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A No-nonsense Businesswoman

Abigail pulled into the driveway of the property just five minutes before her scheduled appointment. In her job as a sales accountant of a primary textile wholesaler, punctuality was of main importance as was appearance. So impeccably dressed in a Chanel suit, high heels, and freshly done hairstyle, she rang the door of the fashion house that promised to be an interesting new client.

On the opaque glass door, just below the small, manicured sign with the company name was a plaque that read: WE ARE OPEN, PLEASE COME IN.

Since she received no answer and as instructed by the writing on the plaque, Abigail opened the door and walked into the entryway. Once the door was open she heard a commotion behind a closed door. She called out but there was no answer. Cautiously she walked through the corridor and arrived at the reception.

Abigail called out another time as she cautiously walked toward the area she heard the commotion. She heard voices, a woman’s voice, low but distinctly feminine. A pause and there was a masculine voice that responded briefly and then a sound that sounded distinctly like a...flesh being slapped. Cautiously Abigail opened the closed door and there, into what was evidently a meeting room, she finally found two people. One of the two people was a quite attractive, big woman in her thirties, nicely dressed in a business suit that stretched over her generous bosom and whose skirt left almost all her meaty thighs bare as she was seated in a high-backed chair holding a ping-pong bat in her hand. The other one was a young lean man, probably around twenty-five years old, Abigail considered, with a cute face and a fluff of blond hair. Right then, the boy looked quite distressed as she was bent over the woman's ample lap, with his slacks and boxers at his calves, and his cute, round, bare bottom up in the air, on the receiving end of a very sound paddling.

Neither the woman nor the young man seemed to notice Abigail walking into the room. The woman was concentrated on turning the man’s exposed, swelling buttocks into a healthy, flaming crimson using the ping-pong bat in her right hand. The man, with his cheeks streaked by tears, and his mouth contorted in a pitiful crying, was taking the spanking as well as anyone could expect. Each time the ping-pong bat flattened one of his reddening butt cheeks he bucked and twisted. On several occasions, he rolled from side to side in a vain attempt to avoid contact with the unmerciful ping-pong bat.

Abigail stood silently watching, transfixed at the way that big powerful woman dominated the young man across her lap. She had not said a word since Abigail had walked through the entryway. On the other hand, the man had been pitiful pleading and begging his 'honey' that he had learned his lesson, desperately promising again and again that he would be a good husband, and would mind his behavior from now on.

The man continued to buck and turn as the ping-pong bat turned the skin of his bared butt a very deep shade of angry, mottled red. At one point the man’s hand swung back in an attempt to stop the rain of smacks on his bottom. This caused the woman, who was evidently his older wife, to grab his wrist with her free hand, twisting him onto his hip facing outward and doing so, giving Abigail a full-frontal view of the man’s assets between his legs. Even this didn’t seem to phase the man as his attention was all on his growing burning nether region.

Abigail thought that The young man was well endowed down there, while a light blush colored her cheeks. His penis, crowned by a full light brown bush, was hard as a rock and seemed to have a life of its’ own. It was bouncing around along with his walnut-sized testicles as his wife adjusted his position over her lap and continued her assault on his angled butt. Abigail stared at the man’s junk fascinated, watching it bounce and bob around while his wife continued to spank the daylight out of his bottom, the entire time not caring about Abigail standing in the doorway. The man seemed to be oblivious to the fact that he was exposed so shamefully to a stranger and his pleas to his wife to please, oh please, not spank him anymore, and the promises that he would be a good boy forever continued throughout.

It was about this time the woman spoke.

"I warned you Bill and you continued to turn your head every single time a woman with a nice bottom passes you by. This is not only total disrespect to me, your wife, but also the behavior of a silly teenager, not a married man like you are! Maybe being treated just like your dear Mom treated you at that age will sink in you. She is right, I most definitely wasn’t getting through to you with my words. Thank God she has given me this little tool she says had been so helpful to her in raising you well-behaved and obedient. So stop your whining, you know you deserve this and you are getting nothing else than what you deserve!" She said continuing to flatten her poor husband’s smoldered buttocks with the ping-pong bat.

At this point, Bill seemed to have given up, and his pleas and cries dropped to continuous and desolate weeping. The woman shifted the man’s weight and he slide back squarely back over her lap his penis and testicles disappearing from Abigail’s view beneath him. Only then did the woman seem to notice the newcomer standing in the doorway.

"Oh sorry!” She startled, “I’m almost finished here with my husband and I'll be right with you," she said, finally directing her gaze to the newcomer.

This caused the man to start and look up at Abigail through tear-filled eyes too. He looked up pleadingly, his face flushed from crying and from embarrassment to find a strange lady observing his very childish situation and conduct.

"Honey please no more! This is so embarrassing!"  He started to beg again, trying to get to his feet.

The powerful wife, still holding his wrist pushed him back down and continued with the bat.

"I don’t care, Bill! You’ve been begging for this. I hope that not being able to sit for a couple of days may drive the message home. Besides, I don’t care it is embarrassing! What you do is embarrassing to me! Maybe we should make it even more embarrassing for you!" She said turning him back onto his hip, exposing his still hardened junk, and landing a volley of the hardest spanks on his right butt cheek which caused him to shriek with a high-pitched girlish squeal.

The merciless spanking continued for another minute with the man acting and wailing just like a little girl, and then, finally, the woman stopped abruptly, released his wrist, and helped him to his feet. Once on his leg, Bill grabbed his butt with both hands and bounced up and down in place comically. This caused his shirt tail to fall down and partially conceal his assets, but not entirely. Abigail could see the rock-hard cock swinging wildly as it seemed Bill couldn’t care or didn’t seem to remember that he and his wife were not alone in that room. His frenzied post-spanking dance and furious butt-rubbing went on for a full two minutes before the woman took hold of Bill’s wrist and pulled him close.

"I’m sorry baby to have to spank you like that. You would think at twenty-six years old you wouldn’t need such trips across a woman's lap, but your behavior shows me otherwise! And anyway, your mother had so carefully recommended me about how you should be treated," the woman said, embracing the man whose shoulders were heaving as he sobbed into her ample and very maternal bosom, while her hand gently caressed his swollen, smoldered bottom.

Neither seemed to care or remember that Bill’s slacks and underpants were still bunched around his ankles. Abigail felt like she was invading a bit in that intimate exchange and nearly left the room but stood, intrigued watching the way the young man cried so openly, tenderly hugging the woman who had just turned his buttocks like two smoking red balloons.

At one point the woman stooped down, untangled the man’s boxer briefs from around his ankles around his pants, pulled them back into place, and repeated the process with his slacks. Bill stood there, crying more silently now, as his wife buttoned up his pants like she would a six-year-old.

"See that corner right there, Bill?" She said pointing to the corner of the meeting room. "I want you to park your nose into that corner and don’t move or speak until I tell you to," she said swatting his butt smartly as she propelled him towards the corner.

Abigail watched as the slender, fit, and recently spanked twenty-six-year-old man obediently trudged over to the corner, pressed his nose in there, and without even being told, put his hands on top of his head. Abigail then turned her attention to the tall, large woman who adjusted her business suit and reached out her hand.

"I’m Victoria,  the business owner, I’m sorry that you had to see me discipline my husband, but I promise you he has been begging for it since the minute we got out of the house this morning and his eyes almost popped out of their sockets seeing our neighbor in leggings bent over her flowers gardening. He is a good man but sometimes he acts just like a silly little kid and doesn't control his attitude. So as soon as we got here I dropped his britches, took out of my drawer the ping pong bat my mother-in-law gave me for this kind of occurrence, and smacked his bare bottom like a six-year-old!" She said with a chuckle. "Believe me, dear, a rear end too hot and burning to even think to sit on it, is the only thing that straightens him out and makes him act like a married man."

Abigail was speechless. She had no idea that a wife would spank his husband and was even more surprised that she continued to spank him after she saw a stranger in the doorway. Once she regained her voice she introduced herself as the sales account with whom she had an appointment to discuss fabric supplies. The two women spoke for a few minutes before Victoria dismissed her husband from the corner.

"Apologize to this nice lady and get your butt out to your desk. I want those files I gave you yesterday to work on finished and filed for when we close the office, and I don’t care if you can’t sit down, you can work standing. And do a proper job on it, unless you want me to pull down your pajama pants and perform a sequel to what Mrs. Abigail just saw in our bedroom tonight," she said.

Bill turned slowly and dropped his hands after wiping his eyes briefly. He was a very good-looking young man, with lively green eyes, and had a cute, mischievous smile on his face.

"I’m sorry Mrs. Abigail that you had to walk in while my wife was busting my butt. I acted like a little brat and I deserved it," he said smirking as his right hand strayed back and gently rubbed the seat of his slacks as he walked towards the meeting room door and let himself out.

"Now again, I’m sorry you had to walk in and see all of that," Victoria said adjusting her skirt, which again had ridden up her meaty mid-thigh, and assuming a professional air as she put the ping-pong-bat that was still in her hand in one of the meeting room's drawer. "Would you like some coffee before we start to talk about those supplies?"

Abigail, absolutely speechless, just nodded trying to regain some business-like attitude.


A Boy Chat

Hi, ma’am, how are you?

Hi, I'm just fine, how are you, boy?

I'm fine, thank you, ma'am. May I ask you a question, ma’am?

You can ask if it is a polite question.

Oh yes, ma'am. My Mom taught me to always be polite, especially with ladies, ma'am.

Your Mom must be a nice, wise lady, boy. I already like her.

Yes, ma'am, she is, wise and loving, but strict also.

That goes hand in hand boy. So what would you ask me?

Ok then, ma’am, do you use a hairbrush to discipline naughty boys?

How come you ask me this question?

Well, your profile says 'mature but playful, more on the strict side', ma'am, so...just wondering.

How old are you?

I'm twenty-three, ma'am.

Okay then, let me guess, has this question to do with the way you were corrected while growing up?

Mhmm, do I have to say it, ma’am?

Answer me, boy.

Yes, ma'am, you're right. Mom used her wooden hairbrush to smack our bare bums whenever we deserved to be corrected. My little brother still gets it. You don't know how much Mom’s hairbrush stings, ma'am. It really, really stings bad.

How old your brother is?

He is nineteen, ma'am, still living at home. He is getting it right now.

Are you at your mom's home now?

Yes, ma'am, and Mom and my brother are up in his room. Mom sent him to change into his pajamas, even if it was just the middle of the afternoon, and now she is up there. I saw her going up, hairbrush in hand.

Where is the brush kept?

On the fire mantel, ma'am.

Is it a solid, wooden hairbrush?

Yes, ma’am, it is, with a flat back and well-varnished, and when Mom smacks it down on the bare skin of our buttocks it stings like pure hell's fire, ma'am.

How many does Mom dish out?

Never kept count, ma’am, goes for ages, 3 minutes, 4 minutes, sometimes longer, depending on what we did.

Can you hear them now? I mean your Mom and your bro up in his bedroom.

Yes, ma’am, I can hear them.

Do you like to hear them?

Ohh, ma’am, if I have to say…yes, I like to hear Brother getting it.

Do tell then. Describe hearing your younger brother getting it.

He was sent to his room and Mom went up to spank him. She is doing it now. As always she spanks very hard, loud hairbrush smacks. Lots of tears and blubbering.

Do you hear him pleading?

Yes, ma’am, before Mom started with the hairbrush, lots, pitiful...please, please don't spank me Mommy...right now that the brush is landing he just cries and wails like a little kid. Frightening, you know, but also exciting, in a weird way.

Do you see him after that he has been spanked?

Sometimes, yes. He hops around crying and holding one smoldered buttock in each hand. Comical, in a pitiful way.

How red his bum is?

Scarlet and well-marked,

Was your bum the same when your mother spanked you?

Yes, similar, or worse, it depended, ma'am.

When did you get it for the last time?

Got my last one when I was 19, ma’am, just before I went to college, I came home a couple of months ago. When I went to college the spankings stopped.

Sorry to hear that, boy.

Why sorry? Good luck from my point of view. Better to hear brother getting it.

Because you're still very much in need of a firm maternal hand. It’s evident by your surfing the net in search of strict ladies.

Well, I understand that it may seem so.

Does your mom know you look at spanking sites?

Oh my god no!

You should tell her.

Why? Why would I do that, ma'am?

Already said it, you are still in bad need of some good hairbrush spankings, even if it scares you.

I probably am, ma'am. Actually, Mom has already threatened me a couple of times since I came home about to come back to the old methods. And you are right, I'm scared stiff of her hairbrush, ma'am.

Oh, you are, aren't you?

Yes, ma'am. I wouldn’t dare bring it up and challenge her, if she found out that I surf on here she would set my bottom afire, I'm afraid.

But you know that you deserve it, don't you?

Oh my god! I'm too scared to do that! Better she’ll catch me here or...someone tells her.

Got it, give me her e-mail.

What, why? No way! Would you do that? She would go mad.

Be assured I will tell her, you bad boy, she has to know.

God, so nervous. She is downstairs now.

Then fess up yourself.

Cannot do that, better she finds out, or...would you really tell her?

You can count on it.

Oh my, do not know what to do, nervous if honest. I can still hear my brother crying, softly now. Well, okay. Oh god, my hands shaking.

What is this? Is this her email?

Just so nervous. Yes, it is, her personal one. How do you think she will take it, ma'am?

Dear Madam,

Thank you for the email you sent me yesterday.

When I read it I was both shocked and embarrassed that my older son had been on the website you gave me the extract from, and about what he had confessed to you.

There are several issues that I am concerned about. He is a youngster aged 23 and like many young people, he is sometimes confused and does not know what he is doing very well. That's why I'm a firm believer in stringent motherly supervision for him and his brother. I am also concerned he had given my email to someone he did not know, although I understand from what you wrote that you are a good person and that we have a lot in common, you and I.

I think you would want to know how I sorted it all out.

Suffice it to say that right now my bratty older son is not able to sit down, nor he will be for the next few days, I assure you of that. He got the thrashing of his life with my hairbrush, over my lap, with his bare bum up in the air, and I spanked him until he was sobbing uncontrollably, his face soaked in tears and snot and his buttocks looking like two overripe tomatoes pressed against each other. It was well deserved and he was well marked once I was done blistering his cute chubby buttocks. He did a very nice performance of his 'well-spanked boy dance' too, holding his badly smoldered buttocks in his hands and wailing to the ceiling. I also made sure his brother was in the house when I did it. Spanking must be something to be feared, not something one should be excited by. I hope he got the message now.

I have given him clear instructions that he is not to go to similar websites in the future or else. In this regard, I would appreciate it if you let me know if you see him on that website again or if he tries to contact you.

Thank you in advance for that.

I would be happy for you to reply to this email if you see fit.

Yours truly


Two Well-Punished Friends

"I said to be home by 2 to help do chores. What time is it Robert?"

In a black snug sweater that highlighted her protruding bosom, a knee-length skirt that hugged her generous hips, and heels that increased her already imposing stature, Jennifer pointed to the clock on the wall.

"2:30 but...I’m sorry I was late. I lost track of time," he started.

"2:30 is not 2 is it Robert?" She demanded.

"No, but Mom I’m..."

She held up her hand.

"I started the household chores already. Your room is a pig sty and I started on it without you. Do you know what I found?"

Robert’s mind began to race, he was certain that last Saturday had smoked all the pot that he was storing in his drawer. The tequila and vodka bottles he had left over from the last party were not in there anymore. His mind was blank but it was clear that he had left something in there that his Mom had found.

"Did I forget to bring dirty dishes out of my room?" He asked meekly.

"Oh, I wish it was that simple. No, I didn’t find any dishes but I did find something in your nightstand drawer. Do you want to know what I found?"

Robert knew exactly what it was, a collection of old erotic photos that his friend Bill had found in his garage while cleaning, and hid away. They were old and probably belonged to his Dad, maybe even his Grandad. Old images of women in a variety of states of undress and boys always in the same compromising position. To be more clear they were all about 'moms' who spanked their 'sons'.

When he found them Bill showed them to his friend. Laughing about it he said that maybe it was worth a try to sell them on the Internet. But Robert said that they were very interesting pieces of antiques and, blushing lightly, asked Bill to let him keep them so he could do some research and be able to set a fair price. So the photos ended in Robert's room.

Robert had been a late bloomer. Even now, at twenty-one, he was a bit shy regarding sexual relations with girls, so those photos became the triggers for several intense jerk-off sessions in the middle of the night. In particular, there was a photograph of a boy draped across his matronly Mom’s lap, with his pants and underwear to his ankles, being spanked on his very bare and chubby bottom with a large wooden spoon by the big woman in just her lingerie. Robert got hard every time he thought about it and pictured how the teenage boy’s penis hung between the woman’s stockinged thighs. He blushed every time he thought about it, wondering how his own equipment looked when he was, many years before, over his Mom’s lap.

"Don’t think I didn’t smell the marijuana in your desk drawer young man but that is not what I’m talking about right now," his mother's voice distracted him from these thoughts.

"You do know very well that this stuff is evil and I never accepted it in my house! I don't want to even think about what you did looking at these disgusting images!" She said opening one of the kitchen drawers and taking out the bunch of photographs with the picture he’d fantasized about thousands of times on the very top.

"What do you have to say for yourself, young man?" She said making the boy blush even more.

Robert could feel his ears smoldering and his cheeks flushed. He stood there silently staring at his sock-covered feet blushing deeply. But strangely as his armpits got sticky with sweat he felt his penis harden inside his jeans.

"Mom please..." he mumbled.

"You wouldn’t think I appreciate you drooling over pictures of half-naked women, do you?" Jennifer demanded waving the pictures under Robert’s nose. "Do you like to look at pictures of bare-bottomed boys getting spanked by their Mothers?"

Robert blushed even deeper glancing up at her.

"No..." he said softly.

"I don’t believe you, Robert!" Jennifer stated. "I think you lay in your bed doing nasty things thinking about boys like that being spanked over their Mommy’s lap!" she exclaimed staring at her adult son as she did when he was just a little boy caught red-handed.

"Is that right?" she demanded.

Robert stared at his mother, right in the heat of her scolding she looked imposing, in her high black heels that made her appear taller than him, her strong arms menacingly crossed on her vibrating bosom, and her short black hair that gave her that even more severe look. In front of her, he felt like he was shrunk and regressed to just a little boy.

"Mom, please...please...I don’t deserve to be spanked, Mommy! I’m so sorry, I promise I won’t do it anymore!" He said, and then he stood with his mouth open, blushing till the root of his hair, shocked by what had come out of his mouth.

For a moment Jennifer was silent, incredulous at what she had just heard.

"Don’t please me!" She finally said, regaining her resolve. "You brought that nasty stuff into our house and used it to...masturbate! I’m 100% certain about that now. Another thing I’m 100% certain of is that you are still very much like a little boy. In fact, I think a spanking is exactly what you deserve right now."

After saying that she remained silent, studying the effect of her words on her son. He had blanched and Jennifer was able to notice a shadow of terror in his eyes before he hung his head in shame.

Reaffirming her belief that it was just time to make her son remember what a spanking really was she stated, "Take down your pants, and your underwear!"

"Please, Mom! Please don’t spank me! Not on my bare bottom! Please no!" Robert begged, abandoning all vestige of dignity.

"You’d better get those pants down or I take it down myself just like I did when you were a little kid!" His Mom warned.

Robert blushed even deeper, and while he felt tears welling up in his eyes he realized that inside his underwear his penis was hard as a rock. He glanced up pleadingly but the look on Jennifer’s face was one of absolute resolve. He slowly unbuttoned the buttons of the fly of his jeans, lowered them at his ankles, and stood in front of his Mom wearing grey boxer briefs.

"Can I keep my underpants on…just for this time Mom, please?"

"Those boys in the pictures weren’t wearing any underpants. I see no reason why you should be either. Now take those off and get me the wooden spoon from the drawer. I don’t see why we don’t recreate that image of your friend in the picture and give you a taste of what the wooden spoon on a boy’s bare buttocks feels like. Now take your underpants down at once!"

Robert slowly lowered the underpants down his legs, trying to cup his hard-on with his left hand.

Restrained by the garments around his ankles he meekly wobbled over to the utensil drawer, for a moment he stood trying to figure out which one of those wooden utensils would cause less sting on his bare, tender bum cheeks, then opted for a round wooden spoon that, even if quite large, looked a bit thinner than the others. He pulled the wooden spoon out, closed the drawer, and approached his Mom who was now seated in a kitchen chair. He held out the spoon.

"I’m sorry that I brought evil pictures into the home, Mom," he said unable to look his Mom in the eyes.

"I know you are, Robert, but this is long overdue. Now move your hands and put them at your sides!" Jennifer ordered.

Robert did as he was told, exposing his rock-hard penis standing proudly, crowned with small patches of brown hair.

Angry at her son's behavior, but also amused at how things were developing and at Robert's obvious state of arousal, Jennifer began a lecture on how boys shouldn’t be looking at pornography. She grilled the boy about where he got the pictures, how long he had them, and what he did with the pictures when they were in his drawer. This was humiliating at the most, and she knew it. Her son was shivering although it was a warm day, the humiliation of standing half naked being lectured in front of his Mom was, OMG, sooo embarrassing.

At last, Jennifer raised her skirt almost to her crotch and parting her sturdy, pantyhosed thighs, invited Robert to crawl across her lap.

"Your penis is hard. Push it down so it points towards the floor," she ordered.

Ashamed as never before Robert complied and pushed his penis to point down. Now he was completely upended over his mother’s knee, with his face almost on the floor, his legs dangling in the air, and his round, muscular but supple buttocks proffered vulnerably upward. Not knowing what he should do with his hands he gripped the left ankle of his mom.

Jennifer raised her spoon-armed right hand to the ceiling and, CRACK, the punishing tool landed on Robert's left buttock. Then CRACK on the right one, and followed on alternating cheeks.

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

Jennifer went to work turning the pale white skin of her son's butt cheeks a healthy pink, then red, then crimson, the wooden spoon implanting red blotches on Robert’s buttocks as the boy squirmed and cried.

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

Although twenty-one Robert cried frantically and by the time his butt cheeks turned a flaming red, he was bucking and thrashing around his Mom’s lap, not caring that each hip thrust or twist exposed his still-hardened penis and testicles to her glare.

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

Again and again, the merciless wooden spoon printed its branding marks on Robert’s already swollen and smoking-smoldered bottom. At this point, his arse cheeks were starting to blister where they meet his thighs as he howled the house down. His mother stopped for a moment, a bit unsure if she had to do it, but then let off another flurry of hard spoon smacks right on her frantic son’s sit spot.

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

With Robert’s buttocks now sporting a couple of painful-looking grey blisters she landed a flurry of whacks on the back of his still-untouched thighs, eliciting new loud, wails and desperate sobbing from the well-chastised boy on her lap.

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

Finally, considering that her disheveled son was punished enough and that he wouldn’t be able to sit down comfortably for the foreseeable future, she put an end to his burning correction.

For a moment Jennifer let her son cry out. By now Robert was reduced to nothing more than a well-punished little boy over his mommy's lap, and she admired his blistered rear with a grimace. It has been a job well done, 'Let's see if after this he'll still be so eager to think of spankings with some pleasure,' she said to herself.

When at least Robert realized that his ordeal had stopped, he stood up, kicked his pants and underwear off his feet, and no more restrained by the garment around his ankles, started to hop around the room holding his smoldered bum cheeks in his hands and crying to the ceiling. He bawled like a toddler and frantically rubbed his smoldered, badly blistered backside, while he danced around showing his mother the shame of his still-hardened penis wobbling up and down. He didn't care, the punishment he had been submitted to had been so tough that his only concern was the excruciating pain-burning sensation he was feeling where he usually sat down.

Jennifer let her arse-tanned son do his antics of a well-spanked boy, put the wooden spoon back in the kitchen drawer, and then headed for Bill's house just down the road.

Bill's mom answered the door to a clearly agitated Jennifer.

"Jenny, what is wrong?"

"Caroline, may I come in?"

Seated in Caroline's living room, with the incriminated pictures scattered on the coffee table in front of them, a still-astonished Jennifer related to a more and more indignated Caroline, all that she had made her son confess.

"So, regardless of his age, I have just given Robert a good hiding with my wooden spoon," she ended. "I let his rear well marked, and him a very contrite boy. I'll be surprised if he will look with some pleasure at spankings anytime soon."

"You did just right, dear," said Caroline furious at the behavior of her own son who had not only concealed the shameful find from her but also caused so much trouble at their family friends' home. " You know that unlike you I have never really stopped using the old-fashioned methods with Bill. I strongly believe that a short sharp shock now and then is highly useful to keep him well behaved. Now is some time that I have been concerned about Bill's behavior, so I’m not surprised that the time has come to give him a good dose of the hairbrush where it does most good. Believe me dear, Bill will get the same of what Robert just got and some more."

Once Jennifer left, Caroline went upstairs to Bill's room, her round, ample bum cheeks swaying and jiggling wrapped in her mid-thigh skirt as each step produced a silky, swaying sound of her pantyhosed thighs rubbing against each other. On her way, she stopped in her room where she collected the flat-backed wooden hairbrush from her vanity.

When Caroline entered his room Bill was reading on his bed, she didn't say a word, she just waved the bunch of pictures in front of him.

"Mom…Mom...please..." said a terrorized Bill noticing the hairbrush in the hand of his irate mother.

She did not speak but took the chair from beneath his desk and put it in the middle of the room, raised her skirt, sat down, and pointed at her pantyhosed lap.

"Mom, please...come on…I don't need a spanking, Mommy! PLEASE!"

Still, she did not speak but her sending lightning-bolt eyes were fixed on her son and that was enough for him to sobbing get off his bed, and go stand next to his mother. In an instant, she pulled down his pajama pants, and with a further sob, Bill lay over her lap.

Caroline did not waste any time.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Bill gasped, twisted, and cried but the onslaught continued.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Again and again, Caroline followed with her long-time tested method for her son's punishment, six whacks on one cheek,

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

followed by six on the other.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

It was only once she saw a suitable crop of blisters forming on the base of the poor boy's buttocks that she stopped the rain of solid hairbrush's spanks. By then Bill was a crying mess, his cheeks damped of tears and snot, his mouth opened in a sorrowful wail of anguish. Caroline let her son cry out his sorrow on her maternal lap for a while then made him stand.

Once on his shaking legs, Bill hugged his stern mother and cried all his tears on the ample bosom of the woman who had just made him unable to sit down for the next few days. Finally, he walked himself onto his bed where he lay, rubbing his badly blistered rear for all he was worth and finishing crying his eyes out on his pillow.

Caroline, who had not uttered a word during the proceedings, put the chair away and standing next to her son delivered a softened lecture about all that she had been displeased with him lately, ending the scolding with the assurance that there would be more of what she just got in the next future if things weren't going to change in his behaviors.


Hearing Theodor's Comeuppance

Who does know why they at some point in their life became interested in spanking? For some it is the memory of punishments received as a child, for others, it is the images in comic books or cartoons, still, others will never really understand why. For me, it was when I was ten years old, and I got to know Theodor.

Theodor was just a few months older than me and his family had moved to our neighborhood that end of summer. He had started attending my school and indeed had become my desk mate. He was an intelligent, good-spirited kid and we soon became friends.

Theodor's father was a salesman and he was almost all week away from home so he spent most of his time at home with his mom, a tall, full-figured, and quite attractive lady in her mid-thirties. Since we were both only children, Theodor and I often spent afternoons together either at my or at his house, and sometimes our moms would have tea together while we played or did homework. It had been a couple of months since school started when the fateful conversation took place. By that point, I had already noticed that Theodor was a very obedient boy and that just a look from his imposing mother was enough to settle him down if he was 'getting out of hand', as she would put it. So that afternoon we were playing a videogame in the living room when I happened to overhear the conversation of our moms sitting on the couch right behind us. Evidently, my mom had also noticed Theodor's obedient behavior and complimented his mother on it. To this day I still remember the buxom lady’s response, practically word for word.

"You could say that I am somewhat old-fashioned and traditional when it comes to raising Theodor, and maybe you would be right. But I strongly believe that boys need, apart from a lot of love and care, firm discipline too. So I never hesitate to put him over my lap and give his bare bottom a very sound spanking whenever I judge it is necessary."

Those words resounded in my head and caused a turmoil of emotions in me. Apart from a few smacks on the back of my trousers, I had never been spanked by either of my parents. I had been somewhat aware that some of my friends were spanked, but it was a generic awareness without it being explained as clearly as Theodor's mother had just done. This was different, now I did know that my friend was put over her mother’s ample lap, with his bottom bare (!), and ‘very soundly spanked’ as that woman had clearly said. I don't know exactly why but these simple words had such an effect on me that from that moment on, the idea of spankings and more specifically the spankings that Theodor received from his powerful and attractive mother became almost an obsession for me. 

Often when I was in his house I would purposely try to get my friend in trouble so that her mom would spank him while I was there, but sadly it never happened. Other times if I sensed that he had been in trouble I tried to ask him questions about how it had gone at his house the day before, but he always dodged the question. All this went on till we started high school. At that point, apart from the fact that we were no longer in the same class and spent less time together, I discovered many sites on the Internet that satisfied my curiosity about the subject, and the idea of seeing Theodor take his spankings diminished my interest.

Once we finished high school Theodor and I went to the same college, and there, away from the supervision of his strict mother, Theodor let himself go and we spent years as cheerful drinking and partying buddies. Only after graduation did we part ways, as he went back to live and work in our old small town while I stayed in college where I had gotten a position as a researcher, and so we saw each other only occasionally when I went home to spend a few weeks of vacation with my parents. Our lifestyles also differed then. Theodor, once home, was back to being the quiet young person he had been as a boy, and a few years before the events I am about to relate he had married Eleanor, an attractive professional who was the directress of the laboratory he had found a job in, five years his senior. On the contrary, I continued a fairly messy life as an unrepentant bachelor.

Whenever I went back to visit my parents, I never failed to see my old friend again and involve him in one of our stunts like in our college days. For this reason, I thought, Eleanor did not like me very much. She was a woman of haughty and somewhat cold beauty, and when I had met her she had reminded me of just Theodor's mother, though with a slimmer physique. Although I never come to know her so well, I sensed that she didn't like that I involved her husband in those escapades and that finally she didn’t approve of my friendship with him.

That day I had convinced Theodor to go to the lake for a day of fishing, but we soon grew tired of being out in nature, so we came back to the city to have our lunch in a tavern, and by the afternoon we found ourselves over two mugs of beer and two shots of whiskey in our usual bar seated near two attractive girls. It didn't take long for us to invite them to our table and begin an innocent but intriguing flirtation. At one point, as we were about to order another round of drinks, I saw Theodor blanch. I asked him what had happened to him, and coming close to my ear so as not to be overheard, he told me that his wife's secretary had just come in and greeted him. It was obvious that this had caused great embarrassment in my friend, and before long he paid the bill and convinced me to drive him home. He seemed very concerned, almost frightened I might say.

When I pulled into Theodor's driveway Eleanor came out the door, she seemed to be waiting for us. We got out of the car, me intending to say hello and then bail.

"Hi dear, would you come in? BOTH of you, please!" My friend's wife addressed us.

Theodor looked at me, pale and with eyes begging me not to. But partly in order not to appear rude, partly out of curiosity to understand what exactly was going on, I went into the house with him.

Once in the living room, Eleanor started to ask questions to her crestfallen husband but was evident that she already knew all the answers and that was just her way of making Theodor confess his misdeed.

Yes, we did go fishing, but no, we didn't spend all day there.

Yes, we went to have lunch at the tavern.

Yes, we started to drink in the early afternoon.

Yes, we drank accompanied by two girls but it was not like it could appear. It had just been a friendly chat.

"NO, honey, we...I...I didn't mean to flirt, honest, I would never, ever do that, sweety, I swear," Theodor concluded his wife's questioning, and he looked almost on the verge of tears.

With an icy stare that seemed to read in her husband's head, haughty in her impeccable business suit, Eleanor started her tirade.

"I don’t know how to make you understand your responsibilities, Theodor. You are a married man now, you just can't act like an irresponsible teenager anymore!" She shook her head and then, staring at her discouraged husband, followed on, "I'm afraid I have to restore once again to what your mother so fervently counseled me about."

She didn't wait for a reply from her husband.

Raising her arm and pointing to the closet with her perfectly manicured finger, ordered, "Go get it and bring it to me."

"W...what you mean, honey?" Theodor tentatively asked her with a broken voice.

"What do I mean?" Asked Leanor with her hands on her hips and tapping her foot on the floor, "You know perfectly well that I mean you go get the paddle your mother gave us. The very one she used with you. Go fetch it, mister, and I mean NOW!"

Blushing and head down Theodor meekly obeyed her imposing wife.

I hardly could believe it, everything indicated that Eleanor was about to...PADDLE my friend! Suddenly all my youth's weird desires to see Theodor spanked came back to my mind and I felt my dick harden in my pants.

Soon Theodor was back with the requested tool in his hand. It was a paddle of the same shape and size as those that had a ball attached with an elastic cord, but looked heavier and made of solid and well-lacquered wood.

He obediently handed it to his imposing wife, and in a whisper, he pleaded with her, "Please, honey...not in front of him."

Despite all my desire to witness my friend's spanking, I felt that my presence there was inappropriate, that was between husband and wife, and besides, I cared for Theodor and certainly did not wish to embarrass him more than he already had.

So I started to say, "Well, I think that is time for me to leave..."

"Oh no, mister," Eleanor abruptly interrupted me. "You now stay here to see the trouble you just helped make for Theodor. He's not going to be able to sit down for supper tonight!"

Then she turned to her crestfallen husband and took the item he was handing her. Her gaze went from her submissive husband to me and then back to him, she was making a decision. Finally, she kept her husband's wrist with one hand and started to drag him out of the living room.

"You come with me, and you," she pointed at me, "take a seat there and listen carefully."

With that, she led Theodor into the nearby kitchen. From where I was, seated just a few feet away from the kitchen door left open, I could clearly hear the telling-off she was treating him to. Then I heard the scraping of a chair drawn out across the floor, and Theodor jelled, "No, sweety, not on the bare, please!"

"Don't be silly, Theodor," she answered him sternly, "you know very well this is how it's done. Get over here!"

Presumably, this was her command for Theodor to bend over her lap, as she was ready to paddle his bottom. That suspicion was confirmed when, after a brief muffled protest from her husband, I heard the unmistakable sound of wood slapping bare flesh. It rang out like a pistol shot and reverberated through into the lounge as if husband and wife were right in front of me.

Theodor yelled out with pain and then the paddling began in earnest. It was obvious from both the resounding CRACKS and the crying of pain coming from my friend's mouth that this was a very thorough and hard paddling his domineering wife was giving him. After only a few more loud CRACKS of the paddle, Theodor began to cry like a little boy, sobbing and begging.

"Please no more! AHWHHH! No more! OHWHWW! I'll be a good boy...AHWHWWW...Mommy!"

OMG, I thought, he called his wife...mommy! And right then it was crystal clear to me that the childish punishment he was submitted to had worked like a time machine, regressing him to the state of the little kid he had been, being corrected by his stern mother.

The paddling seemed to go on forever, as did Theodor's crying, and, as weird as it sounds, I experienced the desire to open my pants and give relief with my hand to the almost painful hard-on I had into my pants.

Eventually, the frightening and exciting sound of wood slapping bare flesh stopped although the crying continued for a good few minutes afterward.

Then I heard Theodor's wife tell him, "Leave your undies down! We are going to show your friend what happens to naughty boys in this house. Come on!"

They re-entered the room, Theodor wobbling comically without trousers and with his undies twisted around his knees. His hands were trying in vain to hide his huge hard-on in front of him and his face was red from crying and damped in tears and snot.

"Turn around and show him!" His wife barked.

Theodor avoided my gaze as he meekly turned and raised her shirt to show me his bare rear end.

And what a sight it was! All his bottom was swollen and almost shined in a hue, deep red color, and on the very base of his smoldered buttocks, the skin was purpled by the paddle swats. His wife has done an excellent job of his paddling, covering all of his bum and the very top of his thighs.

"Right off to bed with you!" Eleanor yelled once she had sufficiently shown me the consequences of her husband's misdeeds.

Frantically pulling his undies back up, Theodor fled to their bedroom. Then his wife walked slowly and deliberately toward me.

All the while I had been sitting there, unable to say a word, and blushing with embarrassment and excitement.

"As for you," she said once she was standing in front of me with her arms crossed on her pretty bosom. "Let me tell you that your lifestyle and the example you set for your friend are disgraceful. You are long overdue that someone put you on her knees and give you a tanned rear like the one you have just seen Theodor get."

"I...maybe you are right...ma'am," for my deep shame that was all that I could utter.

"Get yourself home. I don't want to see you here for a few days. Theodor wouldn't be allowed to see you anyway."

And so I rose from the sofa and headed silently to the door, and then to my house and room, where I finally could satisfy myself, again and again, reviving in my mind the events of that afternoon.


The Boy Chat Again

Hi, ma’am. How are you?

Hi, boy, you’re here again?

Mhmm, yes ma’am, I hope I don’t bother you, ma’am.

No, you don’t, boy, but you know that I agreed with your mother to inform her if you contact me again, don’t you?

Oh, did you ma’am?

I sure did, young man. I know that she is concerned about your sexual tendencies, and rightly so as you are still just a boy.

But I turned twenty-four now, ma’am!

So what? Given what your mother writes me about the way you act, it is clear that you still very much need your mom's firm guidance.

You are probably right, ma’am.

I’m sure I am. Do you know what your Mom related to me last time we chatted just last Friday?

Last Friday ma’am? Hmm, dunno.

So you don’t remember what happened last Friday, do you? Well, let me refresh your memory. Your Mom controlled your Facebook and caught you in so many spanking groups and chatting with other boys about the spanking they suffered at the hands of their female guardians, weren’t you?

Yes, ma’am, that is true, but…

And she also noticed that you were bothering some ladies in those groups by sending undesired personal messages, isn’t it true?

Guess so, ma’am.

So now that I refreshed your memory, want you to tell me what your dear mother decided you deserved for such disgraceful behavior?

Do I have to, ma’am?

Since you were the one who contacted me, yes, you very much have to.

Well, ma’am, Mommy said that I needed a good hard spanking over her knees, and I was marched into my room’s corner and stood there with my hands on my head and waited for her to go to the fire mantel and get the hairbrush, ma’am.

And after that?

She came back, ma’am, carrying the hairbrush she uses to correct me and my brother, then she sat down on my bed and put me over her knee.

Didn’t she take your pants down before putting you over her lap?

Actually not, ma’am.

And how came that?

The matter is, ma’am, that when she caught me surfing spanking groups on FB I had…mhmm…my pajama pants already down.

Shame on you, I don’t need further explanation about what you were doing, you bad boy!

Yes, ma’am, Mommy got mad too when she saw me like that, that’s why she said I needed to be spanked over her knees like the naughty little boy I acted as, and I was crying my eyes out, long before she stopped blistering my poor bottom with the flat back of her wooden hairbrush and marched me back to the corner. Believe me, ma’am, I was a pitiful blubbering mess once she was done correcting my behavior and my poor buttocks felt like they had swollen up to a bigger size and throbbed unmercifully.

See what I mean when I say you still need your mother's firm hand? That’s why I have to tell her about you. I’m a much older lady than you and is not good that we correspond without letting your Mom know.

I understand ma’am, but Mommy is so strict and I’m afraid she would misunderstand why I like to chat with you, and…her hairbrush stings so very much, it really sets our bums afire. It’s like being seated on hot coals after one of her hairbrush spankings.

Nevertheless, despite all the burning pain you know a hairbrush spanking causes to a young boy’s tender buttocks, your mother tells me that you enjoy seeing your nineteen-year-old brother getting it, don’t you, you bad boy?

I can’t deny that, ma’am. He is such a crybaby, ma’am, lots of tears and blubbering just at the mention that Mommy is going to roast his buns. Lots of pitiful pleadings too...please, please don't spank me Mommy…even before the brush starts landing, and after that, crying and wailing like he was a little girl. I know it’s weird to say it, but it’s so exciting, ma’am.

What exactly excites you about your brother’s bum roastings?

Everything ma’am, but probably the sight of his round, bubble-butt bottom turning from pristine white to rosy red and finally beet-red under the ministration of mommy’s wooden flat-backed hairbrush. It not only changes color but once the spanking is done it swells up to a smoldered smoking size. A very painful look.

Go ahead, what else?

After that? The crying and rubbing, ma’am. He hops around wailing to the ceiling and holding his blistered, scarlet, and well-marked buttocks, with his huge hard-on wobbling up and down.

You enjoy the show, don’t you boy?

I do, ma’am, but…you won’t tell this to Mommy, do you?

We will see about that. Now tell me the truth, what are you doing right now, in the middle of the night, chatting with an older lady, describing the corrections your Mom is used to dishing out?

What do you mean what am I doing?

Are your pajama pants up or down, boy?

But.

NO BUTS, answer me, Are your pajama pants up or down?

Down, ma’am.

Shame on you, you were touching yourself while chatting with me! Be assured that your Mom will be informed of your disgusting behavior!

Oh no, please ma’am, please she would spank me again if she found out. Please, please, please ma’am, I’m scared stiff to get my bum spanked with Mom’s hairbrush again so soon!

You know that you deserve to have your buttocks roasted for this! Be assured I will tell her, she has to know.

Hi dear, thank you for informing me about my son's latest disgraceful mischief. I often wonder when that boy will grow up and become a man. It's about time, don't you think? But in the meanwhile, I know that my motherly duty is to guide him through life with a firm hand.

I want to assure you that his unacceptable behavior toward you has been addressed just now. As I sensed that he needed to be taught a hard lesson for what he did, I got to his room with my wooden hairbrush and gave him one of the hardest spankings of his life. After that, he did a very nice performance of the 'well-spanked boy dance' holding his badly smoldered buttocks in his hands and wailing to the ceiling.

While I’m writing this e-mail I can see him standing in the corner, sobbing softly, with his pajama pants at his ankles, and his hands over his head. I’m positive that he will not be doing any sitting down for quite a while after this correction. His face soaked in tears and snot, and his smocking buttocks looking like two beet-red swollen balloons, assures me of that. I warned him that he doesn’t have to do something like that again, but you know how boys are, dear, so if he looks for you again or you see him active in one of those groups, please let me know as always.

Yours truly.


A Humiliating Halloween Night

That year Halloween fell on a Tuesday night, and Jared was worried about what his newly married wife would say about his traditional outing with his old friends.

Even before they were married, Wendy had always complained that in so many things Jared acted like a silly teenager, and now she was big on that he had to act like the married, responsible man he should be at twenty-five. And she was right, Jared had to admit, sometimes he did act just childish, but it is hard to act like an adult when at your home they treat you like you're just a silly teenager.

Jared started to go out with Wendy at high school, they kept seeing each other while they were away at college, and as soon as he found his first job they got married. Wendy knew everything about him. She was a practical and determined girl who accepted no nonsense from anyone and even less from Jared. And she was a strong, fit woman too. She had been captain of the soccer team in high school, and she still loved to exercise, almost every day she went running and attended a gym consistently.

The fact that Wendy had a strong and assertive personality had been one of the factors that made Jared fall in love with her. He was an only child and had always lived with his single mother. Although it had not been easy for his mother to raise a child on her own, having to combine work with maternal care, Jared's relationship with her had always been very close. She was a loving and caring woman, but having to play the roles of both parents, she could turn into a strict disciplinarian when the need arose. So Jared grew up pampered in his mother's care and kept strictly in line by her firm maternal hand. Therefore it came quite naturally to him to fall in love with a woman who loved him but who accepted no nonsense by him either.

In Jared’s house, it was Wendy who 'wore the pants', and she ran a pretty tight ship too if you know what I mean. On her vanity stood an old wooden hairbrush, a tool Jared knew well because it was a property of his mother and had been given to Jennifer as a wedding gift. That was never used to brush any hair because Wendy, as well as his mother, had a more practical plastic one for that task. No, that tool had always had one and only purpose, to correct Jared's behavior whenever the need arose.

Sometimes when he was still living at his mom’s and she was not home Jared went into her room and took the hairbrush from her vanity table where it stayed and wondered why it stung so much. It was made of solid wood and had a flat back a little bigger than the palm of a hand. Even with a gentle smack on his hand, it gave a sharp sting and every time he shuddered at the recollection of his bare bottom cheeks being spanked with it. After just a few spanks the stinging sensation where he was used to sitting became unbearable and made his mama’s bare bum hairbrush spankings like sitting in a beehive with his tender bottom being stung by a thousand angry bees. His hands trembled and turned behind him giving his pants-clad bottom some rubbing at the very recollection of that. And now, that same very hairbrush stood on his wife’s vanity. And she used it too, as properly and as thoroughly as his dear mother had.

So here he was, this Halloween afternoon, undecided about what to do for the night, at the time of leaving the office. He would either have to tell Wendy that he intended to go out with his friends at the risk that she denied her permission, or he would have to come up with an excuse to stay out at the risk of getting caught and...well you got it, right? Finally, he decided to try his luck and called Wendy, warning her that he needed to stay in the office to finish the paperwork that Mrs. Riley, his boss, needed for the next morning. In the end, Halloween comes just once a year, what the heck!

The evening passed pleasantly with his lifelong friends, and Jared was careful not to overdo drinking. It was unlikely that Wendy would be waiting awake for him, but just in case, he certainly did not want to be found drunk. Not only that but for added security, he was also one of the first to leave the bar shortly after 1 a.m. Thus, when he crossed its threshold and found the light on and Wendy seated in the living room, waiting for him with a glass in her hand, he was still pretty sure that he would be able to hold up his game.

“Hi hon, How come you're not in bed yet?” Jared Asked casually.

"I wasn't sleepy, and I thought I'd wait for you, sweety. Hard work at the office?" Asked Wendy Amiably.

She had gotten up from the chair she was sitting in and placed the glass of red wine she was sipping on the coffee table. She was now standing in front of Jared, looking him in his eyes, wearing a white see-through nightgown that allowed a glimpse of her black bra and panties on her shapely, toned body. Like the cat playing with the mouse, Wendy let Jared tell about how he had been forced to work till so late for his boss without hardly even having time for dinner. And then she dropped the bomb.

"So how come Mrs. Riley called about 9,30 to ask for you? Didn't she know that you had to stay in the office if she asked you to do just that?" Wendy asked narrowing her eyes, her mouth trembling in suppressed anger.

Jared paled and, like every time he was caught in the act, he started to stutter and fumble trying to find an impossible way out under his wife’s grilling. Soon Wendy had all the truth out of him and then it was her time to talk. And talk she did, delivering one of her worst tirades about Jared's silly behavior that included a list of all his latest shortcomings.

"A speeding ticket on Monday, a 'couple' of drinks with your work colleagues on Thursday night, and a disgraceful joke about my mother on Saturday," Wendy said with her arms crossed over her bosom, tapping her frilly slipper on the floor. "And now this, your blatant lie to me, your wife!"

Unable to hold her gaze Jared bowed his head in shame. Like every time he was scolded by Wendy, he felt like he reverted to the state of a little kid caught with his hands in the jam, and started to plead just like one.

“I’m so sorry, honey, but…please, can’t you make it slip? Just for this time” Jared blubbered, “It’s, it’s Halloween, come on…I promise it won’t happen never, ever again!”

“Oh, I know that you are sorry now. But by now you must know that actions have consequences. And the consequence of your silly actions is that you will not be able to sit properly for the next few days!”

At this statement, Jared blanched and went on to shamelessly plead with his domineering wife.

"Oh, please honey, NO! Please don't, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to, please don’t spank my bottom with the hairbrush, anything but that, please, it stings so very much, please, I won't do it again, I promise!"

Shaking her head in disbelief at her husband's foolishness she kept him by the ear and guided him to their bedroom. Once there she went to her vanity, took hold of the wooden hairbrush, seated at the foot of the double bed, and put her husband in front of her and the hairbrush at her side.

"Hands," that was all that she said.

Automatically Jared put both his hands on top of his head.

Once again Wendy was impressed with how well-conditioned Jared was and in her mind she congratulated her mother-in-law for raising him so well. Jared’s stomach churned as he realized what was about to happen to him once again. While he obeyed, his eyes were fixed on the bare, attractive legs of his wife coming out from her short lace nightdress, and felt his penis harden in his pants. Wendy efficiently unfastened his belt and unzipped and opened his pants, took them down along with his shorts, and then bent down and grabbed each ankle, one at a time, to guide pants and shorts off his feet, leaving him standing naked from the waist down in front of her, his hardened cock pointing shamingly to the ceiling.

"Over!" Was Wendy's next order, and Jared obediently bent himself on the dreaded and inviting lap.

“Once again you have disgraced yourself, Jared," she said while taking hold of Jared’s waist with her left arm. “You are going to be severely punished!”

She kept the hairbrush, raised her hand, and began swiftly spanking Jared’s muscular and supple bottom cheeks.

Jared winced and took a deep breath as the first few swats resounded against the skin of his bare bottom.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“PLEASE HONEY, PLEASE...IT HURTS!”

Every time he found himself over his stern wife's sturdy thighs, Jared regressed to when, as a boy, he took his spankings on his strict mother's lap and reacted no differently, crying, pleading, and begging for it to stop.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“WAAAAHHHHHHH! PLEASE WENDY DEAR!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“WAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE NO MORE HONEYYYYY!”  

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“WAAAAAAH! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDDD!” 

Wendy didn’t stop and the merciless spanking went on and on while the burning sensation on Jared’s bottom escalated from unbearable to excruciating, and he was squirming, kicking his legs, sobbing piteously, with his eyes shut, his face covered with tears and snot, his mouth opened wide. While the flat back of his determined wife's hairbrush turned his buttocks into two swollen, beet-red balloons, he wasn't even able to plead for forgiveness anymore and he just wiled like a toddler having a tantrum

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“BWAAAAAAAAAAAH! WAAAAAAAAH! BWAAAAHHHHHHH!” 

Having noticed that she had achieved her goal of turning her disobedient husband into a sorrowful and penitent bad little boy, Wendy relented her correction and finally, Jared's fierce spanking came to a halt. She let him cry for a couple of minutes over her lap while admiring her job. Jared's buttocks were a solid beet red, swollen, smoldered, and very sore-looking. There were no doubts that he would have problems sitting down the next days at work.

"Ok, mister, now that we have dealt with your disobedience let's take care of your lying," Wendy said when Jared's crying subsided a little.

She again grabbed him by the ear, dragged him to the hallway, and then frog-marched him into the bathroom. Once there Wendy took a bar of soap and calmly ran it under the water working up a lather, before turning to Jared.

"Open." She ordered.

Still weeping he looked at her with an imploring look keeping his mouth shut. 

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

Four powerful slaps, two on each throbbing red buttock, were enough to make him open his mouth obediently.

"Your lying and silly attitude are going to be the death of you, mister! You’ll be tasting soap every time you tell me lies, and your buttocks will be as red as two ripe tomatoes  until you’ve learned to behave as a respectful, responsible, and obedient husband!"

She scolded him as she rubbed the soap on his lips and mouth for about 30 seconds as Jared gagged. Then he had to bite down on the bar as the hard broad palm of his wife liberally peppered the tender backs of his thighs causing him to shriek and swallow, with soap bubbles even coming out of his nose. Only then he was allowed to rinse.

With all his modesty stripped away, humiliated beyond belief, any bit of self-confidence or cockiness, long gone, he was directed to a corner in the living room where he ended his Halloween night without even being allowed to rub his smoldered rear end.
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