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Thomas Wants To Be A Mama's Boy

Arnold's Wife And Her Mother-in-law's Advice


Thomas Wants To Be A Mama's Boy

I

Thomas woke up that early summer Saturday in a great mood. The twenty-nine-year-old lawyer had just returned home for a week’s holiday after a successful first year as a junior associate in a renowned law firm in the big city. He was glad to be back in the quiet little town where he had grown up. After a busy and stressful year of work, he felt the need for calm and pampering in the home he had grown up. He was also glad that his little brother was there too. Andrew, a nineteen-year-old college freshman, had just returned home for the summer after his first year at college. Thomas was 10 years older than Andrew and because of the age difference, they had never been very close, so now that they were both grown up he felt like making up for lost time and doing things together. He had enjoyed a few beers with his younger brother the night before and they planned to go fishing that afternoon.

Thomas was heading to the kitchen for some coffee when he heard a commotion in the living room. He stopped dead at the top of the stairs and listened. The voice was his mother's, and it sounded like she was scolding someone. Yes, she was scolding...his little brother. Not wanting to go down to interrupt something, Thomas descended a few steps down the staircase and sat where he could observe what was happening in the living room below him, going unnoticed.

Thomas’s younger brother Andrew was standing in the living room looking hugely embarrassed as their mother severely lectured him. She had a sheet of paper in her hand and in the heat of speech waved it in front of her younger son's worried face.

"A C in physics and a C- in mathematics? How do you explain it to me? You are capable of much better than this. Do you know how much your father will be disappointed? Do you know how I am disappointed at this?"

Andrew stood in front of his mother head bowed, and he gave Thomas the feeling that he was still that nine-year-old boy he had left behind when he left for college. That sensation was underlined by the fact that his just woke brother was still in his pajamas and barefoot, while their mother was fully dressed and in her heels, as every morning when she had to go to her fashion store.

Thomas thought even in physique the two looked just like a mother and a little child. Their mother was a kind of Amazonian beauty, at fifty-five she still showed the tall and statuesque body of when she was a good volleyball player thirty years prior, even if rounded and made more matronly by the years. Andrew, on the other hand, was not tall and had a slender figure with lean legs, a thin chest, and a pair of childlike chubby buttocks that stretched his pajama bottom. ‘The boy had never been an athlete’, Thomas told himself.

Andrew had always been the baby of the family, pampered by his mother and even Thomas’s older sister. Pampered but evidently taken under their mother’s strict tutelage till this very day, if he was still so shamefully scolded. Thomas did know their mom had a stern side, she never accepted any nonsense when they three were kids, but he remembered that once he and his older sister were in high school she gave them a good amount of freedom and was quite tolerant regarding their teenager’s foolishness. With Andrew, she has been different, he continued in his thoughts. On the occasions when he had come back home in those ten years that he has been living first at college and then on his own, practicing as an attorney, he could see that the bond between Andrew and their mother was very strong. To be honest he had been even jealous seeing how much attention she was giving him but also somewhat amazed at how submissive his little brother was to the demanding mother.

While all these thoughts were going through Thomas's head, downstairs his mother's scolding had not only not ceased but had actually been reinvigorated.

“And don’t think that I don’t know that yesterday night you have been drinking beers with your brother. I didn’t intervene then because I didn’t want to shame you in front of him but don’t think that I could accept you drinking underage!” Their mother was saying with a cold fury. “Young man, you are going down a dangerous slope. Is now clear that while at college you developed bad habits that caused you to neglect your obligations, but all this is going to stop now. I am going to make it stop and turn you again into the good, disciplined boy you have always been. If this requires a burned bottom, then it will be, you brought it to yourself!”

‘A burned bottom’, those words hit Thomas, ‘what…what does she mean…’

But downstairs his little brother seemed to have understood perfectly well what his imposing mother did mean.

"Oh, please no. You won't...please Mom, not that…I am in college now,” Andrew said breaking the silence in which he had remained till then. “I promise that I will work harder next semester, and I won’t drink, honest, yesterday’s night it…it has been Thomas’s fault, he invited me for a beer and I didn’t want to look childish refusing. Please mommy, not a spanking!"

Thomas couldn’t believe that his mother was going to keep her threat and spank his nineteen-year-old brother, but Andrew’s pitiful, childish pleading along with the fact that his hands were holding his swelling buttocks through his pajamas suggested otherwise.

“You know very well that you are not going to talk me out of this. You need to have your little bottom very well spanked, young man, and I’m going to see that you get it,” said their mother removing her suit jacket and remaining in a sleeveless white blouse that enhanced her buxom breasts.

After folding and placing the jacket on an armchair she approached her frightened son and taking him by his arm, she took out a chair from under the living room table. She raised her knee-length skirt almost to her groin discovering her sturdy, plump pantyhosed thighs, and then sat down. A look of pure fear painted the cute boy’s face as he kept pleading with his mom that he would shape up immediately and to please not spank him, while he tried to free his wrist from her mom’s grip.

“Stop these antics right now if you don’t want me to go up to take the hairbrush from my vanity, young man!” Said his mother staring at him with an icy glare.

At the mention of the hairbrush, Andrew stopped any resistance and stood sheepishly in front of his maternal parent.

The hairbrush thought Thomas, geez he remembered that thing. Even if it had happened only a couple of times that that tool had made contact with his bare upturned rear every time had been an impressive experience. After any session with that fearing tool, it passed days before he would be able to sit with some comfort. He was not surprised that his little brother was terrorized by that instrument of bottom torture, the incredible was that he had been threatened with its use at his age!

As soon as Andrew stood firm in front of her, their mother put her long-nailed fingers inside his pajama pants waistband and yanked them to his ankles. Andrew wore no underpants under his pajama and he yelped as his privates came into view. Thomas now could see his little brother’s snow-white, smooth, chubby buttocks swelling backward him and to his astonishment, his lean dick protruding hard in front of him. ‘Oh my God,’ Thomas whispered through his pursed lips, ‘the brat is hard down there!’ For a moment he wondered if he should stay and watch, he felt very awkward in the situation, yet at the same time, he had an overwhelming desire to stay and watch.

Their mom took hold of Andrew’s arm, and opening wide her sheer pantyhosed legs, guided him over her left thigh smashing his hardened member over it. She almost doubled him with his head almost to the floor while his legs were between hers. Andrew’s vulnerable, chubby, round bottom was bent and propped slightly up. Their mom clamped her right leg over the back of his legs, wrapped her left arm across Andrew’s back, and she was holding his hip. The next thing Thomas saw was his mom’s muscular right arm rising up and then coming down fast. Her wide palm slapped HARD right in the center of Andrew’s upturned bottom. Thomas heard the loud sound of the SMACK and Andrew’s yelp of pain. The poor boy’s right hand shot back and covered his bottom.

Whispering something that Thomas couldn’t hear his mother took Andrew’s wrist in her left hand and pinned it to the small of his back. Thomas now could see that not only was his little brother’s arm pinned, but he was also now completely restrained and helpless. There was no way he could do anything except lie there and take whatever spanking his resolute mother decided to deliver. He even thought that if he was the one lying there like that with his legs and arm being held, there would be no way he could get loose either.

While Thomas, more and more intrigued, was watching and thinking all this, his mother had started to spank with enthusiasm. He could see that her spanks were hard enough that every time her palm connected her younger son’s bum the buttocks compressed and then jiggled as they sprung back.

The young lawyer was in a turmoil of emotions by then. The sight of Andrew’s childish, bare bottom over his mom’s lap…the graceful arching back of his mom’s arm as she applied those solid spanks…Thomas was now back almost twenty years, thinking about the humiliation, sting, and bite of his own spankings from his mom. As he watched Andrew’s spanking progress, he vividly recalled the shame and the stinging pain that only comes from a firmly delivered bare-bottom maternal spanking. His throat was dry and, as he watched Andrew’s bottom quiver and redden, he felt a stirring within his pajama pants. Surely the few spankings he received from Rachel were painful, but he also recalled, the making-up and mother-son bonding afterward, and at these thoughts, the stirring down there became a full erection.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK!

In the meanwhile, Andrew’s severe correction was in full swing. He didn't even try to not openly cry and maintain a minimum of dignity. He was sniffling even before being guided over his imposing mother’s lap and his crying was now aloud along with his pitiful pleas.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK!

As his mom’s hand landed, again and again, flattening, in turn, Andrew's prominent buttocks, Thomas, more and more excited, watched as his brother’s pajama pants pooled at his ankles, then, due to the scissoring of his calves under the barrage of unmerciful motherly spanks, fell to the floor, leaving him completely naked from the waist down. All the while their mother’s arm never quit his movement up and down, and her palm spanked and spanked and spanked the once white rear of her chastened boy from the bottom of his back to the top of his thighs, deepening the scarlet color of the battered flesh to a dull, very sore looking red.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK!

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

After several minutes of that burning onslaught, Andrew’s regression to just a naughty kid was completed and he looked nothing else than a wailing brat, his face damped in tears and snot, blubbering unintelligible words of penance and sorrow.

Finally, with her younger son reduced to a crying sorrowful mess, their mother must have considered that he had learned his lesson and helped him off her lap.

As soon as he was released from the maternal lap, Andrew’s hands went right to his smoldered, smocking buttocks, rubbing madly, not seeming to care that his erect penis and walnut-sized testicles were dancing on display before his mother.

Thomas, blushing deeply, realized that he too had a dick as hard as a rock inside his pajama pants. ‘Did I enjoy watching my little brother regressed to the state of a little kid?’ He asked himself. And more than that, did he like to see his mom acting in such a way…in such a stern motherly way? A shudder ran through him at these thoughts while he watched the half-naked Andrew crying to the ceiling, his hands rubbing his bottom madly, doing his performance of the time-honored 'well-spanked-boy-dance'.

Their mom let Andrew do his antics for a couple of minutes then, when his frantic movements started to slow down, called him in front of her again. He promptly complied, this time trying to cup his rock-hard cock with his hands and revealing to Thomas a pair of buttocks red and swollen like two overripe tomatoes, mottled on the sit-spot.

Their Mom raised from her chair and lowered her skirt, she then opened her arms in an inviting gesture for her younger son to come and get a hug. Andrew threw himself in her motherly embrace drying his tears on her generous bosom. She kept him hugged like that for a while whispering in his ears words that Thomas was not able to understand and soothing his back and his smoldered bum cheeks with the very hand that had just scorched them.

Looking at this image of mother-son intimacy Thomas felt a weird jealousy grow inside him. As crazy as it could sound he felt like he had been deprived of something, and wished he could have some of such intimacy with his mother even if that would have cost him being submitted to such a shaming correction.

After a few minutes of tender embrace, their mom told Andrew to go take a shower and come back for breakfast and the tearful boy beat a hasty retreat. Thomas watched Andrew recollect his pajama pants from the floor and quickly pull them back on, wincing as he raised them over his badly scorched prominent rear, and head up to his bedroom.

II

Seeing Andrew heading toward the stairs to go up to his room, Thomas got up and as quietly as he could, locked himself back in his room. At that moment he couldn’t come face-to-face with his little brother, worried that Andrew would understand that he had witnessed his shameful correction and let it show how much what he had seen had affected him.

Safe in his room his first reaction was to come back in bed and hide under the covers. He was overwhelmed by a strange, childish urge to have his mom near and be treated by her like his younger brother was. Such a strong concern for Andrew led his mother to act the way she did with him. She had never been that way with Thomas and right then he felt it was not right, he wanted the same attention and care that his little brother had.

‘Is crazy…is weird,’ he thought, ‘but I want some of what I have been deprived by Mommy!’

He kept thinking about it for a few minutes and finally, despite the shame and even the fear he felt, he decided to take the bull by the horns and go down to the kitchen.

‘Finally, it’s partly my fault that Andrew drank beer yesterday, isn’t it?' he said to himself as in his pajamas and bare feet he walked down the stairs. ‘So is just right that I’ll have my share of punishment.’

“Hi Thomas, how did you sleep son?” The calm deep voice of his maternal parent interrupted his thoughts.

“Oh, hum, very well Mom,” answered Thomas sitting down at the kitchen table and observing from behind her mother intent on preparing breakfast before going to her shop.

She hadn’t put her jacket back on, and her generous bottom, swaddled in the tight skirt swayed, as her toned naked arms stirred batter for pancakes.

“I heard some commotion down here…” Thomas found himself saying in a slightly trembling voice.

His mom turned her head and stared at her older son with a questioning look.

"It was your brother Thomas, he's taking a path I don't like, and I had to put a stop to his behavior," she said as she resumed preparing breakfast. "Did we wake you up?"

“Kind of…I heard someone crying.”

“Well, your brother was definitely crying when I was done with him. He acts like such a silly boy sometimes, but he is so cute and so smart also. That's why I don't want him to spoil himself by taking the wrong path at this time of his life. You know that the first year at college is so defying for a boy, away from home, with no supervision...It will break my heart if he will go down a dangerous slope."

“I don't remember you having all this concern for me when I went to college."

“What do you mean?” Asked his mother while melting the butter in the frying pan.

“Oh, nothing…maybe you didn't care about me as much as you care about Andrew."

His mother put out the fire and turned around, placed her hands on the table, and gazing at her eldest son with a frown she said, "Of course I did care for you, Thomas, how can you think I didn't?"

“I don’t know…you never scolded me as you did with Andrew…or worse.”

Crossing her arms on her protruding bosom and without taking her eyes off her son she said with a calmer voice, "Any kid is different Thomas, and a mother knows what any of her kids needs. And in the end, you graduated well and succeeded in life, right? So I think I was right to act the way I did with you."

“Maybe, but I happened to have bad qualifications too and for sure I drank in the first year at college, and it never happened to me what just happened to Andrew!”

Annoyed by the resentment that shone through her son's words, Thomas' mother said, “Really Thomas, where do you want to get with this? Do you want to tell me that I have not been a good mother to you?"

“I didn’t say that, I just said that you didn’t care about me as much as you care for your…baby, and I mean it. Even now...look, I am the one that made my little brother drink yesterday night knowing that he was not yet old enough, and he was punished and I still am not!” Said Thomas crossing his arms on his chest and staring at his mom while a light blush rose to his cheeks.

He gazed at his mother, an air of astonishment was drawn on her beautiful face. What Thomas had said had affected her, it was clear that her son felt deprived of something. Mother and son stood exchanging silent glances for a few moments, finally, her motherly instinct came to sense the situation, and Thomas saw her features harden into a stern expression.

“So, you feel that I deprived you of something by treating you the way I did, right? And also you think I should act with you the same way I do with Andrew, right?"

Thomas remained in silence and kept staring at his suddenly turned stern mother, he really didn’t know what to say because at that moment, under her crossfire he wasn’t sure at all about what he wanted…what he wanted her to do.

“Very well, as I see that you have lost your tongue I will tell you what. Despite your age and the fact that you are an established professional, I now see in front of me just a very confused and silly young man. And I think that this confused and silly young man needs something to clear his head and get him back on track...oh, and also to teach him that setting a bad example for his little brother is something that you don't, I repeat you don't do!" And she underlined these last words by slapping her right hand on her other palm. “So, young man, stand up, go to your room and wait for me there!”

Thomas blanched and remained glued to the chair. ‘Oh my god, what I put myself into’ he thought. ‘I practically asked to be punished like a silly child…but it can’t…’

“NOW THOMAS!” Shouted his mother resting her hands on the table and bringing her angry face close to her son's frightened one.

As if struck by an electric shock, Thomas got up and ran to his room.

Once in his old bedroom, he sat down on his bed and waited, his hands nervously rubbing each other. In his brain, conflicting thoughts alternated with each other. Why did he act in that foolish way? Would he really get what he saw his little brother get? He felt a lump in his throat, his forehead sweating and his hands crinkling together. Suddenly he realized that he was feeling just like when he was a child waiting to be punished by his determined mother. And just after that, a second even weirder realization hit him, he was hardening under his pajama pants. ‘Oh my god, I’m scared stiff about what could happen and I have a hard-on!’

He strained his ears, but he could hear no sounds from the house. What was Mom doing? Finally, there were the footsteps. His stomach was in knots. He leaped up and stood stiffly to attention before his Mother entered his room. When he saw her in the doorframe, his eyes widened and he felt like he wanted to throw up. There in her hand, was her broad, thick, wooden hairbrush. At that moment finally, his brain rationalized what was really about to happen and his legs went limp with fear. He felt his face going a shade paler and his eyes started to have a scared rabbit look.

“Mhmm, Mom, I don’t know if I meant what I said. I mean, probably there has been a misunderstanding. I know that you love me, that you always cared for me…you don’t need to overreact Mom.”

"Really? Well in this case you need to learn that your mouth will get you into trouble if you don’t think before you open it. And that on top of the other reasons for me to do what it must be done,” she said matter of factly while approaching Thomas’s bed.

Once again that morning she raised her knee-length skirt almost to her groin showing to her frightened son her sturdy, plump pantyhosed thighs, and then sat down at the foot of the bed.

“Over here, young man. It's been a lot of years, but I think you still remember the procedure.”

Slightly trembling, unable and unwonting to offer any resistance to his imposing mother, Thomas went to stand in front of her, crossing his hands behind his back. As soon as his older son stood firm in front of her, his mother, just as she did with Andrew, put her long-nailed fingers inside his pajama pants waistband and yanked them to his ankles. Thomas shivered as his huge hard-on came into view. Acting as if she hadn’t noticed it, she took hold of Thomas’ arm, and opening wide her sheer pantyhosed legs, guided him over her left thigh. Thomas felt his hardened cock smashing against his mother’s sturdy thigh while she doubled him with his head pointing to the floor and his legs dangling between hers. Thoma’s vulnerable, muscular but supple, bottom was now the highest part of his body and perfectly placed for what was about to happen. His mom clamped her right leg over the back of his calves and wrapped her left arm across his back.

Lying helplessly over his Mom's knee, Thomas felt the cool air on his vulnerable, naked bottom. His bum cheeks twitched and clenched while he waited for the first smack to descend on his trembling, unprotected flesh. Pale and innocent as morning snow, his muscular yet fleshy hillocks almost begged for a spanking under his mother’s gaze. Then he sensed her mom's muscular arm pistoning up. He held his breath and the flat back of the wooden hairbrush smashed on his rear.

SMACKK!

Thomas gasped in mute shock as the wood slashed across his right cheek. Arching his spine in a spasm of wrenching pain, he squirmed and twisted for what he could, retained in his mom's strong grip. His bottom trembled with repressed agony, his tummy shook with the effort of not breaking down so soon and voicing his pain. His mom held him in position and started to deliver a flurry of hard, searing hairbrush smacks in earnest.

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

Tapping his bare feet wildly on the floor, Thomas ambled his cheeks from side to side, instinctively trying to dodge the merciless wood. It was no use. Mom's hairbrush covered easily all of his supple bum cheeks. Bolts of lightning seemed to rain down on his tender bottom. The blows landed too quickly to count, searing his defenseless bum skin with each scorching contact.

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

“OWW! OWWW! OWW! AAAOOWW! IT HURTSSS!” Unable to suppress his pain anymore Thomas finally yelped out loud.

“Of course, it hurts, you silly boy. It’s meant to sink in you the conviction that your mother cares for you. Isn't that what you were looking for? ” Said his Mom and suddenly switched her attention to Thomas’ upper thighs.

The effect was immediate and irresistible. Thomas's mouth gaped wide in a rictus of exquisite pain. He bucked in agony too huge to fully articulate as tears started to spill from his closed eyes and descended to his chin. His mom nodded complacently to himself and increased the stroke and velocity of her swing. Targeting the delicate fold of skin overlapping thighs and buttocks, she leaned in with vigor.

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

Blue-fire agony welled up from Thomas's diaphragm, forcing its way to his lips and he, no more worried to act like a little boy, released his screams in a torrent of gasping, wavering tears.

“BWAAAAA! NOOO! AAARGHHHH! PLEASE, MOMMY! BWAAA! PLEASE DON'T! AAAAHHH! AAAOOOOWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAD, MOMMY!”

“Good,” his mom replied in blunt satisfaction.

By now all Thomas could feel was the insistent, thunderous lash of hairbrush spanks over his thighs and bum cheeks. The pain was unbearable, way more than he had experienced in such events when he was younger, he could virtually feel blisters forming over his already swollen buttocks. His rear end was simmering with scarlet heat, and a vivid red blush was creeping down his thighs. Keeping him closer his powerful mother shifted him higher on her left knee and laid in hard, targeting the center of each blazing globe.

SMACCKKK! “OOOWW!”

SMACCKKK! “OHOOWWW!”

SMACCKKK! “OHOHOWWW!”

SMACCKKK! “YYYEEOOOWWW!”

Restrained in that unbreakable leglock Thomas drummed his feet on the floor, clutching his bottom cheeks as they received each stunning blow. He was weeping uncontrollably now, he quaked from crown to toe, streaks of pain were lancing the range of each leg.

His mom smiled in stern approval at the way he wriggled his buttocks which now resembled two overripe cherries in a desperate bid to escape. Her boy's hips lolloped left to right in a crazy, electrified jig, his blazing, brilliant bottom tops fidgeted in unremitting distress. His complete rear end was a harried, frenzied shade of mauve and sizzled like asphalt on a summer's day.

“OWWWW! MOMMYYY! PLEASEEE! AOOWWW! I LOVE YOU, MOMMY! OOOWWWW!!! STOP IT! AAAOOWW! DON'T! AHARGHHH! IT HURTS MOMMY! IT HURTS! AHWAHWWWW GWAAD, IT HURTS SOOO BAD!”

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

He wept, he screamed, he humped, he clenched. The pain turned from unbearable to excruciating, pushing him mercilessly toward the threshold of his endurance. He was certain he couldn't take another smack to his bruised, blistered chubs, but he realized that he had no other choice. Mommy had complete and irrevocable power over him, it was up to her to determine the length and severity of his sentence. It was then that Thomas surrendered completely. There was no point in begging for mercy, no point in pleading for clemency. He was nothing else than a naughty little boy under the stern tutelage of his loved and stern mommy.

And it was then that his Mom slowed her tempo, allowing him to catch his breath and sob out a litany of pleas and apologies. Weeping and breathless, he begged her forgiveness and offered tearful assurances for her future conduct:

“Bhooo. I…I’m sorry I have been so silly.”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“Sooob. I…I am sorry I told you that you don’t love me like you love Andrew!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“Owoow. I am sorry I have been…naughty.”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“I know I deserved a spanking. But I've learned my lesson!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“SOB, SOB, I swear I have!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“I’ll be good from now on, I promise Mommy!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

At least, the hairbrush stopped falling on poor Thomas’s tortured rear and the spanking came to an end. His mom held him over her lap until his wailing subsided. Once his tears had abated, she released him from her grip and he wriggled off her lap. Right then his only concern was the excruciating fire raging on his rear. ‘OMG, had she spanked me and my poor bottom is simply burning up.’ Modesty gave way to his spanked rear and he hopped up and down around the room, both hands trying in vain to soothe the spanked parts, obscenely thrusting out his erected member. He didn’t seem to notice though, a testament to the level of pain he was experiencing. At that particular moment, he could not have cared any less, all his colleagues in the firm could have been standing in that room watching him, and he’d still had to rub his bottom and leave the rest of him bare.

As patiently as she waited for Thomas to stop crying and get off her knees, his mom waited for his frenzied spanking dance to end, and for him to settle down. When he did, she got up from the bed, lowered the hem of her skirt, and approached him with open arms.

Thomas threw himself in the arms of the woman who had just set his rear end afire. He hugged her and started a new cry on her maternal bosom. He had never felt so vulnerable and childlike, yet secure and loved at the same time, as then. She just kept him in her arms in what felt like a timeless state until he could breathe normally. All the time she shushed him, telling him that it was ok, that she loved him, that she had always loved him and everything was going to be fine. He was forgiven for whatever he could have done or thought.

III

Thomas spent almost all Saturday in his room lying down on his tummy, the only comfortable position she could be in. He didn’t even change himself and remained in his pajamas all day. He met Andrew at lunchtime when they prepared some sandwiches that they ate while standing in front of the kitchen table. The conversation was scarce and nothing was said about the events that took place at breakfast time, there was no need to, it was obvious that both had heard (in Thomas's case even witnessed) the other's correction, and the shame was evident when their eyes casually met and their cheeks blushed pink.

Andrew was ashamed that his big brother had found out that his mother still treated him just like a child. As far as Thomas was concerned, in addition to the understandable shame of having been spanked on his bare bottom at the age of twenty-nine, there was also something else.

As much as he was ashamed to admit it even to himself, once he was with his pajama pants down, lying on his tummy on his bed, sobbing and sniffling and frantically rubbing his blazing backside as his mother left the room after having given him the spanking he practically asked for, something happened to him that had never happened before. While he massaged his scorched rear, he became so very conscious of his hardened penis. Rocking more and more frantically on his bed, with eyes shut, and reviving in his mind the shaming and painful ordeal he had just been submitted to, his now stone-hard penis exploded in a violent spurt, while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm. All that was so confusing and had him in a turmoil of emotions all day long. And even so, he couldn’t avoid masturbating again when he woke up after the afternoon nap.

Conversation stagnated during dinner too. It was just the three of them, Matthew, Andrew, and their Mom, since Alan, the dad, was away at a business dinner. Andrew was able to gingerly sit at the dinner table while Thomas, after having tried to do so, asked Mom permission to eat standing. With a chuckle she allowed him.

She was amazed to see how crestfallen, obedient, and very polite both her male offspring were after her correctional job of the morning. If it was not all that strange for Andrew, who had always been a ‘mommy’s boy’, it was a completely new experience with her Thomas, who on the contrary, had always been a sportsman, self-assured and independent. Perhaps she had been wrong not to try to be closer to him and to guide him more firmly. If that was the case, and if that was what he needed, it certainly seemed that there was still time to make up for the mistake and to take him back under her maternal wing.

On Sunday morning Andrew, Thomas, their father, and their mother had breakfast together. Thomas managed to sit down, albeit with some difficulty, and the conversation, mostly led by Alan, was animated and cheerful. Nothing seemed to recall the events of the day before. At fifty-three Alan was a still fit man, always jovial and great company. He had been a good football player at College and still sported an athletic physique. Two years younger than his wife, it was evident that he was still in love with her, so much so that Thomas could not recall ever witnessing an actual fight between them. On those occasions when his parents disagreed on something, usually prevailed the will of mom who imposed her assertive nature over the more accommodating one of the husband, who eventually meekly accepted what his wife considered best.

For lunch, since Thomas was home and Grandma had not seen him for more than a year, it was planned to visit Alan's mother. Grandma lived in the country about a two-hour drive from town. The house was not a real farm, but it had a good plot of land where Grandma grew vegetables and a small stable where she kept two horses. Alan's parents had moved there when his father retired, and there, at seventy-five, Granny still lived, now alone after Grandad died a couple of years earlier. She had never given in to her children's suggestions to move to a more comfortable house in the city, and in the end that active though strenuous life still kept her healthy and fit.

Upon the arrival of the family, the old lady greeted them affectionately and made them sit in the large room that served as a living room and as a kitchen as well. After the greetings were over, the whole family found themselves sitting around the massive oak table eating a tasty lunch prepared by Grandma. After Thomas had told of his progress as a new associate at the major law firm where he worked and Andrew had described, not without blushing and edulcorating it, his life as a college student, the conversation turned to memories of grandmother's family life. This time it was Alan's turn to blush as his grandmother told anecdotes of some misdeeds he and his two younger brothers had committed in their youth. Although those family stories were nothing new and had been told many times over the years at family meetings, that day Thomas felt a heightened curiosity hearing them. So he began to ask more specific questions about how Grandma handled her three boys and their misdeeds. And grandmother, pressed by her grandson's curiosity, and despite her eldest son's obvious embarrassment, did not hesitate to go into detail about her educational methods.

“It was right here, on this very table that I brought here from the old house, that I made your Dad and his brothers bend over when I gave them the paddle,” told the old lady while Alan’s cheeks blushed red.

All the family in Grandma’s living room absorbed this revelation wide-eyed.

“Actually, I’ve still got that paddle.”

She went to a cupboard, tugged open a stubborn draw, and rummaged in. The smell of camphor and stored linen filled the corner of the room. After a few seconds, she produced what she had looked for, a rectangular paddle with a long handle, varnished and only a little worn. The grey-haired 75-year-old held it like a tomahawk.

“I’m sure you remember it, don’t you Alan?” She asked her older son.

“Oh, yes mama, how could I forget?" Alan replied, trying to sound nonchalant while the color drained from his cheeks and his hands pasted protectively on his rear, letting transpire the pure terror that that instrument of correction still elicited in him after so many years.

The two women in the room exchanged a somewhat amused glance at that, while the two boys blushed in unison. This talk was stirring something deep in Andrew’s and Thomas’s instincts. Some notion of a female domain where males, even strong, sports ones like their father and uncles bend down meekly to have their behinds bared and paddled, yielding themselves up to be punished by determined females, offering to them their vulnerable buttocks.

Suddenly Thomas felt something stirring inside his pants.

“And…and did it happen often?” Thomas managed to keep his voice firm while asking, “That you had to use the paddle, I mean.”

She used the paddle quite a bit, stated Grandma, saying she had to maintain discipline with Grandpa away (he was a salesman), therefore paddling was a regular occurrence. She told how sometimes the three boys would get up to mischief together and needed to be punished one after the other, waiting standing up, with their shorts and undies at their calves, watching with faces of sheer terror as the paddle flattened their brother's buttocks and raised blisters and bruises on his once-white, meaty hillocks, and listening to his wailing of pain, while she finished punishing the one bending on the table,

Grandma also entered in details on how other times, just to remind her offspring she was always their mother and they, at any age, were only boys who had to obey, she brought the culprit up in her room with her, took down by herself his shorts and undies, put him over her lap and smacked his chubs with her palm until they looked like two overripe tomatoes pressed together.

“They hated it,” she said with a chuckle, “they were ashamed to be treated just like little kids well into their teens and even their early twenties, and not be able to take a simple hand spanking like men, as every single time they ended up bawling their lungs out just like little girls.”

Hearing the last statement Andrew blushed red to the root of his hair, for the awareness to have acted in such a shameful way just the day before.

“Oh well mama, you had quite a heavy hand, and you sure didn’t hold back on those occasions,” Alan intervened in defense of the brothers' honor not without blushing himself. “We sported your fingerprints embossed on our bums for days after one of those spankings, no wonder we couldn’t keep quiet.”

"Grandma certainly had heavy hands, but I'm sure it didn't compare to her paddle. At least so I guess from what I saw," his wife then intervened.

“For what you saw? What do you mean Mom? Did you see Dad getting paddled?” Thomas asked with eyes as big as saucers.

“Well son, I never saw your dad getting spanked over his mama’s lap,” answered the mother staring at her husband with an amused glance, “but I sure saw him getting his mama’s paddle. Actually, it was so that I came to know him, 31 years ago.”

At that revelation, all attention gravitated to Alan, who by then was an awkward, bashful, spotty-faced one at that.

“Why don’t you tell your son the event of that day, dear?” Pronounced Grandma addressed to her daughter-in-law.

“Oh, mama, I don’t know…I don’t think Alan will like me to tell this story, would you honey?”

Alan turned red as a fire hydrant and couldn’t utter a word.

“C’mon, go ahead and tell…or I will,” insisted Grandma.

“Ok then, in the end, it seems only fair that the boys will know how I met their father," Mom said as she made herself comfortable in the armchair.

IV

"That afternoon," Mom began to recount, "I had gone to visit your grandmother. I was twenty-three then, had just finished college, and had moved into a small cottage just across the street from your father's family home at that time. So a couple of days after I moved in I rang my neighbor's door to introduce myself. Your grandmother graciously welcomed me, seated me in the living room, and offered me coffee. We must have been there chatting for almost an hour when your father came down to the living room. To be honest I was immediately struck by his physical prowess. He was a tall, muscular young man with a tuft of dark hair that fell over his forehead, and that day he was dressed like a football player, with a jersey from his university and a pair of those tight pants that highlighted his muscular thighs and a pair of round, prominent buttocks...in short, he was adorable!" Said mom with a chuckle looking with a loving glare at her husband who, on the contrary, didn't look so pleased from her recount.

“Well, as soon as he entered the living room your grandmother confronted him asking him what was the first thing he did after lunch. I saw your dad blushing lightly while saying that he would do it after coming back from his football match. 'Oh no young man,' I heard your granny say, 'you had to move the lawn yesterday, that was your weekly assignment, and you didn't. Even this morning I let you off under the promise that you would have done it first thing after lunch, and now you tell me that you are going to play football and you are going to do it later?' While she was saying this your grandma had raised from the sofa and was staring at her son with her hands on her hips and her foot tapping on the floor. And then your father said something that really made grandma mad, ‘Yeah mom, whatever, I will do it later, take it easy!’”

“I couldn’t believe my ears,” Grandma interrupted Mom’s recount. “I guess your father wanted to act the tough guy to look good in front of the attractive girl he found talking with me, treating his mother rudely, well my boys, if you know me you know that I’m not the right person to be treated rudely and less by my son!"

Mom laughed at grandma’s interruption and then resumed her recount, “I watched with growing interest, and not a little awe, as your granny backed her son up, your dad retreating before his mom's advance. He flushed full red, the color rising to his cheeks and ears as he realized that he had crossed the line and that the consequences would be disastrous for his self-esteem...as well as for his rear end. After staring at her son for a few seconds to let the gravity of the matter sink in, your grandmother, with a steely firmness in her voice, simply said, ‘Fetch me the paddle! You my boy need to be taught a lesson.’ ‘Oh my god,’ I said to myself, ‘this just can’t be happening.’ But happening it was, and right there, in front of my eyes! After having tried a lame excuse and a futile pleading to his ‘mommy’ to be spared of that in front of a stranger, your dad meekly turned to go to the cupboard where the paddle was kept. My eyes became fixed on his bottom encased in those tight-fitting football pants, it was then that I realized it would be there where I would be giving all my attention in the next few minutes, the situation was becoming more interesting any minute.”

At that point, Alan's face was as red as a tomato, while Grandma stared at her astonished and lightly blushing grandchildren with an allusive smirk.

“‘You know the position,’ instructed Grandma as your dad handed her the paddle. He bent over the table and reached his hands forward to grasp the other side of the table. As soon as he was bent in that position, his determined mother kept hold of the waistband of his stretched pants and with some effort took them down along with his undies to his calves, revealing the cutest, bubble male butt, I’d ever seen. Your dad’s muscular buttocks were smooth and looked soft, quite fleshy but also compact and tightly curved. Believe me, boys, your dad had just the cutest bum back then. Looking at it while it was so obediently proffered to grandma’s punishing wrath it was so evident that it made a great target for the paddle. Grandma moved behind him and slid his jersey further up his back and I saw his bottom quiver slightly in fearful anticipation. I was impressed by your grandmother's composure as she looked her son up and down. She took her time to admire her son’s cute, muscular, supple bottom that was so obediently presented for punishment. I thought that he looked younger while in that position. It seemed he had changed instantly into a bare-bottomed little boy. Having his pants pulled down like this to be chastised with that fearful-looking paddle kept him in his place of obedient mama’s boy, I realized. It was then that Grandma raised the paddle and rested it on your dad’s bottom. She tapped the paddle firmly on his fleshy buttocks a couple of times, hard enough to make them wobble a little. She brought the paddle back as far as she could and then put all her weight and strength propelling it toward her son’s bottom as fast and as hard as she could. It sounded like the explosion of a firecracker as the paddle struck bare flesh, with full force, across the middle of those shapely buttocks. The paddle buried into the fleshy mounds causing them to bounce from the impact. And, oh my god, your dad screamed. That first swat shocked me, it had to sting more than I could have imagined. The pain and the intense sting had taken his breath away. It was evident that he had tried to be brave in front of a stranger girl, and take it without yelling, but it had been impossible for him. He wriggled and writhed in pain, but didn’t let go of the table side, clear evidence of how well he had been trained by your grandma.”

“With four male sons to raise, I certainly could not afford to engage in a fight every time I had to punish them," Grandma intervened then. “I expected them to stay in position when I paddled them, so your dad knew he’d be having to hang onto that table for dear life, no matter how much his rear end was hurting.”

"And to be fair, despite the not small amount of pain your dad was going to experience that day, he succeeded in doing so. After that first swat, he was taking shorter, louder, faster breaths and I thought that he was on the verge of starting to sob out loud. ‘Legs straight, get your bottom back up, and keep still,’ instructed his mom after allowing just a few seconds of wriggle and recovery time. Of course, it was nowhere near enough recovery for your poor dad, but even though his butt was for sure burning like mad he gingerly straightened up, got his bottom back into position, and stood as still as he could. I could see a flaming red band where the initial whack had landed. Grandma delivered swats 2, 3, 4, and 5 with the same force and vigor. The firecracker sounds of paddle striking bare skin echoed loudly around the room. These strokes were accompanied by your dad’s loud screams each time the fire was re-lit in his bottom. Two landed on the middle and upper area of his bottom and the other two on the middle and lower area. All four overlapped and the entirety of that cute buns was covered with nasty dark red bands. After the second swat tears started trickling down your dad’s cheeks and off the end of his nose, after the third, the poor boy was sobbing unashamedly. The following five were delivered right to your dad’s sit spot. No more than 10 seconds were allowed between swats before he had to regain and hold his position for the next one. Each time that he held still and presented his bottom in position I could see that the redness was getting darker. Grandma seemed to feel no compassion as if she knew that this was what her son needed and deserved. For strokes 11, 12, 13, and 14, Grandma changed her method slightly. She told her son to hold still for 4 whacks in a row. These were given with just the same force, just quicker. The first and second would be aimed at the left buttock, the third and fourth at the right. This allowed the paddle to find areas on the side curves of your dad’s bottom that had not been reached so far. The blows landed at no more than 2-second intervals and each one was accompanied by louder and louder screams of agony from your by-now-broken dad. He was crying uncontrollably. His face was dripping tears and running snot. It was evident that the pain in his bottom was unbearable. ‘Back in position,’ snapped Grandma, and when he managed to present his bottom back up where she wanted it, she angrily asked, ‘Are you going to be disrespectful to your mother ever again?’ ‘No Mommy, I’m sorry, please…please no more,’ replied your dad choking through his tears. His voice was no more that of a self-assured twenty-one boy but resembled more that of a humble and well-punished kid. I could see that his cute bottom had had a remarkable change by now, his buttocks had swollen to a bigger size and they were not only flaming red but right on the crown sported two painful-looking beet-red ovals. Still, Grandma seemed to intend to hammer the message home further. Only later I did know that the normal dose of the paddle in your dad’s home was one stroke for every year of age. So the terrible paddling resumed. The next four strokes were aimed at the very top of your dad’s back thighs. Once again Grandma swung the paddle fast and put all her strength and power behind it. This took the poor boy, till then so obediently bent over, a little by surprise as he wasn’t quite ready for it. He screamed even more and put his hands to his rear end in a childish gesture of protection. ‘Back in position!’ snapped Grandma, this time she didn’t allow recovery time. Obediently your dad, crying his lungs out, moved his hands to grasp the edge of the table once again and raised his bottom once more. ‘And what is going to happen if you forget to speak to your mother with due respect?” Asked Grandma raising the paddle once again. Your dad knew the answer she expected. He was crying uncontrollably but just managed to get the words out between his wails. ‘I’ll get my bare bottom paddled again.’ ‘Last three,’ grandma said. ‘And you better make sure I don’t have to do this again.’ The last three strokes were the hardest. For these, your strict grandma took a step back, then stepped into the strokes and swung the paddle with such might that it was as though she was swinging a baseball bat. The flat wood struck the already swollen buttocks right in the middle, with almighty cracks, and buried deep into your dad’s smoldered bum. The resulting pain sent the poor boy into orbit! He screamed louder than ever. He was crying and jumping all over the place but he somehow managed to hold onto the table. Grandma didn’t make him stay there long. ‘OK you can get up,’ she said. And your dad immediately leaped upright and flung his hands to his rear. It was then that I noted something…well I’m not sure if I have to say it…But well, finally you are grown-up, no reason to hide this, isn’t it?”

Andrew and Thomas blushed to hear their mother's rhetorical question. Despite both of them having big stiffy inside their pants, the sense of female, more precisely maternal domination that emanated from her recount had regressed their mental state, for the second day in a row, to that of 'mommy's boys' that have to mind their maternal parent or bear the consequences of their actions.

“When he stood up,” Mom followed on, “I realized that your dad had a huge hard-on! He hopped and rubbed and squeezed and danced around, trying in vain to make the pain go away, oblivious that his full-mast hard-on flipped around almost like it had a life on its own. I have to confess that I quite enjoyed seeing his reaction to the burning pain his mom had ignited in his rear with her paddle, and he certainly put on a good show. Right then he didn’t care if I and grandma saw his hard-on flopping around as he tried soothing his bottom. Coping with that intense fire in his butt was all that currently mattered to him. Well, my boys, I think that it was then that I fell in love with that big, fit, handsome boy who was also so obedient and humble to his determined mother.”

Mother looked at his husband with a look of pure affection, and he, who by then had blushed all the color of the sunset, replied with a look equally full of love.

“It took a while before he regained some semblance of self-control,” Mom finished her recount. “Then, with the tears still streaming down his face, Grandma told him to go to his room and put his pajamas on, he had an early bedtime. He dared not argue. Sheepishly your dad stepped out of the trousers and underwear that were still around his ankles one leg at a time. As he lifted his legs out of his clothing, his penis swayed from side to side. Then, he walked out of the room with his penis swaying around again. Strangely he didn’t seem to care about this anymore, and the last image I had of him that day was his free hand that rubbed feverishly a bum so well paddled that resembled a swollen red balloon, while he walked up the stairs.”

V

"Thomas, what are you still doing here in the living room? You should be in your pajamas and bed by now, mister," said Rachel towering over her children sitting on the sofa in front of the television. She had already changed for the night, and the white silk robe left open allowed a glimpse of the short lace nightgown that hugged her statuesque forms.

It was Sunday night, his vacation week was over, and the next day Thomas had to get up at dawn to arrive in time at the nearest airport where he would catch the day's only plane to the big city. He considered it a blessing to have come home for that vacation that could be regarded as a turning point in his relationship with his family, his mother especially. In addition to the quiet and pampering he imagined he would find there before his arrival, he had had a chance to strengthen his bond with his beloved mother and forge a closer friendship with his younger brother. And had discovered a part of himself that he did not know.

After the events of the previous weekend, the vacation days had proceeded without incident. Thomas and his brother spent a lot of time together, fishing, hiking, or playing video games. Rachel, happy to have both her children home again, had gone out of her way with a tenderness not divorced from the needed maternal firmness to make them both feel pampered but guided. Thomas had found that feeling controlled and guided by his mother's authority was something that he had not only missed since leaving his parents' home but also made him feel reassured and more confident.

“Well, Mom, it’s just a quarter past ten and we were looking at the football match…look Andrew is not changed yet too,” Thomas answered to his mother.

“Andrew doesn’t have to wake up at dawn tomorrow,” Rachel said, a streak of annoyance starting to transpire in her tone.

“I’ll be up Mom, don’t worry, five-six hours of sleep are enough for me,” said Thomas rolling his eyes and snorting.

“Young man,” said Rachel starting to sound really annoyed at the son’s attitude, “stop watching television and go to bed right now, if you know what is good for you!”

“Oh, come on, Mom, take it easy, There is still a second time to play!”

"Thomas!" Rachel exclaimed finally fed up with her older son’s attitude "How dare you talk to your mother with that tone! I told you at dinner that I wanted you in your pajamas and bed by ten. And you are still here all dressed, watching television, and talking back to me on top!” Rachel said, standing over him, hands on hips, frowning sternly, and tapping her foot on the carpet.

“Ok Mom,” said Thomas sensing that he had gone too far. “I am going to bed.”

He tried to get up from the couch he was still lying on but Rachel stopped him on his track, “Young man, do you remember what your grandmother said she did when she felt her sons got too big for their britches and didn’t listen to her?”

Suddenly Thomas blushed all the color of the sunset.

“Yes Mom, I…I remember,” he answered to his imposing mother nodding his head.

“Go ahead, say it!”

“But Mom…”

“NOW Thomas!”

“She…” started to say Thomas with a great embarrassment transpiring from his voice, “she said that to remind Dad and his brothers that she was always their mother and they, at any age, were only boys who had to obey, she brought them up in her room with her, took down by herself their shorts and undies, put them over her lap and…” overcome with shame Thomas shut up.

“Go ahead!” Ordered Rachel.

“…And she smacked their buttocks with her palm until they looked like two overripe tomatoes pressed together,” Thomas concluded and grabbed his jeans-covered buttocks in a childish gesture of self-protection.

“Ok mister, come with me,” said Rachel reaching out to grab his son's arm.

“NO, no Mom, please, not that…I’m sorry Mom.”

“Too late mister, you are not going to talk me out of this. You need to have your little bottom very well spanked, young man, so that even in the future you'll remember that mommy has to be obeyed, and that you don't talk back to her.”

With these words, Thomas’ determined and imposing mother grabbed him by his upper arm and guided him up the stairs to his bedroom. When they got to his room, Rachel sat down on the corner of his bed and gave him a telling-off about being an obedient son and not talking back to his Mom. Thomas understood little of what she said. By now he had already regressed to the state of a little child, and all his brain could rationalize was, ‘Omg, I have been a bad boy and Mommy is going to spank my bottom!' That thought pushed any other consideration out of his mind. He started to tremble. He felt the traditional butterflies in his stomach, and his poor tender buttocks clenched in fear.

Once she was done with her scolding, Rachel seat down at the foot of his bed and called Thomas to her. He complied, and once he was in front of her, she reached out and expertly undid his flap and took his jeans down to his ankles. Then she inserted her long-nailed index in the waistband of his shorts and took them down as well.

Blushing more than ever Thomas tried to cup his erect penis with his hands. 'Oh god, my mom is looking at my dick.' He cringed at the knowledge that his hardened manhood was just in front of his Mom’s stern gaze. But she acted as if she didn’t even notice it, and matter-of-factly ordered him to stand next to her. Thomas hampered by the garments rolled at his ankles comically turned till her side, and there stood, didn’t know where to look. He didn’t want to make eye contact with his mom, such was his shame and nervousness, so he lowered his gaze to the lap that awaited him. His eyes fixed on the bare legs of his Mom that came out from her short lace nightdress, in full view now that her dressing gown had flown completely open.

“What are you waiting for? Over you go, you bad boy!”

Thomas placed himself gingerly over that dread and inviting lap.

“You have been a bad boy tonight,” said Rachel taking hold of Thomas’s waist with her left arm. “You need to have your bare bottom spanked severely!”

And with that, she raised her hand and began to slap soundly and quickly Thomas’s muscular and supple bottom cheeks.

Thomas winced and took a deep breath as the first hand smacks resounded loudly against the skin of his bare bottom. Before the spanking started he had hoped for a moment that, as his Mom was using only her hand and not the hairbrush to chastise him, her spanking wouldn’t have been that painful. But once Rachel started furiously slapping her wide palm on his tender bottom, he realized how silly that thought had been, and began to bawl with pain.

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

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, MOM! AUAWWWW! PLEASE NOT SO HARD! BWUAHHHH! IT HURTS!”

Thomas alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady spanks of his Mom’s hard palm meeting his meaty hillocks. Following her mother in law advice, Rachel spanked Thomas' bare bottom cheeks and the upper part of his thighs again and again and again, deepening the red hue to a flaming scarlet and driving the burning sensation higher and higher, while Thomas bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

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

“AH GWADD! WAAAAAAAAAAH! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDD! BWUAAAHHH!” 

Right then, bent over his Mom’s lap, bare from the waist down, while the firm maternal hand was turning his rear end a flaming inferno, he felt nothing more than his Mommy’s boy once more, exactly like he had been when a little child, and exactly like he longed to be since he had come back home. He was squirming, kicking his legs, sobbing piteously, his eyes shut, his face covered with tears and snot, and his mouth opened wide.

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

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, MOMMY! WAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE NO MORE MOMMYYYY! BWUHAAAAAAAA!”      

Having noticed that she had achieved her goal of turning his older son into a sorrowful little boy once again, Rachel relented her correction.

“Are you sorry to have disobeyed Mommy?’” She asked, her cheeks flushed by the exertion of delivering such a fierce lesson with her bare hand.

“YES, YESSSSS MOMMY, I’M SORRY I HAVE BEEN BAD. I SWEAR I AM. WAAAAAAAAH”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

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

“WAAAAAH NOOOO! NO MOMMY! I WON’T TALK BACK TO YOU ANYMORE! I PROMISE!”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“Are you going to be a good boy for Mommy?”

“WAAAAAAAAH YES, YESSSSS I’LL BE GOOD! I PROMISE I WILL BE!”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“Ok then, and let this be a lesson to you!”

She stopped spanking him but Thomas didn’t even notice it right away and kept wailing on her lap for some seconds. She caressed gently his back trying to reassure him that his correction had ended and that he could get up. Thomas rose from his prone position only to crouch on his mother’s lap. She let him do, softened at the sight of her handsome son’s tears-covered face. She kept him close to her with her left arm in a cuddling embrace, while her right hand soothed his burning red bottom cheeks. Thomas melted in that embrace, drying his tears on her firm bosom. He felt that finally he had come home, a place where he felt secure and loved, a place where he would long to stay forever.


Arnold's Wife And Her Mother-in-law's Advice

That Saturday afternoon Arnold was chilled out. His home was rarely quiet with the business of kids, chores, yard work, and housework. Days were often exhausting. But that day kids were staying at their grandparents for the night,  and his wife was accomplishing some errands and shopping. So he was enjoying the slower pace around the big house and was happy to do things at his speed for once.

He knew he had chores to do, and actually, his wife had left a list of chores to accomplish, but the afternoon was starting so relaxing and it was hard to get motivated. After finishing a pot of coffee and surfing the web for hours he started to think he should get busy and began to do something before his wife came back home.

Suddenly he couldn’t believe how fast time went while he was browsing sites that his wife certainly would not approve of. It was now almost six p.m. and he didn’t even start his chores. He picked a couple of the quickest ones for easy wins but soon realized there was no way to get through the entire list before his wife got home. Surely she wouldn’t be happy if they weren’t at least almost complete, so he tried to figure out an excuse to avoid her finding out the truth and find himself in a lot of trouble.

To fully understand the kind of trouble Arnold was afraid of, one must go back to the days following his marriage to Tanya. Soon after their marriage, Tanya found out about Arnold’s unfortunate tendency to be less than attentive and sometimes even disrespectful, and those behaviors strained her patience and their marriage. This situation went on for a few months until one day, while having coffee with her mother-in-law, with a bit of awe because Arnold’s mother was a big, conservative woman, Tanya confided her discouragement over her husband's behavior.

Arnold's mother didn't show annoyance at her daughter-in-law's complaints, nor even astonishment. In fact, she told Tanya she was amazed that she had tolerated her son's behavior all that time without coming to her for advice. She knew her son to be a righteous, honest, and hardworking man, but unfortunately, he also had a strike of laziness and attitude that had to be taken under control to make him a pleasurable person to live with. She said that Arnold had a mischievous little boy inside who at times needed to come out, and when it happened he needed to be treated accordingly. To better clarify what she meant, she offered to wait for her son’s return home to set the record straight with him right in front of Tanya.

To make a long story short that late afternoon Tanya was amazed to see how subdued her husband became under the humiliating tongue lashing his imposing mother gave him once he came back from work. To her eyes, her husband seemed to shrink into nothing more than a little naughty boy, under the shameful scolding. And that was just the start, as even more astonished she was when that imposing, strong, middle-aged woman took down Arnold’s pants and undies right there in the living room, put her humbled son over her skirted lap, and administered to his bare, bubble-butt bottom a hell of a spanking that turned the poor man into a crying, blubbering mess, that apologized profusely to his ‘mommy’ and his wife and promised to be a ‘good boy’ forever and ever.

From that day on, Tanya didn’t tolerate any of Arnold’s misbehavior or attitude, and like her mother-in-law's her favorite and most common punishment for her child-husband was a bare-bottom spanking, long, hard, and painful. And just as with his Mother, Arnold feared the sessions over his wife’s lap, because she did not show any mercy nor go easy until she knew he had thoroughly learned his lesson, which always left his bottom swollen and flaming red, and when the dreaded bath-brush was called for, even blistered and bruised.

So that Saturday afternoon, seated in the living room sipping a can of beer, Arnold thought hard about how to avoid being punished by his wife-mother. Finally, he decided to tell her he was just feeling unwell. Having reached a decision that he felt would work, he stopped worrying and went to the fridge to have another beer, and drank it in front of the TV set. The beer became two, and Arnold fell asleep in front of the screen. The next thing he remembers is being woken up at seven-thirty p.m. by his wife asking why he was sleeping. He rolled over and told her he had been sick all day while trying to act as if he was still not feeling great.

Tanya felt his forehead and said he had no fever but still, though a little doubtful, she bought into her husband’s story and even offered to make him an herbal tea so he might feel better.

While Arnold was lying on the sofa, lovingly covered by his wife with a blanket, she prepared and brought him the herbal tea. Then Tanya said she would finish some of the chores he was supposed to do, which included cleaning the house. Relaxing on the sofa, Arnold thought that he should have used this excuse more often. Even if she accepted no-nonsense from him, Tanya had always been a caring wife, and clearly so much more if she felt that he was ill.

Arnold sat lazily in the living room while Tanya finished cleaning and washing the floors, then she asked him how he was feeling and if he wanted to have dinner. Arnold replied that the herbal tea had done him good and yes, he had an appetite and to get supper ready. ‘This is going to be a great Friday’ he said to himself.

Supper was delicious as usual and because Arnold was supposed to have been sick his wife offered to clean up and do the dishes by herself. But when Tanya was scraping off the dinner plates into the garbage she noticed something strange. There were empty beer cans in the kitchen garbage. Normally they would be put into the recycle bin but Arnold hid them under some garbage hoping she wouldn’t see them and figure out it wasn’t because he felt sick that he hadn’t done anything in all day. Suspicious, Tania continued doing the dishes as if nothing, meanwhile, she was questioning herself about her husband’s ‘sickness’ and trying to understand why beer cans would have been placed in the garbage. Finally, knowing her husband, she decided to check the computer browsing history and discovered the sad truth about Arnold having been visiting inappropriate websites almost all afternoon. Having correctly concluded Arnold’s sickness to be a complete lie she got furious, and directed to the living room to confront her ‘naughty boy.

Arnold was enjoying the quiet of the evening in front of a football match, still oblivious to how much trouble he was going to be in when a raging Tanya came to him. Just looking at her Arnold knew immediately that she was livid at him, and as it always happened whenever he found himself in those situations under the stern gaze of his beloved but strict wife, his stomach felt like it had dropped to the floor and he suddenly realized how silly he had been to think he could fool her.

Meanwhile, Tanya was scolding, telling him that this was no small offense and that he was going to be severely punished for his behavior. Aware of his faults Arnold, bow-headed, didn't dare to argue and he felt once again just like a naughty little boy being lectured by a severe but fair Mom.

“Do you understand how much trouble you are in?” Tanya scolded, her tone significantly stern. “You have disrespected me with your behavior. First of all, you faked a sickness and lied to me about it just like a schoolboy who won’t go to school, then you fooled me letting me do your chores, cook dinner, and clean up afterward by myself. And you had the gall to hide empty beer cans in the garbage so I wouldn’t find them?”

Ashamed of his behavior Arnold couldn’t say anything and couldn’t even look his wife in the eyes. Tanya then continued her lecture becoming more agitated.

“How dare you not do your chores but instead go online and look at dozens of porn sites? You know we have rules about surfing adult sites. What do you have to say about all this?” And concluded her tirade with the words her resigned husband feared so much to hear, “You, young man, are going to be spanked soundly and thoroughly, on your naughty bottom, for your behavior then I will apply the flat back of the bath brush to your rear for lying to me. I have more than enough reasons to spank you for a month and that is exactly how long I intend to make sure your bottom is going to be sore. Your behavior is inexcusable and will not be tolerated in this house. Men don’t behave like this, little boys do. You should be ashamed of yourselves!”

And with that, she took her husband for his forearm and guided him up the stairs to their bedroom, the place where discipline was dished out in their home.

Arnold walked upstairs feeling like the size of an ant. He was literally sick to his stomach and wanted to throw up while he received numerous whacks on his ass implying that he better hurry up.

Once inside the master bedroom, Tanya immediately sat down on the bed putting her misbehaving husband in front of her. She unfastened his belt and opened his pants flap, then took them down to his ankles. She then inserted her long-nailed fingers into the waistband of his boxers and took them down as well, discovering the poor man’s hardened cock. Tapping her hand on her lap which was her cue to get over her knee. Arnold meekly, and already on the verge of tears, assumed the position with his prominent meaty hillocks properly presented for his deserved correction. Instantaneously Tanya laid into his bottom cheek with a resounding SPANKK!

The first blow landed hard on Arnold’s left cheek followed by another equally hard SPANKK to the right.

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

Tanya’s hand swung again and again without pause, denying any possibility of regaining her husband’s composure. It was just the beginning of his spanking and he felt like his whole bottom was already on fire. Remaining still across her lap became almost impossible. Tanya then stopped for a brief moment to warn him that if continued squirming she was going to use the strap after the brush.

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

Unrelentingly, she continued swinging her broad palm down alternating from side to side as Arnold moaned and begged for forgiveness. His pleading made no difference as the pace continued for what seemed like an eternity. The poor man, now reduced to the state of just a little kid over a stern mom’s knee, could not handle it anymore, writhing, with his buttocks reduced to two hot coils, desperate to escape. Tanya had to exact greater control bringing one of her legs over and locking him firmly into position.

“This is for your good, you have been a naughty husband and you will be treated like a naughty little boy deserves.”

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

She kept scolding him while vigorously applying her hardened palm without any signs of slowing down. Over and over she continued the blistering punishment until suddenly she stopped. Even if the interruption of the rain of hard palm spanks on his sizzling buttocks was welcomed, Arnold sadly knew his correction was nowhere near finished.

"Go and fetch it,” was all that Tanya told her husband once his crying subsided.

Totally subdued to his wife’s authority Arnold hampered by the garments wrapped around his ankles, sheepishly and comically wobbled over to the bathroom and went inside. When he came out he was holding the feared, wooden bath brush. He stood in front of his wife and meekly handed the bath brush to her with a shaking hand. Slapping the business end of the brush on her other hand Tanya ordered, “Over you go!”

Letting out a pitiful moan, with his face damped in tears and snot and his eyes shut Arnold bent across his wife's lap. This time she pinned his wrist to his back.

CRACKK!

The flat back of the bath brush exploded across both Arnold’s quivering buttocks.

"AAHARGHHHH!" The punished husband kicked his legs and screamed. Tanya raised the bath brush again and his ordeal began in earnest.

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

Again and again, the unmerciful flat back of the bath brush landed on Arnold’s swelling hillocks. By now the poor man was reduced to a contrite sobbing mess. With full swings, Tanya brought down that bath brush flattening in turn her husband's smoldered buttocks, and when he moved out of position too much she gave a flurry of quick hard swats to his upper thighs that made him roar the house down.

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

The bath brush was inflicted hard onto the misbehaving husband’s ass over and over as he felt tears and snot rolling down his face as fast as the unmerciful wood was searing his bottom. Tanya continued with an unrelenting purpose to light swiftly into his poor tortured behind until Arnold could feel blisters rising on his poor buttocks.

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

Once he couldn’t even make words and just cried and screamed, tears choking him, Tanya finally said, "All right, I think you’ve learned your lesson."

Poor Arnold was hiccupping from crying so hard that he didn’t even understand what his wife had said and that she had stopped spanking his sizzling rear.

“All right, Arnold…it’s all right honey,” finally softened, after having delivered the needed discipline, Tanya soothed her husband while she rubbed his back gently.

"I…I'm sorry, honey...Oh, honey...my bottom…my bottom hurts so bad," the poor husband uttered between sobs once he regained the ability to speak coherently.

"That's it, honey, you're all done, just let this be a lesson to you."

Arnold slowly rose from his prone position and once he was standing he started a comic dance, hopping up and down hampered by the garments wrapped around his ankles, and rubbing frantically his swollen, beet red, and blistered buttocks and thighs.

Tanya then rose from the bed and opened her arms, and Arnold hurried to hug his beloved strict wife in a consoling embrace. He hid his face against her soft breast and repeated again and again how sorry he was to have been a ‘bad boy’ and how much he loved her. Tanya let him do and kept him close to her, with her left arm in a cuddling embrace, while her right hand, still warm for delivering the hand spanking, soothed the raged inferno that was his bum, and assured him that, “I love you too, you silly boy.”
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