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Mother-in-law's advice

"Hi, hon! I'm home!" she heard John shout as he came in the kitchen door.

She kept silent and listened, smiling to herself as she heard him open the refrigerator door and then close it.

"Hey, where's the beer?" He asked, annoyed, as he came into the living room and stopped dead in his tracks.

Becky sat on the couch, looking like she was made of stone. A silver blouse with no sleeves that showed off her slender but muscular arms sat over a black mini-skirt, complimented by a black hose and black three-inch pumps. Her gorgeous auburn hair had been styled short, framing her face with its deep blue eyes perfectly. Deep red lipstick adorned her mouth, the color perfectly matched by her well-manicured nails. Those nails were presently drumming on her arms, as she sat regarding her surprised husband with a controlled, but smoldering stare. She saw his eyes go immediately to the expanse of firm thighs revealed by her mini-skirt and knew she had him cold.

"Down the drain," she replied, matter-of-factly, then asked sternly, "Where have you been?"

Taken by surprise, he swallowed nervously and answered, "At the bar, having a beer with the fellows."

Becky picked up on his nervousness. Her mother-in-law had been right. If she took an authoritative stance with John, she could control him. Making him wait for her reply, she held him with her eyes, smiling inside as she saw him becoming more and more fearful. He had never seen her this way, and it confused him.

"It's late," she finally stated. "Why didn't you call?"

"Oh...mhm, I guess I just forgot about the time. Sorry," he replied lamely, looking away from her glacial stare, more and more confused.

"Come over here," Becky ordered him.

John gulped nervously and meekly approached his suddenly assertive wife. She almost burst out laughing at his response. Her mother-in-law had told her how it would be, and Becky almost couldn't believe it but she was one hundred percent right. 'Like a naughty little boy', she said to herself, watching him come over, avoiding her gaze.

When he was standing next to her right knee, she told him, "I had a truly profitable conversation with your mother, John."

"Oh, did you honey?"

"Mhm... mhm, there are going to be some changes, Johnny. You probably won't like most of them, but you're going to do just exactly what you are told, do you understand?"

Despite the shiver that went through his body at her words, he tried to smile bravely, trying to play down the situation.

"Aw, come on, hon. I said I was sorry, what's the big deal?" He joked.

Standing, Becky swung her right hand across the left cheek of her husband, letting a red handprint show clearly. John backed up in shock and fear, while with one hand he stroked his burning cheek. Becky noticed that despite the surprise he was not angry, as if he realized he deserved what he had got and her right to give it to him.

Having gotten his full attention, Becky explained in a strict and forbidding tone, "The big deal is that I'm sick and tired of you running around here acting like a spoiled teenager, and expecting me to clean up after you. From now on, you're going to behave properly, and when you act like a child, you'll be treated like one."

She stood in front of him with both hands on her hips, watching his reaction. He was genuinely intimidated, both by her physical presence and her authoritative manner.

"For instance," Becky went on while walking to the cupboard, "you acted like an inconsiderate little boy tonight," by this she took a wooden hairbrush in her hand "and so I'm going to give you a good, sound, over the knee, bare bottom spanking!" And she underlined these words by swatting the back of the wooden hairbrush on her other palm.

John's eyebrows nearly jumped off his face. He blanched and a look of terror painted on his face.

"Oh, I see that you recognize it, don't you Johnny boy?" She asked waving the hairbrush in front of him.

Starting to tremble John couldn't but nod his assent. He did know that tool well enough, having been his dear strict mother's instrument of correction till he left the maternal house. Just seeing it now again, and in his wife's hands, made him feel as if he were about to throw up from fear.

"Yes, your dear mother was sure it would have this effect on you," Becky said while sitting on the sofa again. "Come over here, now!"

Bow-headed John approached his determined wife, once he was in her reach the pretty lady grabbed him by the belt, quickly undoing it and yanking down his pants. With the last remnant of male pride, John tried a meek resistance, grabbing for his trousers. Becky slapped his hands away sharply, then grabbed the front of his shirt with her left hand, pulling him closer to her.

"I've had just about enough of your silly, childlike behavior!" She said. "You deserve to have your bare bottom spanked until you can't sit down, and that's exactly what I intend to do. You know you need it, and you know that I'm the one to give it to you, so just do as you're told. Get over my knee, and I mean NOW!"

Without waiting for his response, she pulled her crestfallen husband across her lap, his hands going to the floor as his legs remained dangling in the air. While she grasped the waistband of his shorts to yank them down, Becky noticed that John had stopped struggling, eventually resigned to his fate.

As soon as he was well placed over her knee, with his bare, white, round bottom sticking up in the air in the time-honored spanking position, Becky laid the wooden back of the hairbrush across one cheek with a hard, resounding CRACK! drawing a grunt from him. Then the spanking started in full swing.

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

She spanked and spanked, and then spanked some more, his muscular but supple bottom. Soon he was in tears and in full twitching and squirming as that horrible and well-known hairbrush smacked down over and over again, reddening his poor buns.

In the meanwhile Becky, following her mother-in-law's advice scolded him as she spanked, punctuating her remarks with crisp smacks.

"So you want to behave like a little boy, do you?" She asked, rhetorically. "Well, how do you like getting what you got when you were a real naughty little boy?"

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

It didn't take long before his hand reached back in an attempt to protect his smarting buttocks from the relentless punishing wood. Becky easily foiled that scheme, pulling his right wrist up tightly behind his back as she had been advised by her mother-in-law, and then continuing to spank uninterrupted. She enjoyed the way his buns clenched and bucked as she whacked them, and her mother-in-law was right, the upper thighs were a prime target, producing a sharp cracking sound and strident yells from her helpless hubby.

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

With a voice turned that of a lot younger boy, and chocked by the sobs, he began to wail and plead as the horrible fire in all his rear increased, but Becky kept right on walloping his bare behind, determined to show who was in charge. She persevered with the spanking until all his buttocks and the top of his thighs turned a swollen, sore-looking shade of crimson and he was reduced to a sobbing mess across her lap.

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

Only when she saw that he was worn out, his all rear end transformed into an engine-red furnace, she released him, letting him slide gently off her lap to his knees, looking with maternal compassion at the runny eyes and nose of her overgrown little boy. Reaching for a box of tissues, she gently wiped his face, which was regarding her with new respect and devotion. Until that moment, when she had so diligently punished his errant behavior, he had no idea she was such a strong-willed woman. The change in his attitude was evident in his face, she thought, pleased with herself.

When at least Becky hauled him up with a firm grip on his left arm, the well-spanked John, with his face as red as his behind, stood next to her rubbing his smoldered bottom frantically, trying in vain to take out some of the fire her authoritarian wife had ignited there, and sporting his rock-hard manhood protruding in front of him.

"Stop rubbing your naughty bottom!" She ordered facing him. "I want you to remember every stinging smack I gave you while you stand in the corner and think about what you had brought upon yourself."

With a shocked expression, and still sniffling he asked quietly, "You're serious, aren't you honey?"

One hand on her hips, Becky raised the hairbrush only inches away from his nose, "What does your naughty bottom tell you?"

Blushing furiously, he looked down at the trousers around his ankles, and without more words, he shuffled to the empty corner pointed by his wife. She stood with her hands on her hips, watching him take his place in the corner.

After twenty minutes, when nearly all his sobs and snifflings had subsided Becky let him out from the corner.

"Look at me, Johnny," she ordered, lifting his chin with her left hand until their eyes met. "I'm going to lay out some rules, and I'll expect you to live by them." She said staring sternly at her hubby with his pants and shorts still at his ankles, his hardened penis pointing to the ceiling, while he gently caressed his blistered behind. "If you don't, you'll be getting a lot more of this hairbrush right where it will do the most good. Are you following me?"

John nodded his assent.

"From now on, I will expect you to be obedient, respectful, attentive, conscientious, and accommodating," waiting for the words to sink in, she continued slowly, "If you don't behave, you'll be promptly and suitably punished," seeing his eyes go to the hairbrush, she confirmed by going on, "yes, with this very same hairbrush that now we both know is so effective to keep you in line."

With a new stream of tears from his puffy red eyes, John hugged his spouse.

"I'm sorry if I've been so much trouble, Becky," he said with sincere inspiration. "I love you so much, I'll do whatever you say...."

His voice trailed off as he hid his face in the maternal bosom of his wife, embarrassed by his own revelation.

Becky was genuinely touched, and her maternal instinct came into play. She hugged her chastened spouse back in a tender embrace, her heart gladdened by the way things were going. Her mother-in-law predicted that she would do well, and it was turning out that way, so far.


Tom’s wife

Tom threw open the door to his bedroom and wearing his pajama headed down the hall to the staircase. Halfway down, he heard his wife's voice. A low murmur, no clear words, and then "Mother-in-law" "Ping pong bat".

He stopped, crouched on the staircase, and looked through the oak rails into the living room. He could see his pretty wife sitting on the couch.  Her face was obscured in shadow and partly hidden by a table lamp. Tom could see that she was talking on the phone. He watched and listened.

Whoever is on the phone with her must be talking now, Tom reasoned, since his wife was not speaking. She was sitting back on the couch, wearing blue denim shorts and a pale pink t-shirt. Her long slender legs were outstretched and her bare feet were up on the coffee table, crossed at her ankles.

She said "hm, hmm" over and over. She uncrossed her ankles and appeared to be looking at her toes. Tom looked, too. There was a bottle of nail polish on the coffee table. Her toenails had been freshly polished in flaming red. She wiggled her toes back and forth, spread them open, relaxed them, and crossed her ankles again. She stretched one arm and held up her hand.  Tom could not see her fingernails but had no doubt they were also freshly polished in that same shade of red.

He wondered if she was wearing that lipstick he liked on her. Too pale to be called pink, it seemed to be the exact shade of her lips. And it was glossy.  She always looked like she was smiling when she wore it and like she was going to kiss him. She'd look at Tom and he'd smile back at her, looking at her mouth, waiting for her kiss.

"Hm, hmm," his wife said again, "Elizabeth, I understand what you're going through. I've seen it and heard it many times. I really can't give you any advice, though. The best I can do is to tell you what worked for us."

It's just woman talk, Tom thought to himself. Maybe he had only thought he had heard her say ‘ping pong bat’.

Maybe it was guilt, maybe it was fear, but when he heard her say that word it always meant trouble for him. He looked at her bare legs again. She had a long lap and strong legs. And a hand that could stroke his face as gently as a summer breeze and yet it could feel like it was made of iron. He knew it well enough! He shivered and quickly went through his mind for any recent bad behavior. 

"As I said it is the advice of my mother-in-law...hm, hmm...yes she gave it to me soon after my marriage...yes, the very same she used on Tom whenever the need arose..." Tom heard his wife say and his heart began to pound. "So when my husband disobeys, talks back, is disrespectful, or in any other way acts silly, I turn him over my knee, pull down his pants, and spank his bare bottom but good with the ping pong bat."

Tom broke out in a cold sweat and felt lightheaded. He put his head down on one of the stairs. His wife was simply explaining her form of domestic discipline to a friend in a casual, matter-of-fact way. She was not angry and yet Tom swore that she put a special emphasis on the word 'spank'.

His wife paused while she listened to her friend.  "I know it can sound, well, weird. But believe me, it helps our marriage to go well, and besides that, believe me or not, it even... improves his performance in bed."

Tom gasped audibly and clapped his hand over his mouth.  He stared at his wife's form and waited an endless couple of seconds to see if there was any sign that she had heard him. 

She spoke again, "Elizabeth, I'm not criticizing you or your husband, but I've seen how he treats you, and how he acts as if he still was a silly teenager. How long do you think you can stand that before you can't stand it anymore and screw up your marriage?... Exactly dear, that's what I'm saying, so...why don't take the matter into your hands and try it?... I don't know dear, I don't know how he will react...I just know that in my own situation, spanking my husband keeps him in line."

Whose wife is that? Tom wondered.  Whose wife now knows that he gets spanked by his wife?  Will she tell her husband that Tom gets spanked?  Will she say "I should just spank you the way Tom's wife spanks him"?  Will she say "Tom's wife spanks his bare bottom when she can't stand his silliness"?  He'll come to the bar and tell everyone, whoever this blabbermouthed man is.  I'll be ruined, Tom thought miserably.  Butterflies fluttered in his tummy, his heart pounded, and his hands tightly gripped the banister.

"Just to let you know what I do, for example, a couple of weeks ago Tom, instead of doing his chores, was lying down on the sofa watching a football match.  Now I'm not against him watching sports but that comes after chores, not before. He disobeyed me. He knew it and he knew what the consequences would be. When he deliberately breaks a rule, as far as I am concerned, he is willing and is even asking to take the known consequence.  And the known consequence is me spanking his bare chubby bottom with the ping pong bat ‘till he can’t sit down. So I told him to stand up. I sat on the sofa. I pulled his jeans down and turned him over my knees. I pulled his briefs down and spanked his muscular but supple bottom until he was a crying mess kicking and wailing and promising to be a 'good boy'."

Tom closed his eyes. I'm dead, he thought. That woman will tell her husband and he will tell everyone. I'll never live it down.  By tomorrow the whole neighborhood will know.

"I realize that, Elizabeth," his wife was telling. "I'm just telling you what I do. What works for me. And Tom. I'll just say one more thing. You said that you've tried everything and nothing works," she let that sink in. "There's one thing you haven't tried. It's up to you but, at this point, what have you got to lose? " She listened for a moment.  "Well, I'm glad to hear that.  Hm?  Ah! He's home?  Perfect timing. If you need any pointers, let me know...oh yes, I'm sure, a wooden-backed hair brush will just do. And let me know how it goes, too.  Good luck.  Bye."

Tom heard his wife hang up the phone.  He let out the breath he had been holding.

"Come in here, Tom," his wife said in her soft low voice.

Tom jumped, his heart beating wildly. He stood on shaking legs and walked down the stairs and into the living room.

"What's up, dear?" He choked in a hoarse whisper the greeting he wanted to be bright.

"Were you listening to me talk on the phone with one of my friends?" She asked.

"Well, not really. I mean I heard you when I was coming down the stairs and I could make out some of the words."

"Are you telling me that you didn't sit down and listened to every word I said?"

Tom had heard of X-ray vision, but never X-ray hearing. He was convinced his wife could hear through lead. Even so, he managed to make his point. Avoiding eye contact and dragging a foot on the ground he uttered "Mhm, no honey, honest. I...didn't."

Then as from nowhere his mother's ping pong bat appeared in the hand of his wife.

Unable to keep lying Tom hung his head and shrugged.

"I didn't mean to," he murmured.

"So, sitting down on a stair, settling in comfortably, and listening intently to my conversation was not deliberate on your part?  Were you doing something else on that stair besides listening to me?"

"No," Tom admitted.

"So on top of eavesdropping, you just lied to me, mister. And what does that call for in our home?" She inquired in her soft voice.

"A...spanking..." Tom answered blushing.

He looked up at his wife, his large dark eyes as wide, as innocent, and as pitiful as he could make them. 

"I'm sorry, honey. Please don't spank me this time. I'll never do it again. I promise. It's just that I heard you say 'ping pong bat'...and I froze and I couldn't move. I really didn't mean to listen."

While saying this his hands reached back and gently massage his buttocks through the fabric of his pajama. He was staring at the instrument of pain in his wife’s hand. It had the plastic band removed from one side and accurately polished. He knows it so well. Suddenly memories of previous encounters with it flashed through his mind 'You have been a bad little boy’ 'You lied to mommy.' 'You are going to get a spanking, young man.' He was back at that once again, with the woman that he loved the most in his life ready to deliberately inflict a considerable amount of pain where he usually sits down. 

Suddenly he felt nothing more than a bad little boy, while the first of many tears streaked his cheeks, and his wife beckoned him in front of her, took down his pajama pants, and patted her thighs.

"Over my knees, my naughty boy. You misbehaved and lied and I'm going to spank your bottom. When you do something bad, knowing full well that a spanking will be the result, then you are asking me to spank you. And that's what I'm going to do. Spank your naughty bottom good and hard," she said while Tom laid down on her lap, smashing his hardened manhood on her bare thighs, and obediently presenting to her his white, bare, vulnerable bum cheeks.

His wife knew how to spank a naughty man. She lifted that nasty ping pong bat and it came cracking down on Tom's sit spot. At some point, he started to let out some loud yells and his wife said in her calm sweet voice that if he wanted to yell then she would give him something to yell about. She whacked and spanked and he yelled and then she whacked and spanked some more.

By this time Tom's bottom was hurting so bad all he could do was cry and hiccup. His nose was even dripping onto the floor. All he could think was that he had been a bad little boy once again, and bad little boys have their bare bottom spanked till they can't sit down. And his wife, just as Mommy before her, was doing just that, spanking his bottom to the point that sitting down was not an option for the rest of the day.

He didn’t even realize when she stopped that spanking. He was just lying there waiting to be spanked some more and wailing. His wife helped him to his feet. He stood up and she helped him pull his pajama pants up on his very scorched bottom. He swore to her that he would never lie or eavesdrop ever again. All this was said through his tears.

When finally Tom got up to their bedroom he just had to see what damage she had done to his bottom. He took his pajama pants down, looked in the mirror and just about died. His rear was dull red from the top of his bottom to the top of his thighs.

And despite all this, as usual, he had the biggest hard-on possible as always after every and each of his spankings. And as usual, he was so confused. He just never understood this. Why would something so painful and shaming give him that special feeling down there, and cause such a huge hard-on?


Nicole

I

Nicole thought Sylvester was just the cutest guy. As co-workers in an insurance firm, they saw each other daily. He was almost pretty rather than handsome, Nicole thought. And he had this freshness, this innocent look about him that made her want to mother him. So he was eleven years younger than she, so what? They became friends at work. He was new so she took him under her wing and showed him procedures and filled him in on 'unspoken rules' and office protocols, stuff they don't teach you at college. He was shy and never came on to her. She thought that his shyness was adorable. He was intelligent and well-mannered. He was a nice young man, a good company, and they frequently ate lunch together in the firm lunchroom.

Nicole was in her late thirties, a single mom since her husband left just after she gave birth, with a kid to raise. She was a fit, voluptuous, coppery-haired woman with green eyes and an exceptionally well-toned body with a nice figure, at least for thirty-nine, she thought. She worked out to keep it that way. Office lotharios hit on her with regularity, but these arrogant jerks were not her type.

Sylvester liked Nicole, and admittedly, he was attracted to her. When he first met her he said to himself, 'WOW, what a babe!' A goddess, really, with those high-set proud breasts, sculpted legs, and that wonderfully round, prominent ass. But she was older, more worldly-wise than he. He'd feel foolish making a pass at her. And she had this smoldering sensuality about her. He imagined his lack of experience made him unattractive to her. She had so many offers, surely she was dating someone. Besides, he told himself, women always wanted older guys.

When they got lunch together they frequently talked about stuff they read in the newspapers in the lunch room. And that is what started the whole thing, a news about spanking.

"Says here that this minister in this fundamentalist church handed out spanking paddles to the congregation," said Sylvester one day. "Imagine that."

"So? What do you find strange in it?" Said Nicole, munching on her sandwich.

"You agree with that?" Sylvester cocked his head in amazement.

"Um," said Nicole, nodding, her mouth full. "In my experience sometimes is the only way a boy listens."

"Well, hum, probably depend on the boy and...on the age, of course."

"You're never too old for a good bottom warming," chuckled Nicole.

Sylvester took this in for a moment. Nicole was tall, fit, and strong, with powerful-looking arms and shoulders. She wouldn't have any trouble at all upending even a grown boy across her knee if necessary.

"But I spank only when it's really needed," she added.

"You do? Really? How do you do it?"

“Same as when I was a kid and I got it from my mom. It was a serious business."

Sylvester was all ears, fascinated now, "How...?"

"How? Do you mean in which way my mom handled us kids?"

Blushing a bit Sylvester nodded.

"Boy, she was a believer in sound spankings for us. She would say we all needed some 'vitamin S' from time to time. With a sister and three brothers, though, she had a job keeping us in line. When she decided you needed one, all she would do is point upstairs and say, 'Right now, go.' We knew what that meant. A good sound pants down bottom warming."

"Wow. I bet that hurt."

"You got that right, honey." Said Nicole sardonically.

"I guess I never had a spanking," Sylvester said. "I wonder what it's like?"

"Never? In your life?" Nicole was amazed.

"Nope," he said, shaking his head, "but I always wondered about it. It just never happened to me. What does it feel like, though? Were you scared if your mom told you to get ready?"

"Really your parents never spanked your butt? Ever?" Nicole was incredulous.

"As I said, Nicole. They didn't believe in it...But what is it like?" pressed Sylvester. "I don't mean did it hurt, I mean the whole thing, from the time you knew you were going to get it through actually getting it and afterward. Were you scared?"

Nicole nodded, "I'll say this Sylvester, there is no feeling in the world like being told to get ready for a spanking.”

The mental image of a half-naked Nicole getting her ass spanked had brought on a full-blown woody to Sylvester.

"And after? What does it feel like, though? Did it hurt a lot?"

Nicole grinned knowingly, "My, you're a curious boy, but if you must know, yes."

"That's amazing. Still, it's an experience I never had and I just wonder what it would be like. But," Sylvester sighed, "that aspect of life has passed me by. Too late now, I guess."

"I guess I don't understand," said Nicole, "spankings hurt. Why do you think you missed something?"

"I guess it's the intensity of the whole thing. It's a life experience most kids go through, but I never did. So I wonder about it, that's all." Sylvester cut it short for fear of sounding weird.

It was about a week later when Sylvester approached Nicole. "I've got a favor to ask you. I have to move, but I'm without a place to stay until I can get into my new apartment. I don't know who else to ask. Could you put me up for a few days?"

Nicole was more than happy to let Sylvester use the guest bedroom. She thought that as he got to know Tim he would feel like home. He was an adult, but not so much older than him. Such a sweet guy, she thought.

Living with Nicole and his nineteen years old son Tim turned out to be pleasant and entertaining at a high level for Sylvester. He found out that Tim was an amazing boy. He studied at a local university and liked sports and having fun, nonetheless, he was always very polite and well-mannered and showed great affection for his mom, along with respect and first-time obedience.

The assumption that he lived with a woman who had raised her son the old-fashioned way and that at some level she believed that such discipline could be appropriate for even older boys, 'you're never too old for a sound bottom warming' he remembered her saying, aroused some fantasies in him, and he often wondered if Nicole would still correct Tim with a spanking if the need would arise. The point was driven home on a Wednesday night when Tim had been given a parking ticket.

"That's the third one this year," Nicole sounded cross and exasperated.

Sylvester could hear and see the scolding taking place in the kitchen.

"But Mom, it has been near the university, you know that it's almost impossible to park there and I had to bring in a model for the exam,” whined Tim.

"It's still three, Tim Johnson, and you know what that means."

"Oh, no, mom. Not that. Please," the cute boy's face was a mask of anguish.

"Yes, Tim. I will not put up with misbehavior. I told you. I gave you fair warnings. Now you get a spanking. I'm serious. After supper, you will go up to your room and get ready. Let's see if a hot bottom will help you to respect the rules."

Tim blushed beet red with embarrassment and just hung his head.

Wow, thought Sylvester, Tim's going to get it!

Dinner was a subdued affair. At its conclusion, Nicole motioned to Tim, "All right Tim, upstairs and I don't want to hear any argument. You know what you have coming."

A shamefaced Tim slid back his chair and headed for his room. Sylvester had noted that Tim had a cute, round butt, the muscular curves of which were emphasized by his tight jeans. Sylvester winced at the fact that the same cute butt was probably in for a good tanning.

Nicole turned to Sylvester and said, "I'm afraid I have a rather unpleasant task to perform. I'll be down in a little while."

II

Upstairs Nicole had found his son waiting. He stood nervously by the dresser clad in his pajama. With the paddle in her hand, she entered the room and closed the door. Tim shivered at the sight of that dreaded tool, a sturdy maple paddle, rectangular with rounded edges, about the size of a ping pong bat.

Nicole sat down and pulled Tim towards her, ignoring his lame protests. 'The boy needs his bottom well warmed,' she thought. As she always did, she calmly explained the importance of proper behavior. Tim shuffled from foot to foot, dreading the end of the lecture. His promises to be good in the future were welcomed by Nicole, but she was not about to be deterred from her maternal duty by his tearful entreaties. Justice had to be done.

Grasping Tim by the arm, Nicole guided the mortified big boy into the time-honored, ignoble position over her lap, bottoms up. As she continued to lecture Tim, she gripped Tim's right wrist and held it in the small of his back. Tim's round bottom cheeks were exposed and vulnerable, covered only by his thin pajama. To Tim's shame, his mother inserted her fingers in the elastic band of his pajama pants and slid them down revealing two pale white, protruding globes quivering with apprehension.

Nicole wasted no further time. She steeled her resolve and raised her open palm to the ceiling.

CRACK! SMACK! SPLAT!  SMACK!  SMACK!  CRACK!  SPLAT!  SMACK! 

The hard hand spanks landed noisily on alternate cheeks of Tim's derriere. He jerked his body as each brisk smack landed as if in surprise that it could burn so much. His squirming and pleas for mercy grew more animated as Nicole spanked with a steady cadence, determined to give Tim a seat warming he'd not soon forget. And a good seat warming it was. Tim's cute, round butt bounded and bounced over Nicole's knee as the determined Mom kept up the stinging barrage of spanks until Tim's bum cheeks were as red as two ripe cherries and the tears were falling copiously.

SMACK! SPLAT!  SMACK!  SMACK!  CRACK!  SPLAT!  SMACK!  CRACK!

Down in the living room, Sylvester had tried to act nonchalant. It wasn't long before Nicole had gone upstairs that he started to hear muffled smacks delivered in rapid succession and accompanying squeals of pain and pleas for mercy. Sylvester was stunned, and even more so when that just went on and on.

Then there was silence for a few moments, broken by the sound of what sounded like a pointed scolding. This was followed by 19 distinct sounds like firecrackers spaced several seconds apart each one eliciting a heartbreaking scream.

'Oh, yeuch, he's getting the paddle,' thought Sylvester.

Upstairs, while Tim sobbed and pleaded, a steeled Nicole had picked up the paddle.

"Now, mister, you will behave."

SMACKK!

"ARGHHHHH!" Wailed Tim. "Yes Mom, please...AHAWWWW!"

The paddle bounced off of the pert mounds of Tim's behind. What had started as a pale pair of moons was now beet red and Tim was bawling unabashedly.

'There,' thought Nicole as she landed the nineteenth wristy smack, accompanied by an anguished howl from Tim, 'he'll behave now, I hope.'

A little bit later Nicole came down.

"Well, I guess you heard," she said to Sylvester.

"Poor boy," said Sylvester. "That sounded like a real shellacking."

"I wish I didn't have to do it, but yes, you're right. It was a good sound tanning. His cute butt was red as a beet when I was done, but he understands now. I don't think I'll be getting any more referrals any time soon."

Sylvester went to bed that night in a high state of excitement. He had been a witness (well, almost) to an actual punishment of the type he had only heard about. He shivered involuntarily at the thought of what it must have felt like for poor Tim, placed over Nicole's knee, pants yanked down baring that cute round butt, to feel Nicole's palm smacking his fanny, over and over, to squirm at the hot sting and not be able to make it stop. And, finally, to try and hold still and endure those loud cracks from the paddle on his already sore rear end. His penis stiffened. He touched himself. He began to stroke it imagining Nicole in action. He came copiously and finally fell asleep with such images whirling about in his brain.

In the following days, he couldn't avoid his mind coming back to the event that had happened on that fateful evening. He even had dreams of him being over the sturdy pretty legs of Nicole, and every time he woke up with an almost painful hard-on to relieve which he had to masturbate.

And since he lived under the same roof with the woman who exerted such a powerful attraction to him, the situation became difficult to manage. He needed to do something, but he couldn't figure out exactly what he could do.

The opportunity came a few nights later. The trouble happened when Tim and he started kicking the soccer ball in the family room. What started as a quiet dribble soon turned into a heated contest to score goals in the kitchen door.

"OK, Tim we better cool it," said Sylvester at one point realizing that the game was going out of hand, but Tim launched the ball through the air as he spoke.

The ball hit a lamp in the living room with a loud crash.

"Oh, no," wailed Tim. "That lamp was a gift from granny, mom just loves it...and she had told me times and again not to play ball in the house. Oh, no! I'm in for it." He blanched as beginning to imagine the consequence of that silly action.

"Don't worry," said Sylvester. "I'll talk to her. It was my fault too. I should have stopped us sooner."

They were cleaning it up when Nicole walked in. She was appalled. Sylvester told her what they had done.

"I don't believe this! Sylvester? Tim?" She surveyed the wreckage with hands on hips and a grim expression.

"Tim, you know better. I have told you more than once about that ball, and this is what happens. I loved that lamp! You know is a gift from your grandmother."

Sylvester spoke up quickly, "Nicole, look I'm sorry. It was my fault too. I'll pay for a new lamp."

"Well, yes, I think that's appropriate Sylvester. What were you thinking?" she said, shaking her head.

Turning to Tim she said, "But that doesn't let you off the hook, young man. We have rules in this house and there are consequences when they are broken. Go upstairs right now and wait for me. You need a hot reminder, I'm afraid."

"Aw, Mom, please..." Tim pleaded.

"Get upstairs and get ready now! It's a well-warmed bottom you're needing, mister," said Nicole pointing.

Sylvester felt awful and tried to intervene, "Nicole, don't be too hard on him. It was me too. I encouraged him."

"Yes, you did Sylvester. He followed your lead, I'm sure, but that does not excuse the fact that he knew not to kick the damn ball in the house."

As Nicole started up the stairs, she turned back to Sylvester.

"You must know better, Sylvester. And now because of you, I have to punish Tim. He's the one you need forgiveness from." Almost as an afterthought, she added, "You could do with a butt-warming yourself."

She froze as she said it. 'I don't know that I meant for that to come out,' she thought, but Sylvester was thinking fast.

"Wait a minute, Nicole." Sylvester had an odd look on his face. "Before you go up and punish Tim, can I say something?"

"Ok," said Nicole, folding her arms.

"Uh, in private?" asked Sylvester.

Nicole's eyes narrowed.

"This better be good. Ok, in my bedroom."

Sylvester followed the gentle sway of Nicole's luscious hips as she ascended the stairs. When they were both in Nicole's room, she closed the door.

"Well?" she asked tapping her foot impatiently.

Sylvester was nervous. He licked his lips before saying, "This whole thing was my fault. Really."

"You already said that," snapped Nicole.

"So, ah, don't punish Tim."

"Sylvester, I already told you..."

Sylvester took a deep breath.

"Punish me instead," there, he had said it.

"Punish you?" Nicole was incredulous.

"Yes. I-I'll take Tim's punishment for him."

Nicole thought a moment. It was almost funny, what he was suggesting. The idea did have some appeal, though, not the least of which was the thought of Sylvester's cute and sexy buns upended over her knee. She felt a distinct tingle of excitement in regions below the waist.

"A regular Tom Sawyer, aren't you?" she asked, genuinely amused. "But even if I punish you that wouldn't save Tim buns. He did know the rule and he broke it."

"Ok, if you say so...but...I do need the same he will get, since I'm guilty in the same way, if not more. Otherwise, I could no longer look him in the eye."

"Are you sure you want this? Do you have any idea what you are letting yourself in for?"

Echoes of the sharp sounds of Tim's spanking sounded in Sylvester's head, but he dismissed them. He was an adult. He could handle this. Besides, he was still intensely curious and the prospect was somehow exciting in a way he did not understand.

"I guess it's only right," declared Sylvester. "I'm willing to take whatever Tim has coming to him. Yes, I'll do it."

"Tim is going to get a spanking, Sylvester. Is that what you want?"

Nicole's anger was now turning to amusement. Imagine, a twenty-eight-year-old man asking her to spank him. As she considered it she was aware of a warm wave of not-so-motherly feelings. Amazing. Well, maybe not so amazing given Sylvester's fascination with her description of her childhood lickings and Sylvester's lack of them. So he wants to know what it's like, does he?

"Sylvester, when I give a spanking, it's serious business. I spank until I think the boy has learned his lesson, and by that time his pert bottom is cherry red. Then he gets a dose of the paddle."

"Yes, but then it's done with, right? And you're not angry anymore?"

"Hmmm," Nicole mused.

The idea had its attractions. Sylvester was offering to make himself vulnerable to her in a way no man ever had. There was no doubt that Sylvester actually deserved to be punished. He'd acted like an overgrown kid, so in a wacky way, a spanking seemed appropriate, even if he was twenty-eight. What he really wanted was for her not to be angry anymore. He likes me, she thought, and he wants to make up.

"Ok, Sylvester," she said decisively. "I think, under the circumstances, we should do this. I will give you the same treatment Tim gets around here when he misbehaves and then we'll put it behind us. But I want you to understand...we do this my way. You do what I tell you and no begging off. Once we start, I'm in charge, ok?"

"Ok, Nicole. I'll do what you say."

"I mean, we're friends at the office, Sylvester, but once we start, we are in different roles, understand?"

Sylvester licked his lips nervously. She sounded serious. He wondered if it was too late to back out...say it was all a joke. Tim had sat on a pillow at breakfast the next morning. But, oddly, he wanted this. He wanted to know what it felt like to be so vulnerable. It was like baring his soul as much as baring his bottom to this attractive woman.

"Ok, yes. I mean, I still think it's right for you to do this to me. I should be punished."

"Well..." Nicole regarded Sylvester carefully. "Ok. Tomorrow is Saturday. Yes. We'll do it then. Tim will be at his football match so we'll have some privacy."

Sylvester gulped. The die was cast.

"Now I have to go to take care of Tim, it's not right to let him wait too much for his punishment, is agonizing," Nicole said and after taking the paddle out from her toilet drawer headed out of her room.

III

The next morning Sylvester was nervous and excited at the same time, his stomach was full of butterflies, as he sat at the breakfast table waiting for Nicole to return from her Saturday morning errands.

When he saw her come in Sylvester almost whistled. Nicole was wearing a halter top and running shorts, her proud figure was on full display and he felt a surge of sudden desire.

There was an awkward silence for a moment, then Nicole, realizing Sylvester's embarrassment and not wanting to prolong it any longer, smiled at him and said, "We may as well get started, Sylvester. It’s time to get that missing childhood experience. Ready for an old-fashioned spanking?"

Nicole chuckled at Sylvester's worried look, "It only hurts for a little while, honey buns, and you definitely deserve your fanny tanned."

Sylvester gaped at her, blushing. This was a forceful woman, yet playful at the same time, and despite the bizarre nature of the situation, he felt highly aroused.

For her part, Nicole had already decided she would give Sylvester an authentic bare-bottom spanking. A real pants downer. The more she thought about it, the more excited she had become. The powerful image to strip him bare for a good licking. The idea of upending a full-grown man over her knee and baring his bottom was arousing, 'Uhmmmm...especially one as cute as Sylvester,' she was thinking.

After another moment of awkward silence, Nicole motioned with her hand.

"OK, hurry up. What you do Sylvester, is you go upstairs and get ready. That means you put back on your pajama with nothing underneath and wait for me. I'll be up in a minute."

"Ok, Nicole." Sylvester licked his lips. "Ok. Whew."

He shook his head. His hands shook too. Did he really want to go through with this?

"And another thing, Sylvester. From here on out it's not 'Nicole', it's 'yes, ma'am' do you understand? You are going to be punished in a very juvenile way and you need to think of yourself as a child and me as the adult, ok?"

"Ah, yes Nicole...er, ma'am," he said, quickly correcting himself.

Sylvester gave Nicole one last look then shoved back his chair and headed for the stairs.

He has cute buns, thought Nicole as she watched him leave. 'I'm going to enjoy this,' she said to herself. 'Sylvester could wait a while, let him steam in his fear.' That little time gave Nicole time to think. 'It has to be a real punishment,' she thought. ‘I have to spank him for real’. So after a few minutes, she got up and headed for her bedroom with a determined air.

Seated on his bed clothed only in his pale blue pajama, Sylvester heard her coming down the hallway. Besides the fear of what was coming upon him, his greater worry was that his penis was thick with arousal. When she walked in, his eyes went immediately to the paddle gripped in her right hand.

"This was my mom's, Sylvester, in case you're wondering. You're not going to feel anything I didn't get plenty of as a kid. Ok, stand up."

As Sylvester stood, Nicole seated herself on the bed.

"Now, here, face me. Hands at your sides."

Sylvester stood before her. Nicole was startled at the bulge in Sylvester's pants but pretended not to notice. So the prospect of a spanking was giving him an erection, 'Uhmmm? Interesting’.

"Sylvester, you knew kicking that ball in my house was wrong. As a result, you broke a lamp. You acted as a silly little boy and you will now be punished like one. Now come over here to my right side."

Sylvester edged over next to Nicole.

"Get over my knee, young man. Let's go, booty up."

Nicole sounded positively cheerful. Sylvester gulped and lowered himself across Nicole's bare thighs, given the shorts she was wearing. The feeling produced a jolt of arousal. Sylvester settled over her lap, feeling the contact between his groin and her superb thighs. The sensation was magnified by the feeling of her fingers as they slipped through the waistband of his briefs.

"Lift up a little, Sylvester. It's time to get these briefs down."

'Oh!' thought Sylvester as Nicole yanked his pajama pants down to his knees. He flushed with embarrassment, he was now bare-bottomed over her lap. It was the most vulnerable feeling Sylvester had ever experienced, his bare behind waving in the breeze. And it was distinctly humiliating as well, being face down over her knee, exposing his bare seat to that attractive woman.

Nicole shifted his body, pushing him farther over her lap. She was not unmindful of Sylvester's erect penis digging into her left thigh. 'My,' she thought, 'what a delicious feeling.' She opened her legs just a little and the unruly member slid to position straight down between her thighs. She then imprisoned it by clamping her thighs shut. Sylvester gave a little gasp as she did so. 'Such cute cheeks,' thought Nicole as she patted Sylvester's butt.

"Ok, Sylvester. Here we go. Do not get out of position do you understand? Just try and take it like a man."

The feeling of Nicole's hand on his bare bottom was electric. Sylvester wiggled slightly in response but that just put friction on his engorged penis that slid within the tight sheath defined by her inner thighs.

'This is amusing,' Nicole thought, 'but I do have a job to do.' With that, her years-long experience took off and she began to smack Sylvester's buns with fast, ringing spanks that echoed off the walls like shots.

SMACKK!  SMACKK! SLAPP!  SMACKK!  CRACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

She spanked from side to side with deliberate, heavy slaps from her palm that landed with a brisk snap of her wrist. Experience had taught her that the best way to get a stinging lesson across was to start with fast brisk smacks. She spanked from side to side, every once in a while landing a few right across the crease near the junction of butt and thigh.

"Ohhh! Ohww! YEHOWW!" Yelped Sylvester.

So this is a spanking, he thought. The first few smacks had tingled, almost a pleasant sensation. But now the accumulated smacking from Nicole's capable palm was starting to sting. Really sting!

Sylvester began to wriggle about a minute into his spanking. Nicole could hear a few hisses and gasps but all in all Sylvester was trying to take it like a man. His buttocks bounced and quivered from the contact with her palm. Red handprints on the white cheeks merged into a diffuse red.

SMACKK! SLAPP!  SMACKK!  CRACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

Nicole laid on smack after smack after smack, making Sylvester's buns ripple. His body reacted by stiffening. He bucked up and down at times. She noticed that Sylvester was becoming more vocal, too. That was good. She was getting through to him.

"Well, Sylvester,” SMACKK! “you asked for this,” SMACKK! CRACKK! “and now you're getting it. This is the kind of spanking,” SMACKK! CRACKK! SLAPP! “you should have had as a boy. Well, never too late, young man.” SMACKK! SLAPP! CRACKK!

"NNHH...OHW...OHWW, please, NICOLE..."

"What?” SMACKKK! CRACKKK! “What did you call me?"

"MA'AM!” SMACKK! “OHW...OWHWW...please, ma'am!” CRACKK! SMACKK! “ARGHHH...NO...MOOORE!"

Nicole kept up the intensity of the spanking, smacking the right and then the left cheek in rapid sequence. Sylvester was wriggling so she drew him closer, lifted her right leg, and clamped it across the back of his legs. He was jackknifed over her left knee now, ass up. Satisfied that she had him in a tight grip she resumed the punishment.

"Hold still, Sylvester.” SMACKK! CRACKK! “I want that bare little bottom of yours to get” SMACKK! SLAPP! SMACKK! “the full benefit of this old-fashioned tanning.” SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

Sylvester could not believe the sting. His butt was ablaze. Nicole had him in an iron grip. God! The woman was strong. He couldn't have moved if had wanted to. He felt himself breaking down. OHW! It hurt so bad. Was he going to cry? He could feel his eyes starting to tear up.

"OHW...OHWW...BWHAAAA!" Cried Sylvester.

SMACKK!  SMACKK! SLAPP!  SMACKK!  CRACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

As Nicole's tireless hand kept smashing down on his poor swelling buttocks, Sylvester bucked up and down throwing his head back and wriggling like an eel. After another minute or so of brisk smacking Sylvester's quivering buns were engine red and he was crying his eyes out, gasping with pain. Nicole figured that she had given him about all the spanks he deserved. She could tell that her palm had stung him because it really stung her. So now it was time for the paddle.

"Ok, mister, up you get," said Nicole, lifting Sylvester to his feet.

His hands went instinctively to his red-hot fanny and he commenced to rub the pain away while, still in a full cry, he hopped up and down in front of Nicole unashamedly showing his full hard-on.

"Take your hands away," exclaimed Nicole. "You can rub when I say."

"HUNHH? Please, Nicole. ARGHHH. I'm burning up!" Wailed Sylvester.

This spanking had turned out to be far more painful than he could ever have imagined.

SMACKKK!

Nicole laid a very hard spank right across the crease of Sylvester's ass.

"I told you, it's 'yes, ma'am' while we're here, Sylvester. Now scoot over into that corner, nose against the wall. Go!" And she swatted him again, very hard, for emphasis.

"ARGHHH! OK, ok...ehrrr, YES, MA'AM, yes, ma'am." Sylvester hastily corrected himself and shuffled quickly to the corner.

'What have I gotten myself into?'

Sylvester sported a bright, shiny red pair of well-spanked buttocks, and Nicole congratulated herself on a job well done so far. She could hear Sylvester exhaling through his teeth and shuffling from foot to foot.

He was adorable, really, with his pajama pants at the ankles, bottom bare, his red hiney on display, a picture of a naughty boy well-spanked. She drank it all in. The experience had been very satisfying on some basic level. Maybe it was the nurturing side of her, the need to mother. Well, mothers sometimes have to punish, she mused. She was also very distinctly aroused. What to do about that?

Sylvester's butt felt like he had backed into a hot stove, but inexplicably, his woody was still in full swing. The heat in his ass, the exposure of his bare bottom, being under Nicole's control...it was all generating a powerful state of sexual excitement.

"Sylvester?" Sylvester started to turn. "No don't turn around. Just answer."

"Yes...ah...ma'am?"

"I hope you've learned your lesson, Sylvester. When I say no ball playing in the house, I mean it."

"You bet, Nicole...oops, I mean, ma'am."

"You know I have to drive the lesson home, don't you?"

Nicole picked up the short paddle.

"Ahh...yes, ma'am."

'Oh, God!' There was the paddle yet to come. He'd almost forgotten. What had she said? One swat per year, or something like that.

"And how old are you?"

"Ah, 28, ma'am."

"28. All right then. Come back over here."

Sylvester turned and hobbled over to Nicole who was still seated on the bed, now holding the paddle. She patted her thigh with it.

"Over my knee. Lie flat on the bed."

She had moved back so that when Sylvester stretched face down across her lap his body was extended flat along the bed. This left his bottom cheeks nice and relaxed. Nicole pressed the paddle against Sylvester's bottom.

"Hold still Sylvester. Be a big boy."

Nicole lifted the paddle and brought it down flat across the crowns of Sylvester's buttocks with a loud CRACKK! His cheeks quivered at impact.

"ARGHHH!" It was like a hot iron landing on his ass. "AHWWW!"

"That's one Sylvester. The rest will be faster."

Nicole began putting the paddle to Sylvester's nude wriggling fanny with brisk smacks.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

"Well, Sylvester, you asked for this, and now you're getting it!”

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

"NHAAAA...ARGHHH...AHWWW, please, PLEASE NICOLE...". His butt was on fire. Nothing had ever hurt this bad in his own life. "STOP, NICOLE, NO MORE...AHWHWWWW!"

CRACKK! CRACKK! 

"What? What did you call me?"

"MA'AM...ARGHHHH...OHWWWW...please, PLEASE MA'AM ARGHHH, NOOO MOOOREEE...BWUAHHHHH!"

CRACKK! CRACKK!  CRACKK! CRACKK! 

"Hold still, Sylvester, I want that bare little bottom of yours to get the full benefit of this old-fashioned tanning.”

CRACKK! CRACKK!  CRACKK! CRACKK!  CRACKK!

Sylvester could not believe the sting. His butt was ABLAZE. This was like nothing he'd ever experienced. No wonder it was such a feared punishment among kids! He felt himself breaking down.

CRACKK!  CRACKK! CRACKK!  CRACKK! CRACKK!

"AHWHWWW...ARGHHHH...BWUAHAAAA!" Cried Sylvester, practically blubbering.

That was the signal Nicole had been waiting for. His defenses were gone. He was sobbing, pleading for mercy.

CRACKK! CRACKK!  CRACKK! CRACKK!

With four last hard, slow paddle smacks to make 28, she stopped.

Sylvester slumped over her knees, breathless and drained. His buns were positively on fire. It had been an utterly humbling experience. She had handled him easily, he had been helpless and vulnerable, kicking and squealing. It was what he felt like, a sorry, well-spanked little boy.

"Ok, Sylvester, honey. It's over. Get up." Nicole helped him up.

Sylvester, still crying, hopped from foot to foot as he rubbed his flaming fanny.

"OHW, OHHH ma'am...I had no idea...bwuahhh!"

"Well, Sylvester, you did get the full treatment. That, my friend, is a good sound spanking if I must say so myself."

But as she contemplated Sylvester's well-spanked-boy dance, she became aware of her soaking pussy.

'Oh my God, that made me horney as hell,' she realized.

She stood up and unzipped her shorts. Letting it fall, she stepped out of it. Clad only in black lacy panties she took her top off to reveal her magnificent breasts clad in a skimpy black bra.

Sylvester paused in the rubbing of his butt long enough to gape at Nicole in all her loveliness as she stripped before his eyes.

"What..." Sylvester started to say.

"Sylvester, my brave little boy, who took his spanking so well...you've got me in quite a state."

Nicole hooked her thumbs into the elastic of the brief panties and slid them down. Sylvester's eyes were drawn immediately to the lush auburn foliage at the triangle of her thighs and pelvis, now glistening with the feminine dew of arousal.

"Take those pants all the way off and get over here," she said in a hoarse voice.

Sylvester obeyed. His dick had grown hard as never before at the sight of Nicole's striptease. As he stood next to her Nicole reached down and began to stroke the throbbing member. Sylvester stiffened as waves of pleasure washed over him.

"A well-punished boy deserves some cuddlings," said Nicole, and she gently leaned down and kissed the turgid cock. "But first, there's something I want. Get down on your knees between my legs."

Sylvester understood. She could make him do anything. He would obey this commanding woman any time anywhere.

"Yes, ma'am," was all he could say.

He dropped to his knees and pushed his face into the humid region between her legs.

"Ohhhh...good boy..." moaned Nicole as his tongue found her pussy and he started to lick. He was gently flicking her clitoris with it, driving her mad.

"Unnnhhhh....yes....yes..." she moaned, cumming in uncontrollable spasms. Catching her breath, she pulled Sylvester's face up.

"Oh, that was good. So good. Stand up now," she said.

Sylvester obediently stood at her side as she reached for his hard penis and stroked it, sliding the foreskin back and forth across the hard muscle. In his fevered state, Sylvester couldn't stand it. He went weak in the knees and came in great jutting arcs all over Nicole's legs.

"Oh, I'm sorry," wailed Sylvester.

He feared he'd made another mess.

"A...are you going to spank me for this too?"

Nicole smiled.

"Do you want me to?"

She still had her hand around his prick.

"Ohhh ma'am...maybe not right now. My heinie is...it stings sooo much, ma'am. But...yeah, I do want you to do it whenever you think I deserve it...Nicole..."

Nicole laughed.

"I think you need a woman who will turn you over her knee for a good spanking on occasion. But right now, I need some more...of this."

Sylvester smiled brightly as his gorgeous Nicole pulled him into her bed and wrapped her arms around him. She had spanked him hard, that was for sure, and he'd wince every time he sat down the next week.  But he could feel the hardness return. Soon his cock was rigid again and he was pistoning in and out of her slippery depths. She moaned and rocked as he drove his hardness into the hilt of her and lingered before withdrawing for another thrust.

And, later, as promised, her anger over the lamp had evaporated, and… my God! the intensity of their coupling...it was enough to make Sylvester fall in love.


A college boy story

April Reynolds angrily hung up the phone with her ex-husband Frank as she sat on her sofa in front of me.

"He is so unreasonable with the assets in the college fund. Yes, Jimmy messed up royally for spending 500 dollars on the pizza party at his fraternity three weeks ago. But now my ex-husband would not release extra money from the college fund to pay for Jimmy’s school books," she said to me and then headed to the bar cabinet and served up two generous doses of single malt.

April and Frank had argued for several minutes, accusations were flung about, but she hadn’t gotten anywhere with him. Jimmy must figure out how he would replace the money that he spent that had been earmarked for that semester’s college textbooks, his father said.

"That means," April told me with a discouraged look, "that the money will have to come out of my pocket. How do you think that boy will get such an amount if he is so busy in his studies?" Then while her gaze frowned she followed on, "But he will pay me back tomorrow with his chubby bottom! He had already been warned that he had a spanking coming when he get home for his irresponsible conduct, and believe me, once I'll be done with him he won't even think to sit down for some time to come! I'm only sorry that you will be here to assist at such a shameful event."

'OMG,' I said to myself, 'she still spanks him at his age!' I did know that April, my best friend since high school, used spanking as one of her motherly tools. And actually, it already happened that while I was visiting she had to correct her only son, that calls me Aunty, in this old-fashioned way, but it had been years ago!

"Oh well dear," I said as nonchalantly as I could, "don't worry for me, if you want I even can go out when you will perform that task."

"Forget it. I'm positive that the shame of having his Aunty know that he has been a bad boy and that she see him pay the price for it, would only do him good," she ended the discussion with a knowing smile.

The next day I was seated on the sofa pretending to be interested in a TV show while a domestic drama unfolded a few feet away.

Jimmy was a very cute boy, short but broad-shouldered and compact. The wrestling hoodie he was wearing right then from his college wrestling team betrayed the fact that he was a wrestler and according to his mother a pretty good one. Another thing I noted confirmed something that April had told me about Jimmy a couple of years ago while sharing a bottle of wine, Jimmy was well-endowed. 'Like his father' were her exact words.

Right then Jimmy was standing facing his Mom who looked very angry with her arms crossed. Jimmy was talking pretty quickly while his gaze went from her mother to a heavy wooden-backed hairbrush that was sitting on the table in the living room, and back on.

I admired the way the boy’s light blue denim jeans accentuated the natural curves of the teenager’s butt and toned legs. He had taken his tennis shoes off and his feet were encased in white ankle socks.

"Please Mom, I apologized and I didn’t mean to cause so much trouble. Honest. I promise it won't happen again. Can’t we please just forget it?" He said looking at his Mom who’s expression was unchanged, her arms crossed and staring down at her son.

Jimmy’s voice cracked and it was obvious he was trying to keep from crying.

"Come on Mom. I’m in college now, I’m nineteen. I’m too old. Can’t you ground me or something else?" He continued on his Mom’s expression not changing as she remained unmoved.

"Please Mom I’m too old for a spanking. Can’t we give me one more chance?" He begged as he turned slightly and gave me a profile view of the bulge in the front of his jeans.

It was usually pretty well-filled, but now it looked more enhanced than normal.

"Mom please...," he begged one last time pleading with his Mom, but his Mom’s expression remained unchanged.

"I said take them off!" April said at least with a barely audible icy tone.

Jimmy seemed to know it was fruitless to keep pleading. I watched in amazement as the boy’s hands undid the belt he was wearing, unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, and pulled them to his ankles. He turned profile to me, giving a good profile view of the extended pouch in the front of his light blue boxer briefs as he pulled his jeans off, picked them up, and extended them to his Mom. For the first time, his Mom uncrossed her arms, took the jeans from her almost adult son, folded them in half, and set them on the table.

I watched the boy’s butt tense and clench inside the confines of the contoured underpants. His voice cracked again as he stood now with his jeans off, slightly profile to give me a steady view of his package. His Mom wasn’t kidding, he filled out the front of those underpants more than many of my boyfriends. Being short and lean it looked even more pronounced.

"Mom, can’t you just spank me over my underpants? I know I deserve it, but I’m in college now and an adult. And Aunty is right there...can’t I at least leave my underpants on this time please?" His voice broke once again as he pled with April who was standing in the same position having re-crossed her arms and staring her son down silently.

Jimmy was starting to cry by now as he continued to plead with his Mom. The transformation of the fit young man into a bad little boy was amazing.

"I’m too old Mom. I'm sure that none of the other boys at college get spanked by their Moms anymore. It’s so old-fashioned! Can’t you just ground me or let me keep my underpants on at least?"

His Mom remained cool and consistent. Jimmy’s demeanor broke and he began to openly weep as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of his underpants and slowly lowered them to his ankles the entire time looking April in the eye. He stooped and picked up the underpants and extended them to his Mom.

I watched April as she uncrossed her arms, took the underpants from her son, and folded them on top of his pants. Jimmy turned once again giving me first a profile look and then a full frontal view of an impressive boy package. Wow! He surely was very well endowed, and as I suspected from the swelling of his boxers it was semi-erect, even so, it was impressive and his balls were massive and proportionate to his appendage. His Mom stared at it for several seconds before taking a seat on one of the chairs and spreading her legs. Jimmy seemed to know instinctively what to do. He took a step forward and began to lower himself over her lap. His Mom adjusted her legs slightly and I saw the boy’s penis hang between her legs as his mom picked up the hairbrush that had been sitting on the table.

I had expected the spanking to start immediately, but April seemed to know the reactions that boy would make. He was already crying and pleading that he was too old, he would be good, he was sorry and he would never do it again. He was now prostrated over his mom’s lap, his jeans and underpants off, and April poised above his exposed butt with a heavy wooden hairbrush.

Then without a word from her, the hairbrush was swung and made its first impact on the boy’s naked butt.

CRACKKK!

He lurched and came to his feet giving a full frontal view of his now full hard penis and testicles as it bobbed and flopped around for a full thirty seconds before he laid slowly back over his Mom’s lap.

As she was expecting all of that April without a word readjusted her big son once again over her lap and resumed the spanking, this time keeping him down with her left arm crossed over his waist.

SMACKK!  CRACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK! CRACKK!  SMACKK! CRACKK!

Soon poor Jimmy was bouncing, twisting, and squirming across April’s lap, his legs flailing and dancing in every direction in response to the smacking impact of the hairbrush. He was howling in earnest as he felt the hard wooden flat back of that instrument of punishment burn his muscular but supple bottom cheeks with each smack.

SMACKK!  CRACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK! CRACKK!  SMACKK! CRACKK!

I watched mesmerized as for at least 4 minutes every 3 or 4 seconds the smacks of the brush landing were drowned out with the sounds of the boy's howling, pleading, and bawling. I was sure that his bottom felt like it was sitting on a hot stove as the burning sting just got worse and worse, reaching that unbearable level that turned him into nothing more than a blubbering little kid over his mommy’s knees.

When at last his no-nonsense mom let him up from her lap, Jimmy immediately began rubbing his bottom frantically with both hands and danced around the room on the tips of his toes in a desperate attempt to relieve the burning pain. He did the time-honored spanking dance from toe to toe oblivious to the fact that he was offering to his mother and his Aunty the show of his now incredibly hardened penis bobbing up and down. But he clearly didn't care, a testament to the level of pain my best friend had ignited in his cute round bottom. Tears were running down his face, snot was coming out from his nostrils and he was sobbing and bawling pitifully and uncontrollably.

April let him do it for a couple of minutes then kept his elbow and guided him to an empty corner of the living room. She ordered him to put his nose there and his hands over his head. Jimmy obeyed at once, still weeping and repeating again and again how sorry he was to “have been a bad boy” and promising to “obey you, Mommy, always”.

It was later that evening when we had all retired to our rooms that, dressed only in a short nightgown, I tiptoed to Jimmy's bedroom door. Cautiously I opened the knob, and there I saw the big boy, lying on his stomach on the bedspread, with his pajama bottoms at mid-thigh, and his badly smoldered bum up in the air, clearly still trying to cool it down in the cool night air.

"Aunty! What...what are you doing here?" He said, surprised, while turning halfway as to hide his well-spanked rear from my view, but doing so offering me a view of his manhood.

From its hardened state, I suddenly suspected that the boy was giving himself some pleasure rubbing it on the bedspread.

"It's ok Jimmy...I just come to see if you want that I rub some cold cream where...where your mom punished you, boy," I said showing him a cold cream jar.

Blushing wildly and staring at my bare thighs the boy returned to his bottom-up position and nodded his assent.

I approached the bed and I lay down beside him.

"Shhhh, it's ok Jimmy, it's ok," I whispered in his ear. "Aunty loves you, Jimmy, and knows that boys of your age have some...needs. Don’t be afraid. I can understand what you feel and I'm here to help you, my boy," I said while taking off my panties and snuggling on his legs.
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