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Victoria's Maternal Feeling

In the cab taking her home, Victoria feverishly typed yet another email on the telephone keypad. The pretty middle-aged lady was the CEO of a small but successful company in women’s fashion. Her work was always challenging, but there were those times of the year when collections had to be completed, which made it particularly stressful. That was one of those times, and she had to work 10 to 12 hours a day, seven days a week.

Although it was Sunday, she had gone to work, but by 6 pm, she couldn’t take it anymore. Tiredness had taken over, and, to the satisfaction of her staff, she had decided that the workday was over.

Indeed, no sooner had she placed her remarkable bottom on the cab seat than another email that could not go unanswered had arrived. As she pressed the Enter key, she felt the heartburn coming on.

Too much stress, she said herself. Her physical fitness was the only thing that enabled Victoria to endure all the fatigue and stress. At forty-eight, she was a stunning, powerfully built woman. When young, she had been a swimmer of some stature, and as the years passed, she had always kept her muscular body in shape. Tall, with a big, protruding bosom, flat belly, wide hips, a statuesque bum, and sturdy, toned legs. But there were days like that one when it was hard to stand the fatigue and the stress, even for a woman like her, and her heartburn worsened when she saw the cab approaching her house lane.

Because, in those days, her son was at home, which was another source of stress.

Victoria became an early mom at 20; we call it an accident of her somewhat wild college years. Although she liked men, she never felt she was suited for marriage; her work and career were what truly interested her, so her son Billy was the true love of her life. She had devoted all the time left free from work to him. As had been the case with swimming, studying, and work, Victoria was fully committed to her role as a mother. She had been a caring and loving mommy, dispensing affection and reassurance. Still, she had also always been a fair and no-nonsense mother who attached great importance to her son’s education, choosing the best schools she could afford for Billy and not failing to provide severe corrections when necessary.

On the one hand, Billy responded well to his Mother’s education and care, having been successful in his studies and, afterward, in his job. On the other hand, he had proven himself to be insecure, shy, and lazy in his private life. Even if he was not precisely a sportsman, with a lean and slightly short physique, he was handsome, with a tuft of honey-blond hair falling over his forehead, his green eyes, and his languid gaze. So, having affairs with women had never been a problem for him. But they never lasted. Even that could not have been a problem, Victoria thought, if she had other interests as she did in her case. But Billy passed from one love story to another with the same frequency as he changed his residence, as his successful work as a freelance journalist and documentary broadcaster took him all around the country and abroad. He was now returning from some Middle Eastern country, fresh from a six-month marriage that ended in a nasty divorce that had left him once again heartbroken. And to cure himself of the depression, he had returned to live at his Mother’s house.

At the age of 29!

Victoria could not believe it.

Once she entered the house, the confusion and the smell of shut-in worsened, if possible, Victoria’s mood. On weekends, the maid did not come, let alone Billy thought about cleaning the house. Cleaning? He didn’t even put his dirty dishes in the washing machine!

She went to the living room, and there he was, in his light blue pajamas, lying on the sofa, watching his favorite TV series.

“It’s not even 7:00 o’clock. What are you doing already in your pajamas?” Victoria asked Billy, towering over her son.

“You better say still in my pajamas,” giggled the young man. “Come on, Mom, it’s Sunday. I didn’t feel like changing.”

“So…what did you do all day?”

“Well, Mom, let’s say I woke up a little late, and then I saw that today they were broadcasting a marathon of my favorite series…”

‘Can’t believe it,’ thought Victoria. ‘Things can’t go on like this.’ But she was too tired to argue with Billy, so she headed upstairs to have some rest.

Once finally in her room, Victoria slipped off her dress and put it in the laundry basket. The closet door mirror reflected her image in her underwear. A black lace bra covered her ample bosom, and the sheer tan pantyhose veiled her wide hips and powerful thighs. Beneath the pantyhose, the skimpy panties, also black lace, barely covered the pubis. Victoria slipped off her pantyhose, leaning forward with her ample breasts jiggling barely contained in her bra, rolled them up, and tossed them into the basket as well. Then she turned, and with her majestic buttocks wobbling, she went to sit at her vanity. She looked at her face in the mirror to remove the makeup that could barely cover the tiredness and dark circles under her eyes. 

It was then that Billy entered the room without knocking.

“What are you making me for dinner?” He asked.

Victoria glowered at him.

“You’ve been lying on the couch all day in your pajamas, and now you ask me, who worked until five minutes ago, to cook your dinner?” She said with her voice shaking with anger. “Move your butt and do your cooking!”

“Yeah, Mom, whatever,” said Billy, and exited the room, closing the door not too gently.

If all that was not enough, Victoria distinctly heard from the other side of the wall him saying, “Fuck you.”

I can’t believe that! I just can’t believe that! Victoria said to herself.

Made a fury, she put on a white blouse, grabbed an old ebony hairbrush, and left the room without even bothering to button it up.

In a trice, she reached Billy, who was descending the stairs, grabbed his forearm, and turned him around.

SLAPP!

Victoria’s broad palm exploded on Billy’s left cheek, leaving a burning red handprint.

With her eyes sending lightning bolts, the imposing Mother barked: “I’ll show you ‘whatever’, young man, and for dinner, I’m going to cook your bum for you!”

Stunned, bringing a hand to his burning cheek, Billy paled while his out-of-anger Mother started to drag him toward his room. His legs started to tremble while in his mind emerged the faraway image of his Mom giving him a spanking while he lay bare-bottom over her ample lap, with her broad, flat-backed wooden hairbrush smashing on his upturned bare bottom, like a blacksmith beating on an anvil. He couldn’t believe this was possibly going to happen now, but at the same time, he understood he had crossed a line and had gone too far.

“Okay, Mom, I’m sorry,” he said. Then, seeing that mad Victoria didn’t pay him any attention, he babbled in a shaking voice: “Mom?” What… what do you think you’re doing, Mom?”

Victoria was too enraged to answer, even to scold. Besides, she thought Billy was not stupid; he had to know by himself why what she was going to do was long overdue.

It was easy for statuesque Victoria to manhandle the lean young man like he was still a child, holding him in front of her by the scruff of his neck and bringing him into his room. While marching Billy toward his punishment, she stared at his back. On the boy’s slender figure, his round, chubby buttocks stood out, stretching his pajama bottom. Better so, she thought, it was good that the young man was in his pajamas. So it was easier to lay bare the target where he would feel all her wrath. He would learn to stay in pajamas all day!

Once in the boy’s bedroom, Victoria, keeping Billy’s forearm in her hand, went to sit at the foot of his bed with her blouse open and her buxom body in underwear on show.

As soon as she had Billy in front of her, Victoria put her perfectly manicured fingers inside his pajama pants’ waistband and yanked them to his ankles. Billy yelped as his privates came into view in front of his almost bare Mother, with his dick protruding hard in front of him.

“Oh, no! No, Mom, please, nooo! You can’t be serious. You can’t spank me. I’m an adult man!”

“Well, it doesn’t look like it, Billy. All you’ve been doing since you arrived here is feeling sorry for yourself all the time. You don’t work. You don’t move a finger to help at home. Now you don’t even wash and change your clothes anymore! The way you’re acting, you sound like a spoiled brat in great need of some serious, old-fashioned attitude adjustment. And that’s precisely what you are going to get, young man. Adult or not, I’m going to make sure you won’t sit down for a week!”

Said that Victoria dropped him onto her mighty naked lap, thus smashing his hardened manhood over her meaty, bare thighs.

“Okay, okayyy! I’ll straighten up! I promise! I’ll be a good boy, Mom! Please don’t spank me! Nooo!” Billy started to childishly yell when the reality of what was happening hit him.

For a moment, Victoria stopped to admire the perfect roundness of her son’s candid, muscular, yet supple, protruding buttocks. They weren’t all that different from the last time he had been in that position during his college freshman year, just a bit plumper. Then she raised her arm and, SMACK! Shot the flat back of her hairbrush over that vulnerable target with all her strength.

“AHARGHHHH! MOOOM!” Billy yelped.

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

Victoria picked up the pace and intensity of the spanking, applying powerful and excruciatingly stinging hairbrush smacks that flattened, in turn, her son’s protruding buttocks. Spanking those tender, fleshy mounds, she let out all the fatigue accumulated in those days, all the anger at her son’s behavior, all the stress that he had caused her.

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

Billy, doubled over his Mom’s powerful thighs, bare from the waist down, felt his maternal parent turning his rear end into a flaming inferno with her horrible, sturdy hairbrush.

“Ow, Mom, ow! Please! Ow-ow-ow-ow! I’m sooorryyy! Moommyyy! Please stop it! OHOWW! Mommyyy! It stingsss! AHAWHWWWW! IT BURNSSS!”

He was squealing and screaming, feeling like the flesh on his bottom was burned by pure hell’s fire, and those flames were searing into his brain, exploding tears from his eyes, mucus from his nose, and screams from his mouth.

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

Again and again, Victoria’s hairbrush struck Billy’s buttocks, turning them a solid, painful, livid red hue from where they separated to the sit-spot. She was a Mother with the mission to put her son back on the right path and to teach a lesson he would never forget. And in doing so, she vented all her accumulated anger on his cute buns.

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

By then, Billy was hysterically sobbing, crying out in child-like, unintelligible gasps.

“OW-OW-OW! OHOO-AHA-OW-OHW! NOOO-OHO-AHA! MAAAMMMYYY! AHW-AWHW-AHAAAAA!”

Finally, having exhausted all her pent-up anger and seeing she had turned her 29-year-old son into a sorrowful, pitifully crying child, Victoria ended the chastisement.

While Billy, as the most penitent little boy in the world, lay on his Mother’s lap, crying his heart out, Victoria admired his job. She had turned her misbehaving son’s buttocks into two swollen, hot, engine-red coils, and she almost could see smoke rise from them. The bad boy would remember that lesson for a long time.

Once Billy’s crying started to slow down, Victoria helped him up from his doubled position. But he wouldn’t stand. Instead, Billy crouched over his Mother’s lap and put his face, damp with tears and snot, on her almost bare bosom.

He was so humiliated to have been taken over his Mother’s knee and spanked on his bare behind like a brat at his age. Still, he couldn’t help but hug the woman who had reduced him to the most sorrowful of the spanked kids and cry all his tears on her soft, big maternal bosom.

“I’m so sorry for acting like a spoiled brat, Mommy. I promise I’ll straighten up. I will resume working on my projects. And I will help in the house. I swear I’ll do it! I’m sorry for cursing at you, Mommy. I love you!” Billy uttered between sobs, and right then, he was positive he would follow through with his promises.

Exhausted by having administered such a severe punishment and drained of all the anger and stress of the past few days, Victoria hugged her penitent son. ‘This is my good boy,’ she thought to herself, hearing his promises of future good behavior. As she stroked his severely burned buttocks, she was positive that he would follow through with them. He had always done it after one of his Mommy’s corrections.


Mrs. Bristow’s B&B, John Back At Home

That summer, 27-year-old John Bristow finally decided to spend his holiday at his Mother’s house after several years of being away from home.

Having just put down a deposit for a new apartment in the city where he worked as a trainee at a law firm, John was a bit short on money. After all, his Mother’s house, where he had grown up, was located in a seaside resort town and had been turned into a Bed and Breakfast after his father’s untimely death. Hence, a place of resort.

The small beach town was not particularly attractive, but it was quiet and affordable. A nice place for families to spend a few days on holiday. John’s Mom’s B&B was simple and neat. Bedrooms had the essentials of a bed, a chest of drawers, and a wash basin. Two shared bathrooms were located down the corridor.

Ellen Bristow, John’s Mother, was a severe, still pretty lady in her 50s. John remembered well her list of rules as long as her arm that had to be obeyed in the house. And according to him and her guests as well, she was more than capable of making them respect. She was tall, with broad shoulders, sturdy thighs, an imposing bottom, and a statuesque, maternal bosom. She had brown hair, usually kept in a ponytail, and her face was stern, although not without a feminine, maternal gentleness.

At first, John was a little nervous being back under his Mother’s roof, with all the rules he knew he had to follow. But in a short time, the young man felt comfortable again in his old home. For her part, the buxom, fiftyish lady was happy to have her son back with her for more than a short visit, as it had been in recent years.

On the third day of his stay, John set off for a walk along a familiar, pleasant coastal pathway he knew well. Finally, after two days of uncertain weather, it was a beautiful day, with a gentle breeze providing comfort from the scorching sun, seagulls circling above, and the waves crashing against the rocks below.

The smell of the seaside brought back memories of his childhood, mostly pleasant, such as the castles he and his father built in the sand before his father’s premature death or the ice creams Mom used to buy him at the kiosk at the bathhouse. Some others were a little more embarrassing, though, like when his caring but stern Mother had to put him back on track. At that memory, his ears burned with shame, and his hands automatically went to rub his rear end.

When John arrived at a relatively isolated little beach, the sun was high in the sky. The day was beautiful, and by now, it was very hot. Not thinking the day would get so hot after two days of bad weather, John had dressed as if for a hike, in long pants, boots, and a flannel shirt, and by now was drenched in sweat. He remembered that tourists rarely visited that place and didn’t see any locals around. So he decided to undress and go skinny dipping.

Smiling to himself about his boyish mischief, he took off all his clothes and, by the well-mannered and precise boy that he was, leaned them neatly on a rock. Then, naked as the day he was born, he headed for the sea. But before he could dive into the refreshing waves, an order stopped him in his tracks.

“Stop where you are, and don’t even try to move, sir!”

In a panic, John looked behind to see who it was and was shocked to see Mrs. Ramirez, the small town’s Sheriff, standing on a dune. He started trembling with fear. Authority figures had always filled him with dread, making him feel guilty even if he had done nothing wrong. But this time, he had. And suddenly, he couldn’t think of anything to say. So he stood petrified with his hands cupping his privates.

Diana Ramirez was a mature, full-figured lady near retirement age. Once she saw who the offender was, she figured out what had happened.

Nevertheless, she asked, “What do you think you’re doing, young man? You must know that stripping naked on the beach is forbidden, John.” 

"I, mhm, hello Mrs. Ramirez, ma'am. Actually, I went out for a walk this morning, and now I’m dying from the heat. I know that what I did was wrong, but...come on, ma’am...There was no one around, so I thought I wouldn’t offend anyone,” John stammered his lame apology.

“John Bristow, I don’t think ‘sorry’ is quite enough. You know very well that this is a family vacation facility and how we take matters regarding decency and decorum seriously,” said the big, mature woman. Then, seeing that John’s fear was written all over his face, she added, “Dress yourself up. We will see what we can do about it.”

Behind the Sheriff’s stern, authoritarian manner, John knew there was a good-natured character. This gave him some courage and the strength to move and finally get dressed.

“Are you staying at your Mom’s, aren’t you?” Asked Sheriff Ramirez once she had John in front of her, fully dressed.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’ll do nicely, good. Alright, young man, I must have brought you to the police station, but instead, I’ll let Ellen deal with you. If I knew her, she would make you regret breaking the law more than a night in a cell.”

A night in the cell sounded easier to John than having to confront his Mother after she had been told what he was caught doing, but he had no choice. The Sheriff got him into her car and drove him back to his Mother’s bed and breakfast.

Ellen Bristow was cooking when she saw the police car enter the drive to the B&B and park in front of the house. She got out on the porch and saw that it was Sheriff Ramirez with…John!

“Good afternoon, Diana,” Ellen Bristow greeted.

Her face clearly betrayed her surprise and shock at seeing John arrive with the Sheriff.

“Ellen,” the big uniformed woman replied. “I believe this young man belongs to you, don’t he?”

“Yes, he certainly does.”

“Well, Ellen, I’m sorry to say that I found him bare like a worm on that small beach near the village. He said he intended to go skinny dipping because of the heat. Could you believe it?”

“Is that true, young man?” Ellen Bristow asked, her face sombering.

John couldn’t bear to look at his Mother. He felt awful for disappointing her so much. Right then, he just wanted the earth to open up beneath his feet. He just nodded with his head and looked at the floor, so he was unable to see Ellen’s expression change from dismay to annoyance.

“John, I am very disappointed in you. That is disgusting behavior!” Said the concerned Mother with a look of reproach.

“I’m really sorry, Mother!” John finally uttered, his lower lip starting to quiver.

Right then, John felt as if he was still a kid, being scolded by his stern Mother, and realized he was on the verge of tears. Even Sheriff Ramirez could read the emotions on his face under his Mom’s stern gaze.

“Okay, young man,” said the Sheriff with a sly smile. “I am going to leave you with your Mama. She will take care of you, and all this will be forgotten. Do you understand?” Blushing all the colors of the sunset, John nodded dejectedly.

“Don’t worry, Sheriff; I’ll have a chat with him. And after that, I assure you, he won’t do two things: sit down comfortably for quite some time and get naked on a beach again,” said Ellen Bristow, with her hands on her hips and staring at her son’s lowered head.

A smile of understanding was painted on the uniformed mature woman’s lips while she turned and entered her car.

“You follow me, young man,” Ellen Bristow said matter-of-factly as soon as the Sheriff left.

Acting as if the years in which John had been away from home had not passed, Ellen Bristow grabbed his forearm and led him, not too gently, up the stairs to her bedroom. Once there, she pulled out the stool from her vanity table and turned it around to face her worried, embarrassed adult son. She then raised her skirt, exposing her thighs encased in a pair of black stockings and an old-fashioned garter belt, and sat down.

“Well, what are you waiting for? You know the drill! Get your trousers and underpants down around your ankles and lie over my lap. You, my boy, are going to get your buttocks smacked till you can’t sit down,” she said in a firm, plain tone as if that was the most normal thing to say to a 27-year-old son.

Even if he knew his Mother and more or less expected something like that since Sheriff Ramirez had told him she would report his behavior to her, John was still stunned by that order. At first, he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Bare...with his bare privates over his Mother’s stockinged thighs? Unable to do or say anything, he stood rooted to the spot while his mind flashed the images of the countless times he had found himself in that very situation in front of his Mom. Suddenly, he felt helpless against his Mother’s will. Seated on her vanity stool, with her bust erect and her stockinged lap waiting for him, Ellen Bristow was the very image of imposing maternal power. There was no need for anything else to make him submit to her female authority.

Meekly, John pulled down both his trousers and underpants and stood before his Mother, bare from his waist to his ankles, with his candid, vulnerable, chubby bottom and his shamingly hardened manhood on display.

As if she hadn’t noticed her son’s erect penis, Ellen Bristow patted her lap. Sheepishly, John tottered over and slowly began to lower himself over his Mom’s meaty thighs. She impatiently grabbed his arm, tugging him down firmly. Then John blushed all the color of the sunset, feeling her hand rearranging his rock-hard penis so that it was lying flat across her lap rather than being uncomfortably trapped.

Ellen Bristow paused for a moment to admire her adult son, who was draped over her lap. John’s bottom was round and hairless, the buttocks candid and fleshy, and looked not so much different since the last time the boy had been in that very same position. She then lifted her arm high and slapped her housework-hardened palm into John’s right buttock.

SLAPP!

“Ouchh!”

After that, the sturdy woman set up a steady rhythm, slapping the center of each buttock in turn and then moving from high to low on the chastised bottom. In no time, both of John’s buttocks were glowing bright pink. The spanks were hard and fast, covering every area of the young man’s bottom. Very soon, he was wriggling around as the pain became increasingly unbearable.

“Please, Mom! I’m really sorry!” John started to plead, tears streaking down his cheeks.

“Not quite enough.”

SPANK! SLAP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAP! SLAPPP!

Ellen Bristow’s hard palm kept smashing down on John’s rapidly reddening buttocks in a rain of pure fire. By now, the young man didn’t even try to be brave and was wailing piteously, pleading with his chastising Mother to ‘please, oh please, no more’, assuring her that ‘it stings, it stings sooo bad!’. Ellen Bristow knew better; she was a mother on a mission. Her unruly son needed and deserved a good lesson in behavior. And she wouldn’t stop until she was convinced he had. So she spanked and slapped those fleshy mounds until they were turned into two hot coils of burning, stinging pain. Only then did she finally stop.

“Now get up and go and stand in that corner, hands on your head, and leave your pants around your ankles.”

John desperately wanted to rub his bottom, which burned with the fire of pure hell, but he knew better than to disobey his Mother. With his buttocks reduced to a pair of smoldering, red-hot balloons, obeying was his only option.

So, obstructed by clothing rolled around his ankles, he trotted comically to the corner and put his nose and his hardened manhood to the wall.

Just when the consuming heat John was feeling in his bottom started to subside a little, his severe Mother decided to call an end to his corner time. John turned around, and his eyes widened at the sight of the large, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush Ellen was holding in her hand.

He knew that tool, and it and his poor bottom had had too many and too painful encounters for him not to be terrorized by seeing it in his determined Mother’s hand.

“The spanking was for your offense to decency,” Said Ellen Bristow. “And this is for having put our family and the guesthouse to shame in front of Sheriff Ramirez. Now, move. Over my lap again!” Said Ellen Bristow, sitting back on the stool.

On trembling legs, John sheepishly went to her, worried about how he could stand another spanking with that fearsome tool on his already sore bottom. Trembling, he lay flat over his Mom’s ample lap again. Again, with his rock-hard manhood smashing and rubbing against her meaty, sturdy, stockinged thighs.

As soon as the already well-chastised boy was in position, the wooden back of the hairbrush landed hard on John’s already flaming-red right buttock.

SMACK!

The pain stunned him. It was incredible, far worse than he remembered.

SMACK!

He couldn’t take it, it was too much.

SMACK! CRACK!

“OWOWOWOW!”

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

“Please, Mommy! It hurts!”

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

"AHARGHHHH! OWOWOWOW!”

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

“NAAAAA! AHARGHHH! PLEASEEEEEE! BWUAHAAAA!”

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

“PLEEEESSSE! MOOOMMYYYY… I’LL BEEE GOOOD! BWUAHAAAA!”

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

“MOOOOMMMYYYYYYY…AHARGHHHHHHHHH! AHAWHWWWWWW!”

John was a sobbing mess by now, with his cheeks damp in tears, his nose running wildly, and his mouth contorted in a grimace of pain and sorrow.

Fortunately for him, the hairbrush spanking didn’t last long, and after only 24 smacks, as suddenly as they had started, the hairbrush’s spanks stopped.

While his crying was still in full swing, John felt his Mom’s hands caressing his madly heated buttocks. He crouched on her lap and put his wet cheeks against her soft, abundant breasts. Ellen Bristow let him do it, and while her left hand soothed his swollen, smoldering buttocks, her right one cleaned her blushing face from tears and snot.

Once John had finally stopped his sobbing and hugging of his ‘Mommy’ and had assured her time and again that she loved her and that he would be a ‘good boy’ from then on, the well-chastised young man stood up from Ellen’s lap and hobbled to his room hampered by his garment still twisted around his ankles. Once there, he lay across his bed, bare red bum up in the air, sniffling quietly into his pillow.

After a while, he slowly got out of bed and shuffled over to the mirror. He wanted to see the results of the session he had just undergone over his Mother’s lap. Turning his back to the full-length mirror, he glanced over his shoulder. He was not surprised to find that his buttocks were uniformly warmed, without a pale spot showing, and looked like two ripe red cherries pressed together. Even the fatty portion under the edge of his bottom and the top part of his thighs had been soundly spanked and now showed a solid crimson color. He reached his hand back tentatively and touched his backside; it was scalded, hot, and throbbing.

Hobbling back to the bed, he lay on his stomach again, accommodating his member, stiff as a rock, on a soft pillow. He felt confused. Being spanked over his Mom’s knees had been embarrassing and hurt unbearably. But now he couldn’t deny being excited. In fact, he felt aroused at the memory of that burning punishment and by the heat he felt in his swollen rear end. John caressed his warmed behind with both hands and thrust against the pillow with a swifter and more intense rhythm, and within a few seconds, he spurted on the pillow with one of the most intense orgasms of his life till then.


Mrs. Bristow’s B&B, Old Guests Return

As he parked his car in front of Mrs. Bristow’s Bed & Breakfast, Ralph felt he was traveling back in time.

Not only because that was his vacation spot in his kid and teenage years. But mainly because even now, just as then, he was about to spend a fortnight’s vacation there together with his Mom. Strange as it may seem.

It’s a fact that it’s not common for a 22-year-old boy to go to the beach with his Mother during college summer vacation. However, this was not the case for Ralph and Marlene. Marlene had had Ralph at a very young age and had always cared for him and raised him alone. Although she was an attractive woman and had no shortage of gallant adventures, she had never wanted to marry.

Mother and son were very close, and that year, the not even forty Marlene decided to return to the vacation spot, which had been theirs for several years during Ralph’s adolescence.

A happy Mrs. Bristow greeted them on the bed and breakfast porch.

“What a handsome young man you’ve made!” Mrs. Bristow exclaimed, clasping Ralph to her ample bosom and kissing him on the cheek.

Not very tall, with a wisp of light brown hair falling on his freckled face, Ralph looked younger than he was. Still a teenager, in fact, with his slender, athletic body almost hairless, except for a few sparse hairs on his armpits and around his pubic area. Because of the summer day’s heat, Ralph had left his shirt unbuttoned on his flat abdomen and wore a pair of boxers bandaging his prominent, swelling, round buttocks.

As he was being squeezed against the generous and still-firm breasts of the attractive fifty-ish Ellen Bristow, Ralph felt something stir inside his boxers.

After all, Mrs. Bristow was still a beautiful woman. And Ralph remembered, blushing, that in his early hormonal storms as a teenager, the attractive, buxom bed and breakfast owner had been the star of some of his wanking daydreams.

Untangling herself from Ralph’s passionate embrace, Mrs. Bristow went to greet Marlene. At thirty-nine, Marlene was an astounding lady. Even if not very tall, she had a shapely physique, with generous breasts, a flat belly, a nice round butt, and sculpted legs. That day, she wore a light dress that came to the middle of her toned thighs, leaving her shoulders and arms free.

After they settled into their rooms, still having the whole afternoon ahead of them, Mother and Son decided to head to the beach, so they changed into their bathing suits.

Passing down the hallway, Mrs. Bristow cast a glance past the wide-open doors of Ralph and Marlene’s adjacent rooms. She saw they were getting ready to go to the beach; Marlene was already wearing a black bikini, while Ralph had blue trunks.

“Are you going to the beach?” Ellen Bristow asked as she approached Marlene, who was putting beach towels in a bag. Then, noticing Ralph’s backside filling out his trunks so nicely, she let slip from her lips, “Your Ralph has always had a great bottom.”

“Yes, he has,” Marlene said, smiling and exchanging a mischievous glance with the hostess. “A bottom that just asks to be spanked, isn’t it?”

“Mom! Why did you say that?” Ralph exclaimed at that point, his ears blushing with shame.

“Oh, come on, don’t make it so long. Mrs. Bristow is not a stranger. We’ve known each other for years, and I’m sure she’s seen me or at least heard me warm your little bottom sometimes,” Marlene said.

At that point, Ralph’s face turned red with shame. Mrs. Bristow saw that he clenched his fists, and it seemed to her that the boy was on the verge of tears.

“How... how dare you say something like that!” Ralph almost shouted between gritted teeth.

“How dare YOU speak to your mother like this?” Said Marlene, who had now lost her jovial air and looked stunned at her son. Then, turning to Mrs. Bristow, she said, “I’m sorry, dear, it seems this boy here needs a reminder on how to address his elders. I have half a mind to give it to him if he doesn’t change his attitude.”

Embarrassed by his Mother’s words, spoken to the woman who had been his sexy dream, and unable to understand that he was acting just like a brat throwing a tantrum, Ralph shouted, “Shit, shut up, Mom!”

For a long moment, no one could utter a word: Mrs. Bristow, amazed by how Ralph had addressed his Mother, Marlene, ashamed by her son’s outburst, Ralph, lightly trembling with rage and afraid that his words would lead to nothing good for him.

“You don’t speak to me that way, and you don’t use that tone of voice!” Marlene’s hissing voice finally broke the silence.

Mrs. Bristow saw Ralph blanch while his hands went outward upon his round, swelling buttocks wrapped in the stretched trunks in an innocent, cute, childish gesture of protection.

“Oh yes, young man, you have just earned yourself a smacked bottom,” Marlene said with her arms crossed on her maternal bosom and the tip of her right sandal tapping the floor.

“Okay, Mom... I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to raise my voice to you. I know what I said is bad…but... I’m 22 years old!” Ralph responded, with all his anger evaporated once his Mom’s words brought him back to his state of an obedient mama’s boy.

He is still just a boy, Mrs. Bristow thought, hearing Ralph sheepishly speak, and she noticed that a tent had risen in the front of his trunks. She then thought it best to leave and allow Mother and Son some privacy in such an intimate moment.

Marlene understood her intentions and stopped her. “Please, dear, would you be so kind as to stay and assist the taming of this boy? It will benefit him if someone sees what happens when he throws a tantrum like a brat and talks back to his Mother.”

Marlene and Mrs. Bristow looked at each other. Marlene could see a mischievous smirk on the mature woman’s lips. She then sat at the foot of the bed, her toned, maternal body dressed only in her bikini. Her right arm extended to her son, and her perfectly manicured index finger pointed to her bare thighs, awaiting him.

“Come right here, young man,” she said to Ralph.

“MOOOM...please don’t...Not in front of her! Not with the door open... everyone will know what’s happening... It’s too shameful, Mom!”

“You should have thought about that before you opened your mouth. I’m waiting, young man!” Marlene said calmly to her son, “I will not tolerate you raising your voice to me, especially not in front of others. Pull down your trunks and come here, NOW! You know very well you deserve to have your bottom smacked, young man!”

“Come on, Mom... I’m too old, Mom... I’m too old for that!” Ralph said with his eyes watering.

“I guess not, Ralph, or we wouldn’t be in this situation, would we?” Marlene responded, her feet tapping the floor again.

Feeling that even now, at his age, he could not stand against his Mother’s will, Ralph pulled the drawstring out of his trunks and fumbled with it.

“I’m sorry, Mommy,” he mumbled as he untied his trunks, hooked his fingers into the waistband, and lowered them to his knees.

“All the way off, Ralph!” Marlene ordered.

“Mooom...please... I’ll be…naked!”

“So what? Do you think a little swimsuit makes that much of a difference? Go ahead and move!”

Blushing to the roots of his hair, Ralph obeyed, discovering to Marlene’s and Mrs. Bristow’s eyes his full, round, candid bottom and big, hardened manhood. Suddenly his hands tried to cup his privates, but it was a challenging task as his cock pointed shamelessly to the ceiling.

“Move your hands to your side, Ralph! I don’t know what you’re embarrassed about. I’ve seen your penis in this state every time I had to put you over my lap; besides, I’m not interested in it. I am interested in why you think you can yell and talk back to me. And for Mrs. Bristow, I’m sure she had seen some boys in that same state here around!”

Ralph reluctantly dropped his hands, exposing his twenty-two-year-old rock-hard penis to the two women’s sight while the first tear streaked his right cheek.

“Very well, and now, come here!”

As soon as Ralph was before his no-nonsense Mother, Marlene pulled him to her right side. She then bent him over her lap, smashing his hardened penis against her meaty bare thighs and putting Ralph’s cute, pert bottom in perfect position for what was coming to him. Then she leaned forward and, pressing her breast against her son’s back, she slipped off her right foot the flat-soled leather sandal. With that clutched in her hand, Marlene raised her arm and smacked the leather sole on the crown of her son’s lily-white, round right buttock.

SMACK!

“AHARGHH, MOOOM!”

Marlene spanked with vigor, raising her arm high and smashing the stiff sole down hard on her son’s buttocks. Suddenly, red sole marks formed over the boy’s prominent, candid, meaty hillocks, eliciting wails of anguish from him.

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

Having picked up the pace, Marlene dropped a rain of those leather-soled spanks, all practically in the same spot on her son’s right buttock.

By this point, Ralph’s crying was in full swing, and he was pitifully begging his Mother, “AHARGGG... PLEASE, MOMMY... AHAWWW... PLEASE SPANK THE OTHER SIDE... OHOWHHH... PLEASEEEE, THE OTHER SIDE!”

When at least the stern Mother complied with the so urgent request of her chastised son and started to smack with the same vigor his other buttock, the lower half of Ralph’s right buttock had turned a dull red, swollen hue.

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

While Ralph’s crying and begging became more and more urgent, his left bum cheek received the same treatment as the right one. And when finally even that buttock showed a puffy, beet-red color, Marlene switched to smacking repeatedly and unmercifully to the point where the buttock met the thigh on the right side of Ralph’s tortured rear.

“AHAWHW! PLEASEEEE, MOMMY, IT STINGS!  OHOWHW! PLEASEEE NO MOREEEE! AHARGHHH! IT STINGS SO MUCH! BWUAHAAA!”

Paying no attention to her son’s prayers and desperate crying, Marlene left the fiery brand of the leather sole on his right sit-spot. Then she turned her attention to the left one.

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

Once that spot, too, was sporting the flaming branding of maternal wrath, Marlene started to smack randomly all around the still, untouched skin of her son’s already red and swollen bottom.

By the time his harsh correction came to an end, Ralph lay over his Mother’s lap like a rag doll. Ellen Bristow could admire that the weeping boy’s buttocks resembled two smoldering, smoking red balloons. 

“What do you think, dear? Will this bad boy have learned his lesson?” Marlene asked Mrs. Bristow then.

“Oh, I’m sure he had,” answered Mrs. Bristow, feeling a flush through her body.

“Very well, then, let this be a lesson to you,” Marlene said, allowing Ralph to get up from her lap.

Discharged from the maternal knees, Ralph was one very contrite boy, with any vestige of defiance and temper wiped away. He started to hop up and down and from foot to foot, grasping his smoldering buttocks in his hands and completely exposing his rock-hard penis and testicles that jiggled humorously between his legs.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” Marlene asked her ‘dancing’ son.

“SOB... I’m...SOB... I’m sorry for yelling at you, Mommy...SOB...I promise I won’t talk back anymore...SOB,” the boy politely answered while continuing to furiously rub his burning, swollen bottom with both hands, not caring that he was so exposed.

“Well, at this point, I guess I’ll go to the beach by myself,” Marlene said, getting up from bed and slipping into a beach robe. “Ralph, you’re grounded for the rest of the day.” Then, turning to Mrs. Bristow, “I’m going to hit the beach. I’m sorry you had to witness this spectacle, but this is what happens to Ralph when he misbehaves.”

“No problem, Marlene,” Ellen Bristow answered with a knowing smile on her lips, “The very same thing happens to my John. Have a good afternoon.”

Once alone in front of Ralph’s room, the buxom landlady noticed that the boy had stopped bouncing and was standing still with his head down, massaging his fiery buttocks more gently now.

Although he certainly deserved his spanking, Mrs. Bristow felt sorry for the handsome boy who had been so severely punished. It was evident from the color and condition of his buttocks that he was feeling as if his bottom was catching fire. So she came over to him and hugged him.

“Shh, shh, puppy. Does your little bottom hurt that much?” Said the mature lady, clutching the completely naked young man to her breasts with one arm while she gently caressed his burned buttocks with her other hand.

“Yes, Mrs. Bristow,” Ralph replied, sniffling and wiping his last tears on the beautiful lady’s cleavage. “It stings…SOB…it burns!”

And indeed, he was not exaggerating, thought Ellen, who felt under her soothing palm the tremendous heat emanating from those spanked buttocks.

Another thing she felt was Ralph’s hardened manhood rubbing against her skirted hips. She let him do it; in the end, it was a pleasant feeling, and she knew that often, a well-spanked boy sought some relief after the punishing ordeal that had turned his tender rear end into a bonfire of pain.

While a shiver of arousal ran through her mature body, Mrs. Bristow started to caress the young man’s hardened manhood. She stroked it with more vigor once she felt it grow even huger and began to pulsate.

As in a dream, Ralph ran his hands up the lady’s skirt until he grasped her impressive buttocks in his hands. He kissed the soft breasts in Ellen’s cleavage; then, he erupted in a violent spurt right on the mature lady’s dress.

“Look what you’ve done, you bad boy,” Mrs. Bristow said mockingly. “Now I’ll have to change my dress. Well, better do it fast before Mom comes back and notices it. I wouldn’t want her to get mad at you and give you another spanking!”

And with a well-aimed CRACK on Ralph’s scalded bum, she left the room.


Timothy’s Mommy’s Capable Hands

It is 7:30 on a Saturday afternoon, and 20-year-old Timothy, in his pajamas, lies on the couch, waiting for his Mom to return home. The switched-on television in front of him is broadcasting the Olympic Games, but he is not really watching them; he is lost in his thoughts.

'It's just not right,' he thinks sullenly, 'and it's silly too. None of my friends has a curfew anymore. Forget about being punished if they don't obey their Mom's rules. I'm an adult! Mom shouldn't treat me like this."

Instead, he has been grounded for the weekend for breaking curfew by half an hour the night before, and the worst is still to come because Mom has delayed…the worst…until that day's evening, 'not wanting to wake up all the neighborhood with your childish wails' as she put it when he returned home at 1:30.

Despite all his sulkiness and self-pity, Timothy can't deny that, after all, that situation has brought it on himself.

The day the letters arrived informing him that he had been admitted to both a famous college away from home and a nearby university, his Mom told him, "It's your choice. I will support you in any case. Just remember that no matter your age, if you decide to keep living here, it's Mommy's rules, always."

He had chosen to attend University and stay home, prolonging his situation as a boy caught between childhood and adulthood, which he had been in since his late high school years.

So now he can't pretend he didn't know.

'If at least her punishments were not so embarrassing, let alone painful,' he says to himself, feeling anxiety grow as Mom's return time approaches.  'Gosh, if spankings were an Olympic discipline, Mom would definitely win the gold medal in the Iron Hand category!'

Timothy can never forget a conversation he overheard his Mom having on the phone with one of his friends' mothers years earlier: "I do lower his undies every time. Embarrassment is a significant side effect of being spanked. I believe it shows him that Mommy is in charge and can and will lay bare his bottom if he has to be punished. But of course, the main focus is the burning sensation he feels where he is used to sitting. He has to cry, to really cry, during and after the spanking. I need to hear that sobbing, crying to know my message has been delivered. To achieve that, I don't stop spanking until I'm sure he has received all the punishment he needs and deserves."

Every time Timothy recalls that chat, he blushes with all the colors of the sunset, and at the same time, he feels a stirring inside his pants. But he does not have time to continue in his memories because, just then, he hears the sound of a car. Mom is parking in front of the house. A few moments later, he sees the front door open, and Mom gets in.

"Hello, Mom," says Timothy, getting up from his lying position and sitting on the sofa.

"Hello, Timothy."

She walks into the living room tall and regal in her black heels, her head held high, and her impressive hands perfectly manicured. She removes her suit jacket and arranges it on the back of a chair, then undoes the sleeves of her blouse and the first three buttons on her collar, leaving her firm, generous cleavage in plain view. Finally, she looks at Timothy, her eyes black like a moonless night, her black hair tied back severely, and her makeup perfect.

She stands before her son, her hands on her rounded hips, a polished shoe rhythmically pounding the floor. For a few long moments, she watches him while he pales.

"What am I going to do with you, Timothy?" She asks rhetorically.

"I'm sorry," he whispers, and that's all he can manage to get out of his apprehension-closed throat as he faces the fortyish woman who is the very personification of maternal authority.

She leans forward to stare into his eyes, her handsome face with a stern expression inches from his. From her open blouse, Timothy can see her prosperous breasts, hardly contained in the black lace bra, leaning downward.

"I'm sorry, too, to have to do it, young man," she states, and Timothy sees in her black eyes that she has made her decision, and there will be no mercy for him.

His tender buttocks will pay a high price for his disobedience, and suddenly, they clench in fear inside his pajama pants. As always, when his Mom decides he must be punished, Timothy feels incredibly humbled and loses control. He starts to beg and plead, apologizing and promising to obey her forever, just as he did when he was six instead of twenty. At the same time, his Mom, just as she did when he was six, scolds him with her clear, authoritarian voice.

Listening to her tirade about respecting his curfew, Timothy can't help but stare at her hands. He is mesmerized by them. They are broad and strong, with long, tapered fingers always perfectly manicured. Since his childhood, they have symbolized her maternal care and authority. They can caress his hair and cheeks and soothe his pain and anxiety with a lovely, feminine intimacy. But they can also impart a merciless amount of burning pain to his tender buttocks if he is even a little bit less than the good boy Mommy wants him to be.

Once she finishes her scolding, she slowly, ceremoniously slips the rings off the fingers of her right hand. A gesture Timothy has seen her do countless times before being placed on her lap to receive his well-deserved bare-bottom spanking. And that each time makes his legs go limp, and a knot in his throat makes him stop his futile pleadings.

His eyes start to water, and he feels like he is no longer in control of his body. It now belongs to Mommy, who has the right, and the duty, to bare his bottom to exercise her maternal corrective power over his buttocks, as long and hard as she feels he needs.

And as each time, it's right then that his body betrays him, and his manhood stiffens and engorges as if by its own life.

"Stand up, you bad boy," his Mom's deep voice orders.

When Timothy complies, she raises her pencil skirt to mid-thighs and sits on the sofa with her boy in front of her. She then reaches out her strong hands, expertly undoing the knot of the waist lace on his pajama bottoms, and runs it down her son's skinny legs to his ankles. After that, she inserts her manicured fingers into the waistband of his shorts and slowly, carefully lowers them to rest at his ankles as well.

Timothy stands there with his moist eyes, his flushed face, and his engorged penis a few inches from his Mommy's lipstick-red lips, a testament to his utter submission to her authority and his innermost deep appreciation for the care and attention she gave him. The stiff presence of his manhood highlights his vulnerability, his body responding in a way that speaks volumes about his psychological and emotional state.

"Bend over my knees."

The order comes simply, and his Mom helps Timothy across her pantyhosed, sturdy thighs. They are soft, and Timothy feels them comfortable in a weird way while his hardened manhood presses over their silky surface.

For a moment, the severe Mother weighs her son's candid buttocks with her eyes. They are round yet muscular, compact yet look tender and vulnerable, and they clench and unclench in trepid expectation of the motherly correction. Then, steeling herself, she first looks at the broad palm of her right hand and then raises it high to the ceiling.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

With no delay, Timothy's Mom began to spank her son's round, protruding, white buttocks in earnest. For just a moment, the boy remains speechless at the sting of it, which is intense right from the start.

The burning pain in his buttocks rises quickly, and soon, Timothy reaches the point where he feels like he is sitting on a beehive. Tears begin to flow, streaming easily down his cheeks as he gasps for breath through the cascading sobs. Now that he is an adult, well, almost as Mommy says, Timothy always tries his best not to break down and cry during a spanking. Still, every time, he finds himself more and more, and quicker and quicker, breaking down defeated, reduced to the squalling, bawling tears of a little kid.

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

Timothy's Mom's mighty hand raises and falls relentlessly, each firm, resounding spank echoing throughout the room, accompanied almost instantaneously by loud shrieks and howls from the boy's lips. At this point, whatever he felt about having a curfew and about feeling belittled and treated like a little child, all of that is gone, eclipsed by the unbearable stinging pain and chastening chagrin of the maternal spanking he is getting.

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

"WAAAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, MOMMY! AUAWWWW! PLEASE STOP! BWUAHHHH! IT HURTS! AHAWHWWW! I'LL BE GOOOD!"

Timothy alternates between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady spanks of his Mom's broad, hard palm meeting his meaty hillocks.

"Are you going to disobey Mommy again?" The punishing woman asks without decreasing the hardness and frequency of the spanking.

"HUH-UH-UH NOOOO HUHU-UH MOOMMYYYY! AHAWHWWW! I WILL BE UH-UH A GOOD BOYYY! AHAWHWWW! OHWHWWW! I PROMISE!"

"We will see," says his Mother, and as an additional answer to his promises, she lets fall two dozen more hard spanks in quick succession on Timothy's under-curved junction of buttocks and thighs while he shrieks with pain and crumbling surrender.

"AHARGHHH! I PROMISE MOMMY! AHAWHWWW! I PROMISEEEEE! BWUAHAAAAAA!"

After that, Timothy receives a full dozen more of the hardest palm spanks right to the crown of his smoldering buttocks to seal his promises. Only then, finally, does his Mommy stop the branding correction.

"Let this be a lesson to you," she says, guiding Timothy back to standing.

On unsteady legs, Timothy starts to stomp and hop in place, wailing and blubbering like a toddler having a tantrum. He clasps each smoldered buttock in one hand and lets his still-hardened manhood wobble up and down shamelessly in front of the amused glare of his Mommy. He doesn't care. His smoking buttocks, feeling like two hot coals, compel him to be beyond ashamed.

Timothy's Mom lets him do his usual performance of the well-spanked little boy dance for a few moments, then she raises and grabs her son's left arm with her left hand while with her right hand, she lifts his boxers and pajama pants back into place. With her blouse open, since during the heat of the spanking, it had utterly unbuttoned, and her prosperous bosom barely contained in her transparent bra, she led Timothy, as if he were still a child, into the bathroom to empty his bladder, wash his hands, and brush his teeth under her supervision. Afterward, still led by her tight grip on his arm, Timothy finds himself put into his bed. His Mom closes the window blinds, turns out the light, and kisses the side of his forehead. Then, leaving him grounded in his bedroom, she closes the door behind her.

As soon as he is alone in his bedroom, Timothy removes the covers and pulls off his pajama pants and boxers. The heat from his well-spanked bum skin radiates outward, and his buttocks need to cool in the fresh evening air.

Then, when his eyes stop tearing completely, he silently and carefully gets up, turns on the bedside lamp, and goes to see the result of his maternal correction in the closet mirror.

He is not surprised to see that his buttocks have swollen, and broad, burgundy handprints mark and overlap on the engine-red surface of his bum and the very top of his thighs, giving him a vivid impression of the sheer size and might of his Mommy's punishing hands.

With his manhood hard as a rock, he lies back in bed on his tummy. He feels his flaming red, smoldering buttocks stinging and burning. He knows they will feel like they have been badly sunburned for days. Still, at the moment, immediately after being spanked, they are burning with the accumulated sting of all the spanks his Mom has delivered. Intensely and searingly, he feels as if his bum is seated on a grill.

As always, since he hit puberty, he starts to rub, gently, his scorched buttocks and feels his penis pulse. Rocking more and more frantically on his bed, with eyes shut, and reviving in his mind the shaming and oh-so-painful motherly correction he has just been submitted to, his stone-hard penis explodes in a violent spurt while his whole body is shaken in a powerful orgasm.


The Women’s Bridge Club Reunion

“Welcome, Adele, how are you?”

Lisa Collins opened the front door, allowing her neighbor into the house.

“So glad you could come at such short notice,” said the housewife dressed in a mid-thigh-length dress that hugged her still-fit forty-nine-year-old physique.

While her welcoming friend turned towards the back room, Adele stopped in her tracks, her face flushed, and her hand raised automatically to cover her open mouth.

“Oh my,” gasped the plump lady, squeezed into a light blue suit that barely contained her voluminous breasts and big butt.

“Yes, he’s why I called you all together,” Lisa said, smiling.

Adele stared, mouth gaping, through the open door to the dining room. She knew she was blushing to the roots of her hair, but she couldn’t divert her attention away. In an empty corner of the room, his hands firmly placed on his head, was Lisa’s 22-year-old son, Brad. His trousers and underpants were ruffled at his ankles, his shirt was ridden up his back...and his bare buttocks glowed of an intense, flaming red!

‘What a big, round bottom,’ Adele thought, ‘and…soundly spanked, as it seems.’

The two middle-aged women bustled into the adjacent living room, Adele somewhat reluctantly.

“I’ve got the kettle on, but let’s wait for the others to arrive before we’ve some tea. Please, sit down,” Lisa said, pointing to an armchair.

Adele spluttered, “Is it because of…?” She couldn’t entirely frame her question.

“Yes, I assume all the world knows about it, right?” Lisa said unabashedly.

“Well, I read about it on the newspaper’s local page.”

Lisa nodded vigorously.

“Yes, that’s how I knew it, too. He didn’t warn me,” she shook her head. “In court. For drunkenness and using insulting words, he was lucky he had just been fined. He was not home when I saw it, and suddenly I was on the phone, ordering him back here. I don’t tolerate that kind of behavior!” She sighed deeply,

Adele nodded with approval. In her fifties, the lady was a spinster. She had no children of her own and believed that young people were a menace to society. She blamed the parents. No discipline. Well, it seemed that didn’t apply to Lisa Collins.

In contrast, Lisa Collins was a still-attractive divorced woman who had had two children by her first husband and Brad, the baby of the house, by her second husband. Her first two children were now married and away, but Brad, after a brief experience of living on his own, had returned to his maternal home. Lisa strongly believed that boys needed a firm maternal hand to grow up good, healthy, and civilized members of society, and she had never made any secret of that.

“So …?” Adele said, anxious to hear the details.

“I think you can see the answer to that,” she nodded in the direction of the dining room. “It has been a public disgrace, of course. I thought I would never be able to hold my head up in the street again. Well, I said to myself, I should let people know I don’t stand for this behavior from my son.”

Adele nodded her agreement. 

“So…?” Adele repeated lustily, encouraging her friend to enter into details.

“Well,” Lisa said, eager to let her friend know how she used a good, firm hand with her offspring. “You must know that when Brad came back to live here a couple of months ago, I was very clear with him. I told him, ‘You tried living on your own and got into trouble, and now you’re going to be back living at home with me. Well, that’s fine, but I want to make one thing clear. You will follow the rules and do as you are told, just as you did when you were growing up. And if you don’t, I won’t hesitate to turn you over my knee and smack your bare behind good and proper, just like I did when you were growing up. I don’t care how old you are; you’ll never be too old for a trip over Mommy’s knee’.”

Adele’s face flushed. Her admiration for her friend went up a notch.

“So it has been a spanking, didn’t it?” Adele said, passing her tongue over her lips at the memory of Brad’s ripe, flaming buttocks on public display in the next room.

“I have this old hairbrush. It’s made of ebony or some such. Flat-backed, the head is about this size,” Lisa joined her fingers to form a large oval shape with her hands. “A very effective tool when used vigorously and repeatedly on bare boyish buttocks.”

Adele’s throat was suddenly dry. She hoped tea would be served soon.

Lisa continued, “I had that tool which Brad knows and fears so well in my hand when I said to him: it’s a spanking for you, young man. One that you won’t forget in a hurry. I’ll make sure of that. Next thing, I had one of the dining room chairs in the middle of the room, and I sat down. ‘Pants and undies down, right down, to the ankles,’ I said. Brad just stared at me, his mouth gaping like a goldfish. But I waved the brush about and told him to get on with it. So, finally, he broke down, and already on the verge of tears, he obediently lowered them.”

Adele’s imagination raced. She had witnessed the young man naked from the rear; what was he like from the front? Suddenly, she felt a tingle between her legs.

Her thoughts were interrupted by Lisa.

“Then he bent down over my knee, just like a naughty little boy. Well, not exactly like a little boy, as his massive manhood pressed against my thighs proved.”

The middle-aged woman sneered at the mischief she had let slip, and Adele felt a flush of heat go through her body.

“As you know, Brad is not of such a big frame, so he still fits comfortably on my lap,” Lisa went on. “I just put his head down to the carpet, raised his behind high so that I could spank his bare, cute, round bottom.”

She stopped her tale and turned her head in the direction of Brad, who was in the far corner, still sniffling and obediently keeping his hands on his head. His swollen bum almost shone in the semidarkness.

“And so, you spanked him? With the brush?” Lisa gabbled in her over-excitement.

“Of course I did, dear. Quite soundly indeed. The flat back of the brush smashed down hard on his tender, boyish bum flesh again and again. After just three or four smacks, he broke down completely, crying and pleading with no pride left.”

“Pleading?” Asked Adele, who, at that point, had the crotch of her panties damped

“Oh yes, very much so. Just like a bad little boy: ‘Please, Mommy… I’m sorry, Mommy…It stings, Mommy…I won’t do it anymore, Mommy…Please, no more, Mommy… I’ll be a good boy, Mommy…’ And so on.”

“Oh, I see, so this is what they do while they are being spanked.”

“Absolutely. Or rather, they do that if the spanking is a true buttocks roasting like the ones I’m used to administering. No reason to give a spanking that doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“No, of course not...I guess. So you ‘roasted’ his buttocks?” Adele’s voice was hoarse.

“Oh yes. I smacked them with my wooden hairbrush until they had swollen and assumed a deep, livid red hue. Believe me, my misbehaving boy was a sorry, crying mess once I was done with his rear end.”

“And then? You put him in the corner?”

“Yes. Well, I let him do his dance for a few minutes first.”

“His…dance?”

“Yes, dear, the spanking dance. Don’t you know what it is?

Adele shook her flushed face.

“It’s those almost comical and frenzied movements boys do once they have been well spanked. It’s because of the heating fire they feel in their roasted bottoms; it makes it impossible for them to stay still, so they hop up and down or in circles, either rubbing feverishly or grabbing their swollen, burned buttocks, while they cry to the ceiling, and/or apologize to have been bad.”

Adele looked at Lisa with wide eyes and her mouth open in disbelief.

“Of course,” continued the attractive 49-year-old lady with a sneer, “Because they are boys, their private parts jerk up and down and all around, but they don’t care. In those moments, all their attention is focused on the hellfire they feel in their cute, round buttocks.”

Adele was short of breath at that point. The vision of Brad (whose bottom was really round and cute as his mother described it) over his mother’s knee being soundly spanked with a heavy ebony hairbrush would stay with her for a long time, along with the image of him hopping up and down, crying and grasping his smoldered buttocks, as his hardened penis (massive manhood had Lisa said) wobbled all around.

“So, is to show us your punished boy that you invited us here,” Adele managed to say as soon as she got control of the flush of heat that had gone through her virginal body.

“Not exactly, my dear,” Lisa answered, got up from the chair, and walked to the bookcase.

She picked up the wooden brush, which was resting on a shelf, and returned to her friend. Adele saw that it was the tool Lisa had described, with which she said she administered the necessary corrections to her son.

Keeping that powerful tool in her hand, Lisa came back to sit in front of the plump and by now fully aroused spinster.

“I told Brad there’d be one spanking for the drunkenness and another for the swearing,” Lisa finally said with her face turned serious and a steeling gaze. “That’s why I’ve invited all the members from our women’s Bridge club over,” she said, looking at her watch. “You were the first to arrive; the others should be here any moment. I want people to know that I won’t let Brad get away with such behavior. You’re all invited to witness the second hairbrush spanking I’m going to give him.”

The doorbell rang, and Lisa shuffled through the passageway, swaying her ripe, round bottom in the short skirt this way and that to answer it, leaving Adele speechless and flushed.


Martin’s Taming

I met Martin in the summer after my last year of high school. He was a cousin on my Mother’s side who lived in another city. After graduating with honors, he married and secured a position at a bank branch in our town. As we had a cottage attached to ours that we rented and was vacant at the time, Martin and his wife came to live there.

At 26, Martin was a kind of nerd with unruly blond hair that usually refused to stay in place, no matter how hard it was brushed. He was slightly taller than I and on the slim side, but with incipient fat on his belly and buttocks that filled out nicely his slacks or the shorts he preferred to wear in his free time.

Despite his serious position as a bank deputy director, Martin had a delightfully playful side. He enjoyed spending time with me, engaging in activities such as playing video games, taking bike rides, or occasionally going on a fishing trip to the lake. These activities he relished, demonstrating a teenage streak that starkly contrasted with his professional role.

To a casual observer, I was a quiet boy with a flair for invention and a natural talent for making things at that time. But in my case, appearances were deceptive. My serious demeanor, enhanced by the dark-rimmed spectacles I always wore, was decidedly misleading. I admit that I possessed a strongly mischievous streak that occasionally led to my ending up in hot water with Mama.

Mama was a stocky, powerfully built woman with conservative ideas. She usually wore her black hair cut short and dressed simply. She was also a firm believer that boys’ buttocks had been created to allow mothers to impart significant life lessons to their offspring. I’m sorry to say that she took good advantage of that part of my boyish body often and quickly. I can’t count how many times I found myself on her ample lap crying buckets of tears while her broad, work-hardened palm lit a fire in my bare, tender bum.

Regarding my inventions, one of my gadgets was a nine-inch-square mirror mounted at a 45-degree angle on the end of a six-foot-long pole. If this was poked up above a high fence that I couldn’t see over, it acted somewhat like a periscope, allowing me a good view of whatever was happening on the other side. On one unforgettable occasion, I had used it to spy on a neighbor lady sunbathing in the nude in her garden on a sweltering summer’s day.

And when it comes to attractive neighbors, Martin’s wife, Stephanie, was a true vision! Two years older than my cousin, she was a striking woman with a curvaceous, toned figure. A narrow waist and rounded hips accentuated her full, hourglass silhouette on top of a pair of luscious legs. Her long, auburn hair cascaded down her shoulders in soft waves, adding to her allure. She always carried herself confidently, and her fashion sense, with a hint of vintage style, reflected her work as a freelance fashion designer. Despite her sophisticated appearance, she soon became friends with my simple, homely Mama, with whom she seemed to share an old-fashioned life vision.

So, I spent the summer of my eighteenth year at Martin’s company. One Saturday, we decided to go to the lake for a day of fishing. It was a great, sunny morning, and the fish had taken the bait big time. Then Martin invited me for lunch in a tavern and said I had to try a beer. Although I was certainly not in the habit of drinking alcohol, I agreed, partly so as not to seem childish in Martin’s eyes, and he went to the counter to get two beers. Soon, I had a mug of beer before my sparkling eyes. But when I was placing the half-empty glass back on the table, I saw Mrs. White, our neighbor and Mama’s best friend, enter the tavern. Our eyes met, and the lady gave me a curt nod, which I reciprocated by paling. I was sure that as soon as she got home, she would tell Mama that she had seen her 18-year-old son drinking a beer. At that very moment, I feared that the afternoon would not end well for me.

The rest of the lunch continued with a subdued me, who barely followed Martin’s conversation. My cousin noticed my state of mind and asked me why, but I was too embarrassed to confess to him the shameful truth that, in all likelihood, before nightfall, I would have found myself with a bottom so hot I could fry eggs on it.

Once we were back home, and after Martin had parked the car in front of our cottages, Mama came out of the door. I think she was waiting for us. While my cousin was taking down the fishing equipment from the car, Mama started scolding me about drinking alcohol, a thing that alone she considered an evil use. Forget about doing it underage and in a public place!

Martin tried to intervene by saying that it was his fault that he was the one who had convinced me to have a beer with our lunch, but he only made things worse. In fact, Mama scolded him too for making me do something forbidden and concluded that if he had been her son, she would have spanked him soundly, TOO!

At that point, I was beyond ashamed, and blushing up to my ears, I did not dare look at Martin.

“Go up to your room right now!” Mama ended her tirade at me.

I stomped upstairs and into my bedroom, slamming the door behind me. Once there, I removed my shoes and waited, leaning against the desk and kicking my heels sullenly. The feeling of injustice at being treated like a child in front of Martin was only overpowered by the fear of what I knew was in store for me.

And indeed, when Mama entered my room, I could read the determination on her face. She glared at me without saying a word, then drew the chair from beneath my desk and plopped it down with a thump. She deliberately seated herself and then looked me in the eyes.

“Come here, Dennis!”

I approached apprehensively, then gasped out loud as she seized me about the waist and hauled me easily face-down over her ample lap. She adjusted my position so that my shock of hair brushed the carpet on one side, with my feet dangling just off the floor on the other, and my shorts stretched tightly across my backside, which stuck straight up in the air.

While I tried to apologize and plead not to be treated like a little kid at my age, her hand slid beneath me, unclipping the fastenings of my shorts, which were suddenly tugged down and right off. Mama then seized my underpants and yanked those down as well so that they hung loosely around my ankles.

With my tender buttocks now bare and fully exposed, Mama started spanking in earnest, laying it on hard, with crisp, loud, resounding smacks of her beefy hand that flattened my bum cheeks in turn. As she always did, she slapped all over my buttocks, and the steady succession of very hard, relentless palm smacks back and forth from one cheek to the other, up and down and back again, soon made my bum unbearably sore and excruciatingly burning.

I wriggled and squirmed desperately, legs kicking up and down, and my undies flew off and onto the floor. My bottom smarted fiercely, and my cries and yelps echoed around the room, competing with the noise of Mama’s hard hand meeting my vibrating, quivering buttocks. Unconfined by shorts or pants, my legs flailed in all directions, and my crack spread wide as my backside blazed and stung.

The spanking went on and on, and like every time, Mama smacked my poor, tender rear steadily for a good five minutes before she finally slowed to a stop and pulled me back onto my feet.

By this time, I had been reduced to a bawling mess, with my face streaked with tears and my nose running. I first jigged from one foot to the other, holding my hot, tingling backside with both hands, but soon, I was dancing around the room, desperately rubbing my burning bottom, crying like a little boy having a tantrum. Finally, I’m ashamed to admit that I went to hug the powerful woman who had just set my poor bum afire and cried all my remaining tears on her ample bosom. Right then and there, I was once again nothing but her bad little boy, whom she had rightly chastised and who sought solace in her motherly forgiving embrace.

Mama gently patted my swollen, smoldering buttocks and kissed my forehead; then, without a word, she turned on her heel and left, shutting the bedroom door firmly behind her and leaving me to lick my wounds.

Still sniffling, I lay myself face-down on the bed, my violently smarting, red-hot rear end turned to the ceiling. After another good cry of self-pity, I cleaned my face with a Kleenex and went to look out the window with my bare, burned buttocks out in the air that cooled down little by little.

While I was trying to cope with the searing sensation in my meaty back hillocks, I saw Stephanie parking her car in front of the cottage. As soon as she got out of the car, Mama went to meet her. I saw the two women talking for a few minutes. Mama was heated in the discussion, and Stephanie had a look that went from humiliation to anger. Finally, Mama returned to the house, and Stephanie headed for her front door.

Intrigued, I moved my ear closer to the wall. My bedroom and Martin’s shared a dividing wall, with windows about four feet apart, and if Martin and Stephanie spoke loudly, I could hear them.

But that afternoon, I didn’t need to make any effort to hear because I soon heard Stephanie’s angry, loud voice barking at my cousin about his irresponsibility.

“I don’t know how to make you understand that you are a married man. You just can’t act like an irresponsible boy anymore!” Stephanie was scolding. “You must know better, Martin. Can’t you see that you made Dennis do the wrong thing with your stupid stunt? And now, because of you, poor Dennis has been punished. And I guess he wouldn’t be able to sit comfortably for some time.”

I blushed hearing this. Apparently, Mama had explained the details of what she had done to me to Stephanie. Oh my goodness, I thought; I couldn’t look her in the eyes anymore.

“You are right, honey, I understand this now, but…” My cousin blabbered in an oddly childish voice.

“There is no but, mister! I’m afraid I must resort to what your Mother did till the day of our marriage to keep you in line,” Stephanie said with an almost sad voice.

“W...what do you mean, honey?” I heard Martin say with a broken voice.

“What do I mean? You know very well that I’m referring to the bare-bottom hairbrush spankings your dear Mom administered to you until the day before our wedding. I remember very well that on our wedding day, you were struggling to sit because of the blisters your Mother had raised on your buttocks for coming home late the night before. And with the very hairbrush she gave me as a wedding present. Did you forget it, mister?”

“No, honey, I remember it, too,” Martin admitted in a very subdued voice.

A few moments of silence followed, then, “Well, mister, I think it’s time to put that good old correction tool back into use. Let’s see if it will make you finally a responsible husband, as it has served your Mom so well in making you an obedient son.”

WOW! Did I understand correctly? I could hardly believe it. It seemed Martin was about to be spanked by his wife!

And I admit that at that idea, I suddenly felt my dick harden. Then, a very mischievous thought crossed my mind as my eyes lit on the mirror that I had invented. Grasping the pole firmly, I leaned from the window and slid it quietly across to Martin’s windowsill. When turned on its side and adequately angled, it provided an excellent view of the room beyond.

Martin was seated on his bed, looking glum.

“But I already said I’m really sorry, Stephanie,” I heard him say with an alarming vibration in his childish voice.

“Well, that’s not quite enough, Martin,” his wife interrupted.

In the mirror, I saw her standing before her crestfallen husband, towering over him. She wore a tight-fitting, light-sleeved sweater that left her toned arms bare and highlighted her generous, soaring breasts. Her knee-length skirt enveloped her soft hips and generous, feminine bottom, and her turned legs were veiled in black stockings. As she scolded my submissive cousin with her hands on her hips and her foot in black heels tapping on the floor, she exuded an air of feminine authority and beauty.

“The point is that, for the umpteenth time, you have acted foolishly without considering the consequences of your actions. Just like a teenager. But you’re an adult and should know better!”

As she spoke, she turned, grabbed Martin’s desk chair, and plopped it down with a thump in the middle of the room. I watched closely, thinking how remarkably similar this was to how Mama had started my spanking just a few moments before.

“B-but Stephanie…” Again, Martin blabbered as beautiful Stephanie raised her skirt to her hips and sat on the chair.

Wow, I could see Stephanie’s pretty, shapely legs tucked into a pair of black stockings hooked to a garter belt and, above their edge, a generous portion of her voluptuous naked thighs. She remained seated with her bust erect, her pert, generous bosom pointing outward, and holding a flat-backed hairbrush in her hand, which looked fearful.

“Come here, Martin!”

The order came from her pretty, red lips, simple and frightening. Automatically, as if compelled by long-time learned conditioning, my cousin approached her. I thought that what Stephanie had said about Martin’s Mother had to be the pure truth. Evidently, that lady had to be very strict and determined and had inculcated in her son obedience and respect for the female gender.

“Now, you listen to me, Martin!” Stephanie said, raising her forefinger and waggling it under Martin’s nose, giving him a little shake once her husband was in front of her. “It’s time to put an end to your teenage streak. Your Mother had counseled me more than once to keep doing what she did when you acted that way. You know what? I have decided to take her advice. Time for words is done; now is the time for action!”

Martin’s face dropped.

“Please, honey, don’t do that…pleaseeee!” Martin cried out, struggling fruitlessly, as his wife dragged him to stand between her open, stockinged legs.

She brought her perfectly manicured hands to his waist, unbuckled his shorts, and yanked them down to his ankles, then pulled down his boxers.

Briefly, I was treated to a full-on view of Martin’s manhood, which was as hard as a rock! I watched avidly, shocked yet fascinated, scarcely able to believe that my 26-year-old mentor, fount of all wisdom and knowledge, was going to have his bum spanked by his wife! And spanked hard, judging by Stephanie’s uncompromising expression and the sturdiness of the spanking tool she had in her hand now.

Gripping Martin about the waist, Stephanie hauled him unceremoniously, face-down, across her knee, as he offered no resistance at all.

“Pleaseeee, honey,” he merely pleaded as I saw his hardened dick smash against Stephanie’s silky lap.

Martin was now bent almost double, his head and shoulders resting on one side of his wife’s legs, his hair brushing the carpet, his hands flat on the floor. On the other side, his feet dangled in mid-air, shorts, and pants draped around his ankles, his bare, upturned bottom directly facing the window,

I leaned forward to see better, staring at the reflected image of Martin’s bare backside as it stuck straight up in the air. I gazed at his upturned bottom; his buttocks swelled out candid and protuberant like two snowy, meaty hillocks. They were round and somewhat muscular but looked soft and tender, as if baby fat had never left that part of his body. Between his slightly parted legs, I could see the bulge of his balls.

While I was intent on admiring my cousin’s obediently proffered rear end, a loud and resounding SMACK! echoed around the room and through the open window as Stephanie’s hairbrush’s flat back connected forcefully with Martin’s right ass cheek.

Martin jerked forward with a startled yelp, back arching and feet lifting.

“Ohwhwww! Honeyyy!”

And then he howled again as another equally hard smack slammed down on top of the first. After these first two good smacks, Stephanie settled down into a slow but steady rhythm, one loud smack after another ringing in succession. Martin began to gasp and then yelp loudly, feet kicking up and down.

“Aaaahh! Ohhhh! Darling, pleeeease!”

He cried as his wife’s hairbrush rose and fell relentlessly, back and forth, from one bum cheek to the other, up and down, low across the crack, then on both firm, quivering peaks, laying on a very thorough and extremely hard spanking. In less than a minute, Martin was bucking and bouncing vigorously over his wife’s knee, his squirming backside glowing a hot, bright scarlet, and his shorts and pants flew off and onto the floor. As his wife uncompromisingly spanked his bottom, Martin’s jutting hillocks vibrated with the force of the smacks,

As I watched my hapless cousin kicking wildly, the loud, resounding crack of sharp, wooden smacks on his bare bum was punctuated continuously by his cries and wails. Martin twisted and squirmed, presenting me with some very intimate views of his huge hardened manhood rubbing against Stephanie’s pretty thighs while my own dick had turned as hard as it had ever been.

“AHARGHHH! AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW!”

Martin cried and wailed as his wife held him firmly in place, her left arm clamped about his waist in an iron grip, tough wooden hairbrush rising and falling steadily, smacking hard, again and again, and again. The merciless woman branded Martin’s bouncing, bright, scarlet rear with the punishing wood, determined, it seemed, to teach her disobedient husband a lesson he would never forget. If my spanking from Mama had been an unbearably burning correction, what my poor cousin was receiving from his merciless wife was a genuine, excruciating, bum blistering!

Finally, with a last resounding SMACK across the peak of Martin’s blazing backside and another low down across the crack, Stephanie slowed to a stop, regarded her husband smoldering, smoking buttocks critically, then heaved him back onto his feet, where he stood, jigging frantically from one foot to the other, rubbing his ferociously smarting and bright red backside with both hands. At the same time, his balls and huge, hardened manhood bounced up and down in front of him.

While I watched, Stephanie raised her finger.

“Right, Martin!” She said sternly. “I hope you’ll learn something from having had your bottom blistered by your wife. Now, you can stay here. You are grounded till tomorrow, so think about your behavior and how to be the adult, responsible man you are supposed to be.”

“Yes, Stephanie. Yes, honey,” Martin muttered quietly between his still-raging sobs.

His unruly hair was even more tousled than usual, his face was flushed and streaked with tears and snot, and his lips contorted in a grimace of pain and sorrow. What a sight he gave. He really looked like nothing but a bad little boy chastised by his Mama.

His wife turned and left, and I was about to retrieve the mirror when a broad grin spread across my face.

Standing by his desk, facing the window, I saw Martin grasp his hardened dick in his right hand. While his left hand rubbed his scorched buttocks gently, he started to pump firmly and rhythmically his dick from base to tip. Soon, I saw it quickly enlarge and stiffen even more, and within seconds, it erupted in a violent spurt!
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