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Ms. Martin Clothes Brush

Just to be clear from the start, Ms.  Martin is a spanker.

Since my brother Eddy and I came to live under her roof three years ago, she has been caring and loving and truly supports us while we attend college away from home, but she also manages our lives with strong authority.

Ms. Martin is in her early fifties, a tall, curvy woman with always well-groomed light brown hair and two green eyes behind the lenses of her glasses. In her youth, she was a swimmer of a certain stature, and she now keeps fit by going for a run in the morning and sailing on sunny windy days. She never had children and she was widowed when she was forty-five, since then she has increased her income as a teacher in a high school renting two bedrooms of her spacious home. It was Eddy who found that accommodation when first came here to attend college. And the next year I joined him under Ms. Martin’s roof.

Since we came to live with her, she has been very clear about one thing, she does not accept nonsense. We were given some ground rules to observe and she warned us that it was her firm intention to enforce those rules without hesitation. In addition to the rules, there are some simple tasks that we have to do around the house, for example, I have to take out the garbage bins and Eddy has to mow the lawn. Apart from these tasks and the rules we are supposed to observe, our conduct has to be those of proper boys and in general never to mess up. If we do we can choose to leave or be corrected by her.

I don’t have a sure answer as to why we have chosen to stay with Ms. Martin. Okay, she is a caring woman, she helps us with our studies and the rent is really low for our comfortable rooms in her spacious house in this wealthy neighborhood, but that can’t completely justify our choice. Certainly, the home environment and the familiarity we have with Ms. Martin had a great influence on our decision. Eddy and I grew up in a protective family in a small town, and suddenly finding ourselves in a cosmopolitan environment, far from home, while challenging, is in many ways unsettling. So, coming home to Mama Martin (this is how we sometimes turn to her), gives us a sense of stability and protection. And there is something deeper in our minds that makes us feel comfortable under her steady hand. The need that, at least in the place we consider home, we can be guided in simple domestic life by a recognized authority, while our studies and the messy college life tend to question everything.

There is one item that helps Ms. Martin fulfill the task of keeping us two well-behaved boys, the wooden clothes brush. Not ‘a clothes brush’ or ‘her clothes brush’ as I never saw that item used to brush any clothes or being taken in her closet, no, ‘the clothes brush’ has one and only purpose, keep me and my brother on the straight and narrow.

Sometimes when Ms. Martin is not home and I am not seen, I take the clothes brush from the fireplace mantel in the living room where it stays in open view, and wonder why it stings so much. It is made of beautifully grained wood and is shiny with the lacquer it had been varnished with. Even with a gentle smack on my hand it gives a sharp sting. As I give my smacked hand a shake I shudder at the prospect of my bare bottom cheeks being spanked with it. The stinging after just a few spanks becomes an unbearable burning sensation making Ms. Martin’s bare bum clothes brush spankings unforgettable. It is like sitting in a beehive with your bottom being stung by a thousand angry bees. I feel ashamed by just how much I fear that clothes brush, but probably staying in plain view there, has exactly that function, to instill a sane fear in a boy.

My hands tremble and turn behind me giving my pants-clad bottom some rubbing at the very recollection of how Ms. Martin uses the clothes brush to correct us. Usually, Ms. Martin begins raising the brush high and bringing it down with a resounding SMACK across the bare left bottom cheek of that of us that is being corrected. A howl follows and feet kick the air. Ms. Martin is going to make sure every spank of her wooden-backed clothes brush is going to hurt like merry hell so she brings the brush down a second time with another resounding SMACK, this time on the right bare bottom cheek. The three/four long and agonizing minutes of searing, bare bum, brush spanks over Ms. Martin’s knees have begun, and our spanking with the cacophony of howling and brush spanks could surely be heard halfway down the street.

We are able to see our pants and undies around our ankles on the other side of Ms. Martin’s sturdy stockinged legs which gives her complete access to the underside of our bottom cheeks so she can effectively spank those sit spots with the flat back of the wooden clothes brush. That area on the under curve of our bottom is going to be turned into a blazing red stinging flesh inferno, and when Ms. Martin feels we definitely did something over the limit, is there that she raises painful blisters with the clothes brush.

Ms. Martin spanks alternating cheeks. Right then left, right left, right, and so on. Each spank sting is searing and the one spanked definitely wouldn’t be sitting for a while without being reminded of the spanking from Ms. Martin. The loud smacks echo through the room in a steady-paced fashion. We twist desperately attempting to avoid the stinging brush and our just desserts. We wail and cry loudly with each fresh wave of searing stinging flame. Oh how we howl and sob and beg and plead, but it makes no difference to Ms. Martin. We wriggle like an eel, but that darned clothes brush spanks our bum cheeks in turn and adds yet more heat to the furnace already burning there.

And when eventually Ms. Martin’s correction comes to an end the roaring fire that is in our backsides is still just as bad as if the clothes brush hadn’t stopped its spanks, but at least it isn’t getting worse anymore. It still takes what feels like forever for the crying to fade into the regretful sobbing of well-spanked boys while our bottoms are burning as if we were being held down on a hot stove.

When at least we are released from her lap we just jump up and down performing a shaming post-spanking little boys dance, sobbing and clutching our clothes brush spanked bottoms. We don’t even try and pull our undies and pants up over our swollen, sore bums, and obey without question if we are sent to the corner or grounded in our rooms.

Given all that, you can easily understand why, when this morning I heard the garbage truck passing in front of the house instead of stopping to pick up the rubbish bin, I realized that I was in a LOT of trouble. As said one of my chores is to put the rubbish bins out every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday for which I have to wake up early those days. But on this particular Monday, I didn’t, because being really cold I couldn’t get out from under the duvet and stayed in my bed too much.

First, that realization of remembering something you know you should have done, and then that wave of fear that soon followed it, washed over me and I could almost feel the blood draining from my face. Suddenly I realized what my bottom was in for all right.

OMG, my fate is sealed! A bare bottom clothes brush spank roasting when Ms. Martin comes home from her morning run. And believe me, Ms. Martin is going to make very sure of that all right. I am squirming in my bed. Fear does that. The fight-or-flight instinct shared by all creatures in nature. My mind is now full of tormenting thoughts. Maybe I can tell her I was feeling sick, but thinking at how with just her inquiring look she can say with almost 100% certainty when I am lying to her, I decide better. Nope, it’s over her ample lap for me for sure. 

So here I am in my pajamas worrying about getting a spanking that I well know will have me crying like a little boy, and then to have to stand in the corner. It’s bum-stinging hell after Ms. Martin’s clothes brush, believe me. Corner time after a spanking is a mandatory part of Ms. Martin’s punishment and no rubbing is allowed. She will tell me to stand there and reflect on why my behavior has resulted in getting a properly spanked bottom.

I get out of bed and go to the bathroom, I trudge with my legs like lead weights, and my tummy churns with butterflies with ever more gloomy thoughts. Of course, there is always the possibility that Ms. Martin brings a friend over to have breakfast with. This is the full nightmare because when Ms. Martin decides to spank it is always straight after she discovers the misdeeds, and visitors do not stop its execution. And okay, she always takes us to our rooms when she needs to spank us, but our wailings and the sound of the clothes brush smashing on our bare bums can be shamefully heard all around the house, and beyond. She says me and Eddy should be able to take our punishment like the men we are, but of course, we can’t. It stings too much. It really, really STINGS! Ms. Martin makes sure of that. I know so well that when Ms. Martin will be through, I will be dancing around the room, rubbing my bum cheeks and thighs in a futile and vain attempt to ease the stinging pain, without concern for the spectacle I am making of myself.

The time passes with me being in an increasing funk. My cowardice is tormenting me. As someone once said a coward dies a thousand deaths. Butterflies and trembling arms and legs are the physical manifestations of the waves of fear I experience. In the bathroom, I have been rubbing my bare bottom while in my mind’s eye I see Ms. Martin’s generous thighs. Over Ms. Martin’s knees my head is well down and from there on the carpet I see under her stockinged or panty-hosed legs my pants and undies down around my ankle on the other side. This gives the flat back of Ms. Martin’s wooden clothes brush access to the underside of my bottom cheeks which is where Ms. Martin does her worst on my sit-me-down spots. Rubbing I feel this soft flesh with my fingers. I know in advance I will get no less than 60 hard clothes brush spanks. Up and down Ms. Martin’s clothes brush will go and my bum will be plunged into the clothes brush stinging hell. Each spank joins the sting of the last and it just keeps getting worse and worse as the spanks land in the same places. During these spankings, there is nothing in the world except the sting of that clothes brush and I will howl myself hoarse. Ms. Martin stops to scold sometimes, but she doesn’t expect answers, she knows we can’t form words as our vocal cords are engaged in howling and bawling. What a sight, and the sounds I will make. I will be over Ms. Martin’s knees with my legs flailing in the air as SPANK follows SPANK, forming a puddle of tears on the carpet as I buck and twist, my head turning this way and that. I am nearly in tears now just picturing it. ‘When I’m through you won’t sit down for a week, you bad boy,’ Ms. Martin will say. It’s only an expression but it will give you exactly the idea of how my poor tender bottom will feel once she is done correcting my bad behavior. I sure will have to sit on a pillow for the next couple of days after my shaming spanking dance and after my no-rubbing corner time.

While I say to myself now and time again, ‘Why, oh why I didn’t get out of bed in time!’ images and sounds of previous events flash through my mind.

SMACCK!

"OWWWWWW! PLEEEEEASE MAMA MARTIN, AHAAA!"

SMACK!

"OHHHHHHH!"

SMACK! SMACK!

"NOOOOOOOO! PLEASE STOP!"

SMACK!

"AIEEEEEEE!"

SMACK!

"AIEEEEE! I WON'T DO IT AGAIN, I PROMISE!"

SMACK!

"OHHHH!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"OWWWWWW! I'LL BE GOOD FROM NOW ON!"

SMACK!

"PLEEEEEASE!"

I stood in the hallway at the top of the stairs, listening to the howls coming from behind the closed door of Eddy’s bedroom with a smile on my face. I knew it was not a nice thing to do but I was enjoying what I was hearing. "WOW, Ms. Martin is giving to him but good," I whispered as I heard Ms. Martin’s sturdy clothes brush once again descend on my brother's bare behind.

"NO MORE MAMA!"

SMACK! SMACK!

"AIEEEEEEEE! PLEASE, OH PLEASE STOP!"

SMACCKK!

"OHHHHHHHHHHH!"

SMACK! SMACK!

"THAT'S ENOUGH!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"WAAAAAHAAAAHAA! WAAAAAHAAAAAH! WAAAAAAAHAAAAAAH!"

"He doesn’t sound very much like the tough guy he thinks he is," I gloated as my older brother's cries turned to sobs.

And I had good reason to gloat, for it was me who told Ms. Martin about his deliberate act of disobedience. Ms. Martin had already told him that she didn’t want that he hanged around with that boy. He was a bad subject known in the neighborhood to be a gang member. So when I saw Eddy get into that boy’s SUV at the entrance of the park I immediately ran home and told  Ms. Martin.

"I hate to do this Ms. Martin...but I thought you needed to know, for Eddy's sake. He's my brother, Mama, I don't want him to get involved in problems.”

And really I was worried about Eddy going around in bad company but there was something more. The thing was, I had begun to develop a strange interest in my older brother's spankings. Although by then I’d never really seen him get it, as Ms. Martin always spanked us in the privacy of our bedrooms, just the knowledge that he was about to get it sent shivers down my spine, not to mention when it happened, and I was able to hear it. And this despite my great fear of getting it.

Ms. Martin thanked me and said that yes, she did need to know.

As soon as my bro walked in the door Ms. Martin confronted him. To make matters worse my stupid brother lied before breaking down and confessing. So he was abruptly taken by the ear as a five-year-old and brought to his bedroom.

After a good 3 minutes, the smacking of the clothes brush finally stopped. I could only hear Ms. Martin's voice and my brother's crying. Suddenly the bedroom door opened and Ms. Martin walked out, clothes brush still in hand, letting the door wide open. I glimpsed inside, Eddy stood in the middle of the room, his face was dark red with sobbing and flooded with tears, snot had run from his nose, his mouth was still open with crying, his hands grabbing great handfuls of his badly clothes-brush-spanked buttocks.

"I'll get you for this!" Eddy hissed when he saw me. "You'll be sorry..."

That didn’t bother me right then because he turned to lie face down on his bed so I could enjoy a glimpse of his bare bottom. It was flaming red with clothes brush marks from the top to well below the sit-spot. Ms. Martin had hit again, she always spanks till we can’t sit down for a while.

It didn’t take long for Eddy to get his revenge. It all happened because I hit another car while driving, so my brother told Ms. Martin about me. It was really not that big thing, I just braked a little too late and my car hit the one in front of me, but just slightly. The other driver stopped the car as I ran away but didn’t even try to chase me, I’m sure no damage was done if not a really minor one. So why did I run away you may ask…the matter is that me and Eddy were driving home from a party and we had had a couple of beers, well maybe a little more than a couple, so I didn't want the other driver to call the police smelling alcohol in my breath. We had two girls with us who hadn’t drunk so much, and Eddy had asked me to let one of them drive but, hey, this is my car and I am the man…so I did drive. My brother's big mouth didn't need to tell Ms. Martin, but after the little accident regarding him and that tough boy, I couldn’t expect anything different.

So it was after dinner that I deeply regretted my misbehavior as I bounced, twisted, and squirmed across Mama Martin's generous thighs coming out naked from her robe open in front. My legs flailed and danced in every direction in response to the smacking impact of the flat back of her horrid clothes brush. I howled in earnest as I felt the hard wooden back of that instrument of punishment burn my bottom cheeks with each smack. My bare bum cheeks were soon aflame and burning scarlet. Every three or four seconds for at least three minutes, more likely four, the smacks of the brush landing were drowned out by the sounds of my howling, pleading, and bawling, during which my bottom felt like it was sitting on a hot stove as the burning sting just got worse and worse, till reaching that unbearable level that turns a big, fit, healthy boy in nothing more than a blubbering little kid over his Mama’s knees.

When at last Ms. Martin let me up from her lap I immediately began rubbing my bottom frantically with both hands and danced around the room on the tips of my toes in a desperate and vain attempt to relieve the burning pain. I'm ashamed to say it but, like every time after one of Ms. Martin’s corrections, I did the time-honored spanking dance from toe to toe, oblivious to anything but my stinging burning bottom. And as always tears were running down my face, snot was coming out from my nostrils and I was sobbing and bawling and sniffling uncontrollably. I sure looked like a very well-punished little boy when Ms. Martin brought me to the corner.

Corner time was hugely embarrassing too because this time as a correction surplus for driving after drinking, I was spanked in the living room and my bro was there, giggling. I was aware of the heat radiating from my glowing bottom, and the desperate way I shifted my weight from foot to foot to try to lessen the pain with my hands on my head. Tears were still running down my face and I wished I could stop crying but I couldn’t, my bottom stinging so badly. That time I sure did learn another valuable lesson across Ms. Martin’s knees.

It is in this moment, when I now see Ms. Martin running down the hill (luckily she is alone), and I squeeze my buttocks in the knowledge that my fate is about to come true, that I am struck by the memory of an event that happened just a few days ago.

The footsteps in the hallway were just loud enough to wake me up, I thought it was my brother coming back home. I  turned on the light and rubbed my eyes, the alarm clock said 2,20 am. Deciding I wanted a glass of water I got out of bed and opened the bedroom door. The living room light was on. Only it wasn't my brother, it was Ms. Martin sitting on the couch. And she didn't look too happy.

"Where's Eddy? Isn't he home yet?" I asked.

"No, he is not," Ms. Martin grumbled. "I distinctly reminded him when he left after dinner that in this house curfew is at midnight, and it's nearly two-thirty now!”

I wisely headed to the kitchen and got my glass of water. It was on the return trip when I saw the clothes brush resting on the coffee table. There was no doubt in my mind what that was for. Ms. Martin saw me pause and stare at it.

"Go back to your room," she told me.

"Yes, Ma'am."

I hurried back to my room and got under the covers giggling. Though I honestly love my brother the idea of his impending fate was of great amusement for me, as you already know by now. Soon I heard the lock door being opened and the footsteps of my brother entering the house.

"Please come to the living room, Eddy."

Ms. Martin's stern voice sent chills even down my spine.

“Do you see what time is it, young man?" I heard Ms. Martin ask.

"Yes, Ma'am...", he replied with a trembling voice "I'm sorry I'm late.”

I was sure that by now he had noticed the clothes brush on the coffee table.

"You missed your curfew for two hours and a half. Do you have anything to say for yourself?"

"I…I guess I just lost track of time, Ms. Martin."

"I'm very disappointed in you.” I heard Ms. Martin say in the calm and icy tone that just makes us tremble because we know as night follows day what is coming upon us. “I always hope that one day it will be no more necessary for me to do what I have to do, but now come with me. I'm going to spank your bare bottom with the clothes brush."

I heard the footsteps of Ms. Martin and my brother going to Eddy’s bedroom and when I was sure they were there I decided to try my luck. I got out of bed and as quietly as possible I opened the door of my room. The aisle was dark and I tiptoed the few meters that separate my bedroom from the corner of the aisle, from where it’s possible to see the door of Eddy’s bedroom, my intention being to go there to listen better to what was about to happen. But once I turned the corner I realized with surprise that the door was open. That is very uncommon as Ms. Martin always closes the bedroom door when she is going to correct any of us, but evidently being in the middle of the night she didn’t care to do it, thinking I was asleep. So I positioned myself down the dark aisle where I thought I would not be seen but was able to see the foot of Ms. Martin’s bed where she was already seated with my brother in front of her. I saw the expert hands of Ms. Martin unbuckle and unzip his jeans, and then they were rolled down to my bro’s ankles along with his undies.

"Across my lap," Mrs. Martin ordered, and Eddy leaned forward over Mrs. Martin's wide and now nearly naked lap as her robe had opened to show a very tight and short nightgown. A few minor rearrangements were made with his position, and Ms. Martin reached for the clothes brush.

"Lost track of time, huh?" Ms. Martin said, lifting the back of my brother’s shirt to completely bare his muscular but supple bottom cheeks. "Well, I think I can cure you of that."

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

Six sharp spanks, three on each snow-white buttock, came crashing down in rapid succession.

"We do not break curfew in this house!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Do you understand?"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“ARGHHHH…YES, MAMA!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Since my bro was facing the door, I could see his head going up and down as Ms. Martin’s sturdy wooden clothes brush slammed rapidly into his upturned butt. His legs were kicking furiously and his torso was writhing back and forth in the vain attempt to avoid the continuous fire raining down on his backside.

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

"AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEASE, MA’AM! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWW! OHHHHHHH! I'LL NEVER BE LATE AGAIN! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEEASE STOP!"

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

My brother’s face was dark red with sobbing, snot was running from his nose, his face was flooded with tears, and his mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

After 60 clothes brush spanks Ms. Martin paused and examined my crying brother's backside. I know from bitter experience that it must be swollen with the skin a deep crimson, and mottled with angry clothes brush marks. And if Ms. Martin decided that the correction was not enough she will be going to raise blisters right on his already smoldering sit spot. It took a moment for Ms. Martin to decide then she once again raised the horrible clothes brush and let go a last volley of sound smacks. Evidently, my brother’s blatant act of disobedience deserved that a crop of blisters had to be raised on his posterior.

"AIEEEEE! ARGHH! OHHHHHH! BWUAHAAAAAAAAAAAAA”

SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  

“PLEEEEEEAS! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWWWW!”

SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK! 

“IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD! OHHHHHHH! I WILL OBEY YOU, MAMA! AIEEEEE!”

SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK! 

“OHHHHHH! I PROMISE I WILLLLL!"

SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  

“BWUAHAAAAAAAAAAA! BWUAHAAAAAAAAAAA!”

And then it was over. Ms. Martin stood my brother up, and at least I could see his rear end. As I had thought it was scarlet red with clothes brush marks from the top of his bottom to the very top of his shaking legs, and on the sit spot he sported some painful-looking grey blisters. He stood sobbing and tried to rub his very sore bottom but soon he thought better, clearly even the gentle touch of his hands was too much for his blistered backside.

It was then that I decided on a strategic retreat. So I tiptoed back to my room and went to bed.

Once I was under the covers in the dark of my bedroom a strange sensation hit me. A crazy, unbelievable urge to go out of bed and give Ms. Martin one of my worst attitudes, perhaps throwing a tantrum saying that I didn’t want to sleep and that I wanted to go out in the middle of the night. It was silly, it was weird…did I want to be spanked by Ms. Martin? And just after I had seen what that woman can do with her clothes brush? Perhaps I did at some level but at the same time I was sure I would have regretted it while it was happening, so for that night it remained just a crazy thought.

And now, when I hear the door open and Ms. Martin asks in her best no-nonsense tone, “Young man, why the bins are full of garbage? Come here right now!” a crazy thought hit me.

Did I really let the garbage truck pass because it was too cold to get out of bed?


A Caring Stepmother

“What have I told you about that?” Georgina’s voice knifed me in the back.

I was standing next to the refrigerator, the door open, drinking directly from the water bottle when she had come into the kitchen. A small dribble of water trickled down my chin as I hurriedly put the bottle down.

As weird as it can sound I shivered in fear hearing her annoyed voice. I couldn’t believe it, I was at home for a couple of weeks of rest from the study of the last year of college, and my stepmother’s stern voice could still make me tremble.

Dressed in just a silk short nightdress Georgina looked more than a little annoyed at me, which was probably the cumulative result of my thoughtless conduct of late days and the fact that I had just come home barely before dawn, clearly waking her up while she was sleeping alone,  being my father away for a couple of days business trip. Arms folded across her bosom, her right foot tapping the floor, she stewed for a moment or two, then, instead of the umpteenth tirade about being considerate and acting responsible, she asked a simple question.

“How long has it been since you had a good spanking?”

The words hung in the air before me, both embarrassing and chilling at the same time. A cold glass of water in the face couldn’t have gotten my attention more completely. It was a question with no correct answer, and I knew it. I couldn’t even remember exactly the last time I had to go over my caring but stern stepmother’s knees to have my bare bum tanned with her awful hairbrush. Many years for sure. I searched for something to say that wouldn’t sound disrespectful but at the same time would state that I was an adult now, sure not to be treated in that childish way.

I looked at her and her stare froze the words in my mouth. At thirty-seven she was still as attractive as when she came to live with Dad and me twelve years before. Tall, with long legs, a pert bottom, and a very maternal bosom she always imposed on me with her beauty as well as for her strong character.

So as always, and as Georgina knew I would, I replied with just a childish answer, “I don’t know.”

Shifting from foot to foot, uneasy, squirming inside, I felt like a chess player confronted with a mate in two moves. Georgina’s eyes smoldered with suppressed anger while a smirk formed on her pretty lips. A whiff of her favorite perfume, fragrant but understated, reached my nostrils as she stepped closer to confront me.

Letting me hang there for what seemed like minutes, but was probably seconds, she then stated firmly, “Well, young man, that tells me two things.”

I waited for the revelation of her discovery, while she eyed me with the look of a jaguar sizing up a rabbit.

“First,” she said matter-of-factly, “It’s apparently been far too long since you have had your bottom well warmed.”

I colored deeply, conjuring up a picture in my mind of one of my stepmom's spankings. She knew how to warm a bum, believe me, the flat back of her large and solid wooden hairbrush smacking my upturned bare bottom very, very thoroughly.

There was a finality to that statement that denied any chance of appeal or rebuttal, so I just stood there, waiting for her conclusion, breathing harder now. As crazy as it can be, I anticipated what would follow. An electric current seemed to be flowing through my skin, creating goosebumps and making me tremble slightly.

Having let her point sink in, she declared firmly, “And second, we need to correct the situation, right now.” Then, placing her hands on her hips, she stared me straight in the eyes and ordered, “You can just march off to your room and wait, while I get the hairbrush. I think a long, hard dose of it on your naughty bare bottom is in order, and believe me, young man, I’m going to see that you remember this spanking for a long time.”

My head jolted upright, my mouth hanging open, not quite believing what I’d heard. I just stood frozen. ‘She can’t be serious. She won’t do it…I won’t let her do it!’ I told to myself.

But with a broken voice, I could just utter, “But, Mom…I’m too big to be spanked. I’m twenty-two!”

Her icy glare told me she wasn’t buying it.

I tried to pitifully apologize, “I’m sorry I have acted like a silly teenager in the last few days! I’ll try to do better, I promise!”

As the only answer, her right forefinger pointed the way, unsympathetically as she intoned sternly, “No arguments, mister. Just march, and I mean now, or I’ll take the strap to you after I’m finished with the hairbrush!”

Checkmate. I never had a strapping before, but a nasty piece of leather had been hanging since always in our cellar stairway as a looming threat in case I wouldn’t obey her, and I had no desire to come to know how effective that threat was right then. Hanging my head like a condemned criminal, I moped off to my room, complaining to myself all the way that it wasn’t fair.

The heels of the charming sandals that Georgina always wore at home clicked past my door, on the way to her bedroom. She would soon be coming for me. My pulse quickened, and my breathing accelerated, knowing that a class-A spanking was in the offing, minutes away. A faint aroma of burning leaves wafted in through the curtains, reminding me that something else, much more dear to me, would be on fire before long. Too soon, the clicking returned, bringing my stepmother with it. Her right hand held her wooden hairbrush, an old-fashioned beauty that looked more to me like a paddle with bristles. Tapping it in her palm, she stood next to my bed, looking at me.

“Sit up.” She ordered, her eyes boring into me.

“I hardly know what to do with you anymore,” her voice held a touch of exasperation. “Since you came back here you acted as if you were trying to anger me and your father, doing just what you shouldn’t, disappointing us, me especially, at every turn, regardless of my scolding and lecturing.”

Chagrined as well as fearful, I sat glumly looking up at her, not venturing any comment. Glancing down, I regarded her right foot with perfectly cured toenails, tapping the floor again as I avoided her gaze. She continued scolding me,

“I can’t believe that you need to be disciplined at your age. But you’ve left me no choice. You know very well that I never stood any of your nonsense, young man. And in these days I accepted more than enough,” she said, more gently now, but still stern. With a small sigh, she went on, “Now for the business at hand,” tapping the brush into her left palm, she stated firmly, “Get up.”

I got off the bed, slowly, allowing her to sit where I had just been. Looking up at me, she ordered, “Take your pants down, and your underpants.”

Coloring bright red, I hesitatingly unbuckled my jeans and let them drop, then blushing even harder, pushed my underpants down just past my bottom and my semi-erect manhood.

Avoiding her gaze, I was mortified when she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of my briefs and tugged them down to my ankles, her head far too close to my protruding member, saying, “We’ll need these ALL the way down. Mommy’s hairbrush is going to get used very, very thoroughly, and we don’t want anything in the way now, do we?”

The scent of her perfume came stronger now, as her speech in her most motherly tone rose my emotions. There was a familiarity to it that made me feel warm and comfortable inside, yet here she was, about to blister my bottom. By the time she was through preparing me, I was shaking like a leaf and for my utter shame, I felt ready to cry at any moment.

“Turn over my knees.”

The order came simply, as she guided me across her sturdy, attractive, almost bare legs. They were softer and more comfortable than I remembered, her firm thighs forming a more than adequate platform for the task ahead.

SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!

She began with five crisp spanks, alternating cheeks. For just a moment I was speechless at the sting of it, which was much more intense than I recalled.

SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!

Five more spanks, even harder, found my tongue, and I yelped my dismay. As she spanked, Georgina added comments, “From now on,”

SMACK! SMACK!

“I expect you,”

SMACK! WHACK! CRACK! SMACK!

“to behave like you’ve been taught to,”

SMACK! WHACK! SMACK!

“or so help me,”

WHACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK!

“you’ll get this hairbrush,”

WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!

“on your naughty,”

SMACK!

“bare,”

SMACK!

“bottom,”

SMACK!

“every,”

WHACK!

“single,”

SMACK!

“day,”

WHACK!

“until you can’t,”

SMACK!

“sit,”

SMACK!

“down!”

SMACK! WHACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK!

These scoldings were followed by a prolonged series of brisk and sharp spanks, the flat back of the hairbrush seeking out and finding the tenderest spots, its recurrent visitation prompting wails of lament and remorse from me to no avail. After several dozen spanks, I was vainly attempting to protect my bottom with my free hand, which annoyed my stepmother as she fought to hold it away from my smarting bottom. At the same time, because I was much bigger now than the last time I was in that position, she was losing her seat on the bed. Finally, irritated that she couldn’t do a proper job, she stood me up, getting to her feet herself. Dragging me by the arm, she hauled me stumbling and hopping with my now erect penis obscenely bobbing around, hobbled by my pants, out into the living room, where she spun a straight-backed chair out from under the desk. Sitting down she hiked up her nightdress to her hips and opened her legs, guiding me between them and turning me down across her left knee. Throwing her right calf across my lower legs, she pulled my right wrist up behind my back, thus positioning me so I couldn’t escape or interfere with the remainder of her correction.

As the spanking resumed, I twisted around, seeing through tear-blurred eyes a shameful vignette in the full-length mirror on the closet door: a resolute and determined mother, her errant overgrown son over her knee, having his bare bottom thoroughly blistered with her hairbrush.

For many long minutes, the only sounds that could be heard were my howls and pitiful pleas for her to stop, punctuated by the crisp, staccato cracking sounds of the hairbrush as it stung its way from my bottom to mid-thigh, retracing its journey again and again, leaving in its wake the cherry-red evidence of its passage.

My whole rear end felt like it was literally on fire when at least Georgina decided that I had been punished enough. As soon as I was released from her lap I jumped up and down performing a shaming post-spanking little boy dance, sobbing and clutching my hairbrush-spanked bottom oblivious to the show I was offering to my stepmother still seated on her chair. I can’t say how long that lasted, a couple of minutes maybe, but when I came back to my senses I realized that I was sporting the biggest hard-on I ever had.

“I hope I won’t need to repeat this anymore, but be assured that I would if the need arises,” Georgina said with a smirk on her pretty lips. “I understand more and more that you are really not too old to benefit from some maternal correction, isn’t it?”

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


Mommy And Me

Scent of Mommy

My Mommy is a businesswoman. She is very pretty and always has been. Even now that she is in her late forties thanks to constant physical exercise in the gym she has a voluptuous body, with firm sturdy legs, a full round bottom, a narrow waist, and a generous bosom. So it was natural that she had always had men around but never wanted to commit to a long-term relationship. That was until we met. This was five years ago when I was twenty-two and didn’t even finish university.

Now you will be wondering how come a boy meets his Mommy at twenty-two, well, the matter is that she is not my real mother. The first time I saw her she was giving a lecture as an invited professor at my university. I was stunned. Along to look beautiful she emanated an air of authority that gave my spine shivers. You have to understand that I always had a special interest in mature ladies. Since my early teens, I was often intrigued by the sexiest between my friends’ moms, and when I indulged in the lonely sexual activity the boys that age are so keen to perform, I pictured one or the other of those mothers not only in some state of undress or while they took me into their bed for lovemaking, but also while they scolded me severely or even gave me some childish punishment.

Given this background, it is easy to see how the lady who was giving that lecture appeared to me like a goddess. I absolutely had to know her, so when the lesson ended I managed to approach her and with an excuse I got her office’s phone number. It took me three or four phone calls with her secretary before being able to have an appointment with her because of a blatant lie. To make a long story short when we met my lie was discovered and blushingly I had to admit the reason for me to have lied in order to see her. Instead of throwing me out of her office, Mommy proved herself intrigued by that young, fit, and handsome man who declared shamelessly her admiration for her. She invited me to her home for dinner warning me that she wouldn’t stand any more lies and that I deserved a ‘good lesson’ on how to behave honestly.

That night before dinner I was scolded meaningfully to have misrepresented myself and then punished severely for it, first with Mommy’s hard hand and then with her wooden paddle. Believe me, it was squirming on a very red and sore bottom that I enjoyed my first dinner with Mommy. From then on we got closer and closer and when after a couple of months she even allowed me in her bed, my dreams came true and I felt like in heaven.

Now is four years that I have lived in her penthouse and I call her ‘Mommy’ since most of the time she treats me like the mischievous little boy I am deep inside, while under the sheets she likes that I act like the healthy and vigorous young man that I am at all effect.

Even though she works daily, sometimes even Saturdays, we are very close and she spends almost all her free time taking care of me. When I still was at university she controlled closely my studies, and now she does the same regarding my performance in the important law firm where she has found a job for me.

As you probably already imagine there is no way I am going to be spoilt or indulged by Mommy because even if she is caring and loving, she also strongly believes in the effectiveness of strict discipline to keep a young man in line. So whenever she feels I have been bad, if I give attitude to her, or if I disobey any of her directions, she delivers vigorous, over-the-knees, pants-down spankings. If my misbehaving is on average she ‘just’ uses her bare firm hand to soundly and thoroughly warm my rear end till it is so red and hot that I could fry an egg on it. If I have really gone over the limit, she takes the sturdy wooden paddle out from her cabinet drawer to really let me have it good and hard till I am not able to sit for a while. Whenever I am doing something I know she would consider wrong, I’m scared stiff I’d be caught, because I know as night follows day, I would be over Mommy’s knees.

Mommy’s spankings are always bare bottom. She takes me by the arm to her bedroom where she is going to correct me. Once there Mommy takes a sit at the end of her big bed and stands me in front of her. She then takes my pants and undies down (often my pajama bottom because that frequently happens in the late afternoon or early evening, when she comes back from her office, and after I have already changed into my pajama), she meaningfully scolds me for having acted as a bad little boy and tells me I am going to be very sorry for that long before she has finished with me.

With my wide eyes fixed on her maternal lap and already on the verge of tears I’d be pleading, “Please Mommy. I’m sorry. I’ll be good, please don’t…” She just moves me to her side and puts me over her sturdy thighs with my bottom cheeks uppermost and my head well down. With my head almost on the carpet, I see her legs and her feet, often still in her heels, and under her legs my pants and undies or my pajama bottom down around my ankle. My bottom is the highest part of me, and I clench and unclench my so vulnerable bottom cheeks in dreaded anticipation of what is coming soon. Soon but not before she swiftly scold me one last time bringing me to tears with her tongue lashing.

Then she starts. Swiftly, soundly, firmly, and thoroughly Mommy spanks my bare bottom and thighs. The loud cap pistol SMACKS echoes through the room steadily. Each of the SMACKS overlaps alternating from side to side and up and down the area between my upper bottom cheeks and the tops of my thighs, over and over and again and again. If she is using her hand she always raises the stinging sensation of my entire backside to an unbearable level, but when she wields her paddle to correct me then the burn goes from unbearable to excruciating.

Mommy always expects tears when she takes my pants down for a spanking. No tears indicate no genuine remorse, and the object of a spanking is to make me remorseful for what I have done, and every time Mommy makes very sure that I am truly remorseful. So as the spanking progresses, my cries turn into blubbering and wailing, while I try to beg and plead with my face covered in tears and snot.

When at last Mommy let me up from her lap I immediately begin rubbing my bottom frantically with both hands in a desperate attempt to relieve the burning pain. I perform a frantic ‘well spanked little boy dance’ oblivious to the fact that I am showing Mommy all that a boy can show and concerned only about my stinging, burning bottom, while tears run down my face, snot is coming out from my nostrils, and I am sobbing and sniffling uncontrollably. Like it or not I am once again just a naughty little boy who has got spanked by his Mommy.

Patiently Mommy awaits for my war dance to end, and for me to settle down a little. Then she usually delivers a last scolding in a more affectionate tone warning me that whenever I would be a bad boy she would spank me and that if I would just behave myself she wouldn't have to spank me at all. At least she rises from the bed and opens her arms where I throw myself to receive her loving hug.

With the heat that radiates from my glowing bottom, I dry my tears on her bosom telling her how sorry I am and promising to be a good boy forever. It is in those tender moments that the smell of her perfume and the burning sensation of my spanked rear end link together in a lovely unforgettable sensation.

Giving attitude to Mommy

Sometimes Mommies can really be boring, don't they?

She's telling me this over and over again, “Tomorrow you have a lot to do honey. So Mommy wants you in bed early”.

As I am sure that she is in the kitchen I can roll my eyes and snort.

“Young man, stop watching television and go to bed.”

Oh, come on, really? They are transmitting a soccer match and there is still all the second time to play!

“Yeah Mooooommy, I’m going,” I shout still rooted on the couch in my light blue pajama with the almost empty bottle of beer in one hand.

“Don’t yea Mommy me young man. Mommy said you have to go to bed.”

“Take it easy, Mommy, I said I’m going.”

"Andrew!" Mommy exclaims from the doorway. "How dare you talk to me with that tone! I have asked you again and again to switch off the television and go to bed and you still haven't obeyed!"

Afraid that I have gone too far I eventually switch the television off as I heard Mommy’s heels walk in. She stands over me, hands on hips, frowning sternly, and tapping her foot impatiently on the carpet.

“Yes Mommy, see, I was going to bed!” I say trying to get up from the couch I am still lying on. Her glare told me it was too late.

"You most certainly were not!" Snap Mommy, folding her arms and fixing me with an accusatory stare, "You only switched off the television the moment I came here. You know better than to tell Mommy a fib like that, young man!"  She leans towards me and takes hold of my wrist with her left hand. She hasn’t changed yet and she wore her business suit and her heels. I could smell her sweet perfume.

She holds my wrist and starts to drag me with her. I know where she is taking me, Mommy’s bedroom, the room where she brings me whenever she is going to correct me.

“Please Mommy, no Mommy. I am sorry Mommy,” I beg as I am quickly led into her bedroom and over to Mommy’s big bed. Once there Mommy raises her skirt high revealing her sturdy panty-hosed thighs, sits down, and faces me in the eyes, still gripping me tightly by the wrist.

"When I tell you to do something, Andrew," she says, shaking her finger from side to side for emphasis, "I expect to be obeyed the first time I ask.  You know that full well.  What do you have to…" her brows suddenly furrowed with displeasure, "Andrew!" she scolds sharply, "Look at me when I'm speaking to you!"

As embarrassing as it is when I am scolded by Mommy I suddenly regress to acting like a little kid, looking around, blushing, avoiding eye contact, as my hand quickly slips rearward to paste itself, palm outward, fingers splayed, across the seat of my pajama pants.

"What do you have to say for yourself, young man?" Mommy prompts frowning sternly.

"I'm....sorry...Mommy," is all I can reply in an anxious voice, my eyes fixed on her dreaded yet inviting lap.

“So...you are sorry,” Mommy replies skeptically as she reaches around my back and takes hold of my other wrist with her free hand.  Gripping both of my wrists in front of her, Mommy says, "What you need right now, young man, is something to help you mind me when I talk to you." And with that, she let go of my wrist and took hold of the waistband of my pajama pants.

"Please don't spank me, Mooommyyy!" I beg as I feel her hands tugging down my pajama pants that fell over my ankles leaving me bare from the waist down as I never wear underwear under pajamas. “I will mind you! I promise!" I desperately assure her ashamed that my erect manhood comes out under my pajama top. 

And as I wail in dismay Mommy again grabs my wrist and I find myself smoothly hauled face-down across her lap.

"You most certainly will mind me," says Mommy with calm finality, "After you've been spanked!".

"No-o-o, Mommy-y-y!” I cry and continue to plead for another chance and promise to be good while Mommy slips the pajama top up on my back, completely clearing my upturned white round bottom for the task ahead.

"NO-O-O!" I shout helplessly as I turn my head and watch Mommy raise her right palm skyward. 

Without further ado, Mommy swiftly slaps my sitting spot's soft skin. I gasp for breath and begin to cry as Mommy's spanks rain down in a steady rhythm.

Every time before a spanking I am determined that this time I won’t be doing any pleading and every time I plead and beg just like the bad little kid I am turned in by just Mommy’s scolding, and when she starts smacking my bottom with her paddle, or with just her hand like this time, coherent sentences can’t be formed as I howl and wail. My intention to show Mommy that I am a man and that I am definitely too old for this kind of childish correction dissolves in the tears and the exhibition I make of myself during the spanking. So I let out several tearful sobs, take a deep gulp of air, and begin to wail with still greater urgency, while Mommy keeps swatting the reddening cheeks of my bottom just as crisply and firmly as always. My resilient bottom cheeks quiver and vibrate with each SMACK! of Mommy's experienced palm, and I feel them a little more stinging and burning every moment. 

"No Mommy no! I've learned my lesson! AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! Pleeeeease! Nooooooo! Ohhhhhh! Stop! MOOOMMMY!"

Mommy doesn't ease up. Whenever she decides that I need a spanking, she will continue until she is certain that the big boy across her lap is turned into a thoroughly chastised little boy. By now the soft surface of both my bottom cheeks feels as if I sat on hot coals. Boys, that woman sure knows how to deliver a spanking! I cry with more and more urgency as tears pour down my cheeks and my body shakes with sobs, while Mommy, frowning with concentration, administers slap after stinging slap.

"Are you ever going to disobey me again?" Mommy asks at least.

"NO MOMMY! WAAAAA!  I'LL NEVER DISOBEY YOU AGAIN! WAAAAA! I PROMISE! WAAAAA! PLEEEEEASE NO MOREEE! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! WAAAAAHAAAAA!"

After a last flurry of the hardest spanks ever, Mommy decides I have learned my lesson. She waits patiently for a couple of minutes until my blubbering and crying begin to subside. Then she stands me back on my feet. I stand there facing her, still crying and cupping my smoldered bottom cheeks oblivious to the fact I am bare and that my fully erect manhood points at her. While I am giving a spectacle of myself frantically trying to rub some of the fire she had ignited in my sit-upon, Mommy calmly but emphatically admonishes me about the importance of doing what I am told the first time I am told, and about how, in her house, a boy who chooses to disobey his Mommy must expect to get his bare bottom spanked each and every time he does so. 

Then she rises from the bed and opens her arms, and I rush into her embrace and hug her tightly. I stay there sniffling and drying my tears on her soft bosom, while her hand very gently caresses my pulsating bottom.

“Ohh, Mommy, you really burned it.”

“Yes I did honey and I am not sorry to have done that. I did it because I love you.”

“I love you too Mommy. I am sorry to have disobeyed you. I promise I will always obey you,” I say while my inflated penis rubs against her nyloned thighs.

“Mhmmmm, my boy seems needy tonight,” says Mommy while she lies down on the bed and opens her legs as an invite for me.

The Bathroom Incident

It is around 7.00 pm and I have just come back home from a soccer match with my fellas. Mommy is not around yet so I get a beer from the fridge and all sweaty, with the soccer uniform dirty with grass, I lie down on the sofa to watch television.

I am just minding my own business enjoying the sports news and the cold beer when I hear Mommy getting into the house.

“Hello, honey,” I shout.

“Hi sweetie, I’m sorry I am late,” she came next to me in a silk black dress and heels carrying her small Gucci bag, “how has your day been?”

I get up to hug her and stomp a kiss on her cheek.

“Oh boy you stink, and… why on earth did you lay on the sofa with your dirty clothes? You know very well that when you go to play the first thing you have to do once back home is to take a shower, don’t you mister?”

“I…I just arrived as well and…I’m right in the process of going to take a bath,” a white lie can do no harm, can it?

“Ok then go while I arrange a fast dinner.”

Pouting, "AHW Mommy, can’t I finish watching the sports news?"

"Young man, don’t make Mommy tell you twice,” she says, staring frowning, with firm resolve, she would be obeyed. “And be quick about it.”

She underlines these words with a vigorous slap on the back of my pants.

“Ouch, ok Mommy,” I say, head down, and I direct to the master bathroom.

“And don’t make a mess in the bathroom as usual!" She shouts after me. “Is that clear?”

“Yeaaa Mommyyyyyy.”

So, without further ado, I go to the bathroom, get undressed, strew the floor with shorts, a tee shirt, underwear, and socks, and take a look at the image of the firm slim body that the mirror returns me. Next, I have to adjust the temperature of the water somewhere between hot and steamy, the ideal temperature for me. After practice, I like to feel as if I am in a steam bath, even if Mommy always tells me it is too much as this is a house (HER house) bathroom, and not a gym one.

I let the water fill to almost overflow the bathtub, add a good amount of bubble bath, and then jump in...which is my first mistake. Water splashes every place and sloshes over the sides of the tub onto the floor. Oops! Oh well, I’ll just clean it up before Mommy comes to check the place out, I think. Then here I am, enjoying the warmth of the water and savoring the steam that fills the room. Soon, feeling lax, I begin to…mhmm…play with myself, and the water begins to slowly sway slosh, and spill, but, hey, I’m not thinking about the mess, it is so nice to lay here having my whole body relaxed.

It is only when I hear the door knob open and Mommy come in, that I start to think that I likely am in trouble. Her eyes shot fire and, if the water hadn’t been hot enough to melt the dirt off me, all that remained is now incinerated.

"I told you not to make a mess!” She says in a disgusted voice looking at the wet floor covered with soaked clothes. “You finish your bath quickly! clean this mess up! and don’t worry about getting dressed, no sir, you just take your bare bottom in my bedroom."

Then while she is there, towering upon the bathtub, she turns her eyes on me as I am still rooted in the steamy water with my hands covering my huge hard-on, “What are you doing still there with your dick in your hands? MOVE!”

And it’s as a reaction to that point-blank order that I make my second mistake. Suddenly I get up from the tube raising a wave of water and bubble bath that soaks the whole front of Mom’s dress.

“Ohhh…Ohh my good…” she says as she opens her arms looking with dismay at her dress covered with soap scum “You…you lazy, clumsy, awkward brat!”

"I…I’m so sorry Moommyyyyyy,” I plead starting to whimper, feeling really scared now.

"Don’t you ’Mommy’ me, you know better than doing this...this mess. You’re getting your bottom spanked but good. Now do as you're told!”

So I finish bathing, without delay this time, clean up the mess, and boys, what a mess! Then I wrap myself in the towel and go to the bedroom. As I enter there I am already trembling with fear.

I see that Mommy has taken off her silk dress and in just her bra and panties is trying to dry it with the hairdryer. Then with a discomforted look, she let the hairdryer down and turns to look at me.

She comes to me, hands on hips, frowning sternly, and scolding meaningfully about me being so lazy to lay on the sofa all dirt, careless to have made a mess in the bathroom, and good only to make disasters to have soaked all her dress. While she delivers that shameful telling off she keeps the towel I am wrapped in and dries me off better like I was a little kid. Then she grips my wrist, she takes me with her in front of the big bed where she sits down. While I am still scolded, and that woman sure can deliver a telling-off, I realize with horror that on the bed, right next to her, stands the paddle. With the size of a ping pong bat but square-shaped, made of solid wood, and varnished with lacquer, that instrument is perfectly designed to impart the maximum sting possible on a boy's bottom. I know it already as it had made contact with my poor bum cheeks too many times. That’s why when at least the scolding ends and I feel being draped gently but firmly over Mommy’s lap I’m already sniffling pitifully.

Usually, when Mommy corrects me, she likes to use these last few seconds for another lecture while I lay squirming across her lap waiting to get my spanking. But this time she is clearly furious and she is done talking, she is all business. She even pulls my right hand into the small of my back to prevent me from covering my round white upturned bottom. Then she raises the paddle to the ceiling and my spanking starts.

Hard and fast she stomps the wood over my bottom, flattening one bum cheek in turn, as I squirm and squeal and plead for mercy, but she had spanked me often enough to tune all that out! Mommy is not going to be swayed into stopping this spanking by high-pitched childlike squeals and promises. Her paddle works all over my bottom and the tops of my legs, though she gave most of her attention right to my sit spot.

CRACKK!  SMACK! SMACK! CRACKK!  SMACK!

She paddle spanks me until I am no longer pleading, apologizing, or saying anything, I am just crying. I am no longer crying just because of the fear or the indignity of being spanked naked over Mommy’s bare lap like a bad little kid, I am crying because I had been a bad boy and bad boys get paddled and because my paddle spanking is setting my bare bottom literally ON FIRE!

Finally, my spanking ends, but my crying is still in full swing, and I simply lie on her lap bawling like a little boy. My body is that of a man and there is clear evidence of that pressed against Mommy’s bare thighs, but everything else indicates that the one lying on Mommy's lap is a well-spanked little boy of 5 or 6.

Finally, I wriggle off her lap, and my only concern is the fire raging on my rear end. Geez had she paddled me, and my poor bottom is simply burning up. Before being tilted across her knees, modesty kept both hands over my growing manhood...after rising from her knees my modesty gave way to my spanked rear, and both hands try to soothe the spanked parts, allowing Mom the prolonged opportunity to watch at my outstanding hard on. At this particular moment, I can’t care any less. The whole neighborhood could be standing in this room watching me, and I'd still have to rub my bottom and leave the rest of me bare. Mommy must have quite a chuckle at the beginnings of each of my spankings as I act shyly when she knows full well that by the time she is done with me I'd be showing her everything with careless disregard!

As patiently as she waited for me to get off her knees, Mommy waits for me to settle down a little. Then as usual she raises from the bed and let me hug her soft almost naked body telling her how sorry I am to have been a bad boy and promising her I would behave from then on.

The lovemaking that follows is almost too intense to stand. Oh boys, I am just crazy about this woman.


Future Daughter in Law

It wasn't that I felt sorry for my fiancé. Not in the least! He definitely had this coming, and he only had himself to blame.

Why in the world he would choose to tell such an unpleasant story filled with vulgarity and sexual reference at the dinner table with me and his mother was beyond me. He was usually so polite, so respectable…well, I guess that sometimes too decent men tend to exaggerate and go over the top with the mistaken belief that this would impress the person they care about.

Anyway, right then it just somehow felt unseemly for me to be seeing a man of his age waiting to go face down across his mother's lap.

She had been so demanding while rising from the dinner table and looked so powerful while delivering her tongue-lashing to her son, that just looked natural that he meekly obeyed her order to stand there firm while she went to retrieve the hairbrush from her room.

It was weird to see this sort of intimate family moment, and if it was just a bit awkward for me, it sure was greatly shaming for him. My once confident and authoritative boyfriend was blushing furiously, trembling with obvious embarrassment, begging his mother not to put him through all this in front of me, the woman he had asked to marry.

A tear started to fall down his blushing cheek as his underpants were peeled down to his knees by his angry and determined mother's efficient fingers. Desperate to preserve a bit of his lost modesty and dignity, he quickly cupped his hands over his bared man’s parts. 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.

Right then the idea that I, his girlfriend, was seeing him so helpless with his most personal areas so exposed caused me a bit of unease. But soon my womanly instinct told me that this was an entirely appropriate exercise of maternal authority and that baring this misbehaving man's most personal areas for his well-deserved session of domestic discipline was just the obvious thing to do.

So I repressed my initial, instinctive reaction to look away as my boyfriend’s bare penis and muscular and supple bum cheeks made their shameful appearance on the scene and came into my view, and I started to appreciate that so close moment between him and his no-nonsense mother.

I felt myself blushing realizing that his manhood was hard and prominent in front of him. I am certainly no expert in male discipline. Having had no brothers, and just a couple of not committed affairs with boyfriends before meeting him, I have no experience in that department. May be that’s why I would have thought that what was happening to my boyfriend had to be the very opposite of stimulating! And yet with all evidence, even if his blushing face streaked with the first tears expressed great shame, deep inside him there must be an impossible-to-suppress sense of excitement.

Wanting to be supportive of my mother-in-law to be in controlling the worst aspects of my future husband's behavior, I considered that my presence would help the bad boy to learn his lesson. I was willing to do what was necessary to suppress my anxiety and discomfort over witnessing what seemed like an especially private and intimate spectacle. And so, overcoming my reluctance, I focused my attention on the miserable man blushing, tear-streaked face, and on the more embarrassing sight between his waist and knees.

Until then I have had no personal experience with spankings. My mother did not believe in it, so no spankings ever took place under my parents' roof. Naturally, I certainly heard stories of boys being spanked by their moms, but I was never privy to any of those punishment sessions. So that was going to be the first time that I ever witnessed someone being spanked.

My future mother-in-law took several minutes to lecture and scold her errant son one last time while he stood there with his hands atop his head. She is a tall and strong woman in her mid-fifties and at that moment she towered over my fiancé. He is a fit and good-looking man but in front of that angry erinye, he seemed to shrink to assume the look of a soon-to-be-punished little boy.

Then she positioned a sturdy dining room chair directly in front of me in the middle of the floor, picked up a frightening-looking wooden hairbrush from where she had previously placed it on a sideboard in the room, raised her skirt till mid-thighs, and seated herself in the chair so that her left side was to me. She then brought her son around to her right side and directed him to take his punishment position across her knees. His mother adjusted his position across her lap so that his bare bottom was the uppermost part of his body and his face was just above the level of my crotch. With him positioned this way for his punishment, I could clearly see his blushing, weeping face, and his bare bottom that was now so vulnerably positioned for punishment.

Given my lack of first-hand experience with the spanking of misbehaving boys, I had very little idea of what to expect in the coming minutes, but it was quite obvious that my poor boyfriend upended across his mother's lap, awaiting the start of his disciplinary session with his mother's hairbrush, was all too well aware of what was about to happen to his sensitive, quivering bare bottom presented so vulnerably for his punishment. It was obvious by now that he had been across his mother's lap many times before, and was dreading his spanking.

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

"Please not too hard…Mommy!" my miserable boyfriend begged, a plea that was completely ignored by his discipline-minded mother.

With that, she brought the formidable punishment hairbrush down with a vicious snap, causing it to bite deeply into the right cheek of the bare bottom over her lap. My fiancé shrieked with pain as the heavy wooden hairbrush once again rose overhead and snapped down again without even a moment's pause between spanks. As the third punishing spank bit home, the boy, well I should say the man, quickly became frantic and panic-stricken.

"Please not so hard, Mommy! I can't stand it! It hurts horribly!" he begged. But this only seemed to cause his mom to spank him even harder and faster.

"You're not supposed to be able to stand it. It's supposed to hurt HORRIBLY. Spankings hurt."

The weeping that had been going on ever since she had pulled down her son’s underpants 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 man’s bare bottom rapidly reddened under the unrelenting corporal punishment. By this point, my boyfriend's nose was running freely, saliva was dripping down his chin, and tears were pouring 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.

By now the transformation of a healthy, strong, self-confident man into a blubbering kid has been completed, but the hairbrush just kept relentlessly biting into his already scorching bare fanny and the obviously very tender sits spot.

The rapid, steady rise and fall of the spanking hairbrush was nothing short of mesmerizing to me. On and on the hairbrush rose and fell, crashing loudly and crisply into the already severely punished mounds of my boyfriend’s beet-red bare bottom and upper thighs. Eventually, he seemed to simply collapse across the maternal knees, meekly absorbing the punishment that his mother’s hairbrush kept relentlessly injecting into the overwhelmed nerve endings in his bare bottom. All the struggle and resistance seemed to have been completely spanked out of him, and all he could do now was lie there and take in the misery of his punishment.

As I watched completely fascinated by what was one of the most traditional and ancient mother-child interactions unfolding before me, I found myself understanding completely how every male bare rear end is perfectly designed to receive the punitive and corrective ministrations of his mother's wooden hairbrush. The heartfelt reactions of the miserable man across his mother's knee were giving eloquent testimony about the effectiveness of a motherly bare bottom hairbrush spanking for males of any age, as the loud slapping, splatting sounds of the hairbrush continued to fill the room.

Even after his mother finally leaned over to place the punishment hairbrush on the coffee table near the spanking chair, and guided her well-punished son to his unsteady feet, my boyfriend's loud sobbing went on and on. At that moment I noticed that all signs of arousal had vanished in him and his member hung limp between his shaking legs.

With an air of dignity and calm, she stood up, took down and smoothed her skirt, then took her freshly spanked son by the ear and led him to an empty corner of the living room. Pressing him face first into the corner, she instructed him to keep his nose pressed firmly against the wall, think about his behavior and what it had led to, and what he would be saying to me by way of apology and thanks for helping him learn his lesson by watching the undignified, unsettling punishment he had undergone in front of me. Before turning away from her son, she planted two firm hand spanks on his steaming buns and warned him not to dare touch his fanny, unless he wanted it attended to again with the hairbrush.

About twenty minutes later in which we sipped our coffee agreeing about how men are just little kids in big bodies and with my boyfriend sobbing little by little more quietly, she went over and led her son by his ear over to me, standing him directly in front of me. Once again, I found myself with a bare penis and scrotum on shameful display right before my eyes, and imagine what? By now his manhood once again had grown into a huge erection!

I fear that I might have blushed slightly at that spectacle, while my future husband gave me the apology he had been instructed to compose during his time standing in the corner, for having behaved in such an inappropriate and disgraceful manner at the dinner table, and then thanked his mother for correcting him and me for helping him to learn his lesson about the consequences of unacceptable behavior.

If I had any doubts about accepting his request to become his wife, well, after this show they completely disappeared and I found myself planning our happy life together.
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