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The Late Show

A Window with a View


The Late Show

I

Are you wondering why I'm standing in the corner of my living room with my bottom very bare and very, very red?

My wife just spanked me, that's why, and man does my butt hurts!

So I'm here sobbing and rubbing my smoldered rear end for all I'm worth. My wife said I got to stand here to think about what I did wrong and right now, after that her awful hairbrush turned my buttocks into two overripe tomatoes, I'm absolutely in no mood to disobey her. At least for a while, say, till I'll be able to sit down again without wincing.

Ok, now you probably are asking yourself if this has been an exceptional event or if it happens frequently in our home, and maybe even if Lisa, my wife, takes me on her lap just like a kid to tan my hide but good. Well, boys, let me tell you that even if it is not a daily occurrence my childish corrections are far from rare in my household. And for the procedure Lisa follows to punish my antics, yes, she put me over her womanly lap, and that, after she had undone my belt, opened my flap, and taken down by herself my pants along with my shorts. How shaming, isn't it?

Of course, now the question that comes to your mind is, how come a middle-aged man is treated like a snotty brat, and besides by his wife? The short answer is that as weird as it can sound, I practically asked for it. But if you like to have a more detailed account of the events that brought me to this corner with the blistered bottom I'm sporting right now, I have to tell you about a summer many years ago, when this all started.

I and my Dad had decided to spend a week of that holiday season at Grandma's, being my Mom busy with her work as a registered nurse and my newly married wife away on a business trip in Europe. I welcomed the idea of a few days in the peace of the country to rest from my stressful job as a trader.

Since Grandpa died, some five years earlier, Grandma lived on herself in the ranch region up in the state and even if she was not really a farmer anyway she had a lot to do with her big house, garden, and small stable. I and Dad had often wondered if that wasn't too a hard life for a lady in her sixties, but every time we suggested that she should come to live in the city, at least in winter, she always answered that we better mind our own business, and that was that. You don't mess with Grandma if you know what I mean.

She has always been a tall imposing lady, with large shoulders, prosperous breasts, generous bottom, sturdy legs, and strong big arms. At her age, she was still a strong woman and for sure she inspired respect even if her manners were always warm and kind. My Dad especially was always very polite and subdued in her presence.

As expected life in the country turned out to be quiet and peaceful even if for sure it was not a stimulating place to go out at night. But having been not so, that fateful night I wouldn't be so bored in that bar, and I hadn't come home so early, and I would never have seen all I saw.

The moment I entered the house I heard a surprising noise. The unmistakable sound of flesh hitting flesh. Any boy that has been on the receiving end of a bare bottom hand-spanking can never forget that sound and man, I had been in that position a few times growing up, ask my Mom if you don't believe me.

I followed the noise, it was coming from my grandma’s bedroom. I walked up the stairs to the door of her bedroom and noticed that it wasn’t shut all the way. I peered through the crack and was shocked by what I saw.

My tall and imposing grandma was standing in front of her bed, she was wearing a silk pajama and a pair of fluffy slippers at her feet. That was not surprising given that was around 10,30 pm. What shocked me was that she was holding my father in front of her naked from the waist down. Grandma had a solid grip on one of my Dad's wrists and was wrangling him back closer to her with that one arm in the air above his head. And Grandma was slapping his bare backside, hard, and lecturing him!

“Do you think you are too old to respect your mother?”

SLAPP!

From my vantage point, I could see the entire room, though they could not see me, so I stood rooted there not believing what I was seeing.

SLAPP!

My 65-year-old grandmother’s hand again descended on my 44-year-old father’s bottom. WOW,  Granny has always been considered the matriarch of the family but...this was beyond any imagination!

And what about my Dad? He is a bank account a little shy and always attentive to the shape, I did not remember ever having seen him without pants in the home and now he was there in front of his mother half naked with his privates bouncing up and down with every powerful SLAP Granny delivered... And believe it or not, he was sporting a huge hard-on!

I could see that Grandma had been spanking him long enough to make both cheeks a very sore, hot-looking shade of pink. Dad was still a fit man and his butt cheeks were muscular but due to the sedentary work, he had developed a bit of fat on his belly as well as at the base of his bum and the top of his thighs so every time grandma’s hard palm connected with them his buttocks compressed and then jiggled as they sprung back. And grandma had good coverage too, the stinging color stretching a few inches down the back of Dad’s thighs.

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

"As long as I’m alive, you’ll never be too old to obey and respect your mother!"

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

Grandma landed spank after powerful spank quickly, and Dad was stomping his feet just as rapidly. My Dad was bucking and squirming, he wiggled and moaned, but being held so firmly and with the pajama’s pants wrapped around his ankles couldn’t step away from his punisher. So he bounced in place, obscenely thrusting out his hardened cock as Grandma tore his bottom up, but he didn’t seem to notice, a testament to the level of pain he was experiencing right then.

"Do you think you can disrespect your mother?"

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

“And talk back?”

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

"And not be punished?"

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! 

At this point, the angry pink color on my Dad’s ass had turned in a flaming red and his bottom looked like two ripe cherries pressed together. Incredibly, as I had never seen my Dad cry, tears were streaming down his face as grandma spanked his ass just like he was a little kid.

I was stunned to see my father undergoing so submissively at that childish correction. He didn’t even really try to resist his own mother and right then it was crystal clear to me that he must have undergone that kind of correction many times before!

"Moooooommy!" My father finally broke down, "I’ll be good!"

WOWWW, ‘Mommy’! I never heard my father call Granny with such a juvenile word before!

Grandma stopped the onslaught of slaps, let Dad’s wrist go, crossed her arms on her pajama-covered big bosom, and stared at him while he bent with his hands clutching his flaming butt cheeks and moaning.

"Oh, I know you will be good after I tan that naughty bottom of yours with the brush!"

"Nooooo, please, Mama!" My Dad raised his head and looked at her, a grimace of terror painted on his face. "I can’t take it!...my bottom is already soooo sore!" He pleaded while a new stream of tears streamed down his cheeks

"You can, and you will," Grandma told him. "Go fetch it."

Totally subdued to his mother’s authority my half-nude father, hampered by the pajamas wrapped around his ankles, comically swaying his flaming red bottom wobbled over to Grandma’s private bathroom and went inside. When he came back to his Mama with his still hardened cock pointing to the ceiling, he was holding a fearsome-looking, flat-backed wooden bathbrush.

"Please Mommy don’t spank me with the brush," he begged, his broken voice was that of a well-spanked child, not that of the self-confident professional who had raised me with authority and love for 24 years.

"I’m going to spank you till you can’t sit, young man," Grandma warned him while sitting at the end of her bed. "How dare you speak to your mother the way you did and talk back on top of it?”

My Dad stood in front of her and with a shaking hand handed the bathbrush to his powerful and fearsome-looking mother.

Slapping the business end of the brush on her other hand Grandma ordered, “Over you go, NOW!”

Letting out a pitiful moan and with his watering eyes shut Dad bent across Granny’s lap. Grandma pinned his wrist to his back.

SMACKK!

The flat back of the brush exploded across his quivering manly rump.

"Aaaaaaaaah!" Dad kicked his legs and screamed.

Grandma raised the bathbrush again and my poor Dad's ordeal began in earnest.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

My Dad's bottom was no match for the bathbrush, not by a long shot. Every inch of his bum cheeks and upper thighs was already red before his Mom really got started with the brush and now his rear end was literally smoldering.

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

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

"AIEEEEE! OHHHHHHH! Pleeeeease! Mamaaaaaa! It hurts! AIEEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! OHHHHHHHH! No more!"

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

Up one round, plump bottom cheek and down the other, over and over, the bathbrush proved true the old saying ‘spanked until you won’t sit down for a week’. My poor father cried and screamed as his bare behind ignited in various shades of red and hints of purple where cheek met thigh. Those various shades soon blended into one deep shade of crimson.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

"Are you ever going to disrespect me again?" Grandma asked, continuing to whale the daylights out of my desperate Dad.

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO MOMMY! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER DISRESPECT YOU AGAIN! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!”

“Are you going to talk back to me again?”

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO MOMMY! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER TALK BACK! EVER! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I’LL BEE A GOOD  BOY! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE I WILL BE GOOOOOD!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

By now my father couldn’t even make words and he just cried and screamed, tears choking him.

"Alright, I think you’ve been punished enough," Grandma said, and tossing the bathbrush to the side she released her grip from my Dad's wrist. She stood looking at her son’s discolored rear end with a satisfied half smile.

Dad’s bottom cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of the edge of the bathbrush crisscrossing all over it, and on the sit spot that horrid instrument of correction had raised a crop of painful-looking gray blisters. There was no doubt that my poor father would have trouble sitting for some days to come.

In the meantime, Dad was still shaken by hiccup crying, "I…I'm sorry, Mama...Oh, Mama...it hurts...it hurts so bad." He uttered between sobs.

Grandma waited a few minutes before he calmed down, then she made him rise from her lap.

Painfully, Dad got to his feet and rushed both hands to his badly blistered and swollen rear. He kicked his pajama pants out from his ankles and pranced around, his face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with tears and snot oblivious of the show he was offering with his male parts now completely flabby flipping up and down. He rubbed his bum and cried, cried and rubbed, again and again promising Grandma that he was sorry to have disrespected her, that he would be a good boy and would never, ever be bad again.

I stood mesmerized looking at the show my father was putting on, it was like he had been put in a time machine and regressed to the state of a mischievous six-year-old well-spanked kid!

My Grandma let him do his frantic ‘spanked boy dance’ for a couple of minutes then she said “Over the corner with you, young man!”

Completely subdued by his mother's authority he quickly walked over to the corner.

"Twenty minutes, young man," Grandma warned as sternly as she could. "And no rubbing your bad bottom!"

It was time for a strategic retreat to not make me discover and…to take care of something else. I realized that watching my Dad’s ordeal had excited me to the root and I was sporting a huge hard-on that stretched my pants. It was weird how much seeing my Grandmother exercise such complete authority over her son had aroused me!

As silently as I could I went to my room and once inside I lowered my pants and shorts and leaning on the wall I  started to work with one hand on my already rock-hard penis more and more frantically. With eyes shut and reviving in my mind the shaming and painful ordeal I had just witnessed, it took just a few strokes of my hand for my manhood to explode in a violent spurt while my whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.




II

Given all of this is not difficult to understand why I was in such big turmoil the next day when I woke up. Even if I was pretty sure that neither Granny nor Dad was aware of my presence in the home while all that had occurred, I hardly could look into their eyes for fear that my embarrassment would become evident and I would be asked the reason for it. Fortunately, we were only a couple of days away from returning to the city.

Once back home my embarrassed excitement at what I had witnessed did not evanish, on the contrary. Again and again, my mind turned to the show of my Dad thoroughly punished, and that aroused many fantasies in me. Given what happened next, it is clear that those fantasies emerged from my personal experience growing up in a household where spankings were occasionally used to maintain discipline. My Mom, even if sweet and caring, believed that a boy could greatly benefit from bottom tanning now and then, and on such occasions, I found myself on the receiving end of a vigorous pants-down paddling that left me in a flood of tears and very repentant. Of course, those occurrences were dreaded back then, but now they came back weirdly, at the same time scary and shamefully attractive.

I'm still not sure if all of this had something to do with the fact that I accepted at once when Mama asked me if I would like to come to stay with her and Dad, while my wife was still abroad. Right then I told myself that it had to do with having someone who cooked for me and did my laundry, anyway, I told her I would come.

My parents were very happy I was there and everything seemed to go smoothly,  were it not for that fixed thought that plagued me. As you can imagine, being there, in the house where my childish punishments had taken place and living with the same woman who, lovingly but severely, had delivered them, only increased my excitement about it all.

The very first day I was there when I was sure nobody could see me, I went to look in the closet near the sofa. There it was where the paddle that Mom used to spank me with had always been kept. It was still there. It was the size of that kid's game that comes with a ball tied with an elastic cord but it was sturdier, made of solid wood. Anyway, I did my best to forget all about it that evening when we talked till late trying to recover the time.

The next morning was Saturday I didn't have to go to work so I woke up slowly to the smell of coffee and breakfast. I pulled on some shorts and a T-shirt and went into the kitchen.

“Good morning Mom,” I said, “what you got cooking?”

“Good morning, Michael, I have coffee, biscuits, bacon, and eggs for you, so you will have enough energy to be of some help today.”

“Mmmm sounds good to me.”

I was really hungry and the sleep in my old bed had me in shape but as soon as I sat at the kitchen table the memory of the paddle resting in the closet came back to my mind.

“Well, you got quiet all of a sudden, Michael. What is on your mind?” Mama asked looking at me with intent.

“Oh nothing, I am just waking up,” I lied.

“Well, you had better wake up, I would like you to help me to clean the garage. Your Dad always says that he wants to do it, but invariably he is too busy with his job." She put a plate in front of me and my stomach brought me back to reality. “Eat up and get ready, you don't think you don't have to earn it, do you?" She concluded mockingly.

After breakfast, I put on some jeans and made my way out to the garage. Mama was already there sweeping the floor. I was amazed at how in shape she still was. At forty-six she was still a very impressive woman, a bit taller than me she had a very fit, full-figured body, with strong legs, wide hips, and a very maternal, ample bosom. I had always been intrigued by the fact that Father had married a woman taller and sturdier than him, but now all of a sudden I was struck by the physical resemblance between my mother and my grandmother...it was so evident!

We worked for a while moving things around and cleaning things out but I could not get out of my head the thought of the paddle in the closet. It was crazy, it was weird, but memories of past events that involved that and my bare bottom kept coming into my thoughts. Not to mention glimpses of my Dad's ordeal.

I was thinking about it so much that I was not paying attention to what I was doing, and at least knocked an old antique lantern off the shelf and broke the glass.

“Michael, what am I going to do with you,” Mama said smiling.

“I don’t know Mama maybe you should spank me for it.” Oh My God, how that had come out of my mouth?

“Well young man,” she said still smiling, “if you were  ten years younger that is probably what I would do.” Then still mocking she added, “You just need to be more careful from now on or I might just change my mind.”

I turned my head not wanting that she noticed the intense blushing her words had caused me.

The morning went well from then on and once we finished working in the garage we had a quick lunch, just we two as Dad worked even on Saturdays. Once we were back in the living room, I began to walk around the room pretending to be interested in the objects I had seen a thousand times and opening and closing the closet doors until I got to the one that held the paddle. I grabbed it and, pretending to be surprised, I showed it to Mom asking, "Mom, how come you still keep it here?"

My Mother stared at me doubtfully, then she said, “I don’t know. I think that it just stood there since we bought it at that novelty store during the summer holidays when you were, what, six years old? So I left it there… and who knows if it can be useful again?” She ended with a wry smile.

I think that she noticed my jaw drop because her smile turned into a laugh.

“Anyway, how come you ask Michael?”

My stomach was doing flips. “Oh, I was just wondering, you know…small talk.”

I am a terrible liar and with the turmoil of emotions stirring within me I was sure that she had sensed something. Damn, that woman had always been able to read my thoughts, and right then the thought that turned around in my mind, again and again, was me over her maternal ample lap with my bottom bare up in the air!

I said that I needed to go buy the cigarettes and I got out. I walked for a while in the neighborhood but the only thing I could think of was the same weird, shaming, and exciting thought. So soon I was on the way back, and I had taken my decision.

Once I came back to the house I went to take a shower, then wanting to appear as juvenile as possible, I put on just a tee shirt, no underwear, and a pair of pajama bottoms. Then I headed for the living room and started to read one of my old comic magazines seated on the couch. Mama was in the kitchen intent on doing cupcakes,

"Michael, could you come here for a second?" Mama called at one point.

I looked up in the direction of Mama’s voice. With my heart beating fast I looked back at my magazine without saying a word.

"Boy!" Mama called again. Her voice was a little sharper. She knew I  was in the living room reading and I could hear her.

I still didn’t answer her.

"Michael, why don’t you answer me when I call you?" Mama demanded as she walked into the living room.

"I dunno," I said trying to sound like a bored kid, I even threw in a slight shoulder shrug.

"But…what’s happening here? I mean when I call you, you are supposed to answer. For simple good manners!” Then when she saw I didn’t even move my face from my magazine she added in an annoyed tone, “Do you hear me?”

I finally looked up at her and rolling my eyes I said, "Yeah, whatever."

Mama just looked at me with a surprised glance.

"And now…where exactly is this attitude coming from?"

"I dunno. From me." I said as cheekily as possible. "Obviously."

"Young man!" Mama warned as she took a few steps closer to me.

"What?" I answered, dripping with disdain.

Mama stood doubtful for a moment, then, “I can’t believe it. Are you trying to make me mad?”

"Owwww, I’m so scared..." I said under my breath.

"Excuse me? What did you just say?" Mama asked, at that point, she was going from being surprised to being annoyed.

"You heard me," I spat back at her.

“Young man I have raised you and I know everything about your bad attitudes. And what I’m watching now it’s a serious case of a very bad attitude!”

I shrugged. “Oh really? So, what do you intend to do about it?”

She stared at me for a thoughtful while. Then starting to understand the situation, she asked, "Let me guess…do you want me to use the paddle?"

I told you, boys, that woman can read my thoughts!

I blushed.

"I don’t care," I said as nonchalantly as I could.

"You don’t care is not an answer. Yes, you do or no you don’t?" Mama demanded.

"Hmmm…Let me think," I said, pausing for effect, "Yes, I do." I uttered my challenge.

"Oh really?" Mama asked with a grimace. "You want a spanking?"

"That’s what I said. Are you deaf?" I said haughtily. "Apparently I’m not doing a good job, because you aren’t spanking me yet."

“I wonder if you really understand what are you saying,” Mama said gravely.

"Oh came on, it’s not such a big thing," I said looking challengingly up at her.

"No big thing, huh? Is that what you remember, that a spanking is not a big thing?" Mama asked as she started walking towards me.

"For sure not now that I am an adult man," I answered, again trying to sound as bored as possible.

"Ok then," Mama said, "I don't know what happened to you, and why you are doing all this today, but If you want to get a spanking I can accommodate that. Heaven knows I wouldn’t want to deprive you of something you so desperately want."

"Oh, thank you, ma’am.” I had used my best ironic tone. “I appreciate that greatly.”

“And to make it properly what do you think if we do it with you over my lap and with your pajama pants down just as we were used to doing?” This time was the turn of Mama to be ironic.

“Oh yes please, that would be just fine!”

"Of course, whatever you want," Mama said, her voice turned suddenly stern. "Why don’t we get this over with now, shall we? How about if I spank you right here and right now?!"

I looked her directly in the eyes. Suddenly I was not so sure of what I was doing, anyway, I followed on, "That…that would be ok."

With no further ado, she walked to the closet. It was like seeing a movie from my childhood years desinvolving in front of me. Her firm stride, the clicking of the heels on the floor, the purposeful movement with which she opened the closet door, grabbed the paddle with her right hand and tapped it on her other palm as she turned to stare at me with an icy glare.

At that moment my brain rationalized what was really about to happen. And my resolve wavered, but right then Mama said with a demanding voice, "Young man get up from that sofa, NOW!"

While I felt my face going a shade paler and my eyes started to have a scared rabbit look, I swallowed and got up standing attention in front of her.

And that was when despite all my excitement, put in front of the harsh reality I started to get scared, “Mhmm, c'mon Mama dear, it...it was just a joke..." I said almost in a whisper.

"Too bad. You are going to remember that with me your mouth will get you into trouble if you don’t think before you open it. Now, pull down your pajama bottoms. I’m going to count to three. One .... Two ....."

When Mama was starting to say ‘three’ as if in a trance, I inserted my thumbs in the waistband of my pajama bottoms and pulled them down. To my utter shame, my hardened penis went out bouncing up and down and finally pointing to the ceiling.

Mama acted as if she hadn't even noticed it and sat herself down on the sofa. Then, would you believe it, she gave me even a brief telling-off regarding the respect I must always have for my parents and my attitude. I understood little of what she said, mostly because all I could think of was oh 'Oh my god, I’m going to get spanked for real!' As always had happened that pushed all other thoughts out of my mind and I started to tremble. I felt one of the most intense combinations of emotions to experience. The traditional butterflies in the stomach, but also the almost tunnel-like vision, where the head swims and the brain pushes out all thoughts and sights other than the knowledge of what was about to happen to my poor tender buttocks that clenched in fear.

Mama then told me to stand next to her, I moved a bit and faced her sideways, as I was used to in anticipation of going over her lap. When she told me to get over her lap I meekly lowered myself over her waiting thighs. The height of the sofa together with the ample lap of Mom and me being not so tall made that my feet barely touched the floor. All in all, I felt like nothing else than a little boy about to be corrected by his stern Mom, but as my shivers increased I also felt my penis rubbing against her soft but strong thighs, and that was weird but exciting.

"I'm going to give you a spanking to remember, young man!"

With these threatening words, Mama slid my t-shirt further up my back and I was more and more conscious of my bare bottom, and of my hardened cock pressing against her lap. I could almost feel Mama’s eyes staring at my white defenseless buttocks. As I waited the air felt cool on my bare skin and my bottom quivered slightly in fearful anticipation.

Mama tapped the paddle firmly on my fleshy bum cheeks a couple of times. Hard enough to make them wobble a little, and hard enough for me to feel its sting, but I already knew that that was nothing compared to what will come soon. Then I heard a loud SMACKKK which was followed by a searing burn when the wood struck my bare flesh for the first time.

I closed my eyes tightly, wincing with the pain, and let out a soft moan. WOW, I had forgotten how much Mama could do a spanking sting!

I did my best to not cry out. I just had to take it like the man I was.

SMACKK!!!...came the second lick. A louder moan escaped through my teeth.

SMACKK!!!...and then the third. I kicked my legs in the air.

SMACKK!!!...came the fourth lick. My breathing was heavy at this point and I felt my eyes watering.

SMACKK!!!...came the fifth.

"OHWWWW! MOOM, please stop!"  I finally cried out after withstanding the pain for as long as I could. My bottom was on fire, and each time the paddle struck my poor flesh, it was as if she were simply fanning the flames.

Mama stopped.

"So, young man, still want to get a spanking?" She asked.

"Noooo...No, Mom…I mean, it’s enough, it hurts too much," I cried out

"Ok then," Mama said.

She raised her arm and again she brought the wood down hard on my defenseless bottom.

SMACKK!!!

"ARGHHHH! Mom...why?" I desperately asked turning my head to look at her with my teary eyes.

She paused.

"Why? That was because you asked for it. This is because I see that you need it. Don’t you Michael?” She scolded.

"Ohhh. Ahhh, I guesssss, but…I am sorry Mama…I forgot that it hurts sooo muchhh!" I cried out defeated while tears were now flowing freely down my face.

“Too bad young man.” Was all she said before starting to smack my rear with the wood again.

SMACKK!!!...ARGHHHH!

SMACKK!!!...I was blubbering by now.

SMACKK!!!...“BWUAAAAAA”

SMACKK!!!...“ARGHHH!!! PLEASE, MOMMY!”

SMACKK!!!...”PLEASE!!!”

SMACKK!!!...”I’M SORRY MOMMY! I REALLY AM!”

At this point, I was desperate for the paddling to end and I would have said anything to make her stop to blister my poor bottom.

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

I couldn’t find the strength to even beg for my punishment to stop. I just gave in to the pain and sobbed miserably as the paddle kept striking my now smoldering rear end.

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

I was so wrapped up in the pain that I barely noticed that Mama had stopped paddling me until she finally set down that instrument of torture on the sofa next to my face.          

She started to gently rub my back.

“Shhhh. Shhhh. It’s over now sweetie,” she said softly.

Eventually, I stopped crying so hard.

“May I rise?” I managed to ask with a broken voice.

“Of course Michael. Get up, boy.”

She helped me to the upright position where I stood sniffling on uncertain legs. The burning sensation that I was feeling in my bum was just unbearable. My face was flooded with tears and snot and my throat was hoarse from wailing. I gently rubbed my rear end with my hands. My bum cheeks felt swollen and extremely hot to the touch. Right then I was just a sorry, well-punished little boy.

Finally, after the last warning that if I had any more antics she wouldn't hesitate to repeat the same, Mama said that I better go to compose myself. I raised my pajama pants over my smoldered rear and still sniffling I headed to the bathroom. Even walking was painful as my blistered bum cheeks rubbed against each other. Once there I took my time on the sink to clean my face of the tears stain and snot. Then cautiously I lowered my pajama pants and turned my back to the mirror to inspect the result of the session over Mama's lap. From the top of my bum cheeks to where my buttocks meet thighs it was scarlet red with nasty darker marks of the paddle's edge.

Turning back sobs I caressed my inflamed rear end with one hand while the other started to work on my still rock-hard penis more and more frantically. With eyes shut and reviving in my mind the shaming and painful ordeal I had just been submitted to, it took just a few strokes of my hand for my cock to explode in a violent spurt that soiled the mirror in front of me, while my whole body was shaken in the most powerful orgasm to the date.




III

After these events, I could no longer ignore the clear evidence that although it was shameful and, oh God, so very painful, taking spankings excited me beyond words.

I stayed with my parents for a few more days without anything else remarkable happening, then I returned to my home to welcome my bride back from her trip. All that time I tried to accept the fact I had just discovered and to imagine how all this could affect my married life. It was evident that what had happened with my Mama was an extraordinary event that would not, could not be repeated. I had to look for a solution, and I had to look for it quickly.

The obvious thing to do was to talk to my wife and confess to her my innermost desires, but, damn it, it was one thing to think about it, and another to do it. Who was to tell me that she would not be scandalized, that she would not consider all this perverse and disgusting...that she would not even ask for a divorce and leave me in despair?

A few days passed while I was in this anguish till one evening when coming back from work I found my wife seated in the living room waiting for my return.

"Michael," she started to say in a stern tone that I had never heard her use, "I had a long talk with your Mom today."

At these words, I paled a bit, out of fear that their conversation had been about the event that had happened between my mother and me just a few days before. I started to say something, but as soon as I opened my mouth my wife sternly shut me up.

"I always considered your mother a capable woman, but today I realized that she is also a wise woman, and she knows you very well." While she talked she was staring right into my eyes as if she was reading my emotions. "Really, our discussion was enlightening. I had always thought that all men are just little boys inside after all, but she made me understand that many of them for all their lives want and need, much less deserve, the guidance and discipline of a strong and determined woman. If that fails they feel lost and also think they can do whatever their silly boyish instincts make them do. All it takes to make them feel reassured and act like civilized members of society is firmness and determination. Considering your attitude and behaviors Michael, your dear Mama made me realize, that you are such a kind of man."

At these words, my jaw dropped and my cheeks blushed furiously.

"Yes, young man," WOW, young man, she was starting to talk to me like Mama when she was on her stern side. "From now on any of your misbehavior, disobedience, lies, bad attitude, and even sloppiness will be severely addressed by me, your wife! And don't even try to beg off, reason, cajole, lie, or use every little-boy trick to get away with things. It has to be completely clear to you that misbehavior gets punished, period. And when I think you need discipline, it will happen, right there and then."

And she underlined her last words grabbing a broad wooden hairbrush that had stood at her side and slapping its flat back over her other palm.

"I see that you already know what I have this for," she then added noticing that I had winced at that sight. "Yes, your Mama told me all about her paddle, she even offered to give it to me but I thought it better remain in your family's closet, just in case you misbehaved while over there visiting."

At this point, my face was almost as red as my bottom after one of the sessions over my Mama's lap.

"And anyway I prefer to use this little tool. You know, this is what my Mom used to keep me and my brothers in line, and I know how effective it is. Soon you will know it as well. Come with me mister, we had something to put clear about your careless and daydreaming in recent days. I haven't married a daydreamer and I always want you to be attentive and industrious. And right now I'm gonna make sure you will match this."

With that, she rose from the sofa, grabbed me by my wrist, and brought me to our bedroom. When she left the room about ten minutes later, I was lying on my tummy on our bed, with trousers and pants down, bawling like a toddler and frantically rubbing a bottom far too sore to even think to sit on it.

All that happened many years ago, but since that day I never stopped being very much in love with my wife and a very well-disciplined husband.


A Window with a View




I

That Saturday afternoon I was in my room bored to death. All my friends had gone to a nearby lake to have fun and I had to stay home. Just because I passed a red light mom had taken her car keys from me. That just sucked. I mean, ok, the car was hers but, as she always said we are a family, so the car was mine too, wasn't it? And anyway I was nineteen years old and she didn't have the right to punish me at all.

Right then, all alone in my room, I felt like when I was a little boy and she grounded me in my room for punishment. I was sitting there staring out the window thinking if to take a walk outside, 'cause it was one of the first nice days of spring. From there, I had a clear view inside my next-door neighbor's house. Well, not into the whole house, but right into one of the bedrooms.

I was used to peeking into that room because till a few months ago it had been the room of a very pretty girl. She had always been friendly with me even if she was ten years older. She had a stunning figure with thick brown hair, intense green eyes, small but firm protruding breasts, generous hips, slender legs, and a very nicely rounded butt that when she walked swayed here and there with a movement that always caused me a bulge in the front of my pants. Well, she and her family had gone now and in that house had moved in a family consisting of a mother and two teenage sons. Okay, the woman's children were three, but only two actually lived with her since the third was away studying in college.

His name was Adrian, and I had to know him a few days before when he came to spend his spring holidays back home with his Mama and two brothers. He was a nice guy, friendly and sociable, With a tuft of blond hair falling over his forehead. He was not tall and even if he looked strong and somewhat muscular he was slim and his face was almost hairless, in the complex he gave off a boyish look. In short, he was the larger copy of his younger brothers whom I had already met.

The strange thing was that those three cute and nice boys had such a terrible mother. Boys, that woman scared me. Probably in her late forties, she was taller than all of her sons, and me by the way. She had honey-blonde hair that she carefully pulled back and encased in a tight chignon, sported very strong arms, an imposing bosom, wide hips, and a bum that swept out with full curves. What really intimidated me about her was her stern expression and the way she stared when she looked at people with her icy gray eyes. And, believe it or not, I did know that she spanked her sons, having overheard from my open window a conversation between her and my mom in the garden. Even if I didn't know them well I felt sorry for those boys to be under the supervision of such an intimidating woman.

Well, there I was, pouting out the window that Saturday afternoon and I saw a sight in the neighbor's room that I will never forget. As I was sitting there I saw Adrian's mom kinda drag him into her bedroom, and suddenly there was no doubt that Adrian was in some kind of trouble. Adrian's window was open, just like mine, and I could hear his mom yelling at him. I couldn't make out the words exactly, but I sure could tell she was mad. Adrian looked like he was on the verge of crying, and kept shaking his head, then nodding his head, and I knew he was trying hard to get out of trouble.

I felt bad for Adrian, and a little mad at his mom, I knew that he was a college boy, and, well, his mom sure didn't have the right to treat an adult son like that!

Suddenly I remembered that old chat between her and my Mom when she said that she spanked her sons when they misbehaved. I started wondering if Adrian was gonna get a spanking, but I pretty much knew it was impossible. As I said...he was an adult, a college boy back at home for the spring holidays, it would be just impossible even to think that his Mom could spank him.

But instead, that monster of Adrian's Mom was yelling at him while sitting on a wooden chair. My eyes almost popped out of my head when she grabbed Adrian, pulled him right up in front of her, and started to unfasten the belt of his pants! In an instant, she had pulled down Adrian's pants and I was looking at that fit, slender boy just in his underpants.

Adrian was trying his best to keep her hands out of his underwear, but he wasn't doing a really good job. He was wearing white shorts fitted to his swelling, muscular buttocks, and I remember being surprised at how adjusted they were. I thought that if Adrian got a spanking, even if it seemed incredible to me, it would sting like the devil with just those thin underpants on. One thing happened next that I couldn't believe. Adrian's mom reached out again and she pulled his shorts all the way down to where his pants were!

I know I should have looked away, but I couldn't. I was stuck in that window by something, and I couldn't look away for even a second. Adrian didn't know it, but he was showing me everything, and I mean everything! Since his mom was sitting in front of me having Adrian in front of her I could see his lily-white bare bum, and when in the frenzy of the discussion he turned to step away from his mother I could see his bare front. And you know what? The boy sported a huge hard-on!

I didn't want to look, really I didn't, 'cause Adrian was a nice guy and it was not right what was happening to him, but I just couldn't help staring at his muscular, round, swelling bum and at his hardened and comically wobbling dick.

Adrian was yelling, "NO!" when his mom pulled down his underwear, and it was clear that he was embarrassed. He was trying hard to keep himself covered up with his hands, but it wasn't working at all! Sometimes he put his hands protectively over his bottom, and sometimes he put them over his genitals, and sometimes he covered his face in shame. I know he had a lot to be embarrassed about since I could see his white bum and his rock-hard penis....and I was clear over in my house! If I could see so much, I know that his mom was seeing the private parts of the poor boy even better 'cause she was standing right in front of him!

My stomach was all in knots, and I started to feel my own manhood hardening in my pants. Nonetheless, I felt bad for the boy. I couldn't believe that his mom would pull down his underwear like that! I felt terrible for Adrian having her mom see his bottom and everything else all bare, but at that moment it never occurred to me to think of how bad he would feel if he knew that I was seeing him bare too! I mostly should have been feeling bad for him being all bare where I could see him, 'cause I bet that being all bare in front of your mother and of the boy next door must just be awful!

The next thing that happened was horrible. Adrian's mom pulled him around so that he was kinda over at her side, and right then Adrian looked out the window and saw me. I knew he saw me, cause our eyes kinda locked on each other for a second, and the look on his face was awful for me. Right away he looked down at his feet, sorta as if he couldn't see me then I couldn't see him, and he tried to cover up the front of himself and his hardened cock pointing to the ceiling. I should have gone away then, but still, I couldn't.

Before Adrian could tell his mom that I was watching or anything, his mom grabbed his hands and pulled him way up over her lap.

Because Adrian isn't real big, and his mom is such a big imposing lady, when she pulled him across her knees Adrian was completely off the ground and his feet were just sorta floating in the air. Since her mom had her front to me, I could see Adrian's feet and his legs on one side, his head and shoulders on the other, and his white upturned bottom right over the maternal lap, being the highest part of him, and in the perfect position for what was about to happen to him.

As soon as she got Adrian settled there that woman raised her powerful arm in the air and then brought her meaty palm down hard.

SLAPPP!

In an instant, her mom was spanking Adrian's bottom hard with her broad hard hand, and poor Adrian was hollering and crying just as soon.

I never knew a spanking could go on so long! I got spankings too, sometimes when I was very little, but they were quick, with me standing, and my mom never pulled down my pants. I was amazed as Adrian got his spanking, cause his mom just spanked and spanked and spanked, and she was smashing her big hand hard on poor Adrian's chubby bare buttocks, flattening them in turn. I knew it hurt since I could hear him squealing, bawling, and pitifully pleading with his ‘Mommy’ to 'stop, oh please stop’ and ‘it hurts sooo bad', assuring her that he was going to obey her, always. I watched him squirming around like he was being stung by a bunch of bees. His legs were going up and down like he was trying to swim away, and his head was flying around, just swishing his hair.

Finally, Adrian's mom's arm quit flying up and down, but Adrian just kept on wriggling around. He just stayed on his mom's lap for a little bit, and I could hear that he was still crying pretty hard, but at least he wasn't shrieking anymore, that sound really made me feel bad.

And then his mom helped Adrian stand back up. Right away he grabbed his bum and started hopping around, and I got to see a well-spanked bottom for the first time. Since it was early spring, Adrian didn't have any tan yet, and the white on his bare legs made the solid dull red color of his well-spanked bum look so scary. I never saw buttocks that red before and swollen too, and Adrian was leaning back and forth as he tried to rub the sting out of them. I told you that Adrian has a cute, muscular, and round rear, and I couldn't believe how painfully scarlet his Mother had turned it, and the top of his slender thighs too. I didn't know what Adrian did to get spanked, but I was sure he would never do it again!

Adrian hopped around all bare for a bit, letting his still-hardened cock go up and down and I think he had forgotten that he still didn't even have his underpants on. He wasn't trying to cover himself up at all as he did before the spanking, he just hopped around, crying and showing his spanked bum and his rock-hard penis pointing to the ceiling like it didn't matter at all to have his mom seeing him all bare! While he danced around I should not have watched, but I did and I got to see his manhood and his bottom a bunch more times. Finally, he must have remembered that he didn't have his underwear on, then he leaned over and pulled his underpants back up where they belonged and kicked the pants away. As soon as he got his panties up, his mom left the room and Adrian lay down on his bed and put his face on the pillow still crying. He then reached back and took down his shorts again and went on rubbing his bare, swollen, scarlet red, sore-looking rear for all it was worth.

As things settled down, I started thinking about what I saw, what happened to my neighbor, and how bad it was for me to watch, but also how so very exciting had been the full show as the state of my penis certified. I never had a hard-on so big! So I lay down on my bed to take care of it, and with a few strokes of my hand, I came in a paper tissue.

Once resolved my state of arousal I peeped out the window again. Adrian's curtains were closed. The more I thought about what I saw, the more scared I got.

What if Adrian is mad at me now?

What if Adrian tells my mother...or the whole neighborhood, I was spying?

And worst of all...what if Adrian tells his monstrous mother what I was doing?

Just the thought of what that formidable woman could do to a bottom made my hands go to clutch my rear in an unconscious act of protection, and strangely I felt my penis harden again.

All these horrible questions came into my mind as I stayed in my room long after Mom called me for dinner.




II

For the next few days, I did everything to avoid encountering Adrian. I just could not look at him, I was so ashamed of what I had done. He was a nice, direct guy and I had spied on him on what had to be one of the worst days of his life. I had seen his shame while he, all bare front and back, had reverted to the state of a young-age brat, and the worst part was that I was sure he knew I did. I knew that he just had to hate me now, and I felt that I had to be ashamed of myself.

After a week I happened to be outside and so was Adrian in the company of his mother, our meeting couldn't be avoided. I held my breath, blushed, and squirmed, but Adrian acted as if nothing had ever happened. He wasn't quite as friendly as he had been before, but he was nice. His mom terrified me, though. I had always thought that she was an intimidating lady, but after seeing her pull down Adrian's underpants and turn his bottom into a beet-red swollen balloon with just her hand, I was scared to death of her.

'No way I ever want to go over her lap as Adrian did,' I said right then to myself, 'cause if she can pull down a twenty-something boy's underwear and spank him, then she would have no trouble pulling down a nineteen-year-old boy's underpants and spank me!' I looked at how big her arm was, and how strong she looked. Any woman who was mean enough to pull down a college boy's underpants and spank him until his complete rear end was as red as an apple and as swollen as an overripe tomato was too tough and mean for me to mess with!

Then I blushed to realize that thought was weird. Why on earth that woman would have to spank me?

However, as the days passed by my mind went back more and more to the event that had happened on that fateful afternoon. I felt guilty about how I had behaved toward Adrian, even more so since he didn't tattle on me. Whenever I met him, or if I peeked through my window, I would stare at his bum and remember what it looked like under his mother's spanks barrage. Not only did the memory of Adrian's spanking stand in my mind, but strangely I even dreamed of being over the sturdy meaty legs of that intimidating woman myself. What it would be like to be spanked as Adrian has been? And, as silly as it sounds, did I want to be spanked by his mother? After I had seen what that woman could do with just her hand?

I spent more than one night, awake in my bedroom, daydreaming of myself being just a little kid being left in charge of an aunty, who always had the features of Adrian's mother. And regularly I misbehaved, once drawing on the living room wall, another time breaking a lamp while I was playing football at home, and so on. A spanked bottom was the standard response to my misbehaviors. 'Aunty' would bring me to her room, sit down on her bed, roll up the sleeve on her powerful arm, yank down my shorts and undies, put me across her knee, and spank my little, tender bottom until I was in a flood of tears and I couldn't sit down.

In my dream, I could almost feel the power of her arm and the hardness of her hand against my defenseless, bare buttocks. The sting of her meaty hand would feel quite incredible, and the sound of my bare bottom being soundly slapped would mix with my wails of anguish and my pitiful pleading to 'please, oh please, stop it. It hurts sooo bad!"

Every time those daydreams caused me an almost painful hard-on, to which I had to masturbate again and again.

That situation only got worse and it became a real obsession until I realized that things couldn't go on like that, I had to do something to fix my conscience and ... my hormones.

It was a late afternoon when I finally found enough courage to ring the bell of my neighbors. As soon as I did it I regretted it. Running back to my front door seemed like an excellent idea, but before I had time to act, the door opened, and Adrian said, "Hi."

I stumbled with a reply. A curious look crossed the boy's face while she waited for me to say something.

Finally, blushing lightly and almost in a whisper, I said, "I've got something to confess to you and, mhmm, to your Mother."

With a puzzled look on his face, Adrian made me sit in the living room and went to call his mother.

It was now late spring, and the lady was dressed in a sleeveless black dress that reached her knees and highlighted her broad shoulders, generous bosom, and big arms. When she sat down in front of me her dress came up showing off her strong, sturdy thighs. I bowed my head to avoid eye contact and, blushing, I started to relate my inexcusable conduct.

“I never thought I'd have the courage to confess this to you, Adrian, and you, of course, ma'am," I said when I finished talking.

My eyes went from Adrian to his mother, both seated in front of me on the sofa. I hadn't entered in details, of course, but the evident blush on Adrian's cheeks and the angry look of his mother told me I didn't need to.

It was Adrian's mother who broke the embarrassed silence, “I’m glad that you are so honest with us about your, disgusting behavior," she said with a calm icy voice. "Nevertheless, and indeed for that very reason, peeping through the window of your neighbor's room and being excited by what you saw is not something acceptable, young man.”

“I...it...it didn't excite me.” was all I could utter with a shaking voice.

How could she know what I did? Of course, I haven't mentioned that part of the story!

She shook her head in denial and tapping a finger on the tea table between us started a meaningful scolding about the importance of respect for others, especially your neighbors. And about the disgusting habits of male teenagers of playing with themselves. As she ended the telling off I felt as if some layer of my skin had been taken off by her tongue lashing, and I feared that the worst was still to come.

"I suspect, young man, that your own mother never gave you the spanking you so richly deserved, am I right?"

“Well, ma'am…I don't think so. I mean, she sometimes smacked the rear of my shorts, when I was a little kid, but no more than that,” I admitted.

“Oh but WE know that that is very far from what a real spanking is, don't we?"

“I guess so ma’am, but please...you don’t have to…”

“I very much have to, young man. Get up!” She said eventually, rising from her seat. “Once I'm done with you, you won't be sitting anywhere for a while."

"What do you mean?" I cried as she grabbed my arm and squeezed it completely in his mighty hand.

She got me up from the armchair and pulled me right through the living room. I knew exactly what she meant, she was gonna spank me as she had spanked poor Adrian!

"I'm going to teach you that you can't get away with a stunt like this," she said. "And I don't care how old you are and if your mother never gave you the spanking you so richly deserved!"                                               

I have never been so scared in my life as she pulled me right in front of the big oak table. I tried weakly to squirm away, but she had too good a hold on me, and anyway, I was almost completely subdued by her strong intimidating personality.

She took a chair from under the table, put it in the middle of the room, and raised her dress to her groin showing a pair of sturdy, meaty legs encased in tan pantyhose. Then she sat down on the chair and was then that the reality of what was about to happen hit me. I'm ashamed to admit that I was on the verge of tears already and started promising to be good, telling her and Adrian that it only happened once, that it was an accident, that I was not used to peeping into Adrian's bedroom, and how sorry I was. She didn't listen at all.

I was horrified as she reached for my belt and started to pull down my zipper. I was trying to beg my way out of this and was slapping at her hands, but she kept right on trying to get my pants all undone. It was horrible to have that woman's fingers fumbling around down there and reaching inside the waist of my pants to get them open. Even though I fought as hard as I could, Adrian's mom finally got everything undone, and calmly pulled my pants all the way down to my feet. I was horrified as I stood in front of her in just my underpants, begging her not to spank me.

"It isn't so funny to be the one getting spanked as it is to be the one staring from the window, is it, pal?" I heard Adrian say.

He had risen from the sofa and stood a few feet from me watching closely the show developing in front of him.

"I bet you had a lot of fun watching me get my spanking, but now that it's your turn you're standing here begging not to be spanked."

"I never liked to see you getting spanked, Adrian, I didn't, honest! Please don't let her spank me, please Adrian, I didn't like it, I was sorry for you!" I bawled. I couldn't tell that I had spent days masturbating just thinking of him getting spanked.

"Don't make it worse by lying, young man, I've had enough of you today," Adrian's mom said.

"It's true Adrian. And I only saw it once...please I'm telling you the truth! I didn't like it, and I thought that your mom was so mean, and she never should have done that," I said with my torso turned in his direction showing him my repentant face and my teary eyes.

"My mom was not being mean, she was just doing what had to be done. I had acted like a silly boy that day, and I needed somebody to take down my underpants, turn me over their knee, and give my bare bottom a good spanking, just like you need somebody to give you a good spanking today!"

Then I turned again to face Adrian's mother and I said one of the most stupid things that I have ever said in my life.

"Please, please don't spank me on my underpants!"

She smiled at me, she really smiled, "Oh, no, young man, don't you worry about that. I have no intention of spanking you on your underpants."

Just as I realized what she meant, the imposing lady started to pull them down. I was too surprised to even try to wrestle with her, and in an instant, she had her big hands right down inside my underpants and was pulling them down! I couldn't believe it, I was, right in front of the woman I feared the most, without my underpants on...and I was sporting the hugest hard-on I had ever had till that day! I was soooo embarrassed and tried to put my hand in front of me to cover up my shame.

I turned again and looked at Adrian in search of solace only to see in his eyes that there would be none. Then I turned to the big lady in front of me and with a voice turned almost childlike I begged, "Please, ma'am, pleaseeee, I'm too big to get a spanking, and sure I'm too old for you to see me bare! Please let me go, I promise I'll be good, please?"

"I'm already seeing you bare, you bad boy, and believe me you are showing me nothing so impressive that I didn't see before!" That terrible woman said grabbing my wrists in her huge hands and starting to drag me over her pantyhosed thighs.

“I bet it was more fun to be peeping in the window and seeing me getting my panties pulled down than it is to be you right now, isn't it?" I heard Adrian's voice say. "It was pretty funny to see my bare bottom and my dick, but it's not too funny to have me seeing your penis and your bottom right now, is it? Well even though nobody is peeping in that window to watch today, you're gonna know what it feels like to get spanked, and not a wimpy little spanking with your pants on like you said your mom had given you. It's gonna be a real spanking like the ones I'm used to getting by my mom and that left me unable to sit down after!"

Adrian's mother then pulled me over to her side, and then across her knees. I was horrified 'cause she was sliding her hand around on my bottom and my legs and everywhere as she tried to get me in the right place on her lap. It tickled a little as she tried to pull me all the way up on her lap, and my penis rubbed across her stockinged legs below her raised dress. Her legs were so soft and smooth, and I just had to squirm around as I lay there all bare and with my hardened penis squished into her legs. It was such a shaming and exciting sensation at the same time. Shame to be treated like a brat. Shame that Adrian and his mom were looking right at my unprotected vulnerable bottom. Shame that surely that woman was feeling my rock-hard manhood rubbing on her thighs, showing how much all that, and the fear of how bad the spanking would sting, excited me the most.

SPANCKK!

Adrian's mom wasted no time in starting the spanking, and the burning sting of her hardened palm on my bare rear was even worse than I had imagined!

I hollered and screamed and squirmed as hard as I could, but Adrian's mom just kept spanking me. It was awful and went on and on and on, and I thought my bottom was gonna burst! This was worse than anything I had experienced so far.

That huge woman was easily holding me on her lap as if I really was her naughty kid, and spanking me so hard that even though I tried to kick and squirm off, I couldn't do anything but lie there and cry. When I put my hand back to cover my bottom, she grabbed my hand and gave me three or four hard spanks right on the palm before she pulled my hand up on my back and started spanking my bum harder than before!

From the very first spank I was hollering and begging her to stop, but she didn't listen to me at all and just kept right on smacking my burning rear with her meaty, heavy hand. Pretty soon I couldn't even try to ask her to stop, I was just crying too hard.

Long after I knew that I couldn't take any more spanks, she finally stopped spanking me. I was crying so hard, hiccuping, and was so worn out from the horrible experience that I just went kinda limp, and just laid across her lap, bawling and rubbing my sore rear.

I feel pretty dumb now, knowing that my underpants were still down as I lay there crying, but at that time I just didn't care about anything else but crying. She held me steady with her hand on my back and let me cry. I must have looked so stupid laying there showing the two of them my red bottom, but she didn't push me off her knees or anything for a long time.

Finally, she patted me gently on my hot rear with her hand and told me that it was all over and I could get up. She held my arm and my waist as I tried to get up, and helped me get back on my feet again. I didn't care anymore that I didn't have my underpants on, I just had to try to rub the burn out of my rear.

Now I knew why Adrian did so much hopping around after he got his spanking....you can't do anything else! I didn't think of it then, but I must have looked like an idiot as I danced around holding my scorched bum right in front of them and with my still-hardened penis on display and wiggling around too!

While I was doing my performance of the 'well-spanked boy dance' I heard Adrian's mother say, "I don't regret having done that, and if you ever put a stunt like that again, I'll have to spank you again, just like this one, only longer and harder. I hope you have learned to never do something so shaming again. I know Adrian never did the same thing again after I gave him a spanking, and I hope you learned the same lessons he did."

As she talked, I was crying and rubbing my bottom, and I turned from her to Adrian, telling them how sorry I was that I was bad and everything, and I can't believe it now. I feel so dumb and so stupid as I remember standing there talking to them as if it was the most natural thing in the world standing in front of a mature woman with my underpants down, my hard-on sticking right out and my bare, throbbing, engine-red backside on show. Then I saw that woman who had almost skinned my poor rear with just her hand opening her arms as an invitation for me to go and hug her. And I went and gave her a big hug, and promised to never, ever be bad again. She gave me a good hug back, reached down, and pulled my underpants back up over my poor smoldering buttocks, causing more wincing and another stream of tears, and told me to go and apologize to Adrian as well.

With my face scarlet, my cheeks wet with tears, and still sniffling, I approached Adrian and stammered an apology.

"Well, I think you have been punished enough, pal. I forgive you," said Adrian putting his hand on my shoulder.

Then I turned to my punisher, strangely she didn't look scary to me anymore, on the contrary, I felt a kind of fondness for that lady who for the first time in my life had corrected my antics so thoroughly.

"Beware, boy. Adrian will soon come back to college, but I stay right here, near to you. If I come to know any more stunts by you, you will have a repeat of what you just had, I made myself clear?"

I nodded my understanding and, as weird as it can sound, I felt reassured by her statement.
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