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The Panty Thief

Jana was 45 years old but looked 10 years younger. With flowing blond hair and a sculptured body from hours spent in the gym, Jana was still considered to be very hot.

As soon as his dad presented her to Mike a couple of years before, he developed a crush on her. At eighteen Mike was an introverted young man in his last year of high school. Even though he was tall and fit and many girls found him handsome, due to his shyness he hardly found the courage to approach them. He lived mostly in a world of daydreams, indulging often and willingly in the activity of giving pleasure to himself by imagining having sex more than with one of the girls that he happened to have around with one of his friend’s mothers, obviously the younger, more attractive ones. Given this, it is not strange that as soon as Jana entered his life she assumed the starring role in those daydreams, and even more when they started to live in close contact under the same roof having she married Mike's dad.

That day Jana had been out doing some errands. When she opened the door to the house, Mike was nowhere to be seen. She headed for her bedroom to change and there she found Mike, just closing her desk drawer, with one of her panties in his hand.

"JUST WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING, YOUNG MAN?" Asked the stunning blond outraged by what she had just discovered.

Caught red-handed Mike stood speechless with the incriminating garment in his right hand.

"Come on, tell me, what are you doing in my and your father's bedroom, with your hands in my underwear drawer?"

With his cheeks flaming red, Mike could simply not look at his pretty stepmom's face. His eyes were everywhere but up, the blue carpet at his feet, his white socks, his stepmom's black pumps…he just could not bear to see his stepmom's disappointed eyes.

Jana leaned forward, held him by one elbow, firmly lifted his chin, and glared into his eyes. Mike could see the muscles in her jaw clench and release, there was no doubt that she was very upset. But the anger he saw in her face was overlaid with a complex of other powerful emotions. There was embarrassment, of course, and sadness mixed with disappointment. Yet somehow, he also saw a love's spark shining in her blue eyes.

"What did you think to do with those panties, young man?" She asked lowering her tone of voice.

Unable to stand the pretty lady's glare anymore Mike uttered in a whisper, "I...I don't know Jana...," and with that, he lowered his head again and fell silent.

What could he say? That he loved her? That he would rather cut off his tongue than admit that his intention was to go in his room and masturbate in those panties that bore his stepmom's sweet perfume? That he was sorry, oh so sorry for what he had done? He had no adequate words to answer her unanswerable question. So he stood mute, trying to look anywhere but into those twin oceans of disappointment.

"Look at me when I talk to you, young man!"

It took all the courage he had to face her scrutiny. When his eyes finally met hers, he saw that her face had hardened with resolve, and he thought, he almost hoped, that she had decided that some kind of punishment would be needed and imposed soon.

"I'm sorry...mom," he finally uttered.

'Mom', A touch of amazement broke through Jana's disappointed gaze. Pleasant amazement. It was the first time that her stepson called her that way. Until then she has been Jana or Jan, but now that he had been caught red-handed in such a shaming situation suddenly she has become 'mom'. Very well, she said to herself, let's see how he likes me as a mom.

"You're not as sorry as you are going to be, young man." She said with a voice that from angry and disappointed had become firm and stern.

Jana went to her vanity and grabbed a hairbrush from it. It was a broad flat-backed, wooden item and she patted her other palm with that.

"Things are going to change around here starting now," she said sitting down on the bed.

"Come over here, young man!" She ordered pointing to a spot in front of her with her perfectly manicured finger.

Confused, Mike stood rooted where he was, still with Jana's panties in his hand.

"Michael Raimond Chandler, came over here now if you know what is good for you!"

As in a trance, Mike finally obeyed his stepmother who had suddenly become so severe and dominant.

"I'm sick and tired of your silliness and attitude, Mike. You are going to be severely punished for what you had just done, and you better comply with my orders if you don't want to worsen your situation, young man!" With that, she started to loosen his belt.

"Please don't, mom."

Wow, 'mom' again.

"Don’t tell me no, boy, you know very well that what you have just done can't go unpunished!" She said tugging Mike's pants and shorts to his knees. "And what I intend to do is what a mom that cares for his boy has to do in this situation." And with that she pulled him across her lap.

Mike found himself turned upside down over his stepmom's lap. His half-hardened cock smashed against her sturdy thighs, barely covered by her short silky dress. His bare bottom up in the air. He had never felt so vulnerable in his all life.

For a few moments, Jana admired the twin pale mounds presented in front of her. Mike's bottom was muscular but supple looking, it seemed to her that those two candid meaty hillocks almost asked to be spanked, soundly spanked.

Raising the hairbrush, she brought it crisply across Mike's left buttock just above the thigh.

SMACK!

"OWWWW!!!"

Jana smacked Mike's bare bottom with vigor. Each smack brought more pink color to his rounded cheeks. After about six smacks she paused to remind him that sneaking into her room was not acceptable, rummaging in her underwear even less, and that he certainly wasn't too old to benefit from a good sound spanking if he kept behaving in that disgraceful manner!

Mike just murmured, "I know...mommy."

Heartened by the reaction of her stepson Jana started to deliver flurry after flurry of hairbrush spanks.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

The hairbrush was being bounced off Kevin's buns full force and he began to let out a little moan after each smack. She held him pinned down with her 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 stinging work.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!               

Despite the growing burning pain in his meaty hillocks Mike tried not to cry, attempting to take his spanking with all the dignity possible for a grown-up boy in that situation, but as the hairbrush kept smacking and smacking his bottom he couldn't help it anymore. 

SMACK! "OWWW!" SMACK! "OWWW!" SMACK! "WHAAA!" SMACK “PLEASE MOMMY, AHARGHHH, NO MOREEE!” SMACKKK! “WHAAAAAAAA!”

"Do I” SMACK! “make” SMACK! “myself” SMACK “clear?” SMACK!

"YES MOMMY, YES," the boy stammered out between sobs and howls.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

The room was a constant pattern of noise, shifting between the sound of wood striking flesh and the young boy's blubbering sobs and howls of pain.

After what seemed like an eternity to poor Mike, the spanking ended. Jana had not missed one spot of her stepson's bottom, which now glowed as red as a summer sunset from hip to hip and top to bottom.

"If I ever find that you've taken anything from my room without my permission again, I'll take the brush to you every day for a week. Understand me?"

"Yes, mommy," the boy blubbered.

Finally, she gave him a few gentle slaps on his smoldered buns and told him to get up. He did, drying the tears on his cheeks with one hand while the other rubbed his bottom cheeks in a futile attempt to relieve the burning pain she had ignited there with her hairbrush. Then realizing the show he was providing, half-naked and with a huge hard-on in front of her, he got up his shorts and pants and got dressed.

With her cheeks slightly flushed from the effort to inflict such a thorough correction, Jana asked him if he was all right.

"Yes...mommy…I'm okay," He answered still sniffling. “I promise I will respect you, and obey you from now on.”

Then while rubbing the seat of his pants he added with a still-shaking voice, "You…you sure spank hard mom!"

“I don't know any other way to spank, Mike," she said with a chuckle.

He blushed and admitted, “I know I deserved to be corrected."

Jana then smiled and told him, “Well Mike, I really hope it will be no need for a repeat of this, but just in case, you now know what to expect, my boy”.

Blushing even more Mike nodded, then suddenly he hugged his stepmom and placed a big kiss on her cheek, then turned and rushed to his room. Inside his pants his manhood had never been so hard before.


A Bottom That Just Asks To Be Spanked

The two problems Liam had with his body were his height and his bottom.

His height had become a minor issue quite late in his youth, in fact, it's not that he was that short but having taken from his father he was just below average. On the contrary, his butt has always been a problem for him. It was round, and swelling, just the kind that was called 'bubble butt', and had always very well filled his shorts and pants, to the point that no patting it was almost impossible for aunts, older cousins, grannies, and even his mom's friends. Often he had heard some of the female members of his family say, "Liam has a bottom that just asks to be spanked."

This alone would have been embarrassing enough but for Liam was even more embarrassing given that his mother took good advantage of that bottom that just asked for a spanking.

Ruth was not the natural mother of Liam, she came into Liam’s life when he was a boy of six and his father married her. He had never known his natural mother that left him and his father when he was just a little more than a toddler. He was told that she was a 'free spirit' and had left home to pursue her dreams of freedom and wander the world. Perhaps it was to avert a new danger of that kind that Liam's father had married the strict and traditionalist Ruth. She was a tall, big woman with quite conservative ideas, who immediately took little Liam under her wing. Firmly believing that a mother's duty was to raise the new sapling as a respected member of the community, Ruth never spared her care for her acquired son and her efforts to achieve that end. But care and affection in her eyes must be not divorced from the necessary severity. This belief together with that part of Liam’s body that nature had provided him so suited to a specific purpose, made that well into his teens Liam often found himself over his caring but no-nonsense stepmother’s ample lap, on the receiving end of a very, very vigorous hand spanking that left him in a flood of tears and literally unable to sit properly for quite some time.

Even though his stepmom told him that it only depended on his behavior, Liam was someway convinced that at least the duration and the toughness of her corrections were due to his back hillocks being so round and prominent. So the times that he was trousers and pants down, lying on his tummy on his bed, bawling like a toddler and frantically rubbing his blazing backside as his stepmother left the room after having given him one of her spankings, he had always cursed the fact to have a butt that just asks to be spanked.

Given all of this is not difficult to understand why he was in such big turmoil that Sunday morning, waking up in his old bed, in his old room, in his parent's house.

At twenty-six Liam was an associate professor at the university he had studied at since he was nineteen. He often came back home to visit his parents but it was almost always a one-day trip as the university was just a couple of hours’ drive from there. This time he had come for his grandmother's funeral and had decided to remain all weekend. His parents were very happy about that and everything would just have gone well if he wouldn't start drinking right after the burial during the family meeting. His mother wasn't happy to see him drinking one beer, then two, together with some old friends who had come to offer their condolences. At the third beer, she approached him, and lowering a bit her head, she whispered in his ear, "I think it's enough Liam. Please behave yourself!"

Though nobody of the presents could have heard it Liam blushed all the colors of red and felt like a kid discovered with his hand in the jam. Luckily his friends right then decided to leave and Liam thought it best to go with them.

"Don't be late." His stepmom told him after kissing him goodbye, but that night late he had been.

And not only late, since when he finally got home around four in the morning, waking up his parents because he had forgotten to take the house keys, he was also drunk. Even more, when his stepmother, dressed just in a nightgown, let him in, he stumbled on the carpet and let out profanity.

So that morning getting out of bed was a difficult task, and not because of the light headache of the hangover, but more because he was...uncomfortable to have to meet his maternal stepparent. He was very conscious that mommy (yes unconsciously in her mind her stepmother that morning was mommy again) was going to take a very dim view of the combination of two of her least favorite things, alcohol, and profanity. The situation didn’t bode well with him and knowing his stepmother he had a serious fear that despite his age he would be punished in some way for his behavior.

Finally, with a knot in his stomach only in part due to the excess of the night, he went downstairs. He found his dad seated at the table while his stepmother was serving him breakfast.

As soon as she saw Liam, still in his pajama and with a contrite air, she stopped putting dishes on the table and approached him with fury in her eyes.

"Mom...I...I'm sorry..." Liam started to say with an insecure voice but the glare of his stepmother stopped his lame excuse.

At forty-nine she was still a very impressive woman, taller than Liam for almost all of her head she had a full-figured body, with strong legs, wide hips, and a very maternal, ample bosom. Now with her arms crossed on her chest, her foot tapping on the floor, she stood silent for a few moments staring at the stepson.

Then she started to talk with an icy tone that sent shivers down Liam's spine, he felt like some leaf of skin was taken off by her tongue lashing.

"This kind of behavior will not be tolerated in this house," she finally said. "You may be twenty-six now but you are still a member of this family while you are living here. George,” she then addressed to Liam's father, “what this boy needs is a good over-the-knee bare-bottom spanking for carrying on like that. He should be taught respect for himself and his family while he’s here."

To this Liam's meek father replied, "Honey...he’s an adult now...I guess that you can’t treat him like a child, you know."

"Then he should not act like one!" Liam's stepmother said.

After that, it seemed to Liam that suddenly the situation went back several years in time. Later, thinking about the events of that morning, and why did he ever accept them, he concluded that it was because deep inside him he had convinced himself that it would happen, to the point that he would have been disappointed had things turned out differently. And even more, as weird as it can sound, standing there, head bowed, hearing his stepmom and dad talking about his bare bottom being spanked, he saw the front of his pajama pants raising due to an unwonted erection.

Liam had no time to be ashamed of what was happening to him in his whirlwind of emotions because suddenly his determined and imposing stepmother grabbed him by his upper arm and guided him up the stairs to his bedroom.

When they got to his room, Ruth sat down on the corner of his bed and gave his subdued and crestfallen stepson another brief telling-off. This time Liam understood little of what she said, mostly because all he could think of was oh 'OMG, I’m going to get spanked again!' As always had happened that pushed all other thoughts out of his mind as he started to tremble. How he felt was certainly 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 his poor tender buttocks that clenched in fear.

Finally, his stepmother told him to take his pajama pants off. As in a trance, he obediently complied, and then following what he had been taught to do since he was a kid folded them up tidily and placed them on his desk. She then told him to stand next to her, and he walked over to her and stood facing her sideways, as he was used to in anticipation of going over the lap. For Liam, It was difficult to know where to look. He didn’t want to make eye contact with his mom, such was his shame and nervousness, and facing directly onward was a mirrored wardrobe and he had no desire to dwell on the pitiful image that reflection would create. So he lowered his eyes to the lap that awaited him. As she was used to, his stepmother had raised her knee-length skirt just below the groin, letting the complete expanse of her meaty, sturdy, pantyhosed thighs bare to form the perfect platform for him to lay on. A shiver of turmoil increased his trembling as the awareness that his hard-on was about to get smashed over that meaty platform hit him.

His stepmother acted as if she hadn’t even noticed it and patted her thighs as an invitation for Liam to bend over it. In little more than a whisper he half-heartedly objected, but he knew oh so very well that this was part of any of his spankings and at that point, it almost felt like he was outside of his body, without any agency in the process just as it has been when he was no more than a little kid. His eyes rose and looking in the mirror he had a vivid image of an adult man, bare from the waist down, trying to cup his erect penis with his hands. 'Oh god, my mom is looking at it' he cringed at the knowledge that his mom was now well aware of his state of shaming arousal.

He then ordered him to get over her lap once and for all, and he finally meekly lowered himself over her waiting thighs. The height of the bed together with the ample lap of his mom and him being short, made his feet barely touch the floor as his head dangled in the void. All in all, he really looked like nothing else than a boy about to be corrected by his stern mom, but as his shivers increased he felt his rock-hard penis rubbing against her soft but strong thighs, and that elicited in him not-so-childish sensations.

For a moment his stepmom stood admiring with fondness Liam's white, prominent, chubby bum cheeks raised over her lap now quivering in apprehension. Then she tightened herself.

In a flash, a silly unexpected thought crossed Liam's mind, what his girlfriend would think if she could see him now? It felt like the most undignified position he could possibly end up in. Whilst in effect he was in the deeply odd situation of being a grown man lying half bare over his mother's knee, he didn’t feel that way, but rather a shamed, naughty small boy. But all that thoughts were cut short by his stepmom's hand landing smashing on his upturned bottom.

SPANKK!

“AARGHH!”

Liam made no try to resist and yelled at that first blow. Soon Ruth was slamming her heavy, ample palm on her poor stepson’s buttocks.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

Liam's stepmom wasn’t the most creative spanker, but she was very, very effective. Her strong broad palm landed heavily in the center of one of his cheeks. A pause, and then the same on the other cheek. The sting was a sharp one, each smack making Liam flinch. She didn't scold while spanking so in the beginning the only sound was the SLAPP of the spanks ringing out around the room AND Liam’s wails of pain after each spank. As usual the spanking consisted of Ruth smacking alternate cheeks hard all around taking especially care of the sit spots, which really made him twitch. The pain didn’t become unbearable from the start but each solid swat became more difficult to bear as the sting increased into a burn. When his whole bottom reached a sore-looking deep pink, and his stepmom's palm kept landing on already burned skin, Liam started to cry his eyes out.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

He had tried in vain not to openly cry to maintain a minimum of dignity but now that his stepmom's palm landed, again and again, flattening, in turn, his prominent buttocks, turning them into two exceptionally painful hillocks, he was unable to hold it in any longer and began to cry and plead in earnest.

“BWUAAAAA! PLEASEEEE MOOOM! BWUAAAAAA! PLEASE, MOMMY! IT…IT HURTSSSSS! BWUAAAAAA!”

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

Thoroughly chastened he lapsed into a routine of desperately apologizing and promising to be a good boy forever, if only she would please, oh please stop spanking his bottom. Knowing that the correction was having the desired effect his mom didn't slow down, and the smacks continued.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

When the burning sensation in all his now sore and swollen bum cheeks escalated from unbearable to excruciating the pleading stopped and Liam started to wail and blubber like a toddler having a tantrum.

“AHAWHWWWW…OH GWAADDD IT… AHARGHHHH… IT HURTSSSSSS… BWUAHAAAAAA… MOOOMMMYYYYY…BWUAHHHHHHHHHH…AHAWWWWW”

Knowing that she had reached her goal to turn his son into a very contrite, subdued little boy once again, Ruth slowed the pace of the spanking and began to lecture him again.

“I should not have to expect to have to do that at your age, but don’t think for a second I won’t hesitate to warm your bottom again if you need it, young man!”

And with a last resounding SPANKK, it was over. Nothing was said for a minute or two as Liam continued to lie wailing over her lap, exhausted and ashamed by what had happened. Then she told him to get up.

Liam stood and started to hop around the room, crying to the ceiling and rubbing his bottom. He jumped about with his hands desperately grasping each of his ferociously hot stinging and burning red spanked cheeks, he yammered and stomped about with his now deflated penis wobbling up and down. He didn’t care, right then nothing was in his world but the accumulated sting of his mommy’s spanking.

After watching his performance with a satisfied half smile, his stepmother rose from the bed and headed to the door. Liam lay down on his bed on his tummy, so he could hide as much of his modesty as possible, as futile as it was after showing her all he could show during his 'well-spanked-boy dance'. While he was still bawling like a toddler and frantically rubbing his blazing, smoldered backside, she left the room.

It took a while for Liam to end his bawling and when finally the sobs subsided, as always he has done he turned his back to the mirror and spun his head to inspect the results of the session over his stepmom's lap. He couldn’t help but stare at his completely dark red bum cheeks and the lighter red lower down. It felt like a shocking image given his age, but he also felt thoroughly chastened and set right as Ruth sometimes put it.

Then something happened that had never happened before. While he laid down over his tummy again to rub, more gently now, his inflamed rear, he felt his penis harden again. Rocking more and more frantically on his bed, with eyes shut, and reviving in his mind the shaming and painful ordeal he had just been submitted to, his now stone-hard penis exploded in a violent spurt, while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.

"Oh My God," said Liam to himself noting the mess he had left on the bedspread, "what will mommy say of this?"


A Strict Stepmother

Hey, now you are probably asking yourself how come a big boy like me is standing in the living room corner with his bottom very bare and very very red, aren’t you?

I will tell you why, you nosy boys. All this started a couple of years ago when my dad married my stepmom. Until then all was going smoothly between me and dad, as we lived by ourselves after he divorced mom when I was nineteen. Yes, I am twenty-five now, so what? I like to live under the family roof, dad pays for everything, university tuition (yes I’m still in university…not so much craving to study I guess), books, my car insurance, my food, etc. And he is cool as well, he always let me the freedom to do what I wanted, at least, as I said, till my new stepmom stepped in.

As soon as she became my stepmother she started to say that things couldn’t go on like that. And that I needed to have some rules if I wanted to live there. And some rules she set for me! I mean I bet that none of the boys my age has a curfew, yet I do. And get this, I now have set study times as well. That’s right, a study time, and even a bedtime, like I am five instead of twenty-five!

For example, during the week I am expected to be home for supper, which is six, then once dinner is done one of my chores is clearing the table. After that, I am expected to get my books, sit at the table, and study for at least an hour. It is possible, that after that I can go out, but during the week I am expected home by eleven and to be in bed, with the lights out, by eleven thirty! Although if I am reading a little leeway is given, but not much. Now doesn’t this seem dumb? Come on, guys my age are just heading out to start their nights at this time! On the weekends, things are better. Not great, but better. I am allowed to stay out until two am, but I am here to tell you two means two, and not ten minutes after. And no way I can come home even a little tipsy. As well I had better not be too hard to wake up on Sunday morning. Now you probably ask yourself how is that my stepmom manages to impose these absurd rules, I’ll tell you, boys. As much as it is shaming and pitiful, she spanks me. And my stepmom’s spankings are embarrassing and they hurt. I mean I could go into a lot of words, but in the end, it is as simple as that. Spankings are embarrassing. Spankings hurt. Therefore I better obey her if I want to avoid getting spanked!

Yeah, I can hear you now, going like, what? Your stepmom spanks you at your age! Embarrassing to the max, but spank she does, and on the bare and over her knee.

Like this morning. It is Sunday and yesterday night I drank probably too much, I have been lucky that she hadn’t found out when I came home but this morning waking up was hard. My stepmom had come in and asked me to get up like three times, but I never heard her, and I am told I mumbled out an ok, ok, whatever, each time. Regardless, the first thing I remember is my stepmom coming in and throwing the blanket off of me, and telling me to get up, that we needed to have a little talk. All this as she was holding that fucking hairbrush in her hand. So finally she had my attention and I woke up and headed to the living room on jelly legs, I tell you boys I was trembling by pure fear. I did walk towards her and by the time I reached her, she was sitting down in the chair. Now what she did next, which I hate, as every time I have to be spanked, she undressed me herself. I hate that! I mean come on, I can undress myself, you know!

I had to stand at her side, as she took down my pajama pants herself to my ankles. Next, she seat back up and then put her hands on my boxers and pulled them down too. Now think about it! To do this means my dick is all but in her face, and I don’t know why but every and each time I’m in that position, about to get my bum roasted by that mean woman and her sturdy hairbrush, I’m hard as a rock down there, would you believe it? Anyway, only when I was standing beside her, my pants and boxers at my ankles, only then did she lecture. And my stepmom takes her time lecturing, or so it sure seems. And you know I was all red-faced and antsy, with my hard-on pointing shamefully to the ceiling. While she lectured I stood at her side and my feet felt like I was standing in quicksand. And the more she lectured, the madder she seemed to get, and the madder she got, the shakier I became. By the time she was done telling me off, I wasn’t answering as much as I was nodding my yeses and nos. And already I had water in my eyes, or at least I think I did, as I sure was blinking a lot.

The lecture completed it was time for my spanking, meaning she took me by the wrist and led me over her knee. At least at this point, I didn’t feel so on display. Every time, my stepmom wants my bottom up in the air, meaning my face is always this close to the floor. At that point in time all I am really worked up about is the pain I know is coming soon. I would dance naked at an open bazaar, with bells on my toes, if I thought that would save me from being spanked with my stepmom’s flat-backed wooden hairbrush.

Stepmom does not believe in warm-up smacks. And with the first smack of the brush, it was like my life flashed before my eyes. There was the burning pain, yes, but in my mind, I was seeing all these colors flashing as if inside a blinding light. As always I did not count strokes, and wonder about those people who claim they do, how can they do that? What I usually do is break my spanking down into thirds. With the first third being the worst. Yeah, the worst, because I am so consciously aware of what is occurring. I can feel the pain with every stroke; at this point, each time the brush lands, it feels like I am being branded. So really painful. That and I kind of float in and out of my body. I mean a part of me is in real pain, yet it seems that a small part of my mind is standing outside, and watching, or at least it feels this way as I can tell how I am getting all wiggly over my stepmom’s lap, and I can see the way I am rocking from side to side. And know that my actions, including the way my hands are waving, are the same as they were when I was a little kid over my real mom’s lap.

The second part, this too is really bad. It is at this time that I get really loud, the pain is becoming too much, or so it seems. And when I get loud, I beg! Boys, I can’t help it and wish I could stop doing that, but I can’t. Is like it is programmed into me. I mean my bottom is on fire, and when that happens I am promising to behave, listen and obey. And I am doing so loudly, and I am either looking over my shoulder, trying to beg through blurry eyes, or I am beating my hands into the carpet and wailing.

Now the third part, I am in some super pain, yet when in that much pain, all you can do is cry and blubber like a toddler having a tantrum. Oh, every now and then I might scream out ‘stop, oh please stop, please,’ but mostly I am just crying. Very loudly. That and I am tired. I don’t think people realize just how much energy you use up if you are being spanked, and spanked hard with the flat back of a wooden hairbrush. And maybe that is how stepmom knows when it is time to stop. When I am just too tired to kick or push off the floor and look over my shoulder and beg. When all I am doing is crying, and crying hard.

Well, all this happened just a few moments ago and when my stepmom finally set her horrid hairbrush down at first I was not aware that my spanking had stopped. My mind was stuck in this cry mode and nothing else gets through, at least at first. Eventually, it did though, and when that happened, that was when I cried the loudest. Weird, I know, but is like when I know stepmom is done spanking, I can let it go, therefore it all comes out in a giant rush. So I lay over her lap, all shaky and crying, and crying loudly. And it took several minutes before I was able to choke back the worst of my cries and start taking these deep breaths.

Anyway I didn’t think of getting up until I was told I could, and even then, when told I could, it was like I need help up, otherwise, I would just roll off her lap and fold into a ball on the floor. Right then I had just enough self-awareness back that I could understand what a sight I was, yet I was in way too much pain to care as I did move around a lot, rubbing madly my scorched rear end with my still hardened dick wobbling shamefully in front of my amused stepmother. I was a sore, sorry, self-aware, and contrite boy, I can tell you.

I’m sure that now that you know all my pitiful story you are asking yourself why I keep living with dad and my domineering stepmother. Good question, I would be lying if I said that I didn't wonder about it myself, but I don't have an answer for you. I will think about it, and as soon as I find out I will let you know. What I want now is just that my step-mommy to let me go to my room, so that I can satisfy myself as I got used to doing each and every time she spanks me.    


Monique

I

Nineteen-year-old Johnny was home from college for the summer break. He was coming home after swimming at his friend's house with a couple of his high school friends, pulled his car into the driveway, slid out of the front seat, and trotted down to the mailboxes to get the daily mail delivery. Opening the box, he located the letter he was looking for, sliding it down the front of his shorts and tucking it under his shirttail. Entering the house, he put the other mail on the kitchen table and headed up to his room.

"Oh Johnny, is that you? Thank you for getting the mail, this is all that came today?"

"Yeah Mom, it is me…and yeah, that is it," answered Johnny.

He stopped on his track and turned to look at his stepmother that had just gotten out of the kitchen. At thirty-five Monique was still as attractive as when she came to live with him and his dad thirteen years before. Even more now, thought Johnny, that her body had reached full feminine maturity. That afternoon she entered the living room in a sleeveless tee shirt that stretched over her full breasts and let free her trained arms and a pair of thin leggings that wrapped her generous hips and toned legs and highlighted her womanly butt. Although she had not prepared to go out however her toenails were polished with the same shade as her nails, and she emanated a spicy fragrance that permeated the living room.

Johnny had always felt intimidated by her beauty. Perhaps it was because, ever since he was a child, he had felt drawn to that new mom of his, well actually the only mom he had known since his birth mother had passed away when he was too young to remember her. And then, in addition to the physical attraction, the way she had always treated him also contributed to creating that feeling of hidden desire Johnny felt for her.

Since he got to know her she was caring and loving, always very attentive to his needs, and trying to help him with any problem he could have, being that in school, with friends, or later in his teens even with girls. But she has always been a strict disciplinarian as well, not accepting any nonsense, and requiring prompt obedience to her high standard from her beloved Johnny. It was precisely this transformation of the beautiful woman from affectionate and friendly to stern and demanding, that at the same time confused Johnny's feelings and made her so attractive in his eyes.

All this considered it is not strange that he shivered when that afternoon she asked him, "Johnny, what about that letter I saw you push into the waistband of your shorts as you were coming in?”

“Which letter Mom?” Johnny said tentatively.

“You know better that that, mister. Go ahead, come here and let me see it."

"But…uhm…Mom, it's nothing"

"Johnny, get over here right this minute, young man."

Johnny trudged over to his stepmom and stood in front of her head bowed. She lifted his shirt and pulled out the letter that he had tucked into the waistband of his shorts and saw that it came from his college. Her green eyes went from the letter to the face of her stepson and stared at him with a reproaching glare.

“I guess since you were trying to hide this from me it must be your grades and they must not be very good,” she said tapping the closed letter on the palm of her other hand.

With a lump in his throat, Johnny stood still in front of her without saying a word. Slipping her long-nailed finger into the envelope Monique opened the letter and glanced over the grades.

"A C in microbiology and a C- in physics? You are capable of much better than this!"

The sound of his mother's voice rang in Johnny's ears disappointed and angry, and he had a shudder of shame at that delusion he had given his beloved and feared stepmother.

"How dare you lie to me and try to hide things from me?” Monique Followed on, putting her hands on her hips and tapping the toe of her sandal on the ground. “Obviously, it has been too long since I pulled down your pants and warmed your bare bottom. You may think that since you are in college and not living at home you are free to lie and deceive me, but you are very wrong, mister."

"C'mon, Mom. What does this have to do with it now?"

She stared at her stepson with a frown then asked, "How long has it been since I gave you your last spanking, young man?"

Feeling the blush get up to his cheek Johnny answered, "I don't know Mom, but I'm sure that I am far too old for that now."

"Well young man, I would think that being 19 you would be man enough, to be honest with me, but I guess all the lessons that you were taught growing up haven't sunk in completely. Your actions tell me that while away at college, without the right supervision, you developed bad habits that have to be cured. And I do intend to start to cure it right here and now, to bring you back to be the obedient, honest, good boy you have always been here at home!”

Setting down the letter, she turned, reentered the kitchen, opened up a kitchen drawer, and pulled out a paddle-like wooden spoon.

"Oh no. You won't...please Mom, not that...c'mon, I am in college now. I'll be good and will work harder next semester, I...I promise. It has been an adjustment living away from home and with school, work, and the swim team…please Mom, not a spanking!" Paling with fear Johnny whimpered.

"Sorry Johnny,” Monique began to say with the handle of the wooden spoon clenched in her right fist staring with a frown at her stepson, “but you know very well that this is exactly what happens to you when you don't fulfill your obligations, deceive me, and on the top lie to me. If you had not lied and tried to deceive me, we may be able to overlook this punishment, but you acted like a ten-year-old so you will be punished like a ten-year-old."

Taking her disgraced stepson by the wrist, she lead Johnny over to the kitchen table and pulled out a chair, she sat down and turned her attention to the tie on his damp board shorts. Unable to offer any resistance to his determined mother, Johnny sheepishly followed her, and once she was in front of her, without even being asked, put his hands to the back of his head, allowing her complete access to his shorts. Monique then, with expert fingers that have done that countless times, pulled the tie open, pulled the shorts down to his ankles, and then tucked her long-nailed fingers into his red boxer shorts and lowered them to the ground.

"Your butt is going to be that same color soon enough, young man,” she said raising her head and staring at her son with an icy glare. “It has been a while since you were in this shameful position, and I don't want you to forget this spanking. I had hoped that you would be grown up enough that your mom would not need to spank you, but I guess that you feel that you can slack off in college and lie and deceive me, but when I will be done, you will learn that your grades are the most important thing you can get right now. And that honesty is the only acceptable way to act in this house."

Assessing her stepson standing half-naked in front of her Monique noted that Johnny was now very much a man. His developed cock was fully erect and his hanging balls were encased by a thick patch of dark pubic hair. His butt cheeks, like when he was younger, were muscular and lean, well-round mounds that filled out his jeans or Speedos.

Taking hold of his wrist once again, Johnny was pulled over his stepmom's lap, Monique spreading her legs to allow his equipment to hang between her thighs. As soon as she had her stepson doubled over her toned thighs, with his white, meaty hillocks up in the air all bare and vulnerable for what was about to happen to them, Monique went to work with the sturdy wooden spoon.

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

The determined stepmother rained the broad wooden spoon promptly and continually, sending the college boy back to a blubbering child.

Despite his initial resolve to try to take it like a man Johnny was soon bucking and twisting, unable to stand the unbearable stinging sensation raised in his nether region by that tool of bottom torture that completely reddened his prominent bum cheeks to a raw sore looking red, and then deep between his legs and even into his inner thighs.

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

Like when he was younger his bum cheeks tensed, anticipating each of his stepmother's swats. Although it had been a while since his last spanking, both he and Monique had been in this position many times before and they both knew how the other reacted. Johnny had thickened over the last year with muscle and height and after fifty or so blows, his stepmom found it difficult to keep him over her lap and Johnny fell onto the cool kitchen floor onto his back. To his shame, his legs spread and his fully erect cock was fully exposed to his stepmom. He quickly pulled himself into the fetal position and his stepmom stood over him and continued her assault on the back of his legs.

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

Finally, setting the spoon down and taking her stepson by the wrist, she stood him up, his erect cock pointing towards the ceiling. Glancing at his butt, she noted that his rear end was fire engine red from the tops of his butt cheeks to just above the backs of his knees. ‘Good,’ she said to herself, “now we are getting somewhere.”

Dragging him by the ear Monique brought her weeping stepson out of the kitchen, down the hall, up the stairs, and then frog-marched him into the bathroom. Once there she pulled him to the sink by his, now throbbing ear, ran a washcloth under the water, soaped it up, and order him to open wide. Still weeping and with his red stinging bottom bare and at the easy reach of his stepmom’s punishing hand poor Johnny could do nothing but obey and she applied the soaped washcloth liberally to her stepson’s mouth. He, who now was quite a bit taller than his stepmother, had to stoop as she vigorously rubbed the soap-covered cloth over his teeth.

Once Monique finished she set the cloth down on the counter and Johnny caught a view of himself in the large bathroom mirror. His thick cock was still hard, his testicles sucked up into a protective stance, and his face was covered in tears and soapsuds, he was the very image of a well-chastised boy.

"Rinse briefly and get yourself into the front room corner. I guess if you are going to act like a little boy, I have to treat you like one. I hope that this shows you that you are not too old or too big to be spanked like a little boy. If you cannot live up to your responsibilities or if you lie to me, I will spank your bum red and wash your mouth with soap just like I just did, no matter how old or big you will be. Now get yourself into the naughty corner and think about what actions we need to take next semester to make sure that you don't get grades like that again."

While he was in the corner, still sniffling a bit and feeling the unbearable burning sensation in his rear end, amidst his utter shame of being still treated as a bad little boy, what amazed Johnny the most was the state of intense arousal he was experiencing, and the urge of being alone in his room to be able to satisfy himself.




II

It was late afternoon when coming home from a tennis match Monique entered the living room. She was still dressed in her tennis outfit, and the short white skirt left her toned, muscular but slender thighs uncovered almost to her butt joint. Her honey-blond hair was held back by a band that was also white so that it would not stick to her face from sweat, and the candid polo shirt wrapped around her buxom breasts.

She laid the bag with the rackets and towels on the couch and saw that Johnny was seated in front of the computer of the corner bureau.

"Hi boy, what are you looking at?" She asked casually while she approached to kiss him hello.

Johnny looked up from the pc screen and stared at his stepmother. Seeing that her stepson had blushed and remained silent while looking at her, Monique immediately became suspicious. She did know very well that he has never been good to hide his misdeeds from his pretty and strict stepmother. Whenever he committed any mischief, the fear of being caught by Monique gripped him, and so he could not hide the apprehension that inevitably delated his bad deeds.

"What were you looking at, young man?" She asked him again, this time with an enquiring look as she sat beside him on the stool.

"Uhmm...nothing Mom," Johnny finally managed to utter.

Johnny thought that he had closed the site he was on fast enough, but Monique moved her stepson away from the computer and started looking at the browsing history. As soon as she clicked on the last site, a parade of naked women in provocative positions blossomed on the screen.

"Young man, how dare you look to such a filth, and here, in your family's house?" She exploded crossing her arms on her protruding bosom and incinerating the poor boy with her glare.

As childish as it sounds, Johnny couldn’t utter anything but a feeble, "Sorry, Mommy."

"This is so shameful, Johnny!” Monique scolded, “You know better. It is a wicked thing for you to look at and think about. And it’s an evil and very disrespectful way to regard women.”

Johnny, head bowed, stood silent in front of her mother, he didn’t know where to look as right in front of him there were bare legs, wide hips, and protruding bosom of a very attractive woman and he didn't want her stepmother to think he was staring at them.

“Is this what you do when you are alone, Johnny? Looking at the parts of pretty women with a dirty lush in your mind? Is this what you think when you look at me, your mommy?”

“Oh, no Mommy!” Johnny finally managed to say, “Of course not! I respect you, Mommy, I really do.”

Monique stared at her stepson with a reproaching and menacing glare, and Johnny felt his stomach clench in fear. It had passed only a few months since the last time he was back home from college, and Monique corrected him like he still was a little kid, with a spanking and mouth-washing. Now the shame of having failed his beloved stepmother mixed with fear of the consequences of his actions.

"Please Mom, I'm sorry, I…I found myself on this site following a link by chance...it sure is not my habit to look at such...filth mommy."

"Don't make your situation worse by lying to me Johnny. I've already had to deal with this habit of yours in the past, Didn’t I?"

"...I'm so sorry Mom," was all a defeated Johnny could say, blushing wildly.

“And I think you remember what happened last time I found you surfing porn, don’t you?”

In response, Johnny bowed his head even more and brought his hands backward in an unconscious childlike gesture of bum protection.

"Yes, I see you remember that," Monique said, nodding. "I really didn't think I had to take care of this now, at your age, but this cannot go unpunished. Come with me, young man.”

She dragged Johnny out of the chair and headed to the stairs.

"Let’s go up to mommy’s room," Monique directed him keeping hold of his wrist. "Mom, no, please. Why are we going up to your room...?" Johnny pleaded, but he did know very well why they were ascending the stairs.

He meekly followed his stepmother that kept hold of his wrist, dragging him along just like she has done many times in the past. Despite the apprehension over what he feared was about to happen, Johnny could not take his eyes off Monique's bare legs coming up the stairs and the swaying of her firm round butt barely covered by the white skirt.

Once they were in Monique’s bedroom and as soon as the door closed, she let off of his wrist and headed for her vanity. If at that point Johnny still had any doubt about what his stepmother intended to do they dissipated when he saw her reach for the oval wooden hairbrush on her vanity table. Monique grabbed the hairbrush handle with one hand, turned, and stared at her intimidated stepson, tapping the hairbrush's flat back on her other palm. Seeing that tool of bottom torture in her stepmom’s hand made Johnny feel like he was about to throw up. He and that hairbrush had met before, it was a tool his stepmother reserved for his worse misdeeds, and every time she used it she had let his poor rear end swollen and bruised and blistered to the point he wasn’t able to sit comfortably for days.

So it is not difficult to understand why a shiver crossed his lean body when he heard his stepmom’s dreaded command, "Pull down your pants."

Meekly he reached for his belt and started to unbuckle it, his legs trembling lightly for the fear. Monique’s foot tapped on the floor while she waited for her stepson to comply, then, as she saw that Johnny’s hands were too shaky to do it she approached him, reached out, and started opening his pants herself. Johnny hung his head in shame as his flap was opened and his pants were lowered. Then Monique inserted her long-nailed fingers in her stepson’s shorts and took them down to his ankles. Now Johnny’s hardened penis and trembling buttocks were exposed in front of his stepmom. A thrill went through him when he felt the fresh air on the bare skin of his buttocks. He was ashamed and disgraced before his dear stepmother and was mortified to be getting still another spanking at his age, and above all, he dreaded the fear of being unable to withstand his punishment like a man and breaking down to uncontrollable childish crying a pitiful bawling.

Acting as if she didn't notice her stepson’s hard-on Monique sat down at the foot of her bed and beckoned him her gesturing finger, to come to her. Obediently, Danny placed himself on the right side of his stepmother and then bent submissively over Monique’s bare thighs. There was a brief moment of tense silence as Monique adjusted him better over her lap with his hard-on smashing against her bare firm thighs and his bare bottom up in the air. Monique raised his tee shirt to the mid of his back and stood for a moment admiring his still hairless, smooth, muscular, lean, prominent buttocks. They looked so childish and vulnerable that her resolve weakened just a bit, then she hardened herself, raised her right hand holding the flat-backed wooden hairbrush, and brought it down, hard, flattening Johnny’s right buttock.

CRACK!

“AHARGHHH!”

The tears came quickly as the first hard blows rained down on the poor boy’s unprotected bottom imprinting an oval, red-hot, painful mark. This time, he didn't even try to be brave and from the start, he started pleading and begging his 'mommy', that he would not look at filthy images anymore, that he would respect women, that he would be a good boy, and would mind his behavior from now on.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Johnny squirmed and wriggled, trying in vain to get away from the rain of powerful, scorching, wooden hairbrush smacks crashing down against his behind. Monique had her job to control the antics, bucking, twisting, and turning of the young man over her lap to avoid the strokes of her hairbrush, scrambling and thrashing around, trying to get off her knees while crying his eyes off, just like a ten-year-old being spanked.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

And then, between his desperate wailing of sorrow and pain, he noticed that was happening, again. As his stepmom's tennis skirt was so short and due to all the moving and wobbling of the spanking, his penis was rubbing against her bare, sturdy thighs. He was in pain shedding tears, but, he was feeling a pleasurable sensation in his groin. Despite the unbearable sting and humiliation of his childish spanking, he liked that sensation, to be helpless on his beloved and pretty stepmother's lap while his bum was stung by her wrath and his manhood rubbed against her smooth bare skin. And he also noticed how the air stirred around the rear of his exposed testicles as his stepmom smacked the hairbrush unmercifully into his buttocks over and over.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

He continued to buck and turn as the hairbrush turned the once-white skin of his bared butt a deep shade of agonizing burning red. A minute or two later his hand swung back in an attempt to stop the stinging rain on his bottom. This caused his stepmother to grab his wrist with her free hand, twisting him onto his hip facing inward, offering her a full-frontal view of his hardened penis thrusting out. While she delivered a rapid-fire flurry of hairbrush smacks to his thighs to make him come back in position, his rock-hard penis, crowned by a full brown bush, seemed to have a life of its’ own. It was bouncing along with his walnut-sized testicles till his stepmom finally adjusted his position over her lap and continued her assault on his already smoldered rear. 

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

His cries were in full swing by now and he followed on unashamedly pleading at his 'mommy' to "Please, oh please don't spank me anymore, I will be good, I learned my lesson!"

"We have already been in this Johnny. You have been already spanked to surf the internet for those...disgusting sites that disrespect women, and you continue to do so. Shame on you. I really hope that after this spanking, it will sink in. You know you deserve this and you are getting exactly what you deserve!" She said continuing to punctuate the spanks with the hairbrush.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

The spanking continued for another minute or so and the temperature on all his poor rear had escalated from unbearable to excruciating when at least his stepmom stopped his correction, released his wrist, and helped him to his feet.

Suddenly Johnny grabbed his butt with both hands and bounced up and down rubbing comically. This caused his tee shirt tail to fall down and partially conceal his boy's assets, but not entirely. His stepmom could still see his rock-hard appendage swinging wildly as it seemed he didn’t care, a testament to the level of pain she had raised where Johnny usually sit down. His shaming performance of the ‘well-spanked-boy dance’ went on for a full two minutes before his stepmom raised from her seat position, took hold of his wrist, and pulled him close to her.

"I’m sorry baby to have to spank you like that. You would think at nineteen years old that you wouldn’t need this kind of trip across mommy’s lap anymore, but your behavior shows me otherwise!" She said standing and embracing her stepson while his shoulders were heaving as he sobbed into Monique’s comforting, tender bosom only covered by the light fabric of the tennis blouse.

"You know where the front room corner is, don't you Johnny?" She said when his sobs had subsided. "I want you to park your nose into that corner and don’t move or speak until I tell you to."

With a loud SLAPP on his bare, badly smoldered buttocks that made him groan, she propelled her stepson down the stairs toward the place where he was used to serving his corner time, with his red, swollen, well-spanked bottom on display for anyone to see.

While he was in that corner, thinking at the shameful image he was offering right then, and experiencing that intense burning sensation in his buttocks and on top of his thighs, he felt sorry for himself. And nevertheless, deep inside him, he was glad to have such a pretty and formidable stepmother that cared enough for him to still bother to correct him whenever he deserved it. The state of arousal he was experiencing testified to his devotion to her and he couldn't wait for her to release him from his corner time for the urge of going to his room to satisfy himself.

III

Johnny woke up with a hard-on. He didn't remember exactly what he dreamt, just her stepmother's sweet face in the fuzzy images of his mind.

He was back home from college for summer break, and the last time he was there Monique had spanked him for surfing porn on the internet. She spanked hard too, without mercy, with the flat back of her wooden hairbrush that he was so painfully accustomed to. And shamingly that caused an embarrassing reaction for a mature young man like him. He had cried, begged, nearly screamed with a face streaked with tears and snot while his stepmother's wicked, sturdy hairbrush did its work on his bare, bubble-but backside, and nevertheless, once she had let him off her lap, Johnny sported the biggest hard-on he had ever had. But he was a boy of nineteen then and now he was practically an adult of twenty years old. In the warmth of his bed, he wondered if that could happen again, and the very image of his half-naked body over the pretty legs of his sweet but stern stepmom make his hard-on grow even bigger.

Suddenly, in his daydream, he realized he was running late. He had asked his stepmother to give him a ride in the city when she went to her job, and if he wanted to keep that ride he'd have to race through his shower, throw his clothes on and skip breakfast. 

He stepped into the shower, his body still warm from sleep, and his hard-on was still in full swing because he didn't satisfy himself. He was treated to a heart-stopping wake-up call from the icy water that pours onto his skin. He shrieked and hopped around, but didn't take the time to wait for the water to heat up. He quickly washed his hair, lathered his slender but muscular body, rinsed off, and turned off the water just as it reached the proper temperature. He run a soft terry cloth towel over his lean body, leaving it damp, and walked out of the bathroom, his hair still wet.

Johnny came back to his bedroom and pull a pair of jeans and a T-shirt out of his dresser. Slamming the drawer shut, he threw open another one and pulled out his last pair of clean socks. He slammed that drawer shut too and flung open the one that held his underwear. There were no briefs in there.

"Oh no," he breathed aloud. "I forgot to do my laundry when I came home."

He put on her socks and a tee shirt while thinking about what to do. That's when that thought hit him. The idea was weird, he really didn't know how it came to his mind...but thinking of it he distinctly felt her dick starting to harden again. He put back on his pajama pants and got out of his room. He made sure her stepmom was downstairs having breakfast and as quietly as he could enter her room. As soon as he got in, the sweet and spicy scent of Monique assailed his nostrils. He opened his stepmom's panty drawer and looked in amazement at the quantity and variety of her panties.  So many they hardly fit in the drawer. Silks and satins, cotton and lycra, briefs, bikinis, and panties. Every color of the rainbow. He selected a pair of pink silk bikini panties trimmed in matching lace and cut high up to the waist. He closed the drawer and with her prey in hand, he was about to leave the room, when the door opened, and he was shocked to see his stepmother, towering over him and staring down at him with a surprised and ominous look on her face.

Johnny was so shocked by his stepmom's sudden and unexpected appearance that he almost wet his pants. His mouth went dry and he swallowed hard as he could feel his heart beating rapidly in his throat. Despite the scare, wow, he thought, she was a sight to see. She stood in the door frame in a mid-thigh, pink linen, sleeveless sheath that stretched over her full breasts, hugged her waist, and accentuated her rounded hips. Her legs were bare and she walked comfortably in matching strappy sandals that were four inches high.  As nervous as he was, he couldn’t help but notice that her toenails, as usual, were polished with the same shade as her nails, which perfectly matched her dress.

"What are you doing in here?  What is that?  What do you have in your hand?"

His stepmom's green eyes grew large. 

"Are those one of my panties?" She asked looking at the small lacy underthing in Johnny’s hand.

Blushing all the colors of the rainbow he nodded, holding the panties in front of him.

"I'm sorry Mom, I...I don't have any clean brief so I thought...well...maybe it was a stupid idea..." he finally was able to utter.

She looked at her stepson with her arms crossed on her bosom and her foot tapping on the floor, while she thought of how to phrase the question she wanted to ask.

"Don't you have any of your own panties, I mean, briefs to wear?" She asked at the end.

He shook his head no.

"And why not?"

"I forgot to do my laundry when I came home," he murmured.

She closed her eyes briefly and sighed.

"Young man, what am I going to do with you? You know very well that you're responsible for doing your own laundry since you turned eighteen!" She admonished annoyed.

"I just forgot..." he looked down. "I have clean jeans...and socks," he offered, pointing to his feet.

She just walked over to him, reached around, and smacked her stepson’s pajama-covered bottom, hard, several times.

"Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!" He howled as he bent down a little to present his rear obediently to her punishing palm.

He knew that she liked it when he didn't resist her discipline and he hoped that she can forget about his intrusion in her room and her lingerie drawer seeing him so compliant.

"And how came to your young mind that it is a good idea to enter my room uninvited and borrow one of MY panties?" She asked him once she had stopped the flurry of hard hand slaps on his proffered bum cheeks.

"I...I don't know Mom...now I understand that it was a stupid idea...I'm sorry Mom," he said turning his head to look at her pretty face now hardened in a stern look.

Johnny was still lightly bent down and felt one of his stepmom’s hands over his left shoulder while her other one was resting on his pajama-clad bottom that had already started to tingle.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Another flurry of hard hand slaps rained down on the poor boy’s rear, which started to feel distinctly and unpleasantly smarting through the thin fabric of his pajama.

"Ouch! Ouch! Ouch! OUCH! Please, Mommy...I'm sorry!" He wailed, his eyes watering more for the shame than for the sting that starts to grow on his rear end.

"Don't 'please, Mommy' me, young man. You have earned yourself a good, sound spanking, and I’m going to see that you have one!”

"No, please Mom, not a spanking Mommy, please," he pleaded shamelessly watching Monique with his best puppy eyes.

"You know that you don't say no to Mom, sweety. You know too well that when Mommy had made her mind up she never backed up. You’ll get a spanking on your bare little bottom, mister, and that’s it!” 

She looked at him, and he blushed in a hot wave over her entire body.

"But...but I'm twenty-year-old now..." he said tentatively.

"And so what? I had to spank you last time you were here for surfing porn on the internet, didn't I? And when it was that, four months ago?"

"Yes Mom, but..."

"No buts, sweety. The only butt I want to see is your sweet, tender butt over my knees,” she said with finality, seating down on her bed, her short dress riding up even further.

Crestfallen and on the verge of tears he observed with increasing fear and shame as his stepmom pointed with her long, tapered index finger to come in front of her. With little insecure steps, he complied, while his right hand went to give a rub at his already warmed buttocks in the dread of what was coming to them.

Once Johnny stood in front of her, Monique stretched out her perfectly manicured hand, reached into his pajama pants, put her long-nailed fingers in the waistband, and pulled them down his legs. Suddenly his manhood, as hard as a rock, bounced up and down and finally pointed to the ceiling. She chuckled at the view and slapped it not too gently with two fingers sending it bouncing again.

"I'm sorry my boy, but you asked for it," she stated while she finally turned him over to her knees.

"Please," he squeaked, making it unclear whether he was pleading with her to begin her discipline or to refrain from it.

Monique raised her arm high, slapped her palm down onto his round, chubby right bottom cheek, and watched it jiggle before striking the target again.

Johnny always marveled at how much his stepmom could make his bottom burn and sting with just the palm of her hand. To look at it, so small and well-groomed, one would never guess that when she used it to spank him she could do so much damage. Yet each time the first flurry of spanks was enough to send his tender buttocks on fire.

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

Monique spanked hard up and down his poor, tender bottom, her hand flattening each meaty hillock in turn, over and over, ignoring her kicking, crying, shrieking pleas, and promises. The stinging sensation she was raising in his poor rear made his body squirm and wiggle over her bare thighs. She raised her hand high and brought it down in rapid bites all over his bottom. She spanked each quivering chub, she smacked down to the part where his chubby bottom curved under and his lean thighs began. She spanked back up to the middle and smacked both buttocks at once and scolded him while she spanked.

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

"Be still, sweety, while I give you your spanking," she ordered him in her stern but quiet voice.

"Don't wiggle your bottom on my bare legs too much, or I'll have to spank the back of your thighs as well," she instructed him as she continued to spank.

"You have been very naughty today, and mom has no other choice but to spank you, sweety, you understand it, don’t you?" Monique rhetorically asked him as she spanked and spanked hard his already red, inflamed bottom.

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

"AHWW! PLEASE, MOMMYYY! AHARGHHH! STOP! BWUAHAA! PLEASE, PLEASE, MOMMY! AHAWHWWW! AHOWWW GWAADDD! ARGHHHH PLEASEEEEE MOMMYYYYYYY! BWUAHHHHHHHH!" He begged through his sobs.

Eventually, Monique heart melted at his prayers, and seeing that all her stepson’s rear end had been turned a solid, dull, smoldering red, she gave him one last flurry of spanks and then stopped his correction.  

He did not attempt to move, lay across her bare legs, and continued to cry as his groin moved feverishly and his manhood hard as a rock rubbed, back and forth, against her soft bare thighs. And then it happened, while Johnny rocked more and more frantically on Monique’s bare lap, his stone-hard penis exploded in a violent spurt, while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.

“OH!” Monique said taken aback, feeling that warm sticky sensation on her bare thighs. “Tch, tch, what did my little boy do down there?”

Unable to give a coherent answer Johnny just let out a pitiful wail of shame.

“It’s ok, it’s ok sweety…I guess these are just things that happen to boys your age. Get up now, I think we both need to have a shower,” said Monique with a chuckle. “Come on. Stand up."

Johnny stood on his trembling legs, looking down at the carpet as he was unable to look his stepmom in the eyes. His hands hurried to try to rub some of the ferocious stings his lovely, pretty, and stern step-mommy had raised where he usually sit down. Despite the shame he felt, he couldn’t but jump lightly in place, rubbing his butt and unable to stop crying, with his face as red as his bottom, his vision blurred by the tears, his nose running, and his deflated and wet penis wobbling all around.

Monique raised from the bed took a tissue and summarily wiped her thighs off the sticky substance that her stepson had deposited there. Then took another tissue and approached Johnny.

“I’m so very sorry, Mommy,” he was able to say at least.

“It’s ok, now don’t worry sweety,” she said reassuringly while she dried his tears, and blew his nose.

Then, whispering comforting words, she seat down on the bed again, settled him in her lap, and wrapped her arms around him. She held him tight on her soft bosom and rocked him, kissing his cheeks as she caressed her hand over his blazing bottom. He snuggled in against his stepmother's soft bosom and was at that moment that he understood that he adored her more than ever.
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