usual plain clothes, the middle-aged lady could look imposing and even attractive.

After the usual pleasantries, the five sat at the table for Sunday lunch. The food was tasty though simple: a roast accompanied by vegetables and an apple pie with whipped cream. The conversation was pleasant, although Dave noticed that Bruce was particularly quiet and his brother Bill, on the contrary quite loquacious, occasionally gave him playful glances.

Once lunch was over and they were seated on armchairs and sofa, Mrs. Harris addressed Kay, “I think it’s time for our demonstration, don’t you?”

Dave noticed that Bruce’s face turned as red as a tomato.

“Anytime you want, dear,” Kay replied.

“Very good,” Mrs. Harris began to say. “You must know, Dave, that I have always had the welfare and education of my children at heart. I know that what boys need is to have someone who cares enough for them to keep them on the straight and narrow, and I always acted that way with my sons. Actually, I still do. Age is not a matter; behaviors are, and I always tell my boys that actions have consequences. In case of bad behaviors, disobedience, or silly attitude, these consequences have always been, and still are, a sound bare bottom spanking.” She then turned to her younger son and said to him, “Bill, would you please go up to my room, retrieve the hairbrush on my vanity, and bring it to me? Thank you.” Said that, she returned her attention to Dave, who was more and more stunned by the neighbor’s words and commanding attitude. “Your dear wife told me that, unfortunately, this was not the case with you and your Mother. So we agreed to let you see with your own eyes what is right and appropriate to happen to a young man, even fully adult, who behaves unacceptably and foolishly.”

It was right then that Bill returned to the living room and handed his Mother a flat-backed, large, oval wooden hairbrush.

“Please, put it on the table,” she said, then continued staring at Dave. You should know that since he came back home from college, Bruce has been acting lazy, listless, and often like a silly teenager. Which is not acceptable to a boy well into his twenties. Right, Kay?”

“Absolutely unacceptable,” Kay replied, staring at her husband with intention.

“Yes, absolutely. That’s why he is long overdue a good, sound hairbrush bum roasting. And I will give it to him right now and right here. So you too will know first-hand what happens to a young man of your exact age who doesn’t want to act like a responsible adult.” She then rose from her armchair, turned to her older son, and ordered, “Bruce, come here!”

Blushing, Bruce approached his Mother, standing in all her maternal authority, and tried a last-minute desperate defense, “Please, Mother, you know that you don’t really have to do it. Please spare me this… it’s really too embarrassing, Mom…”

“We have already discussed this Bruce. It’s important to be helpful to neighbors, and I don’t intend to deprive dear Kay and Dave of our help,” said Mrs. Harris, still pointing the spot in front of her with her stiff index.

Groaning with fright and embarrassment but incapable of staging a refusal, Bruce tip-toed over to his Mom and waited, his eyes downcast and his face flaring like a bowl of raspberries.

Mrs. Harris started with a bald-faced scolding about lousy mood and temper, not to talk about attitude and how deprecable it was for a boy his age to act like a silly teenager. It was evident to both Dave and Kay that the scolding was intended for the young husband as much as for Mrs. Harris’ son.

Then, the mighty housewife ordered Bruce to take out his pants. Feeling her whole face burning with shame, the boy took off his shoes, unzipped his jeans, and dropped them at his feet. Then, he bent down, took them, and placed them neatly on the sofa. A tear streaked down Bruce’s blushing cheek when his underpants were peeled down to his knees by his determined Mother’s efficient fingers. Desperate to preserve a bit of his lost modesty and dignity, he quickly cupped his hands over his manhood, which stuck in all his hardened glory in front of him. But his powerful Mother immediately instructed him to put his hands on top of his head, where they would be safely out of the way and unable to do anything to ease his embarrassing exposure.

Seeing the fit big boy so helpless with his most personal areas exposed caused Kay and Dave to feel different emotions.

Kay could not help but notice how handsome Bruce was. Unlike his short, chubby brother, who still looked like a boy, Bruce was tall and fit. His behind had none of Bill’s fat, his buttocks were muscular, and his thighs lean and defined. Not to mention his impressive manhood.

At first, Dave felt unease, blood rushing at his cheeks making them blush; then, repressing his initial, instinctive reaction to look away when Bruce’s bare penis came into view, he started to feel a weird interest in looking that so-close moment between him and his no-nonsense Mother.

Both were struck by the contrast between Bruce’s mature, athletic body and his appearance, which was that of a soon-to-be-punished little boy standing there with his hands atop his head.

Mrs. Harris positioned a sturdy chair directly in front of Dave, picked up the frightening-looking wooden hairbrush, raised her skirt to her crotch, thus revealing her meaty, sturdy thighs encased in sheer pantyhose, and seated herself in the chair. She then brought her older son around to her right side and directed him to take his punishment position across her knees. She adjusted his position across her lap so that his bare bottom was the uppermost part of his body, his face just inches above the floor, and his hardened dick dangled between her plump thighs.

With Bruce doubled over his imposing Mother’s lap, Kay and Dave could see his bare bottom so vulnerably positioned for punishment and his blushing, anguished face. It was pretty evident that poor Bruce, upended across the motherly knees, awaiting the start of his disciplinary session with his Mom’s hairbrush, was all too well aware of what was about to happen to his sensitive, quivering bare buttocks.

Warning her frightened son to grasp her left leg firmly with his hands and to hold his bare butt still in his correct boyish punishment position, Mrs. Harris raised the hairbrush in the air.

“Please, not too hard, Mommy!” Bruce piteously begged in a voice that matched his little boyish situation.

Ignoring her son’s plea, Mrs. Harris brought the formidable punishment hairbrush down with a vicious snap, causing it to bite deeply into the right buttock of the bare bottom over her lap. Bruce shrieked with pain as the heavy wooden hairbrush once again rose overhead and snapped down without even a moment’s pause between spanks. As the third punishing spank bit home, the big boy quickly became frantic and panic-stricken.

“Please, not so hard, Mommy! I can’t stand it! It hurts horribly!” he begged. This only seemed to cause his Mom to grim and spank him even harder and faster.

“You’re not supposed to be able to stand it, boy. It’s supposed to hurt HORRIBLY. Spankings hurt!”




SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 




Bruce’s weeping, which had been going on ever since Mrs. Harris had started her disciplinary action, had now transitioned to lusty, full-throated bawling. Still, the spanks continued to rain down at an astonishingly brisk and steady pace as the misbehaving young man’s bare bottom rapidly reddened under the unrelenting corporal punishment. By this point, Bruce’s nose was running freely, saliva dripped down his chin, and tears poured onto the carpet.

“Please, no more, Mommy! I’ve learned my lesson! I promise I’ll be a good boy from now on. Please stop spanking me! My bottom’s on fire! I can’t take any more!” He pleaded pitifully.




SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 




Kicking his feet wildly, Bruce ambled his bum cheeks from side to side, instinctively trying to dodge the merciless wood. It was no use. Mrs. Harris’ hairbrush easily covered half of his muscular bottom cheek, and the blows landed too quickly, searing Bruce’s heated buttocks’ skin with each scorching contact.




SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 




“OWW! OWWW! OWW! MOMMYYYY! AAAOOWW! IT HURTSSS! AHARGHHHH!”

Having turned her older son’s buttocks a healthy shade of scalded scarlet, Mrs. Harris suddenly switched her attention to her son’s upper thighs. The effect was immediate and irresistible. Bruce’s mouth gaped wide in a rictus of exquisite pain. He bucked in agony too harsh to fully articulate, his tears dripping down his cheeks. His merciless Mother nodded complacently to herself and increased the stroke and velocity of her swing. Targeting the delicate fold of skin overlapping thighs and buttocks, she leaned in with vigor.




SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 




Blue-fire agony welled up from Bruce’s diaphragm, forcing its way to her lips, releasing his screams in a torrent of gasping, wavering tears.

“BWAAAAA! NOOO! AAARGHHHH! PLEASE MOMMY! BHWAHAA! PLEASE DON’T! AAAAHHH! AAAOOOOWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAD!”

“Good,” Mrs. Harris replied in blunt satisfaction.

Kay thought the pain must be unbearable under that insistent, thunderous lash of hairbrush spanks, turning her head to look at her husband and observe his reaction to such a demonstration of female authority. Dave’s face had paled, and his eyes were wide open, glued to that mother-son interaction. She also noticed that the front of her husband’s pants had tented up, a clear demonstration of his…interest in what he was seeing.

Indeed, Dave was more and more intrigued by what he was seeing. His initial embarrassment and discomfort persisted, but now he was starting to feel that baring the young man’s most personal areas and applying such a considerable amount of pain to his bare buttocks was nothing else than an appropriate exercise of maternal authority. Something he had been deprived of.

In the meanwhile, Bruce’s naked rear end was simmering with burning heat. Keeping him closer, Mrs. Harris shifted him higher on her right knee and laid in hard on his swollen, smoldered buttocks, targeting the center of each blazing globe.

SMACCKKK! “OOOWW!”

SMACCKKK! “OHOOWWW!”

SMACCKKK! “OHOHOWWW!”

SMACCKKK! “YYYEEOOOWWW!”

Bruce threshed his heels in midair, clutching his bottom cheeks as they received each stunning blow. He was weeping and screaming uncontrollably.

Dave thought the poor boy couldn’t take only another smack to his bruised, wobbling orbs but realized he had no other choice. His Mom had complete and irrevocable power over him; it was up to her to determine the length and severity of his sentence. Seeing the astounding, powerful authority that the middle-aged woman emanated while incinerating her misbehaving son’s bare buttocks, Dave had to accept the confusing, embarrassing fact that he had such an erection that was hardly contained by his pants.

It was then that Bruce surrendered himself completely. He stopped begging for mercy and pleading for clemency and stood still, defeated, his will wholly broken.

And then, Mrs. Harris slowed her tempo and stopped her son’s correction.

Weeping and breathless, still doubled over his Mother’s lap, with the two livid red balloons that once were his buttocks up in the air, Bruce promised absolute obedience and offered tearful assurances for his good conduct with a childish voice.

Mrs. Harris held him over her lap until his wailing subsided. Once she released him, Bruce wriggled off her knees, and his only concern was the excruciating fire raging on his badly blistered rear end.

Modesty gave way to his spanked bottom, and he hopped up and down, unmindful of Kay and Dave and his little brother watching at him, both hands trying in vain to soothe his spanked parts, obscenely thrusting out his huge, hardened manhood. He didn’t seem to notice, though, a testament to the level of pain he was experiencing. At that particular moment, he could not have cared any less. The whole neighborhood could have been standing in that room watching him, and he’d still had to rub his bottom and do his spanked little boy dance.

Mrs. Harris waited for his frenzied spanking dance to end and for him to settle down. Once he did, she got up from the chair and approached her son with open arms.

Dave observed, stunned, how Bruce threw himself in the arms of the woman who had just set his rear end afire, how he hugged her and started a new cry on her ample maternal bosom.

Bruce stood in his Mom’s arms in what looked like a timeless state until he could breathe normally again. All the time, she shushed him, telling him that he was forgiven for all he had done. Then, indicating an empty corner of the living room, she sent him to stay put there. He was required to stand facing the corner with his smoldered, smoking bottom on full display to serve as a reminder “to everyone in the room.”


Mrs. Harris, The Taming Of The Young Husband

Once she had displaced her older, well-punished son in the corner, Mrs. Harris turned her attention to her guests.

“Well, Dave,” she said, addressing the young husband on the sofa. “Now that you have seen Bruce’s behavior well addressed tell me, how do you think you have behaved since you married Kay?”

Trembling, Dave gazed at Mrs. Harris. She overstood him, with her protruding bosom and the skirt still a bit wrapped around her hips, showing her sturdy, meaty, pantyhosed legs. She was the very image of powerful maternal authority.

An authority unknown to him.

Until then.

“Oh…mhm…well, I think not too bad…” the young husband blabbered his answer. Then he turned to Kay in search of help, “Isn’t it so, darling?”

Seated near him on the sofa, Kay turned to watch him with a stern gaze.

“Honey, look, I consider Mrs. Harris, here, a capable woman and also a wise one. She made me understand that some men, for all their lives, want and need the guidance and discipline of a strong and determined woman. If that fails, they feel lost and think they can do whatever their boyish instincts make them do. What it takes to make them act like responsible members of society is a firm hand. Considering your attitude and behaviors, I am now convinced that you are such a kind of man.”

At these words, Dave’s jaw dropped, and his cheeks blushed furiously.

“Exactly so, young man,” Mrs. Harris intervened. “And look, your wife and I understand that the foolish, childish way you act is not completely your fault. You have never felt on your flesh the discipline you needed, and which is so useful to make a boy act responsibly. But all this ends here.”

“Right, Dave,” it was Kay’s turn to speak. “I accept this fact I discovered, and you must as well. If we want to make our marriage work, from now on, any of your misbehavior, disobedience, bad attitude, and sloppiness have to be severely addressed.”

“That’s why,” Mrs. Harris took the word, “Starting from today. It has to be clear that your misbehavior gets punished, period. And when you need discipline, it will happen right then and there.”

She underlined her last words, slapping the flat back of her hairbrush over her other palm.

Shocked by that stereophonic scolding, stunned by his wife’s stern words, and frightened by Mrs. Harris’s domineering attitude, Dave could utter, “Starting today, you mean…now?”

If there was still any doubt in the two women’s minds about the need to give Dave his long-deserved attitude adjustment, that answer instantly dispelled them.

“Yes, Dave, Mrs. Harris means right now and right here. And I can’t agree more.”

Even though that had not been planned, Kay decided to take the chance and not let the opportunity slip away. She had at hand an experienced spanker who could teach her young husband firsthand what was in store for him if he continued to behave as he had up to then.

“Please, dear,” she addressed her middle-aged friend, “Let this almost 30-year-old going 16 have his long-overdue old-fashioned discipline. Would you do it for me?”

“Of course, dear,” Mrs. Harris answered, exchanging a glimpse of understanding with Kay. “I’ll let him have it, but good.”

Dave had been observing this exchange of banter that had him as the passive subject, turning his head from one woman to the other while his face changed from an embarrassed crimson to a frightened pale. Astonished by the turns of the events, half anguished, half scared, Dave was unable to find something to say. Something he could defend himself with, something that could clarify that, anyway, he was far too old to be submitted to such a juvenile, embarrassing, let alone painful, correction. Besides, he could not ignore the clear evidence shown by his front pants tent that watching what Mrs. Harris had done to her older son had excited him and that although it was shameful and looked so painful, the idea of being subjected to the same childish correction deep inside him was not completely undesired.

Having long experience applying proper discipline, Mrs. Harris took advantage of Dave’s uncertainty.

“Get up, young man!” She ordered towering upon him.

At once, as for an inner boyish reaction, Dave complied.

Once he was standing in front of her, the middle-aged lady suddenly stretched her hands to the waistband of Dave’s pants and began to undo it.

Realizing that he was about to be forced to feel the consequences of his actions on his flesh for the first time in his life, Dave finally found his voice and started telling his wife and Mrs. Harris that he was sorry for whatever he had done and that he would do better from then on.

“Please, Mrs. Harris, you don’t have to do this. Really,” the frightened man let out pitifully.

Seeing it didn’t affect Mrs. Harris’s resolve, he then tried to play the outraged man and knock her hands away from unfastening his pants belt. Neither of these was of any use, and Mrs. Harris opened his pants and let them drop down his legs to rest at his ankles.

The anguished young man then turned to just plainly plead to his wife for another chance while he tried to keep his boxers in their place, horrified to have that lady see his manhood at full mast. Despite his interference, Mrs. Harris caught hold of his boxers and expertly slipped them right down to his knees.

“Ohhhhhh! NO! Pleeease... don’t do this to meee!” Dave cried out once the shame of his huge, hardened manhood came into full view, along with his candid, protruding, round buttocks.

Having bared her target, Mrs. Harris sat back in the chair, and Dave’s tummy went into a terrible flutter as she guided him first over to her side and then over her meaty, pantyhosed lap.

"Okay, okaaaay, Ma’am, please. I got it…you don’t have to spank me! PLEEEASSE, MA’AM!” Overwhelmed by all those conflicting emotions, Dave let himself go and started to squeal and plead shamelessly, so confirming he was, at heart, nothing else than a brat in need of some serious attitude adjustment.

His tearful and penitent cries were wasted. Mrs. Harris had been ‘No ma’am-ed’ by two bare-bottomed sorry boys too many times before to be swayed in her maternal disciplinary action by even Dave’s most earnest and pitiful promises.

The imposing woman raised the hand holding the wooden instrument of correction and, SMACK! With a sound like a pistol shot, the flat back of her heavy hairbrush smashed down on Dave’s trembling right buttock. He let out a squeal, and his first-ever spanking began in earnest.




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




Dave moved and squiggled as best he could confined over that ample, sturdy maternal lap, but Mrs. Harris was a woman who just knew what she was doing. She rained down sound hairbrush smack after sound hairbrush smack, again and again. Soon, the “No, Ma’am! Please stop, Ma’am! Pleaseee!” wails gave way to simple crying. Dave’s poor bottom was on fire, he felt like every hornet of the region had come to sting his vulnerable buttocks. My God, he thought, it hurts horrible! Now he understood why poor Bruce had acted the way he did while on the receiving end of the same fire-scalding motherly correction.




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




Although Mrs. Harris was a strict spanker who firmly believed that a spanking to be effective had to leave the punished boy literally unable to sit, at least until the next day, she was also a wise woman. This being the first spanking Dave had ever received, she decided to go easy, and once the young man’s buttocks on his lap had reached a uniform scarlet, swollen hue, she opted to end his correction.

When his spanking came to an end, as the most penitent little boy in the world, Dave lay on Mrs. Harris’s lap, crying his heart out. She let him do it for a while, then she helped him stand on his unstable legs.

Seated on the sofa, Kay watched half satisfied, half pitied, her thoroughly chastised husband stand half naked, grasping in his hand big handfuls of his smoldering buttocks.

And then, something completely unexpected, even for experienced Mrs. Harris, happened.

With his cheeks damped in tears and snot, hampered by his pants and undies wrapped around his ankles, and still keeping in his hands his smoking buttocks, Dave comically wobbled in front of Kays.

“Honey, I’m so sorry to have acted in such a disgraceful way since we got married. I really am,” he said between sniffles.

Then he turned, removed his hands from his buttocks, and, showing to his marveled wife his well-punished bottom, said, “Please, darling, would you give me your share of punishment? I know I deserve it.”

Astonishment is an understatement to describe Kay’s feelings.

She remained silent for a moment, and then, when Dave turned his teary eyes to her in a mute request for attention, she steeled herself. If this is what my husband feels he needs, she thought, it’s my wifely duty to let him have it. She rose from the sofa and stood in front of him.

“Very well then. I think this is long overdue,” Kay said with calm finality.

In the meantime, Mrs. Harris, pleased with how just one spanking had changed the young husband’s attitude for the better, got up from the spanking chair to give way to Kay. She also offered her the hairbrush she had just used, but Kay refused it. Given the state of her husband’s poor bottom, she thought a hand spanking, such as she had seen Mrs. Harris administer to her younger son, would be sufficient. Of course, it was a tough job for an inexperienced spanker like she was, but she knew she had to do it for Dave’s and her good.

She raised her skirt to her hips, discovering her buxom thighs encased in sheer pantyhose, and sat down in the chair. Dave just stood in front of her, head bowed and his bottom cheeks quivering slightly in fearful anticipation. Kay pulled her sniffling husband to her right side and bent him over her lap, smashing his hardened penis against her pantyhosed lap so that Dave’s bottom was in the position she had seen Mrs. Harris use.

“You asked for this mister!” Kay hissed through her teeth as she raised her arm and slapped her palm down over the crown of her husband’s already painfully red right buttock.

SLAPP!

“AHARGHH!”

Soon, another hard spank fell in the exact same place as tears restarted to spur from Dave’s eyes.




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




Having picked up the pace, Kay dropped a rain of hard palm spanks, all practically in the same spot on her husband’s buttock.

By this point, Dave’s crying was in full swing, and he pitifully begged his wife, “AHARGGG... PLEASE, HONEY... AHAWWW... PLEASE SPANK THE OTHER SIDE... OHOWHHH... PLEEEASE THE OTHER SIDE!”

Realizing what she was doing, Kay moved on to spank her husband’s other buttock just as thoroughly to restore parity.




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




As Kay kept spanking Dave and saw his bottom get redder than red and more and more swollen, and as she heard her husband become more and more distressed, she found that her growing power excited her! She couldn’t help it,  it made her want to continue! 

For his part, Dave, feeling the deep stinging pain in his bottom getting worse and worse, felt more and more submissive and helpless.

“ARGHHHH! AHAWHHHHH! PLEEEASE, HONEY! AHAWHAHAAA! IT’S ENOUGH! AHARGHHH! I PROMISE I WILL OBEY YOU, DARLING! BWUAHAAAAAAA! ALWAYSSS!”

Paying no attention to her husband’s prayers and desperate crying, Kay left the fiery brand of her palm all over his already-smoldered buttocks. The more the spanking continued, the more she liked it! She felt more and more power over her naughty husband as she kept holding him in place and laid hard on his meaty target.

Right then, amidst the agonizing burning sensation he was suffering, Dave realized that Kay was giving him no more than the loving guidance he needed and had been deprived of until then. In the deep of his heart, he was grateful to his powerful wife for giving it to him.




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




Only when Dave’s buttocks resembled two overripe, mottled tomatoes pressed against each other and he was reduced to nothing else than a very contrite little boy, Kay decided she had achieved her goal and put an end to his correction.

Once Dave was pulled to his feet, he hopped up and down and from foot to foot, rubbing his tortured butt with both hands and completely exposing his rock-hard penis and testicles that jingled humorously between his legs, all the time screaming, “BWAHAHA! I’m sorryyy! AHAHWWWW!! I’ll be a goood responsible boyyy! BWAAAA! I PROMISEEE!”

It took quite a few minutes for Dave to stop crying so hard. Once he did, he hid his face on Kay’s bosom and burst into a new cry. Kay wrapped her husband in her arms and kissed him. Then she took a tissue Mrs. Harris handled and dried the tears and snot from her husband’s handsome face. Dave just let her do it. Right there in her arms, he felt loved more than ever.

“Tell me, honey,” she asked when even that cry subsided. “What is going to happen if you act sloppy, silly, and stubborn again?” 

Completely submitted, Dave got the answer out between sobs, “I…I will be spanked, darling.”

Kay nodded, satisfied with what she had heard.

“Okay,” she said in a softened voice. “I think that at this point, we better go home.”

cover.jpeg
MS. ROSATL SPANKING TALES,
VOL. 16

Disciplined Husbands

.

ALBERT SWITCH ENRICA ROSATI





