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The Revealing Gesture

Elena had been excited to go spend the long Thanksgiving holiday at the home of her six-month boyfriend David.

In her opinion, David was the perfect boyfriend, sensitive, intelligent, and not too pushy. Not to mention his physique. He was a member of the college football team where his fit physique and muscular legs and buttocks made him appreciated for his speed. It was precisely that butt that filled his jeans so well that had first called Elena's attention.

Elena had always been attracted by boys' bottoms. She remembered starting to appreciate them seeing her brother undergoing their mother's bare-bottom corrections. She always tried to be around when she sensed that Timothy was in some kind of trouble, and she experienced a weird tingle between her legs as soon his white, chubby, tender hillocks came to view before he was put over the maternal lap for an overdue punishment.

Therefore is not difficult to understand how she was attracted to that handsome, somewhat shy, and always courteous guy, who had that firm, prominent and muscular behind. What's more, he also did...that gesture!

A few days after they met, during a playful argument, Elena had been pretending of giving him a spanking, and David had automatically brought both hands to protect his butt, blushing slightly. That was probably what made her fall in love with him, the distinct feeling revealed by that gesture, that this handsome, fit, athletic big boy, deep inside was still a little boy, intimidated by the very idea of a motherly correction.

When she first made the suggestion, David had seemed hesitant about her coming home with him over the long weekend. But as her parents were away on a trip to Europe, she said that it was just the right thing that she would spend the holiday with her boyfriend's family. David tried a couple of times to convince her that she really didn’t want to come home with him, but no matter what he said she insisted, so the two of them made the three hours drive to get to David’s home the Thanksgiving morning.

Ruth, David's mother, turned out to be a tall, imposing woman. In her late forties, she was quite a large, powerfully built lady. Her black hair cut short crowned a still attractive face with two gray eyes. She was dressed in a mid-blue polo shirt that fitted quite tightly on her large, maternal bosom, with the short sleeves only just wide enough for her strong house-working woman’s arms. A skirt just above the knee wrapped her wide hips, prominent butt, and meaty thighs. She greeted her son and his girlfriend warmly, ushered them into the house and got Elena settled in David’s room, and put David up in his nineteen-year-old brother Aron’s room, where he would be staying for the next three nights.

Thanksgiving went fairly smoothly, David, his Dad, uncle, his younger brother, and a couple of boy cousins watched football while Elena busied herself in the kitchen with his Mom, Grandma, and a couple of aunts.

The Thanksgiving meal was delicious and she enjoyed seeing David and his brother all dressed up in slacks, white shirts, and ties. She had never seen David dressed up in the time they had been together and she enjoyed seeing his fit body, especially his firm buttocks in his black slacks. She also admired his younger brother’s body as well, he too was physically fit from sports, and on his slimmer physique his backside stood out even more round and prominent, evidently a family gift, Elena thought.

The morning after Elena suggested that she and David head out and do some Black Friday shopping, and David reluctantly went along. After 4 hours of wandering around malls, David finally convinced Elena that they had done enough shopping and should head home. As soon as they arrived, upon opening the front door of the house, it was obvious that the festive mood of the day before was over. All of the extended family had left except Grandma who was sitting on the sofa spying on the events unfolding in the kitchen.

Elena glanced over and saw David’s younger brother Aron standing in the kitchen looking very embarrassed as Ruth was angrily lecturing him, barely acknowledging the fact that Elena and David had walked in the door. David looked embarrassed too, blushing as he surveyed his little brother's predicament, but Elena noted that he didn’t look that surprised.

The boy was frantic pleading with his Mom that he would shape up immediately and...to please not spank him! WOW, thought Elena, this was turning out far more interesting than she had imagined.

Aron's words seemed to fall on deaf ears as within a couple of minutes after Elena and David’s arrival, Ruth grabbed hold of Aron’s sweatpants and yanked them to his knees. Aron sported snug-fitting blue boxer briefs that cupped a very impressive package, noted Elena. But his dominant mother didn't stop there, and she soon inserted her thumbs in the waistband of his underpants and yanked them too to the boy now trembling knees.

Aron yelped as his privates came into view and Elena could see that the boy was hard down there, but soon she was distracted when Ruth take hold of her son's left arm with her left hand, raised her right big arm, and started to spank the standing nineteen-year-old with her broad, work-hardened palm as he twisted trying to avoid the rain of powerful slaps.

Elena watched amused as the boy’s hardened junk swung around wildly as his Mom spanked him while he was standing before her. Elena could see that the slaps were hard enough that even if Aron's buttocks looked firm and muscular, every time Ruth's palm connected his bum cheeks compressed and then jiggled as they sprung back, and he was stomping his feet just as rapidly at the rhythm of the spanks. Elena couldn't take off her eyes, fascinated, at the way the boy’s erect penis jutted out from his hips and was in constant motion during the spanking.

Once she had been spanking him long enough to make both cheeks a very sore, hot-looking shade of deep pink, Ruth finally, keeping her boy by his arm, took out a chair from under the kitchen table, sat down, and pulled him across her lap to continue that burning correction.

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

Aron didn't even try to not openly cry and maintain a minimum of dignity. His waterworks had started from the first slaps and were now in full swing along with his pitiful pleads.

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

As Ruth's palm landed, again and again, flattening, in turn, Aron's prominent buttocks, Elena watched amused as his pants and underpants that had started at about his knees quickly descended and pooled at his ankles before falling to the floor leaving him completely naked from the waist down except for his socks.

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

“BWUAAAAA! PWLEASEEEE MOOOM! BWUAAAAAA! PWLEASEEE, MOMMY NAAA, PWLEEESE! AHAAWWWW AHW GWAD IT HURTS SOOO BAAAD! BWUAAAAAA!”

After several minutes of that burning onslaught, Aron had regressed to nothing more than a wailing brat, his face damped in tears and snot, blubbering unintelligible words of penance and sorrow. Only then his no-nonsense mother stopped the rise and fall of her spanking arm, and his severe correction came to an end.

Ruth pulled her chastised boy to his feet, and his hands went right to his sore butt, rubbing madly, not seeming to care that his erect penis and walnut-sized testicles were on display before the family members.

Elena noted that by now David was blushing deeply with his own hands pasted on his jeans-clad bottom in that gesture that she liked so much, and she also noted that the bulge in the front of his jeans was more pronounced than it had been earlier that morning. Was he scared or did he enjoy watching his brother get spanked? She thought. And more than that, was it possible that Ruth still spanked David like his brother? She chuckled to herself at this thought while she watched the half-naked Aron crying to the ceiling, his hands grasping great handfuls of his burned buttocks, doing a virtuoso performance of the time-honored 'well-spanked-boy-dance'.

After letting her son do his antics for a couple of minutes Ruth called him in front of her again, and Aron promptly complied cupping his rock-hard cock with his hands and revealing a pair of buttocks red and swollen like two overripe tomatoes.  The boy, half-naked, stood in front of his Mom as she lectured him again. She ordered him to stand in front of Grandma and apologize for some infraction that he had committed before Elena and David had arrived home. Then with the sniffling boy standing again in front of her, she promised him that she would raise blisters on his bottom with her paddle if he kept up with his behavior, before allowing him to get dressed again.

Elena watched Aron go recollect his clothes from the floor and quickly pull them back on, wincing as he raised his pants and underpants over his badly scorched prominent rear.

Once her chastised younger son had disappeared to his room, Ruth turned to Elena and David as if nothing had happened.

"I hope you enjoyed shopping, kids. Are you ready for lunch?" She asked ushering Elena into the kitchen and giving David a couple of joking slaps on his denim-covered butt.

II

Throughout lunch, David said very little. He blushed every time he looked at his Mom, and Elena smirked every time he squirmed in his chair. She knew the boy was sporting a pretty massive hard-on inside his pants based on the bulge that he tried to cover with his napkin.

After lunch was cleaned up and put away, David's mother said she would drive grandma to her house, and went to her room to get ready. Once alone in the living room, Elena started asking David prying questions that made the poor boy turn all shades of red. He did his best to evade her questions but knew that he couldn’t evade them forever.

"Yes, Elena, as you saw, Mom spanks! That’s how she had always disciplined me and Aron and...she still does it," he said his cheeks scarlet for the sheer embarrassment of that confession.

"Really? You too?" Elena kept pressing him.

She felt a weird excitement at seeing her big, handsome boyfriend blush with embarrassment at the shameful revelation that he was still being treated like a bratty child.

"Does she pull your underpants down too?" She asked.

"Yeah, since we were younger she strip us down herself," said David who, no longer able to look his girlfriend in the eyes, had gotten up from the sofa and was staring at the faint rain falling outside the window.

"Do her spankings hurt so much as it seemed, earlier, when she punished Aron?" Continued Elena, who seemed to have no intention of dropping the subject.

Right then Ruth returned to the living room. The high-heeled black shoes she had been wearing heightened her already imposing figure, and the fitted high-necked sweater she wore under her leather jacket highlighted her buxom breasts even more.

"I'm going to accompany Grandma home. Guys, take care and...behave yourselves," she said as she opened the front door, then staring into her son's eyes, she added, "Are we clear, David?"

David mumbled, "Yes, Mother," and she went outside along with Grandma.

Once Ruth was gone, Elena approached David and hugged him languidly. Then, this time in that raspy voice that she knew excited David so much, she asked him again, "So? Mommy's spankings hurt so very much?"

"Yesss," David was forced to admit, "they sting, really, really sting."

And Elena noted that right then, even if returning her hug with one arm, David had brought the other to his back, caressing his bottom in THAT GESTURE of automatic, unconscious protection.

This is why David is so modest with me, Elena thought to herself. Maybe the attempts to get his pants open we’ve made out in the past bring up memories of the spankings his Mom gives him, she thought. And certainly, the rigid, conservative upbringing he received still exerted control over his male instincts. She took David’s hand and led him back to the sofa. She was very turned on by all that she had seen and by the conversation too. By the firmness she felt in the front of David's jeans he was too. She necked and groped his sturdy, prominent butt for several minutes before her hands went to the buttons of his fly. He reacted as he had done in the past by jerking away.

"Come on David," she said softly, rubbing her palm across the bulge in his pants.

David slowly moved his hands to his fly, unbuttoned his pants, and tugged his snug jeans and gray boxer briefs to mid-thigh. David’s erection was rock hard and stood firmly from his hips like a proud soldier. Elena cupped his balls as she stroked his stiff member again and again. It took just a handful of seconds for David to shiver in a powerful orgasm.

David shot and shot hard, his seed falling onto the sofa and to the carpet on the floor. Elena continued to kiss him while with one hand she grope his boyfriend between his erect member and firm, snowy-white butt cheeks, and with the other, she raised her skirt to her hips. It was when she had started to lower her pantyhose that she looked up and came eye-to-eye with Ruth.

Elena gasped and David quickly realized what startled his girlfriend, scrambling to pull his grey boxer briefs back up and pull his jeans back into place as he blushed even further.

"MOOM...I didn’t...I don’t...but...hadn't you gone out?" He stammered his face, ears, and neck a deep crimson.

"How dare you act in this disgraceful manner under your family roof?" Ruth hissed to her son spitting nails from her eyes.

Elena at that point had gotten up from the couch and lowered her skirt, observing the scene unfolding before her with a smirk.

"Oh, this is just...disgusting!" Was saying Ruth seeing her sofa and carpet stained by her son's scum, "You have been raised better than this! Good thing I met your uncle who offered to accompany Grandma, so I could see for myself how you act as soon as I turn my back!"

"Get your butt to your room and get into your pajama, then come back here and wait for me in the corner of the living room. I am going to have a talk with Elena!" She snapped, and David met eyes with Elena apologetically before briskly heading towards his room holding up his still-open pants with one hand.

David swore to himself in his head as he walked past his Mom whose eyes could have burned holes into his backside as he disappeared from view. He went to his bedroom and quickly started to change. Mom had ordered him to put his pajamas on, and since it was mid-afternoon this meant only one thing, that he would be soundly spanked and then sent to bed early.

'OMG,' he thought with tears of shame in his eyes, 'treated like a little boy in front of my girlfriend!'

He noted that his erection had returned and was evident down his pajama pants as no underwear was allowed to him and his brother when they were in their bedclothes.

When he come back into the living room he noted that Ruth and Elena had disappeared into the kitchen. He parked his nose in the corner and stood trembling, not from the crisp autumn air, but in fear of what his Mom would dish out. It felt like an eternity, but in reality, it was maybe 30 minutes, while he heard his Mom and Elena speaking softly and to his surprise, laughing beyond the closed door. The two women's chatter and laughter continued as his ears strained to hear what was being said. David saw Aron wandering around through the living room knowing that he would soon be witnessing his older brother’s spanking. It was only fair since he had witnessed his own several hours before.

Shortly after the grandfather clock struck the top of the hour he was called out from the corner by his Mom. He turned and blushed to see Elena seated on the armchair with her arms crossed on her chest and a smirk on her pretty face. It was all too evident that she was eager to watch the show that was about to start. David then turned his attention to Ruth and suddenly blanched seeing in her hand the paddle that she used for the most severe spankings. Where a spanking with mom's hardened palm was bad, the paddle was torture, particularly as it was used on his tender sit-spot, right where he was used to sitting down.

With her best no-nonsense glare, Ruth surveyed her college son clad in his pajama. He filled it out nicely, and the evident hard-on he was sporting under it made his pants cling to his round buttocks, highlighting them. 'A perfect target for the paddle,' she said to herself.

Wordlessly she beckoned him over, hooked her fingers into the waistband of his pajama pants, and yanked them unceremoniously to his knees. David blushed deeply seeing Elena smile with her eyes fixated on his hardened appendage now swinging slightly up and down.

Ruth’s lecture was longer than normal, her thick paddle struck one buttock at a time, punctuating her reprimand while she kept him standing by his arm in front of her. He danced and swung in vain attempts to avoid the swing of the paddle causing his penis and testicles to flop around. He stomped his feet causing the pants around his knees to slide down a little more just before his Mom sat on her chair and pulled him across her lap to start the over-the-knees spanking in earnest.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Again and again, the paddle rained down, flattening, in turn, his round, prominent, muscular, tender bum cheeks.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"NO MORE MOMMY!...AIEEEEEEEE!...PLEASE OH PLEASE STOP!...AHWAHWWWW...I LEARNED MY LESSON!...BWHAHHHHHHHH"

Like his brother before, David didn't even try to be brave and from the start of his ordeal, he was shameless crying and begging. It was evident to Elena that under the continuous rain of paddle smacks, he had regressed to nothing else than a naughty little child, corrected over his ample maternal lap.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

David was a blubbering mess by the time his pajama pants fell to the floor into a puddle. His unmerciful paddling continued still for a while before he was pulled to his feet.

Ruth too raised from the chair and her lecture continued again, the paddle punctuating key messaging and deliverables, which caused David's naked appendages to flop and swing wildly between his muscular legs. He was stomping his feet and crying, his cheeks damped in tears and snot and his mouth opened wide in wailing.

Almost as abruptly as she started Ruth stopped her spanking and directed her son to retrieve his pants from the floor and pull them back on again. She, Elena, and his brother watched as he quickly pulled them on, wincing as the light fabric made contact with his tortured butt and then, soon, lowered them again off his crimson, swollen buttocks. The sting was too intense to keep them inside the pants!

That movement offered Ruth the opportunity to teach her future daughter-in-law.

Grabbing her son by the arm and turning him with his back to Elena, she said, "Now that, Elena, is how you punish a young man. And this is the state his buttocks have to look for the lesson to be effective! I strongly suggest you spank him in exactly the same way. As you already know he is a good boy, but as any boy, he needs a firm female hand to be kept on the straight and narrow."

She then released her son's arm and turning to both her sons she continued, "David and Aron, let this be a reminder to you that none of you will be never too old to be spanked just like you have been spanked today, anytime the need will arise."

Ruth smiled at Elena and she smiled back.

"Be assured that it will be my concern to do so, Ruth," Elena answered her future mother-in-law.

"You are lucky to have found such a nice and understanding girl, David. Take good care of her and never dare to disrespect her again as you did today," Ruth addressed her son again, "now go to your room and stay there, you bad boy, it's an early bedtime for you."

And with a solid SLAPP on David's bare bottom, she dismissed her chastised son.

Tangled by his mid-thigh pajama pants and still sniffling David trotted true to his room, his two beet-red and balloon-like swollen buttocks dancing while he did so.

"Now you and I will have tea, and we're going to have a little girl talk," said Ruth walking back into the kitchen and putting the paddle back in the drawer next to the cutting board.

"Sure Ruth," said Elena, then with a smirk she added, "I would just love to hear from you some anecdote on David's upbringing."

III

As soon as she and David entered the house Elena's ears perked up when she heard the familiar sounds of a quarrel between her brother and her mother from the home's second floor.

It was Christmas holiday and she and David were invited to come pass them with her family. They had been in Elena's family house two days before Christmas and were leaving the day after New Year’s Eve to return to college.

The visit was enjoyable and David found he liked Elena's family. Donald, Elena's father, was a bank manager in his fifties, not so tall and slender he was impeccable in manners as well as in dress, he was polite and extremely kind, particularly to his wife whom, David noted, he hardly ever contradicted. Mary, the mother, was a shapely and attractive lady in her late forties, even in the house she usually wore knee-length skirts and heels that elevated her already considerable stature, her spontaneous kindness did not hide her assertive character, it was clear to David that she was the one in charge of the house.

At eighteen Timothy, Elena's brother, was a bit of a nerd, always involved in school activities or spending time on his mathematics studies, even during the winter holiday. Even if not that tall and not so fit, he was a pretty boy with a tuft of blonde hair and blue eyes, but due to the lack of physical exercise he tended to be a little chubby, and his cheeks, both those of his face and those of his bottom, were well plumped. He was a nice guy too except for those times when he would bring his intelligence to bear and become annoyingly petulant, even arrogant.

That Christmas Eve afternoon Elena and David had driven into the downtown shopping center for some Christmas shopping and now they were returning to the house. When they walked into the house they heard the voices raised from upstairs. As they climbed the stairs silently, not wanting to disturb the discussion, they heard that Mary’s voice was the most frequent and she seemed to be suppressing her anger while she was arguing with Timothy.

It surprised David how much Timothy raised his voice to his mother. 'If I or Aron ever talked to momma like that we wouldn't sit down for days after' he thought, and the very idea of what his powerful mother would have done to their tender sit-upon made him put his hands over the back of his jeans in that unconscious gesture of protection Elena liked so much.

The room’s door was open and David and Elena could see Timothy as he faced his Mother, he was shorter than her by almost his entire head and she had her arms crossed on her maternal bosom and the tip of her right heel was tapping the floor. His gray hoodie riding up in the heat of his argumentation gave a good view of a bulge in the front of Timothy's overall pants.

Elena and David couldn’t understand exactly what the argument was about but was something regarding schoolwork assigned by Timothy's math teacher.

"Well, if my professor said that I didn’t need to do it I’m not sure what the fuck you’re so worked up about Mom!" Timothy spat at one point.

“You don’t speak to me that way and you don’t use those words!" Hissed Mary.

For a moment she stood silent with a look that seemed to want to incinerate her disrespectful son. Elena and Davide saw Timothy blanch while his hands went outward upon his round buttocks wrapped in the stretched overall in that time-honored gesture of protection that any offspring of a strict mother automatically and unconsciously do when he is caught at fault.

"Oh yes, young man, you have just earned yourself a well-roasted bottom. So get ready," Mary underlined her words by slapping her right hand over her other palm. 

"Mom sorry, please! I didn’t mean to say that and raise my voice to you. Can’t you give me one more chance?" Timothy responded with a shaking voice, fear painted on his young face.

"Timothy, I will not tolerate you raising your voice to me, even less your swearing. Pull down your pants and get ready for your bottom roasting, young man!"

Elena and David looked at each other and David could see a mischievous smirk on the pretty lips of his girlfriend. It was then that Timothy turning his head as to search for an impossible way out, noted his older sister and David in the aisle outside his room.

"MOOOOM...please don't...look...everyone will know I'm getting punished, it's...it's too shaming Mom!"

"Yes, I know everyone will hear that you are getting your bare bottom roasted, and your cries and your beggings, since every time you are punished you act like a little brat, but you should have thought about that before you opened your mouth. I’m waiting young man!" She said calmly walking over to where her son was standing with his face flushed with embarrassment.

"Come on Mom...I’m eighteen years old, Mom...am I not too old for that?" He said with tears already spilling down his cheeks.

"I guess not Timothy or we wouldn’t be in this situation would we?" Mary responded, her foot tapping again on the floor.

Timothy blushed even deeper as he pulled the drawstring out of the front of his pants and fumbled with it.

"I'm sorry...Mommy...please..." He mumbled as he untied it, hooked his fingers into the waistband, and lowered his pants to his knees.

"All the way down to your ankles Timothy, underpants too!" Mary ordered.

"Mooom...please...not bare!" He begged, lowering his pants to his ankles, and standing with his light gray boxer briefs still around his waist.

"Timothy, you know very well that on the bare bottom is the only way a good bottom roasting could be done, don't you?" Mary said with finality, then added something that really made her disgraced son start weeping, "And you also know what is the punishment for swearing in this house."

"Ahwaww...Mommy...no, please, not that too..." he begged in a near whisper as tears openly poured down his cheeks.

"Well, you should have thought about that before, Timothy. You brought yourself to have your mouth washed out with soap after that your bottom has been properly roasted! And if I have to pull your undies down myself I will switch from a spanking to a paddling with my wooden hairbrush and then the bottom roasting will turn to a bottom blistering, mister!"

Those words seemed to incentivize Timothy as he quickly hooked his fingers into his underpants and lowered them around his ankles along with his sweatpants, discovering to Elena's and David's eyes his, full, round, white bottom. When he stood his hands tried to cup his privates as his Mom began the lecture, but it was a hard task, as his cock had swelled up and pointed shamelessly to the ceiling.

"Move your hands to your side, Timothy! I don’t know what you’re embarrassed about. I’ve seen your penis in this state every time I had to put you over my lap, besides I’m not interested in it. I am interested in why you think you can swear and yell at me. I hope that getting your bare buttocks well roasted, and your mouth washed out with soap, will help it sink through you that I will not put up with that. Now move your hands!" She ordered.

Timothy reluctantly dropped his hands exposing completely his rock-hard penis that swung slightly from side to side as he shifted from foot to foot during his Mom’s lecture.

Once the scolding ended, and what a scolding it was thought David, Mary took his son's wrist and led him to bed. Once in front of the bed, she raised her skirt to her hips, discovering a pair of meaty but still well-sculptured thighs encased in sheer pantyhose. At this view, David felt his own penis harden up inside his jeans. Elena, sensing that something was happening to her boyfriend reached out her hand and placed it on his package, thus having confirmation of his excitement.

With her pantyhosed legs completely bare Mary sat down on the bed, pulled her already weeping son to her left side, and bent him over her lap smashing his hardened penis against her meaty, pantyhosed thighs so that Timothy's big, round, swelling bottom was in perfect position for what was coming to him.

Mary then raised her arm and slapped her palm down over the crown of her son's lily-white, round, right buttock.

SLAPP! "AHARGHH"

She spanked hard, really hard, and a red handprint soon formed over the prominent candid hillock eliciting a wail of anguish from the boy.

SLAPP! "AHAWWW"

Soon another hard spank fell in the exact same place darkening the handprint as tears spurt from Timothy's eyes.

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

Having picked up the pace Mary dropped a rain of hard palm spanks all practically in the same spot on her son's buttock.

By this point, Timothy's crying was in full swing and he was pitifully begging his mother, "AHARGGG... PLEASE, MOMMY... AHAWWW... PLEASE SPANK THE OTHER SIDE... OHOWHHH... PLEASEEEE THE OTHER SIDE!"

When at least the stern mother complied with the so urgent request of her chastised son and started to slap with the same vigor the other buttock, Timothy's right hillock showed a distinct, dull red, painful-looking, swollen imprint of his mother's broad palm.

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

While Timothy's crying and begging became more and more urgent his left bum cheek received the same treatment as the right one. And when finally even that buttock showed a puffy, beet-red, handprint Mary switched to slapping repeatedly and unmercifully to the point where the buttock meet the thigh on the right side of Timothy's tortured rear.

"ARGHHHH... AHAWHHHHH... PLEASEEEE, MOMMYYYY... AHAWHAAAAA... PLEASEEE NO MOREEEE...AHARGHHH... IT HURTS SOOOO MUCH!... BWUAHAAAAAAAAAA!"

Paying no attention to her son's prayers and desperate crying, Mary left the fiery brand of her palm on his right sit spot and then turned her attention to the left one.

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

Once even that spot was sporting the flaming imprint of the maternal palm Mary started to slap randomly all around the still untouched skin of her son's wide, round, meaty hillocks, which being so chubby every time her palm connected, they compressed and then jiggled as they sprung back.

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

By the time his harsh correction came to an end and Timothy was pulled to his feet, his complete buttocks resembled two overripe, mottled tomatoes pressed against each other. He was one very contrite little boy, hopping up and down and from foot to foot, rubbing his tortured butt with both hands and completely exposing his rock-hard penis and testicles that jingled humorously between his legs. It was clear that he didn't care, all his attention being on trying to rub at least some of the atrociously burning sting his stern mother had ignited in his nether region.

“This is what naughty boys get in this house," Mary said at that point, indicating with her index her son that right then, with one swollen, flaming red buttock in each hand was hopping up and down and crying all his sorrow to the ceiling.

She had turned for the first time her attention to David that was rooted under the arch of the room door next to Elena, "Did your mother ever do that, David?"

Furiously blushing and with his hands pasted on his jeans-clad bottom David answered in little more than a whisper, "Yes ma'am, she...did."

Sensing the moment of uncertainty in the young man's response and as if reading his mind Mary pressed, "She did, or she does?"

David's gaze went from the lady to Elena, and finally, with flaming red cheeks, he was forced to admit, "Well, ma'am, sometimes, you know...she still does."

A knowing smile painted on Mary's lips, then returning her attention to her 'dancing' son she asked, "What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“SOB...I’m...SOB...I'm sorry for yelling at you, Mommy...SOB...I promise I won't swear anymore...SOB," the depantsed boy politely answered, while continuing to furiously rub his burning, swollen bottom with both hands, not caring that he was so exposed.

Nodding her agreement Mary raised from the bed and grabbed her son's left arm not caring to take down her skirt that remained rolled up on her generous hips, leaving on show her shapely legs and the base of her very womanly derriere. With a firm step, she frog-marched her still weeping son, hampered by clothes twisted around his ankles, toward the nearby bathroom.

From the hallway, David and Elena heard how the water was being opened and after a few moments the maternal order, "Open your mouth," followed by the sound of a spanking SLAPP! and a groaning "AHARGHH!"

"Open, I said," the maternal voice ordered again.

This time the boy must have complied as they heard the swish of the soap being leathered and the gurgling of Timothy. This went on for a couple of minutes till the words "You can rinse now," were heard.

After another couple of minutes, a very chastised boy with his flushed cheeks damped in tears, snot, and foam remnants emerged from the bathroom with his hands inside the back of his overalls in place again. With head bowed not looking at his older sister and his boyfriend, he headed to his bedroom and lay down on his bed on his tummy sniffling.

"Did you enjoy the show, young man?" Asked Mary noticing the prominent bulge in the front of David's jeans.

David, with flushed cheeks, not knowing what to say looked at Elena in search of help from his girlfriend.

Realizing her boyfriend's embarrassment Elena changed the subject and noticing that her mother was massaging the palm of her right hand with her thumb she said, "Did you hurt your hand, mother?"

"I had Timothy over my knee for a good five minutes and I gave him an honest-to-god bottom roasting, my girl. I must have strained my palm a little teaching him respect for this house and his mother."

"I’m sure he’s learned his lesson and you won’t have to do it again," David said, finally able to utter a word.

"I certainly hope not but I'm not so sure about that. In my life experience, boys tend to forget their lessons as soon as they are able to sit down without wincing again...and I mean boys of any age," answered Mary, at least lowering her skirt to her knees, and looking at David with a glare that seemed to cross him from side to side.

IV

At eighteen, Timothy hated everything about the childish way his mother punished him. It was the sheer indignity of being ordered to pull down his pants and underwear to expose his chubby bottom and his privates as he stood abjectly next to her while she sat down on his or her bed or, worst of all, the sofa in the living room, particularly if another member of the family walked in. It was the humiliation of being hauled over her pantyhosed or bare thighs that she always discovered before punishing him. It was the excruciating burning pain of her expert hand spanking on his vulnerable bum cheeks, which invariably brought him to childlike tears and blubbering. And it was the sheer degradation of the after-spanking ritual of bare-bottomed corner time or mouth soaping. But most of all he loathed the sheer terror that just the mere threat of one of her mother's spankings elicited in him, turning him even at his age, into a trembling and desperate little child pitifully pleading for another chance.

All this was going through his head that night, as still whimpering he lay on his stomach on his bed and his sister Elena stroked his hair trying to comfort him. She and David were on their way to their rooms, and she had stopped to bring him a sandwich and a glass of milk since he had not felt like sitting down for dinner and their Mom had excused him.

"Does it still hurts a lot?" Asked Elena gently slipping down the back of his loose pajama pants.

Timothy nodded and blushed but let her do it. David casually leaning against the doorframe was impressed by how, three hours after his spanking, the boy’s buttocks almost glowed with an intense red. There were no doubts, Mary was an artist in delivering a hand spanking, and he fully understood why she called it a ‘bottom roasting’, it was not a figure of speech, that was exactly what Mary had done, she had literally roasted Timothy's buttocks.

In the meantime, after a quick rub on those swollen, smoldered bum cheeks, Elena raised the pajama pants back and kissed her unfortunate brother's forehead, then exited the room.

Once alone, and after making sure that her parents were chatting downstairs in the living room, David hugged his girlfriend. Their bodies tightened, and she could feel how much the events of the past few hours had aroused her boyfriend, in the bulge of his jeans his cock was clearly hard as a rock. As she let her boyfriend kiss her passionately Elena began to unbutton his fly.

"Ohh, honey...I don't think that's a good idea. What happens if your parents catch us having sex? I've seen how conservative they are."

But Elena was having nothing of that, if David had been excited to see poor Timothy's correction, Elena was certainly not to be outdone. Many times she had hurried to lock herself in her room after assisting one of Timothy's bum roasting, and once there her fingers had worked feverishly inside her cunt and on her clitoris until she had come with powerful and satisfying orgasms. So now that she had at her disposal her handsome big guy who was every bit as aroused as she was, she did not want to miss the opportunity to be satisfied by him. And as far as her parents downstairs were concerned, all they had to do was be careful not to make any noise, and then, even if they caught them, she was the family princess and could always, well almost always, get away with it.

"C'mon big guy, show me how much of a man you are," she whispered in his ear while keeping his hardened cock with her left hand and pulling him into her room.

Once inside Elena seated on her bed and had her boyfriend standing in front of her.

"Take off your pants and undies," she said with a chuckle. "I want to see your arousal."

David played along. Taking off his pants in front of his girlfriend sitting still fully clothed in front of him was a powerfully erotic experience. It was a gesture he had done plenty of times in front of his mother about to spank him, and that alone would have caused him an unwanted erection, but now there was the anticipation of the fruit to be plucked between Elena's legs that made it so tremendously exciting. So soon he stood with his back to the closed door a few feet away from Elena, bare from the waist down, his jeans and boxers thrown on the floor, sporting the hugest erection he had always had.

And it was right then that the room's door opened and Mary's voice was heard.

"What's going on here?"

A chill ran through David who stood petrified unable even to turn around to face Elena's mother. Elena on the other hand took charge.

"Mom, how nice of you to come, I had opened the door for David to kiss me good night, however, it had taken an...unwanted turn," she said in the most angelic voice David had ever heard her.

Mary entered the room with her eyes sending thunderbolts. Her gaze went from David, half-naked and with his hands comically trying to hide his erection, to his clothes on the floor, and finally to his daughter, demurely dressed and with an innocent look on her good girl face.

"How dare you act like a caveman after we hosted you in our house. How dare you disrespect my daughter in such a disgusting way? I should call the police and have you arrested for sexual assault, that's what you would deserve!" Said Mary who had planted herself in front of the boy with her legs open and her hands on her generous hips in a determined and imposing pose.

Unable to even utter a word, in part for the shame and in part unwilling, like the true gentleman he had been raised to be, to share the blame with his girlfriend, David just bowed his head.

"Please Mother," Elena intervened at that point. "Don't be too harsh with David...he is just a boy and this was at least in minimal part my fault too. I wouldn't have to let him in my room, you did teach me how boys are. I'm sure he didn't want to harass me, he just acted like a silly, immature boy, even if you wouldn't arrive here I would have gotten rid of him with no problem."

"Is it true? Are you just a silly immature boy, David?" Mary asked, unable to suppress her anger.

"I'm so sorry, Ma'am," said David, who had finally regained the use of speech blushing furiously. "I don't know what got into me, it's certainly not like me to act this way."

"Very well then," said Mary "If you admit to having acted like a silly, immature boy then you will accept to be treated accordingly. And you know what happens to silly, immature boys in this house, don't you?"

Crestfallen and blushing all the color of the sunset David couldn't but agree, "Yes ma'am, I do know...and I will accept whatever punishment you think is right for my actions, ma'am."

"Ok, well, part of the job is already done as you have your rear bare," said Mary casually, then to her daughter, "Please dear, let me sit there."

Elena got out of bed and went to settle down not far away where she could enjoy the show. 'Well,' she thought biting her tongue to keep from smiling 'I didn't get the satisfaction I was looking for but still the evening took an interesting turn."

In a turmoil of emotions, David saw Elena's mother pulling her tight skirt back up with effort along her buxom thighs to her swelling hips, discovering once again her well-sculptured thighs encased in sheer pantyhose. Then she seated herself right where her daughter had been seated till moments before.

"Over my knee you naughty boy!" She instructed.

Resigned to his fate, and feeling that he deserved everything coming his way, David placed his hands on Elena's mom’s left thigh as he draped himself across her shapely, inviting, and dreaded lap. She adjusted him so that his bottom was the highest point of his body, just above the gap between her thighs, jack-knifing him slightly so that his hands just reached the floor, but his feet were hovering above the carpet on the other side. David felt a shiver of pleasure as his hardened cock squashed against her sheer pantyhosed thighs. That was not a completely unfamiliar feeling to him, since as we know he had often been in that same situation and position on his own mother's lap. But now, with his cock rubbing against those voluptuous thighs, desire and excitement prevailed over the fear of his impending doom.

This thought quickly evacuated his head, as Mary's left hand gripped his right hip and pulled him in closer to her as her right hand descended at great velocity towards the crown of his right bum cheek.

SPANKK! "AHAWHWWWW"

That first almighty spank sounded so loud as it delivered its stinging payload to the whole of his right supple buttock. It caused his body to flatten out and extinguish all the air in his lungs.

SPANKK! "AHARGHHH"

His mouth opened and squealed in pain as the second searing smack was delivered to the very same point of his poor right bum cheek.

"Bloody hell, this hurts far more than Mom's one!" Was his only thought as his buttock ignited with fiery, stinging pain.

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

A flurry of eight rapid-fire, blazing smacks, all delivered to the middle of his right bum cheek.

"MA'AM...HOWL!...I’m soryyyyyyyewwww!" David screamed.

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

Undeterred by his screaming and writhing, she delivered ten hard palm spanks to the crown of his left cheek, swiftly followed by another ten to the sit spot on his right buttock.

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

By now David was screaming the place down. Through the blur of his teary eyes, he looked briefly across at his girlfriend. He could barely make out her smug smile as she watched his muscular bottom spanked so hard a few feet in front of her.

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

Another ten blistering spanks delivered to his left sit-down spot where the bottom meets thigh, turned the inferno up another notch. He was a blubbering mess of tears, sweat, and snot, unable to deliver any coherent message other than screeches, howls, and wails of anguish.

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

From the top of his buttocks to the top of his thighs, Mary painted the muscular rear of that fit boy a painful-looking, mottled, glowing scarlet. By this point, David was cried out. His body was spent twisting and turning on Mary's lap. With his poor bottom reduced to a burning mound of pain, heat, and numbness, he moved feverishly over Mary's tender thighs. Despite the excruciating burning sensation he was experiencing on all his poor rear, his erection was only getting bigger because he was pushing his waist down with each swat as if to try an escape from that branding palm. He was humping Mary's lap. He almost didn’t notice it, he was in the moment and couldn’t care less how he looked or flinched, so it went on until it happened.

At one point he thrust his hips down into that tender lap and held it there for the last flurry of the hardest spanks and it was then when he felt something strange. A warmer, sticky sensation over those warm thighs and moans of pleasure mingled with his cries of pain. He had ejaculated.

"And now, what do we have here?" Mary said, interrupting the deluge of fire on David's pulsing buttocks. "That's disgusting mister, this is supposed to be a punishment, not pleasure!"

"AHAWWWW, I'm so very sorry ma'am, I...I don't know how that happened...it wasn't my intention, I swear...and pleaseeeee, IT IS PUNISHMENT MA'AM...it hurts soooo baddd!...BWUAHAAAA!"

"Well not enough as it seems," said Mary, then addressing her daughter, "Elena, please go to my room and bring me the wooden hairbrush."

"OHWHW...PLEASE MA'AM NOT THE HAIRBRUSH PLEASE...MY BOTTOM IS ON FIRE! BWUAHAAAAA"

"You just wait, you dirty, disgusting boy!" Said Mary delivering a powerful SMACCKKK! on the swollen bottom upturned over her lap.

"AHAWWWWW!"

In the meanwhile, Elena that had gone to get what was requested of her, walked back in and handed her mother something. David terrorized looked over his shoulder, and through his puffy, tear-filled eyes, could just make out some sort of sturdy wooden hairbrush. He was too worn out, however, so he just looked back down at the floor, sobbing and hiccupping, feeling extremely sorry for himself and ashamed of what he had done.

Without any utter delay, Mary grabbed his hip and spanked his bottom with the wicked dark, solid wooden hairbrush six times on his right sit-spot.

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

The hairbrush on top of such a soundly spanked bottom sent him into a frenzy of crying and wailing all over again.

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

Soon other six fell over the base of his left bum cheek.

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

For twenty more times, Mary continued to spank his bottom in random locations, as he lay blubbing, howling, gurgling, and squealing as the spanking pace slowed.

Eventually, David found himself drained of all strength and lay limply over his punisher's lap. It was several minutes before he realized that the spanking had stopped, but his bottom continued to intensely burn.

“Ok,” Mary said at least, “you can get up now."

But instead of getting up David, unable to stand on his shaky legs, slumped down on the floor and lay there on his side, in a fetal position, sobbing piteously and rubbing his badly scorched rear end.

As soon as she got rid of the boy Mary checked the state of her pantyhose with a disgusted look. On her left thigh was unmistakable evidence of what had happened. She got out of bed and without further thought raised her skirt even higher, grabbed the elastic of her pantyhose, and took them off. With determined steps walked out of the room while David, grasping big handfuls of his swollen, blistered buttocks cried all his sorrow still pitifully laying on the room's floor.

V

"Yes Mom, I know I've seen you do it a million times. But it's one thing to see it another to do it."

Standing with his face in the corner of the living room, his pants and underwear pulled down to his ankles, David listened to Elena on the phone with her mother. It was now three months since he and Elena had married, and his bride had taken his mother's place in directing him in life with wise advice and a firm hand.

“Of course, I have spanked him before. That's exactly why I'm telling you I need your help."

David feared where Wifey was going with this. Cold drops of sweat beaded his forehead, and his hands went to protectively cup his candid bare buttocks.

“Yes, it did work, a bit. He cried and repeated how sorry he was to have acted like a silly boy. And for a couple of hours he sat down gingerly...but nothing compared to what I saw him do after his Mom correction or when you spanked him that evening. Mhm…mhm, yes Mommy, exactly, what I’m asking you is to be trained a bit. Look today for the umpteenth time, he peed without lifting the toilet seat. So now he is in the corner with her naughty bottom all bare and ready for his punishment. I wonder, why don't you come here and give him one of your renamed bottom roasting? And while doing that you explain to me step by step the procedure. Maybe next time I can roast his bottom for him under your directions. I'm sure that with these two sessions, I'll be able to finally keep in my hands the situation and proceed by myself."

Tears came to David's eyes realizing that his worst fears were confirmed and he hoped with all his might that his mother-in-law would not accept Elena's request.

“Thank you so much, Mom. And when?...Oh, right away? That’s just perfect…yes he can wait half an hour in the corner. It will help him consider his silly boyish action and its consequences,” said Elena to her mother, then raising her voice to her crestfallen husband, “Don’t you honey?”

With a voice broken by the fear of the inferno impending on his tender rear end, David managed to answer, “Y…yes honey, as you say dear.”


The Awakening

I am five and in Kindergarten, I stand on trembling legs, my shoulder clamped in the teacher's big hand, the wait seems to be an eternity. When Mommy finally come around the corner, I burst into tears as the teacher drag me forward. My ears roaring, my stomach jumping and my heart thudding in my throat, I hear only fragments of what the teacher tells my mother.

"...inexcusable...fighting...awful language..."

Suddenly I am thrust forward into Mommy's arms. She hugs me, quickly, and then her sweet voice penetrates my fog of misery.

"How could you be such a naughty little boy?"

I can not look at Mommy's face. I can not bear to see her beautiful eyes. She kneels, holding me by one elbow, firmly lifts my chin, and glares into my teary eyes. I could see the muscles in her jaw clench and release, there is no doubt that she is very upset. But beyond her anger, through the blur of my tears, I also see love shining in her pretty eyes.

"What do you have to say for yourself, young man?"

What could I say? That I love her, that I am sorry, so sorry for what I had done. But, as always, words can't get out of my mouth. I stay, trying to look anywhere but into Mommy’s eyes.

"Look at me when I talk to you!"

My eyes finally meet hers, I see judgment mixed with love, her face hardened with resolve. I know that a decision had been reached, a sentence determined, and that punishment would be imposed as soon as we reach the privacy of home.

Mommy takes my hand. She raises to her feet without another word, she strode homeward at a pace just fast enough that I had to run to keep my footing. Her heels clicked loudly on the pavement, and the normally innocuous sound become a frightful drum beat, escorting me to my impending doom.

She speaks not a word during our brief walk, and the cold and strange silence only deepens my dread. I don't know how, but in some way, I know that I am going to be soundly spanked and that it would be on my bare bottom! My buttocks began to tingle as I anticipate what is coming, and tears start to streak down my face. I know that a spanking is an important lesson consisting in the firm application of Mommy's hand to my naked behind, while I'm over Mommy's knee and she spanks hard and fast, till my little bottom gets all red and stings awful.

When we reach home, my mother doesn't let go, even to open the door. Opening the door, she pushes me inside and closes it quickly. I know that my encounter with Mommy's stinging palm is very near. I feel that I am in emotional and physical overload, my tummy churning, my mouth dry, my buttocks clenching. My mother grabs my upper arm and marches me up the stairs into my room. Mommy's cold manner and angry frown make me very obedient. On rubbery legs, I totter down the hall. I enter my room, sit on the edge of my bed, put my hands over my ears, my elbows on my knees, and wait.

A couple of centuries passed, and with my eyes closed, I begin to see pictures. The images are all of me, over Mommy's knee, getting spanked for being naughty. I become very conscious of my bottom. I can feel the bed cover under my buttocks, and it is cold even through my clothes. I know that my small behind isn't going to be cool for very long and that my shorts and underpants wouldn't be covering it much longer.

Suddenly, something touches my hair. I open my eyes and see my mother's stockinged toes. She ruffles my hair again, and I feel love flowing from her fingertips. She will soon be teaching me a very painful and unpleasant lesson with those fingers, but her caress is calming and soothed me somewhat.

When I look up, she kneels, her face close, and I see the twin frown lines between her eyebrows, and her mouth is pursed with determination. I stand, tears in my eyes and a lump in my throat, I know it is time for me to go over Mommy's knee.

And then, as usual, I woke up.

And, as usual, I was sporting a huge hard-on.

As weird as it can sound in my early teens I started to have this dream, in all its variations. One time I had broken a plate, another time I haven't cleaned my room as told or I had made a mess in the bathroom...and so on. And every time my mom, my soft-hearted mom that never put a finger on me, threatened me with a spanking that in my dream I was sure I would get, and I would wake up just before the spanking in question would be administered. And at every awakening, I found myself so excited that I had to masturbate to relieve myself. And this went on for years, more or less till I entered college.

So why did it come back now that I was twenty-five and about to get married?

I turned and observed the quiet sleep of my fiancee. Andrea looked so pretty with her thick black hair spread over the pillow. The first time I saw her at what was then my new Job I stood speechless in front of the heart-stopping figure of that tall lady who in her pumps exceeded me in height.

"Please to meet you, Bill, I'm Andrea Bonetti and I'm your supervisor," She said staring at me with a somehow intimidating glare.

I answered her greeting trying to fix my eyes in hers and not be distracted by her stunning appearance. Her shiny black hair cascaded thickly over her shoulders and set off her smooth white skin, her hips swept out from her relatively narrow waist with large, full curves, and her generous breasts pressed against the fabric of the blouse she was wearing.

In the early days at work, the closeness of that woman had been a constant source of excitement for me, not only because I admired her beauty but also because I was fascinated by her way of teaching me the job and directing me. She had a matter-of-fact approach to her task and even if always present and kind nevertheless she did not let any of my failings pass and even scolded me sometimes. Although inside me I hoped so, I did not imagine that she could be attracted to me. Being so pretty she sure had many offers, and besides, she was five years older than me, and women are known to not like younger men. So I was amazed when, after three months and when her supervision had ended Amanda invited me to dinner, and after dinner...to her home. This had happened six months ago, and a few days before, we had fixed the wedding date.

So that Saturday morning I reached out and was about to caress the voluptuous shapes of my fiancee when I remembered that thing I had to tell her, and suddenly my erection disappeared. I got up from bed and headed to the bathroom. After I peed, while squeezing toothpaste out onto my brush and looking at my image reflected in the mirror above the sink, I was worried sick of what she would say, she would do, about what I will have to tell her. I walked a few feet away from the mirror and looked at my whole body. Even if since my years on the football team at high school I have always had a strong and muscular body, I was not tall, my body almost hairless and in the complex, I gave off a boyish look. I thought at how sometimes Amanda, in the middle of a joking quarrel patted my bottom and told me things like 'Ok now, be a good boy' or 'Young man, you don't want that I get mad at you, would you?'...but this time it will be not a joke. 'Oh,' I said to myself, 'how I could be so dumb, how could I let her down this way?'

Finally, I showered and put a bathrobe on, then got off the bathroom. I could see that Amanda had already woken up too and was serving breakfast.

"Hurry up you big boy," she said, "or your eggs will get cold."

"Here I am, honey," I said, and with a knot in my stomach, I went to sit at the table.

II

"You did what?" Andrea stared at me with a look more astonished than angry.

I stood speechless for a moment. I could not look at her, I just couldn't bear to see my fiancee's disappointed eyes, so I bowed my head.

"I...I canceled the reservation for our wedding lunch, but it was a mistake, I didn't realize that the young lady on the phone was from the restaurant we had chosen. I thought it was the one we had discarded. She called me in the mid of a very busy day at work and...I got the restaurants mixed up. So I told her that she had made a mistake, that we hadn't scheduled any ceremony with them...I'm sorry."

I rose my head and saw her glare into my eyes. I could see the muscles in her jaw clench and release, there was no doubt that she was becoming upset.

"And later, when I realized my mistake I called her back but...but she told me that the day we had chosen had just been booked by another couple and it was no space available anymore..."

"How could you act like such a neglected, superficial, dumb little boy?"

What could I say? That I loved her, that it was just a silly mistake, that I was sorry, oh so sorry for what I had done. But words couldn't get out of my mouth. I stood still, trying to look anywhere but into Andrea's eyes.

"Look at me when I talk to you!"

My eyes finally met hers, I saw judgment mixed with love, and her face hardened with reproach and resolve. With my ears roaring, my stomach jumping and my heart thudding in my throat, I heard only fragments of the tirade that followed, “It took days to choose that restaurant...we had the place only for our director's recommendation...we have already sent out all the invitations..." and so on. Then with her voice turned frightening icy she told something that penetrates my fog of misery and really got my attention.

"You know what my mother did when I or one of my brothers messed up the way you just had?" She asked and her big black eyes stared at me with an inquisitive look.

I shook my head no, fearing what she would say.

“I will tell you. She would go to his room and would meaningfully scold the one that had messed up, and then she would bare his bottom and spank him so soundly with her hairbrush that for him sitting down was not an option for some time. You already told me that your mom never punished you in that way, and it shows. Your lack of judgment and your sloppy attitude have never been corrected the right way. But the time has come to remedy this. I just can't live with a man that acts like a silly, inconsiderate little boy, so I will take charge of that, and I will correct your attitude the way it is long overdue!"

I stared at her and her look told me that she was serious, that a decision had been reached and a sentence determined, and soon a punishment would be imposed for my mistake. Despite the shame of being scolded like a five-year-old and the fear of what was going to happen to my poor rear-end, suddenly I felt my manhood grow hard under the bathrobe.

Andrea rose from her chair, leaned towards me, and took hold of my wrist with her left hand. She held my wrist e started to drag me with her toward the bedroom. The heels of her sandalets clicked loudly on the floor, and the normally innocuous sound become a frightful drum beat, escorting me to my impending doom. She was done scolding and she spoke not a word through the hall and corridor, nor when in the bedroom did she head toward her vanity table where she grabbed her wooden hairbrush. My buttocks began to tingle as I anticipated what was coming to me, and tears welled up in my eyes at the realization that this time I was going to be spanked and spanked severely for my childish behavior. Lost in my fear I began to see pictures. The images were all of me, over Andrea's knee, getting spanked just like a naughty little boy. I became very conscious of my bottom and reached back with my free hand to caress my bare buttocks, I sensed that my behind wasn't going to be cool for very long and that the bathrobe wouldn't be covering it much longer.

Finally, Andrea sat down at the foot of the bed and put me in front of her. I knew that my encounter with her hairbrush was very near. I felt emotional and physical overload, my tummy churning, my mouth dry, and my buttocks clenching. She reach out with her hands and rolled up my bathrobe over my back. I remained there, bare from the waist down, my engorged penis pointing up close to her face. I looked at her and I saw the twin frown lines between her eyebrows, and her mouth pursed with determination. I stood, tears in my eyes and a lump in my throat, as I knew that lastly, it was time for me to go over a Mommy's lap.

"Over," was all Andrea said patting her bare right thigh.

I willingly lay down on her pretty, sturdy thighs If only to hide the shame of my tears and my erection.

Once in position over her lap like the five-year-old I felt inside, I turned my head back and looked straight up at Andrea with teary eyes In a silent prayer not to spank me and in anticipation of the beginning of the punishment. I saw her lift up the hairbrush, then bring it down on me.

SMACKK!

That first swat was intense! She hit me straight across my bare bottom on both cheeks and the pain soared through my entire body.

I heard myself let out a loud "OOOUUUUCH!" just before I received the second swat. Then the third, fourth, and fifth. By then Andrea was spanking my whole bottom with her sturdy hairbrush good and hard. I wasn't an expert at all in spanking but it seemed to me that she was doing a great job on it!

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

"ARGHHHH...HONEY, PLEASE...AHAWWWW...NOT SO HARD!"

By now I was crying and pleading for dear life.

After tanning the center of my bottom many times, she spanked my left butt cheek five or six times in a row, then switched to my right cheek and gave it the same amount of hard hairbrush spanks before returning to the center of my bottom again. I was bawling unashamedly like a toddler by then. It hurt so bad, I never thought a spanking could cause such an unbearable stinging sensation, my whole backside was throbbing and burning!

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"AHAWWWW...GWOOOD...AHARGGG...IT HURTS SOOOO BAAAD!...BWAHAAAA!"

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more of those hairbrush swats that felt like they were branding my poor sit upon, I felt the stinging pain down on the back of my thighs as Andrea began to slap down there her horrible hairbrush. First the right leg, then the left. She even stopped momentarily so she could use her hand to spread my legs apart and then began to smack me on the inside of my legs. Oh God, did that ever hurt! After Andrea finished burning the inside of my legs, she gave me a last flurry of hard swats right across my sit spot.

SMACKKK! SMACKKK! SMACKKK! SMACKKK!

And then it was over. She let me stay over her lap for a couple of minutes until my hiccupping crying subsided a bit. Then she helped me to stand.

I was crying my eyes out as I stood there with both hands rubbing ruefully my throbbing, swollen, smoldered backside. But amidst all the excruciating burning pain I was in I realized with some surprise that my hard-on hadn't disappeared, far from it, my penis was as hard as a rock as never before.

"BOHOOOO...honey...you burned me back there," I pitifully said finally through my sobs.

"I know. And I'm not sorry I have done that. On the contrary, you can expect a repeat of that anytime you mess up, mister!" She said and then, as a smirk drew on his pretty lips she continued, "And then from what I can see a good spanking doesn't just burn your bottom....come over here, you big boy."

And with that, she leaned back and lay down on the bed, lowered her thong, raised her nightshirt, and showed me her moist sex awaiting me.
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