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Timmy at eighteen

The relentless, hard smacks of the ebony-backed hairbrush across his bottom had simply been too much. Timmy slithered to the floor, shaking with sobs, clutching his swollen, smoldering rear end.

“No, Aunty! No more, please!”

How could she, her beautiful, glamorous aunt, whom he adored, be doing this to him? He knew why, really, and of course, he had only himself to blame.

It was almost a week since he had come to stay at her mother's younger sister's home while his parents were away for a short holiday by themselves. Even if Timmy was eighteen now, and in his view more than capable of looking out for himself, his mother didn't want to get anything of it and sent him to stay with his aunt. The only consolation for Timmy was that his aunt was a stunning lady.

With thick honey blond hair and green eyes, in her mid-thirties, she had a voluptuous body, with firm breasts, a narrow waist, generous hips, and a very round bottom. Slender, sturdy legs, often shown as she was used to wearing very short skirts, completed her stunning figure. Timmy had always had a crush on her, so going to pass a week under her roof was not that bad after all.

The problem has been that a boy of his age has hormones in turmoil all the time, and living so close to such a beauty compelled him to spend time giving them satisfaction with his hand. That afternoon, while his aunty was out on errands, he decided to sneak out into her bedroom to steal a pair of her panties and use them for...his hobby.

While he was intent on choosing one of such garments he heard the clicking of her aunt's heels as she climbed the stairs. Evidently, she had come back early and now it was too late for poor Timmy to leave from there.

Hidden behind the floor-length bedroom curtains, Timmy stood as still and as silent as he could, while Aunty entered the room and started to unbutton her blouse. He was now petrified by the fear of being discovered, but at that point also hoping to steal a vision of her sumptuous, sinuous body as she undressed. But when she had undone all of the pearl buttons down the front of her blouse, uncovering her busty breasts encased in a black lace bra, she had caught sight of Timmy's feet under the curtain.

“How dare you? You nasty boy!” She shouted, reaching him through the curtain and seizing him by the wrist, her lovely face contorted with rage.

Timmy had been too shocked to resist as she clutched at the waistband of his summer shorts, and tugged them down his thighs, along with his underpants, all the while scolding him on his disgusting behavior.

"I'll teach you to respect the privacy of a lady, you nasty boy!" She said as she plonked herself onto the stool beside her dressing table and pulled him over her lap.

It was when he saw her pick up a flat-backed, wooden hairbrush from her vanity, that Timmy started to panic. With that dreaded tool she then started to furiously assail his bare bottom until he wriggled so much that he ended up in a heap on the floor.

She glared at him, impatiently tapping her thigh with the brush.

“Get back over my lap now, young man.” She said, her voice more controlled than before, although it came between deep breaths. “Or do you want me to call Maisie to put you there for me?”

Maisie was the maid. Damn, Timmy had forgotten about her. She was probably within earshot and the mention of her name prompted him to realize that she could easily have overheard the commotion coming from the Mistress’s bedroom.

“No, Aunty,” Timmy murmured, ashamed of the fuss he’d been making.

“Please don’t do that.”

So he crawled submissively back over her lap, where he felt his aunt’s free hand pressing firmly into the small of his back. At the same time, the flat back of the hairbrush rested momentarily across his bare, already flaming buttocks.

A sudden draft wafted over his thighs. Someone had opened the bedroom door.

“Did you call, Ma’am?”

Timmy thought that he was never going to live this down.

“No, Maisie, it’s all right. Everything’s under control, thanks. I just want to finish giving this silly boy the spanking he so richly deserves. Believe me, Maisie, when I'm done with him he won't be able to sit down, and he will think twice before snacking in a lady’s room again!"

"Yes ma'am," said the maid with a chuckle, and the door closed again.

“Now, where were we, Timmy?”

Her rage seemed to have passed. Lying over her lap, Timmy became acutely aware of his stiffening cock pressing into her silk stocking-clad thigh, her already short skirt being ridden up completely.

“I’m sorry Aunty,” he sniffed. “I shouldn’t have done that.”

“No, you shouldn’t,” she agreed. “You really do deserve this.”

“Yes, Aunty, I know, but...It hurts so bad already. Please, I've been punished enough.”

Taken by pity for her favorite nephew, she put the hairbrush down and laid her right hand on his hot, stinging bottom.

“Well, a few more smacks, and then we’re done.”

A moment later, her palm collided with Timmy's sore rump. She spanked and spanked, and then spanked some more, causing him to whimper and wriggle across her lap. Even if the palm slaps were not so hard as the hairbrush’s, even so, he soon was in a flood of tears again, his throat hoarse with crying and pitiful pleading to please, please be let off.

Finally, she stopped spanking, patted him gently on his back, and eased him into a kneeling position beside her.

“Now say sorry and give me a hug,” she said.

With his face damped in tears and his nose still running Timmy uttered in a broken voice, “I’m sooo sorry Aunty.”

He threw his arms around her and pressed his face into her bosom, drying his tears on her lace bra, feeling that her nips had stiffened on her firm and generous boobs. They stayed like that for a minute or two, then she planted a moist kiss on her nephew's cheek and sat back to observe him, placing her hand under his chin and raising his face towards her.

“Promise me you’ll never do that again,” she said, quietly, a smirk appearing on her red pretty lips.

“I promise, Aunty. I’ll never do that again.”

She glanced downwards. Timmy’s face burned with embarrassment as he tried to cover his cock, which was standing to attention, with his hands. Her smile broadened and made him rise to stand.

"Hands on hips, you boy," she commanded, and as he obeyed she slapped not too gently Timmy's protruded member swinging it up and down.

“To the corner with you, hands on your head, and don't dare to turn around until I say so if you don't want to come back over my lap!"

As Timmy stood with his nose in the corner he could hear his Aunty moving in the room behind him. It was clear that she was undressing and he had to fight against the urge to turn around to peek.

For a little while, the unbearable stinging sensation he was experiencing in his poor rear end was enough to make him comply with his Aunt's order. But when he heard the swishing sound of her pantyhose being lowered the craving to look overwhelmed him, and he turned his head just a bit.

Soon his eyes met the gaze of Aunty who just in her bra and panties was staring at him with a smug smile, while the hairbrush in her right hand patted her other palm.


Timmy at twenty-four

It's a sunny Saturday morning and Mama is seated at the table, drinking her coffee, when a sleepy-headed, tousled bedhead Timmy slowly descends the stairs. He is wearing a bathrobe, from which his bare legs and feet emerge.

"Good morning, Ma. How is my sweet Mommy today?" He greets her.

"Mornin', Timmy. Don't try to coax me. You may as well know it now, I'll take your car keys away from you for the next month, for coming in late and drunk last night."

"Ahww, Ma. That’s not fair! I was just a little late..."

"A little late?! An hour and fifty minutes! And, besides, you’re not supposed to be late, a little or a lot, and for sure you are not supposed to come home driving after drinking, boy!"

"Oh come on, Ma! I wasn't drunk, it was just a couple of beers with my buddies!"

"Your buddies? Do you mean that crowd of good-to-nothing you hang around with? I'm sick and tired of all this Timmy. For God's sake, you are twenty-four years old! Look at your brother, at your age he already had a good job, and a family. And look at you, you are still at home working part-time in a drugstore, spending your time drinking beer, eating junk food, and putting weight on that fat ass of yours!"

"Okay, Ma, okay," Timmy says with a shrug, then sarcastically, "Why don’t you just give me capital punishment!"

Mama stares at him with a look that incinerates him.

"What I will give you is the bath brush, not capital punishment. Get over here, young man!" Mama declares.

At the mention of the bath brush Timmy, wide-eyed and afraid, tries to back-pedal and remains to stand, frozen in place.

"Ah, Ma, no, ah, I was just kidding, um, I’ll, ah,...ok, I will do with no car for a month..."

"You will stay with no car for a month, young man, and you’re also getting the bath brush. As I said, I'm sick and tired of your sloppy disrespectful attitude. Come here right now!"

"OH, NO, please Mama, no. Not a spanking...please Mama, I'm sorry Mama...you just said it, I'm twenty-four, I’m far too old for this...it's not right Mama...please..."

"Well boy, at twenty-four you must have learned what happens to you when you act as a silly kid and talk back to your mother on top of it!"

With that Mama stands up, goes to the kitchen, and grabs a sturdy wooden bath brush that was hanging on the wall. Then she goes back to the living room and with her free hand, she grabs Timmy’s arm, pulls the young man along with her as she sits down again, and bends him forward to topple over her motherly lap.

The look of crestfallen shock and dreading embarrassment is evident on Timmy’s face as he hangs upside down across his mother’s ample lap. Right then he remembers and knows that he is just his Mama’s son, her boy who at any age must just behave or else. His face evidences his humbled recognition that she has put him back in his place, where a naughty boy belongs, across his Mommy's knee, to have his bare bottom soundly spanked till he is completely and absolutely sorry for whatever he has done or said.

"Nooooo, Mama, nooooooo!" He objects plaintively.

"Don’t you tell me no, boy, you know better than that!" Mama admonishes him.

She pulls the back of Timmy’s bathrobe up over his bottom, up his bare back, to his shoulders. The young man’s chubby, but still firm and narrowly rounded, globes are covered only by the thin, cotton seat of his white boxers. Reaching, Mama grasps the waistband of the boxers, and jerks them down over Timmy’s hips and prominent buttocks, down his thighs, past his knees, sliding down his legs and falling around his feet.

"Nooooooooo, Ma! Not the bath brusssssh! Nooooooooooo! Please, Mamaaaa! Pleeeeeze! Noooooooooo! Mommyyyyyy nooooooo!" Timmy wails his protest in an evident panic of what is soon to come over his now so vulnerable rear end.

The popping sound of hard SMACKS on Timmy’s upended bare bottom echoes like gunshots around the kitchen as Mama starts to deliver a volley of swats with the flat back of the bath brush. Timmy’s eyes and face register a stunned, initial reaction, then the recollection of a familiar sensation from this all-too-frequent, and all-too-painful experiences in the past, that produces an increasingly intense shock of pain with each successive SMACKK on his rear end and upper legs.

Soon the young man is kicking, bucking, and bouncing his bare legs and hips across Mama’s lap. His boxers fly off his feet and onto the floor, and his bathrobe is now dumped up over his head and neck.

And..wow...the young man’s butt and thighs are deepening red and clearly ON FIRE!

His sturdy legs wildly flail up and out, wide and closed, and his pudgy body twists and thrashes around on her lap. His bathrobe is thrown over his head, down his arms, and onto the floor. He is frantically bouncing around on Mama’s lap like a toddler being spanked for misbehaving.

In the meanwhile Mama's bath brush assails her overturned son’s plump, chubby bottom, inner buttocks, sensitive undercurves, and inner thighs until Timmy is screeching and sobbing hysterically, blubbering and bawling in ascending-pitched, boyish cries, pleas, apologies, and promises.

"I'm so sorry Mommy! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

"I won’t be late anymore! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

"I won’t drink again! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!

"I won’t do any of it again, ever! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

"Give me another chance, please Mommy! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

"Stop spanking my bottom, I’ll be good! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

"I will behave! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

"It hurts so bad Mommy! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

"I will listen to you, and do whatever you say, always! BWUAHAAAAAAAA!”

As the wailing young man’s legs repeatedly thrust up and out, and drop again, Mama moves her right leg out from under him and over Timmy’s legs, trapping him in position for firing off strike after strike of the bath brush blasting his rump and upper legs. She tells him she is going to give him another chance, AFTER his spanking.

"This should help make sure you don’t forget again. To help you remember. But just in case you think twice about behaving, listening, and doing what I tell you, you know this result is what will be awaiting you."

Wailing and squalling, in a much higher and urgent voice, Timmy squawks out his exclamations of pain and unhappiness, but also his agreement with whatever Mama says.

Still confined over Mama’s lap, he is plunged deeper into the engulfing, all-consuming frenzy of the fiery, searing pain afflicting his backside and upper legs. He is a defeated, broken, naughty, little boy who will, who eagerly wants to mind his Mama forever.

When Mama finally stops, she sits for a couple of minutes, allowing her boy’s sobbing to taper down to controllable whimpers. His face, wet with tears and covered in sweat and snot, has a shade of red only a little less flamboyant than his flaming backside.

And then Mama releases him, reaching down around his waist and hips, pulling the young man up off her lap. He jumps to his feet, his hands rushing to clasp and rub his scorched, chastened buttocks, while he leaps and hops up and down before her. Howling and squalling, he is totally unmindful of the spectacle he presents.

"Now, you get yourself upstairs, into the bathroom, and shower and get yourself dressed and back down here pronto! You are not going to spend the weekend eating in front of the tv seated on your fat ass, assuming you are able to do it after this spanking. I have work for you boy. Now move and don’t you be dawdling, young man, or I’ll be up to get you and we’ll have a repeat performance with the bath brush. Understand me, boy?"

Still jumping and bounding with his hands feverishly massaging his inflamed rump, Timmy nods his head up and down, sobbing out a heartbroken, "Ye-es-uh-uh, maaa’am, Moom-mmy-yyyyyyyyy!"

He springs to scurry naked, with a glowing, deep-reddened backside, up the stairs Even walking is painful as his smoldered bum cheeks rub against each other and Mama keeps hearing the young man’s uninhibited, loud sobbing. Once in the bathroom, he cleans his face from the tears stains, and snot. Then he turns his back to the mirror to inspect the result of the session across his Mama's knees. All his rear end, from the top of his bum cheeks to mid-thighs, is angry red with nasty darker red bath brush edge marks all over it, his buttocks have swollen to a bigger size and right now resemble two overripe, mottled tomatoes pressed together.

While he starts to experience that old kinky sensation that comes to him after any encounter with Mama's bath brush he gently caresses his inflamed rear end with one hand while the other starts to work on his now rock-hard penis more and more frantically. It takes just a few strokes of his hand for his manhood to explode in a violent spurt.

Shortly after, Mama confronts her son coming hesitantly downstairs, freshly scrubbed, dressed, spanked, and sheepish-looking.

"Go sit down, Timmy. I’ve got breakfast for you. Then, you have a bathroom to clean, floors to wash, and the lawn to mow."

"Ooo-uh-okay, Mama," Timmy concurs, looking at her with hesitant, apprehensive, yet loving, respect and appreciation.

He hurries into the kitchen and tries to sit gingerly at the kitchen table, but ascertaining the impossibility of doing so he eats his breakfast standing.

He is now a chastened young man, Mama says to herself, he will not be a problem again, at least for a while.


Timmy at twenty-eight

“Boys should not only be raised to respect women to the utmost, they should also be raised in a manner of strictness that teaches them that female authority and guidance is the bedrock of their moral universe. It should be instilled in boys that their actions and behavior will always be rewarded or punished according to a female’s intuitive wisdom and judgment. On the one hand, this means nurturing love, support, and nourishment, yet on the other hand, strict rules, demanding expectations, and firm discipline are of supreme importance.”

Mirel stopped her talking to take a sip of white wine. It was their third date and Timmy thought he had everything planned to have her in his bed this time, but the conversation was taking a weird turn.

“Tell me, Timmy, was your mother strict when she raised you?”

Timmy blushed and stood speechless looking at her icy pale blue eyes. Right then he realized that she was looking at him just like his no-nonsense mother did when she wanted from him a truth that was hard to come out.

“She, mhm, she was caring and loving,” Timmy answered trying to avoid eye contact, “but, yes, she could be strict when she thought it was needed.”

A smirk appeared on Mirel's full, red lips.

“Did she make your bottom sting?”

Blushing even more he couldn’t but nod.

“Your bare bottom? Really, really sting?”

“Really. She…she used a bath brush.”

He felt his stomach churn at the very recollection of it.

Mirel stared at him with a smirk on her lips like she was lying bare his thoughts.

“Ok then, what about if we continue the evening at your place, you big boy?” She said, and with that, she rose from the restaurant table.

“What did we agree on before we came to live together?” Mirel asked staring at Timmy.

She was seated on a stool in their bedroom, her back to her vanity table, her hands on her hips, one foot tapping on the floor.

Timmy stood in front of her, his head bowed, unable to answer.

It was two months since they lived together and she had been very clear before they did that move on who ‘wore pants’ in the house.

“I know that you are anxious about your new job, but there is no excuse for rudeness, is there?”

He shuffled uncomfortably from foot to foot.

“No, Mirel,” he managed to say

“So why did you do it?”

He shrugged.

“Don’t you care that you acted irresponsibly in front of your colleagues? Don’t you care that you upset me?”

“Yes Mirel, I do care to not upset you, I swear.”

“So why?”

“I forgot to finish a job and I got mad with myself so…I lost my control and answered back at the owner of the law firm. So…I have been put on probation,” Timmy mumbled feebly.

“You forgot to finish a job, you answered back at your boss,” she harrumphed. “Well, we have to do something to help you remember, and behave, don’t we?”

He felt it welling up inside. She turned and opened the second drawer of her vanity. Timmy knew what was inside there. She had taken care to show it to him properly the day they unpacked the move.

“Mirel?” He appealed.

“Do you have another suggestion to correct your behavior?”

He didn’t, of course. She nodded at his pajama pants. He let out an upset ‘OH’ sort of sound, as he slowly dropped it to his knees.

She rummaged inside the drawer and took out the wooden hairbrush.

“Right down!”

Timmy sulkily pushed his pants to his ankles.

“Undies as well, please.”

“Mirel!” He appealed again.

Again in vain.

She gave him a sharp look and he lowered his shorts and pulled them over his pants, muttering to himself as he did so.

“And that is not going to help, is it? It will just get you punished more.”

Timmy stood in front of her, blushing, with his hardened cock picking out under the hem of his pajama top.

“Come on. Over you go.”

With the hairbrush, she pointed to her sturdy pantyhosed thighs that came out from her short nightshirt.

Timmy lowered himself across that dreaded and desired lap and prepared himself. He had been in this position before a spanking many times. It has been always scary, and always he had been on the verge of tears, sometimes even in tears already. And even so, it was a close moment of shared intimacy, but this was different. He was scared, of course he was. That sturdy hairbrush had a fearful look, and it was in the hand of a woman who seemed more than capable of making it hurt. But there was a streak of sexual excitement that he had never experienced before so strong, and he shivered as his hardened manhood got smashed against her pantyhosed lap.

“What happens to naughty boys?” He heard Mirel ask with a voice turned stern.

“Mirel?”

With her hand she slapped his right thigh, hard, several times.

“What happens to naughty boys?” She repeated.

“They…they get their bottoms spanked,” he replied with a shaking voice.

And then the hairbrush went into action.

SMACKK!

“Ow! Mirel!”

SMACKK after SMACKK the noise rebounded around the bedroom.

“Please Mirel…Pleaseee!” He complained but to no avail.

She kept on spanking with the hairbrush, and he knew by then, that by the time she had finished, the slightest touch would hurt.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

“OH, GOD!” Timmy cried as the pain built.

“It is not good appealing to him,” said Mirel stopping for just a moment to tan his hide. “He knows, as well as I do, that naughty boys deserve sore bottoms!”

And the spanking resumed.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

Now Mirel swung the hairbrush on Timmy's poor buns in full force. No more capable of standing the burning sensation building on his rear he began to let out a sound moan after each SMACKK. She was holding him pinned down with her strong left arm so all he could do was grit his teeth between his moans and wiggle around on her lap as the hairbrush did its awfully stinging work.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

Again and again, the untiring Mirel’s arm kept smacking the hairbrush on his now steaming bottom. Unable to maintain even the last dignity left, Timmy started to cry out pitiful pleas to his chastiser.

SMACKK!

"OWWW!"

SMACKK!

"OWWW!"

SMACKK!

"WHAAA!"

SMACKK!

“PLEASE NO MOREEE!”

SMACKK!

“WHAAAAAAAA! PLEASE, HONEY!”

Mirel expected tears when she took a boy’s pants down for a spanking. She had told to him more than once that no tears indicated no genuine remorse, and right then Timmy was proving to her how remorseful he was for his bad behavior at work.

SMACKK!

"WHAAA!"

SMACKK!

"WHAAA!"

SMACKK!

"IT HURTSSS SO BAAAD!"

SMACKK!

“WHAAAAAAAA!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

Eventually, the barrage of hairbrush spanks ended.

“There,” said Mirel panting lightly from the effort to deliver such a tough correction, “Up you get.”

Timmy rose from her lap and stood there, bare from the waist down, both hands rubbing his smoldered rear end, oblivious to the show he was offering. He didn’t care, he had been very soundly spanked and his bottom burned so badly.

Looking at him with a satisfied and slightly amused glare Mirel said, “You are basically a good man but is clear that you need a firm hand to keep you focused on what is good for you. Don’t you think so?”

“Yes, honey,” Timmy agreed with a still broken voice.

“I see that more and more. You are not too old to benefit from some strict supervision.”

Shamelessly clutching his throbbing bottom cheeks, his pants and underwear still at his ankles, his engorged member pointing to the ceiling, he couldn’t but agree to this.


Mrs. Robinson

I

The minute I came off the bus station I saw my friend Brian. He was standing outside a black SUV and waved me over. By the time I got there a lady in a loose shirt and shorts had already gotten out of the car and greeted me even before he could.

“Hi, you must be Michael.”

She spoke so cheerfully, her voice bursting with a comforting exuberance.

“Yes, I am,” I said shaking her proffered hand. “And you…”

“Hi Michael, she is my stepmother,” Brian said at that point.

I looked at him with an inquisitive gaze. How come she was there? When Brian had invited me to spend the weekend at his parents' it was supposed that we had all their big house for us, being them away for one of his dad’s business trips.

Avoiding my gaze Brian just kept my baggage and put it in the back seat of the car.

“Please to meet you, ma’am,” I said looking at her.

She must have been in her early forties, as tall as me with long brown hair, a generous bosom, a flat belly, swelling hips, a pert bottom, and two slender but sturdy legs coming out from her shorts. All in all a real beauty if you like mature women as I do.

"I know that you two thought to spend a revelry weekend by yourself. I'm sorry I ruined your plans. It was just not possible for me to leave with my husband while my Brian was back at home after so many months spent away at college!" She said mockingly.

Brian looked mortified, and all but pushed her back in the car, complaining, “Mom, you’re so embarrassing, can’t you just drive us home already.”

She turned, still beaming, and gave him a good-natured smack on the butt, mock-chastising, “Brian Reynard Robinson, now if I want to talk then I will, especially if I’m acting as your chauffeur.”

He nodded, his face flushed with embarrassment, and we all got in the car.

The ride to Robinson's mansion was a pleasurable one, at least for me. Mrs. Robinson proved herself nice and witty but she didn't fail to reprimand Brian on a couple of occasions about some trivial things he said, and not too mockingly these times. It was evident that she kept a tight grip on him. From his blushing, I could see that he didn't like it, but evidently, he was unable to stand against her.

Once in the house Brian helped me to put my bag in the guest room and then we headed to the kitchen to get some drinks. It was a nice sunny afternoon and we went to the garden to drink our beers and try to plan something for the evening.

“I’m sorry I involved you in this,” said Brian as soon as we were completely out of earshot of his mother. “I really couldn't imagine she would stay home, and she told me at the last minute. Even if I had called, you were on the bus already.”

“It’s ok bro,” I said not too convinced. “We couldn’t organize the party we thought we would. But we will come out tonight and search for some fun around, don’t we?”

“Mhm…I guess we will,” he said dubiously, then with a worried look, he added, “You know…my stepmom is so annoying sometimes.”

“Oh, she’s not that bad, she actually seems nice.”

“Well, yes, she is in some aspects. You know she came to live with dad and me when I was ten, my mom never really cared about me, she was always around with her job as a singer. Stepmom really took care of me and she still does...but sometimes she tends to have too much authority over me. Your mom wouldn’t do that, would she?”

“I guess not, but she can be embarrassing too sometimes.”

“The worst part is that I’m her only son, well stepson actually, and with Dad so often away for his business, it’s just me and her most of the time.”

“Yeah, I could see how that would get a little annoying.”

“I guess the real problem is that, well...she looks at me like I was still a little kid, and...she treats me accordingly.”

“What do you mean?”

Brian blushed and took a sip of his beer before going on, “Until last summer, before I left for college, she insisted on coming to any of my practices. I had a tight curfew. I got my studies supervised by her, and every time I had to ask permission to do stuff by myself. You see, mhmm, she gives a lot of importance to…discipline.” 

“That just sounds like stuff a parent would want to do.”

Still blushing Brian shook his head.

“I know she cares, I just wish she could treat me like my age. I never had the home for myself. If I went out with a girl she wanted to know her. I wasn’t even grounded like a norm...” blushing even more he trailed off with this last part, clearly having been coaxed into saying more than he wanted. I looked at him with an inquisitive look.

“Never mind, it’s not a big deal,” he cut it short.

The rest of the afternoon went by pleasantly with nothing special. Around 7,00 pm. Mrs. Robinson, Brian, and I sat down for dinner, to enjoy some dishes cooked by her. She happened to be a good cook and the dinner went by with amusement. After dinner, I and Brian were assigned to do the dishes, and once done we headed to our rooms to get ready for our night out, or so I guessed.

Once back in the living room, through the wall window, I noticed that Brian and her mother were on the porch engaged in a heated discussion. I couldn’t hear what they were saying but Brian looked on the verge of hysteria while her mother stared at him with one hand on her hip while the other had the index menacing waving in front of his face. I waited a few moments for them to calm down until Brian finally lowered his head, in almost a sign of surrender in front of his bossy mother.

I walked out the door and addressing my friend, said, "I'm ready, shall we go?"

Regained her cheerfulness Mrs. Robinson greeted us, not without recommending that we pay attention and behave well.

Once in the car, I asked Brian if everything was ok and he answered with a laconic, “Yes.” I didn’t want to investigate any further but it was clear that he had something that bothered him greatly.

We spent the first part of the evening at a bar where we met two girls. They were nice and pretty and we had a great time flirting. Around 11,30 pm we headed to a nearby club and was then that Brian began to be annoying by looking at his watch all the time and suggesting that maybe we had better leave. I was amazed at his behavior, by our standards in college the night had just begun and on top of that, I was trying to bond with one of the two girls. I was just trying to get Brian to stop being unreasonable and have some fun when a couple of guys appeared who turned out to be the gals' boyfriends. At that point, partly because of the disappointment and above all because of my friend's insistence, I decided that the evening was fucked up and we headed to the car.

Brian drove the car like there was no tomorrow, and in a flash, we got home. I glanced at the clock and saw that it was just after 1,00 am. I couldn’t believe it.

I was about to suggest Brian to have at least a last drink on the porch, but just a look at him told me I better not. He looked worried about something, so not wanting to discuss it any longer I just wished him good night and ran to the bathroom to wash my teeth before heading to my room.

I was in that when my focus was immediately drawn to the sound of a door abruptly opening.

I heard Brian’s Mom through the closed bathroom door, as she exclaimed, “Brian Reynard Robinson, do you know what time is it, young man?”

Brian stuttered, explaining, “I…I guess we lost track of time, Mom.”

“Really? And where is Michael?”.

“He just went to sleep a few minutes ago.”

“I understand that you are with your friend and you two want to have fun,” her voice had lost all her cheerfulness and right now sounded stern and in some way frightening. “Nevertheless, you know very well what would happen if you don’t listen to your mother, especially when it concerns your health.”

“Health? What?” Brian’s voice started to sound anxious.

“A growing boy like you needs his sleep to be healthy. When I tell you that I want you in bed no later than midnight I’m only looking out for your best interest.” I giggled at her drama, and Brian sighed loudly correspondingly before she continued, “After all, I've already extended your curfew by TWO hours since you are a college student now.” Then in an even more resolute and harsh tone, she followed on, “Which is why, young man, that as you refuse to listen to me, I have to give you your spanking!”

“Oh no, Mom!” Brian's voice really sounded alarmed at this point.

“And why not, Brian?”

There were some moments of silence, then I heard him say almost in a whisper, “No reason, I guess.”

He sounded almost on the verge of tears.

Wow, that was something! I could never imagine that Brian could be so submissive and obedient toward his mother! Nor could I ever imagine that a college student could still be subjected to such a juvenile correction…and that this college student was my best friend!

“Good, then come with me without making a fuss before I get the paddle.” Mrs. Robinson's tone did not allow replies.

I heard the footsteps of Mrs. Robinson and Brian going down the aisle, and when I was sure they were out of sight I decided to try my luck. This was something I had to know. I took out my shoes and as quietly as possible I opened the door of the bathroom. The aisle was dark and I tiptoed the few meters that separated the bathroom from the corner of the aisle from where it was possible to see the bedrooms’ doors. I intended to go there to listen better to what was about to happen. Once I turned the corner I realized that Brian's bedroom door was open, so I positioned myself down the dark aisle where I thought I would not be seen but from where I could partially see the inside of the lighted room.

If Mrs. Robinson had looked pretty in her simple clothes in the day, right now clad just in a quite short silk nightgown looked stunning. Her bosom busted against the fabric of the nightshirt and her sturdy legs, bare almost to her crotch, affirmed an overwhelming feminine authority. She was standing with her back to the bed and towered over my friend who with his head bowed and his arms at his sides looked almost like a kid in front of her.

“Came here, now!” She said pointing to a spot just in front of her with a perfectly manicured finger.

“Yes, Mom.” I heard him say and I watched from my little spot near the door as he slowly stumbled to stand before her.

She immediately grabbed the belt of his trousers and started to unbuckle it. Efficiently, as if having it done many times before, she opened his trousers and put them down to his ankles, soon followed by his white undies. Then she seated on the bed, and indicating her bare attractive thighs, she uttered just one word, “OVER!”

As Brian meekly complied I gasped, embarrassed for him, but I have to admit that I was really turned on by the sight of his creamy white bubble butt upended over his Mom’s knees, quivering in anticipation, as her motherly hand rose high in the air above her head.

She brought it down, HARD, with a loud SMACK! across his muscular but supple-looking bottom, nearly covering all his clenched right bum cheek.

She started to spank slowly and vigorously, taking long seconds between smacks and thus increasing the impact of each stroke. Brian didn’t seem too concerned with her techniques, however, as tears began to fall after only a few spanks.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SLAPP! SMACKK! SLAPP! SMACKK! SLAPP!

She lectured, too, nagging her son about obedience, much to Brian’s chagrin as it drew out the process even more. The hard smacks continued to fall, paced evenly, as my friend kicked and cried out over her knee and his bottom turned from creamy white to pink, then to reddish to assume finally an angry red, sore-looking, color.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SLAPP! SMACKK! SLAPP! SMACKK! SLAPP!

By now my poor friend was blabbering pleading with his ‘Mommy’ not to spank him anymore, assuring her that he would ‘never, ever disobey again’. His legs were scissoring and he put his hand back to protect the raw, tender skin of his rear end from any further spanking.

“Move that hand back, and keep it there, Brian!” Mrs. Robinson ordered, momentarily stopping the rain of hard hand slaps. “If I see it again, I’ll spank your legs until you move it.”

“Please, Mommy! It huuuuurts...” Brian whined loudly.

“I’m glad, maybe you’ll listen, now that you have a sore rear end to motivate you,” with that, she turned back to spanking his inflamed bum.

Brian groaned, his sobbing increased, and perhaps out of pure frustration threw his hand back again. Big mistake. Mrs. Robinson stopped spanking his bum cheeks and began smacking her boy’s untouched upper thighs.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SLAPP! SMACKK! SLAPP! SMACKK! SLAPP!

This attention to such sensitive skin caused Brian to yell out, “SORRY, SORRY! Mom, please, stop! I move my hand back, PLEASE MOMMYYYY!”.

She ignored him, showing no mercy in continuing to slap his legs until they reached the same dark red as the rest of his bottom. Satisfied that her son had nearly learned his lesson, she moved back to his butt and gave the boy his hardest round of spanks yet, finishing the punishment with a crescendo of loud SMACKS that elicited even louder bawling from her naughty son splayed across her lap.

And finally, it was over, though Brian hardly seemed to notice. I felt for my friend as he cried it out, his head dangling near the floor. When at last his mom let him up from her lap Brian immediately began rubbing his bottom frantically with both hands and hopped around in a desperate attempt to relieve the burning pain his strict, dominant stepmother had ignited in his nether region. He danced the time-honored spanking dance, with tears running down his face, snot coming out from his nostrils, and sobbing, bawling, and sniffling uncontrollably.

By now my friend’s transformation from a fit and confident college student to a blubbering well-punished little boy was completed and outstanding.

Mrs. Robinson eventually hugged her stepson before telling him to go to bed and stood there watching him put his pajamas on and lie on his bed. Only when he slowed his sobbing with his face buried in the covers she turned to leave the room.

II

I decided that was time for a strategic retreat and, as quietly as possible, I hurried to my bedroom.

In a turmoil of emotions, I changed into my pajamas and went to bed. That night I couldn’t sleep. The event I had just seen happening in my friend’s bedroom had aroused in my mind fantasies long time forgotten. You have to know that my parents didn’t believe in spanking so I had never been spanked, but since an early age, I have been strangely fascinated by the subject. My interest started with comics and cartoons. Every time a scene depicted that kind of juvenile correction I felt a kind of strange and funny feeling run through my body. This secret interest developed later, when surfing the internet I found sites and blogs about this subject that I avidly frequented. So, as you can imagine, I spent that night reviving the show I had just witnessed with a growing arousal sensation that I extinguished with my hand more than once.

At least just before dawn, I could fall asleep for a little while, but when I woke up around eight o’clock all I was able to think was bossy Mrs. Robinson delivering that blistering spanking to my friend. I had to do something. I had to face my inner desires, and I had to do it then.

I took my time showering and dressing. I chose to wear shorts with an elasticated waistband and a tee, to look as juvenile as possible. Then, getting up the courage I headed to the living room.

I found Mrs. Robinson in the kitchen preparing some coffee. She was wearing a short tight black dress, black nylon pantyhose, and high-heeled shoes. It isn't too much to say that she looked gorgeous.

“Good morning Michael. Are you ok?” She said noticing the embarrassed expression on my face.

I mumbled that I was ok and took a seat at the kitchen table.

“Do you like some breakfast? I have sent Brian to do the shopping for his grandmother, he won’t be here before a couple of hours, or maybe a little more. But anyway in time for us to go to the Sunday service, at church you know. I have been very clear with him yesterday night, and I don’t think he will be late.”

“Oh ma’am,” I blurted out “I bet he won’t!”

She stopped what she was doing and stared at me with a knowing smile on her red lipstick lips, “What do you mean, young man?”

I shook my head a couple of times then blushing lightly I managed to say, “Well Mrs. Robinson, ma’am, I couldn’t avoid hearing some…commotion…in Brian’s room yesterday night.”

“What you want to say is that you heard him getting his spanking, don’t you?”

Blushing even more I nodded.

She stared for some long minutes. I was frozen, unable to say a word, feeling like she was reading inside me.

Finally, she asked, "When was the last time you got spanked, Michael?"

“Ohh well ma’am, I don’t remember exactly now but a few years,” I lied.

She took a seat at the table in front of me, then with a softer tone she started to say, “You see Michael, I strongly believe that to grow as healthy men and responsible, good citizens, boys absolutely need firm guidance. That guidance should be by the hand of a woman who cares deeply about the boy and does not become physically abusive to him.”

She paused for a few seconds to let her words sink, then staring at me she added with a firmer voice, “And I can say grown boys as well. When a woman leads with strength, wisdom, love, and a strict hand, everyone will follow. Discipline is love because a strict regime in the house physically and mentally prepares the boy to pass through the roughest of waters to a landscape of fulfillment and success.”

She stopped again and stared at me as if expecting a comment. Right then, I could see what my friend intended when he said that his mother gave a lot of importance to discipline.

“I can see your point, Mrs. Robinson,” I said at least.

“Very well. From a young age, raised in a family with four brothers, I got to know that nothing gets a male’s attention like physical contact. Vigorous over-the-knee hand spankings on the bare buttocks are the best way to ensure that boys understand who is in charge and I think should be used freely to ensure the negative reinforcement is felt to the utmost. And in case of blatant disobedience a severe paddling, on the obediently proffered nether regions of the miscreant, until he is unable to sit down for some time, can cure any boy of any age from the desire to repeat his fault.”

“I find a lot of truth in your words Mrs. Robinson, ma’am.”

“I’m happy you do Michael and be assured that you can always come to me for counseling and help. I see that you are a good boy.”

“Yes ma’am, I think I am a good boy…but no boy is perfect, as you know.”

“What do you mean?” She asked with a puzzled look.

“Well, you know, I waaasss jussst thinkkking,” I stammered, “About yesterday…it was my fault, too.”

She raised from the chair and looked at me, hands on her hips.

“Was it?” Her voice had a finality that forced me to break all hesitation.

“Yes ma’am, it was me who convinced Brian to stay out till late. So I was thinking… maybe…I deserve a spanking, too,” I uttered and then stopped, lowering my eyes, unable to say more.

“Young man, look at me when you are talking to me.”

I managed to raise my gaze at her.

"Let me understand, do you feel that you have been a naughty boy and you deserve a good hard spanking, Michael?"

“Yes Mrs. Robinson, ma’am,” I whispered.

“And if you don’t get one you feel like you have been let down, don’t you?”

“Yes ma’am, you are so understanding. Do you think that I need a spanking too, Mrs. Robinson?”

"I suppose so," she said with a faint smile.

She then rose from her chair and suggested that I come with her. My legs felt like rubber for the excitement and fear as I followed Mrs. Robinson. Everything showed that my secret desires were about to come true as she really intended to give me a spanking!

There was no doubt about it once we were in my bedroom and she was seated on the bed offering me the view of her awaiting pantyhosed motherly lap.

"Come over here and stand to my right side," she said matter-of-factly as if we had done it dozens of times before.

I did as told and as soon as I stood there she stretched out her hands and with a firm tug took my shorts down to my ankles. My white undies soon followed and suddenly she put me firmly across her lap. I could feel her pantyhosed legs move a bit apart to let my shamingly erect member hang in their midst.

“From what I can understand this is long overdue, Michael. Brace yourself, this is going to hurt!”

And with these dreadful words, she raised her right hand and slapped it down on my right bum cheek with a resounding SMACK!

"Owww," I yelled when that first spank stung my backside.

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

"OWWW! OUCHHH!, OHWWW!, NGHHGHH OWWWW! OUCHHHHH!"

I almost couldn’t believe it, Mrs. Robinson was actually spanking me, and she was right, it hurt!

I yelled and kicked my legs, I pleaded and cried but nothing stopped the rain oh heavy hand slaps on my upturned vulnerable bare bottom.

"Are (SMACK) you (SPANK) going (WHACK) to (SPANK) came home (SPANK) late again (WHAP) young (SPANK) man (SPANK)?"

"OWWWW! No, Mrs. Robinson, OUCHHH! I will be, OWWWW! Never late AHAWWW! Again! BWUAHAAA!"

But then between the burning pain and my desperate wailing, I started to experience a new sensation. As I kicked and wiggled over her silky black dress, my penis, now erect at his mast, started rubbing against her nylon-hosed left thigh. I felt weird. My bottom stung badly, but I had this pleasant warm sensation spreading down my thighs and my front side.

"Oh, so you're excited?” I heard her say at that point. “I can take care of that, you bad, bad boy."

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

Suddenly a flurry of the hardest spanks yet made me howl at the top of my lungs, the burning sensation becoming unbearable. I was now crying my eyes out, but still not able to decide whether I wanted to get up or stay there across her smooth silky thighs forever.

"Are (SMACK) you (SPANK) going (WHACK) to (SPANK) behave (WHAP) young (SPANK) man (SPANK, SPANK, SPANK)?"

"OWWWW! YES! Mrs. Robinson, OUCHHH! I will be, OWWWW! Goood AHAWWW! I promise! BWUAHAAA!"

And when the sting in my bum got to the point that I thought It just couldn't get any worse and the burning sensation had escalated from unbearable to excruciating, my spanking came to a halt.

Satisfied with her job, and my response to it, Mrs. Robinson made me rise from her lap and she got up from the bed.

“You have an hour to compose yourself before the Sunday service. I’ll be waiting for you in the living room. Don’t make me come here to take you,” she said with her tone now just a bit softened.

I could barely answer, “Yes, ma’am,” as I stood there, looking at her through the blur of my teary eyes, with my cheeks wet with tears and snot and my hands feverishly rubbing my poor smoldered bum cheeks, and my hard-on, still in full swing, protruding before me.

Once Mrs. Robinson left the room I laid across the bed, shorts, and undies still lowered, sobbing quietly, with my bottom burning beyond belief.

After a while, I slowly got up from the bed and shuffled over to the mirror. It was hard to walk with shorts and underpants around my ankles so I kicked them off. I wanted to see the results of the 'maternal' session I had just undergone. Turning my back to the full-length mirror, I glanced over my shoulder. I was not surprised to find that my rear end was glowing red, both buttocks uniformly warmed, without a pale spot showing, they looked like two shiny red cherries pressed together.  Even the fatty portion under the edge of my bottom and the top part of my thighs had been soundly spanked and now showed a solid crimson color. I reached my hand back tentatively and touched my backside, it was scalded hot, and throbbing, but the touch of my hand was surprisingly soothing. 

Hobbling back to the bed, I laid on my stomach accommodating my member stiff as a rock on a soft pillow while I recalled the keen sensations of Mrs. Robinson's hard palm descending again to deliver yet another smack to my bottom, a smack which, while it caused me to jerk and cry out, also reassured me of her care and concern, and caused that warm sensation spreading to my front.

It was so confusing. Lying there over the knees of that lady, I had cried out and protested. It hurt, unbearably, and I truly wanted it to stop. But at the same time, I couldn’t deny that had been exciting as well, at least until the stinging sensation had taken over. And now, lying by myself in the same position, rubbing my well-spanked bottom, I felt excited and as aroused as I never had before. In my memory, my first real spanking (and what a spanking!) was a thrilling time shared with a beautiful woman in a moment of intimate contact. I had laid there, half-naked, helpless, and exposed, at Mrs. Robinson's mercy, submitting to her will, and she had seen me so, defenseless and submissive, my bared behind turning red under her energetic efforts. It now seemed a special, private moment of shared, secret intimacy. The memory flooded my mind as I caressed my warmed behind and thrust against the pillow with a swifter and more intense rhythm, and within a few seconds, I spurted on the pillow with one of the most intense orgasms of my life till then.

III

Once back at college, I couldn't get the events of that weekend out of my mind.

With Brian there was a kind of tacit agreement of not talking about those days. I was sure he was too ashamed that somebody had discovered his secret. And I was too ashamed that he could discover mine to talk about it all.

Nonetheless, my thoughts kept coming back to beautiful Mrs. Robinson and her disciplinary methods. I desperately wanted to come back to see her, but I didn’t know how to do it. It was clear that Brian didn’t have any intention to invite me to his house anymore, he barely spoke to me at all. 

It was Mrs. Robinson herself who solved the question. One morning looking terribly embarrassed Brian came to talk to me. He told me his stepmother was inviting us both to their home the following weekend. It was clear from the way he said it that he hoped I would refuse. But of course, I didn't. And from that very moment, I began to design a way to make happen what I feared and longed for so much.

Friday at 5 pm Brian came for me in his car with which we were supposed to travel the two-hour trip to his parent’s house, to be there no later than 7,30 pm, in time for dinner. I knew that about an hour away from Brian's house it was a very popular chain joint. I planned to stop there for a drink and make Brian waste some time so we would be late for dinner. I wasn't sure about it, but I thought Mrs. Robinson wouldn't have liked it and probably there would have been consequences, for Brian for sure, and reasonably for me as well.

My plan seemed to work beyond my best expectations. In the club, Brian met a childhood friend and there was no need for any insistence on my part to waste time. On the contrary, I had to drag him out of the bar when we should have already been at his parents' house. In the meanwhile, the beer had become more beers and I was also worried about he was driving.

Once in the car, Brian realized how late we were and started stepping on the speed. As we neared the city limits I told Brian to slow down. But as soon as I said that that was not the time to get caught by police, a patrol stopped us. To make a long story short we got a speeding ticket and as the police officer smelled alcohol in Brian's breath he had to undergo an alcohol test. Luckily he was at the limit, just for a little bit but he was. As you can imagine all of that took his time and we were two crestfallen boys when we parked in front of Brian’s parent's home with a two-hour delay and a speeding ticket.

Mrs. Robinson was waiting for us on the porch with her arms crossed. She wore a pair of black leggings that left nothing to the imagination, black high-heeled booths, and a tight blouse that highlighted her bosom. She looked at us with a gaze that seemed to incinerate us on the spot, and without saying a word gestured for us to enter the house with her perfectly manicured finger.

As soon we were inside, Brian broke down and confessed to her stepmom for having lost track of time in a bar, to have drunk, to have driven too fast. Then, already on the verge of tears, showed her the speeding ticket.

Then it was Mrs. Robinson’s time to speak, and boys she took good advantage of it! Not only did she scold her son like he was still a little boy who had spent too much time playing with other children and arrived late for dinner, but she also dwelled on drinking and driving, and on endangering our lives by speeding. And she also had some of that for me that I had been so reckless to not only allow his son to behave like that but that I had even taken part in it all.

“You two need a good reminder to never act like irresponsible little kids again!”

With that Mrs. Robinson ended her scolding, and telling us "not to move" she headed out of the room.

I looked at Brian and quietly asked him, “What do you think your mom is going to do?”

Pale as a sheet and trembling slightly he answered, "She is going to paddle me."

I had a big lump in my throat from fear for my bottom, but I could also feel my penis start to twitch inside my pants from the excitement of it.

In less than a minute, Mrs. Robinson was back with a trusty paddle in her hand. It was smooth wood, just over a quarter of an inch thick, two and a half inches wide, and 20 inches long, shaped to a handle at one end, and really looked scary in Mrs. Robinson's hand. She pulled a chair away from the table, grabbed Brian by the arm, and pulled him over close to her. As I watched I could feel my heart beating fast and hard, and also my manhood growing inside my pants.

"Take off your shoes," Mrs. Robinson ordered. Brian immediately obeyed by kicking off his shoes. She continued to lecture him as she turned Brian’s body to face her. I watched carefully as she unbuttoned Brian’s pants, took hold of his belt loops, and jerked them down to his ankles. I was at a side angle and never took my eyes off as I watched the determined Mrs. Robinson take hold of his underwear and yank them down to meet his pants at his ankles.

Next, Mrs. Robinson ordered with a calm authoritative voice, “You know the position, bend over and grasp the table's edge with your hands.”

Brian couldn’t help but obey at once. He bent over and reached his hands forward to grasp the edge of the table, in this position his muscular but supple-looking bottom was obediently presented for punishment.

“You know that I expect you to stay in this position while I paddle your naughty bottom. You better hang onto that table for your dear life, no matter how much your butt is going to hurt, or help me god I’m going to skin your bum cheeks with this paddle.”

With these threatening words, Mrs. Robinson moved behind him, and for a few moments, she stared at her bent son.

A shiver ran through me when I realized what was about to happen. I was looking at my friend standing there with his pants and underwear pulled down to his socks. I could see his penis hanging out in front of him. As I looked at his clean white butt cheeks, I could feel my penis pulsating as I realized I would soon see the stunning Mrs. Robinson tanning them but good. Brian was looking very ashamed as he stared in front of him, knowing I was watching the show that he was the main attraction of. He started to sniffle like he was holding the tears. Then, all of a sudden he started a shameless pleading.

"Please Mommy, don’t paddle me! I’m sorry! I’ll be good from now on. I promise."

His mother acted like she didn’t even hear him.

I heard one more, "Please Mommy!" as she raised the paddle high in the air and brought it down hard across the center of her boy’s naked bottom.

CRACKKK! 

"OUCHHH!" Brian cried out after that first swat landed.

I moved around so that I was directly behind my friend and had a great view of his bottom getting paddled. Brian’s mom brought the paddle down again and again on his rear end. Brian squirmed and cried, but he didn’t let off the edge of the table. The sound of the paddle meeting bare skin rang out throughout the house. In my mind, I could almost feel the swats being brought down on my own bottom as I watched my friend get his fanny blistered.

I could easily tell that my boner was hard as a rock and pushed the front of my pants out as I watched the show. Even though I felt sorry for my friend I was so turned on by the whole thing, I thought I was going to explode in my pants. I even had to wiggle around a bit just to get some friction on my penis as I continued to watch.

I watched Brian’s bottom turn from pure white to a bright pink and finally a dark red as his mother kept flattening his chubs with her paddle. Brian was beside himself, screaming, crying, and hopping on the place as his spanking continued. His cries and screams made his pleas inaudible. I could see tears falling from his face onto the polished surface of the table.

Mrs. Robinson spanked Brian so hard and fast that I couldn’t even begin to count how many swats she gave him. When she had painted his entire behind red, then she started spanking the backs of his legs.

While Brian was getting his legs spanked, he danced on the place so hard that both his pants and underwear flew off.

Again, I could feel my backside twitch with each swat my friend got, but at the same time, my dick was throbbing inside my pants.

After whipping the backs of his legs real good, Mrs. Robinson gave Brian another 10 good hard licks across his already red and swollen buttocks before she stood him up in front of her. Brian was screaming and crying his eyes out by this time. His entire backside was dark red and purple, and on his sit spot his no-nonsense mother had raised a crop of painful-looking grey blisters. His penis hung limp in front of him. He didn’t even try to cover himself up as he stood in front of me half-naked. I’m sure he was more focused on the pain in his bottom and legs than cared about anything else.

Mrs. Robinson then gathered up from the floor Brian’s clothes in her arms and she turned to me.

"Michael, in this house, boys get a paddle used on them when they misbehave so badly.”

As my dick still throbbed and I tried to compose myself, I managed to mutter, “Yes Mrs. Robinson, ma’am.”

The lump in my throat got twice as big as I realized the moment of truth was approaching.

Mrs. Robinson took Brian by the arm and led him out of the living room as he continued to cry very loudly. It was plain to see that he was going to have problems sitting down for quite a while.

When she returned to the living room after having let Brian cry in bed on his tummy Mrs. Robinson looked me in the eyes and asked, “Did you see what happened to your friend?"

I gulped hard and answered, "You spanked him with your paddle."

"Well, you’re about to get a paddling too, young man!"

I kept seeing flashes of Brian bent over and getting his bare bum cheeks flattened by the hard wood and then reality set in as I knew I would soon be getting the same treatment.

It was then that Mrs. Robinson said, "Get yourself ready for me."

Last time I wore just a pair of shorts and it has been easy for her to take them down. This time I wore jeans, underwear, and shoes and she wanted that I took them off by myself. 

I took off my shoes and then unbuttoned and pulled my pants and underwear down together to my ankles. My penis was still hard as a rock as it got exposed. But at that point, I wasn’t embarrassed. I was just scared of what was going to happen. After all, Mrs. Robinson had seen my privates already.

Mrs. Robinson pointed to the table with the paddle and I understood that I had to take the bent position over it. I could feel tears welling up in my eyes as I positioned myself, so strong and emotional all that was.

Within seconds, Mrs. Robinson was ready to begin my paddling. I felt her lift the paddle and I heard the air swish as she brought down the first swat on my bare bottom, HARD.

CRACKKKKK!

Instant pain soared through my body.

I let out an "OUCH!" immediately.

The first swat was instantly followed by another and another and another. Just like with my friend before me, the sounds of Mrs. Robinson’s wooden paddle spanking my bare bottom rang out throughout the house. I was crying out loud by the second swat and got louder with each lick.

I could feel my penis rubbing against the wood of the table as my body moved around during the spanking. However, my erection was long gone and the only thing I was feeling was the stinging soaring through my butt cheeks. Mrs. Robinson would alternate spanking each of my cheeks, then she’d paddle me across the middle of my bottom again, then down on my sit spot, and then start all over again. She covered my backside but good.

After so many swats, I didn’t think I could stand anymore. I was screaming and crying as loud as I possibly could. Then Mrs. Robinson began to spank my legs all the way down to the backs of my knees.

She paddled my legs good. I could feel them burning as my bottom was throbbing. After she finished with my legs, she brought the paddle back to my rear end and gave me about 10 more good hard licks again.

By this time, I couldn’t see a thing because of all the tears in my eyes. The only sound I could hear was my crying. And all I felt was the terrible throbbing fire in my bottom and legs.

When Mrs. Robinson finally finished her job, she told me to stand. But I was crying so hard, I couldn’t stand up. She then helped me to lie down on the couch on my tummy and let me cry it out for about 15 minutes. My backside was so sore that I couldn’t even sit or lay on it. I had to stay on my tummy. Mrs. Robinson returned the paddle to the kitchen closet so it would be ready the next time she needed to use it.

When my cries finally slowed to sobs, Mrs. Robinson warned me once more that if I ever pulled a stunt like this again, I could expect another round with her paddle. I assured her that I understood completely and promised her it wouldn’t happen again.

Finally, Mrs. Robinson helped me up off the couch and gently helped me to pull up my pants and underwear. It hurt pulling them up over my very sore backside. I was still crying, but not nearly as hard as I had been.

Once in the bathroom, I looked at my bottom in the mirror. My entire backside was dark red and purple, just like Brian’s was earlier, and I too had moist blisters on my sit spot.

As I took a shower, I couldn’t help thinking about the beautiful Mrs. Robinson paddling Brian’s bottom and then me getting mine paddled. Under the stream, even though my ass was still burning badly, the thought of Mrs. Robinson delivering those strict paddlings made my manhood grow hard again. As I let the shower water run all over my genitals, I began stroking myself. I was rock hard in no time. It was pleasure and pain, throbbing pain on one side but pleasure on the other.

I wanked under the shower that evening, and then again in bed in the night under my covers, and woke up the next morning with a complete hard-on again.

Right now the college year is going to end and last week I received an e-mail from Mrs. Robinson, she invited me to their mountain cottage for a couple of weeks, it will be just me, her, and Brian as her husband will be in the Middle East for business.
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