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Keane Is Put Back On Track

“Mommy, would you please stop making so much noise in there?! I’m trying to study, for God’s sake!” Kean shouted from inside his room.

Esther walked over to Kean's door, opened it partway, and fixed him with a cold stare. She said, “Sorry, Kean, I’m just trying to get dinner ready, and I dropped a pan. By the way, dinner will be ready in about 10 minutes.” Then she closed the door quietly and returned to the kitchen.

"Whatever. I’ll come out when I’m done," Kean shot back without looking up.

The middle-aged, buxom woman was still in her business suit. She hadn’t had time to change into something more comfortable after work. Gritting her teeth, she headed to the kitchen. After a full day at her job, she shopped for groceries, cooked dinner, and straightened up the living room—all by herself. Kean was too busy studying to help. This routine had continued for a month, ever since Kean, her only son, returned home for summer vacation from his freshman year of college, burdened with exams to make up when school resumed.

Esther was glad that her son was putting so much effort into his studies, though she wished he had put in all that effort earlier so he wouldn’t have to catch up as much. However, commitment and hard work certainly did not justify the total lack of sensitivity to her struggle as a mother, and even less the rude ways Kean had toward her since his return from college. For all that time, Esther had a monklike patience, but now it was wearing thin.

While those thoughts ran through her mind, Esther checked the pork roast, decided it was done, and arranged generous portions on the dinner plates with steamed potatoes and green salad. She called out to Kean for dinner, then sat at the table, waiting for him to arrive.

“Kean,” she finally shouted, “Dinner’s getting cold out here.”

The 19-year-old lean boy came storming out of his room.

“Look, Mom, I am trying to focus here. I said I’d be there when I finished the chapter, OK? Fuck! Can’t you give me a moment’s peace?”

It was at that moment that Esther decided she had had enough. She stood up, walked over, and stood very close to her son, saying as calmly as she could, “That’s enough, Kean. I have put up with enough of this from you.”

“Look, Mom, I’m trying to study, right? Isn’t that what you always tell me to do? So I’m doing it, and you won’t let me. It’s just one noise after another around here, and...”

That did it. Esther took his arm, pulled him around, and gave his bottom cheeks a hard slap each through his light boxers that resonated around the kitchen.

SLAPP! SLAPP!

“Ow, hey…MOM! What do you think you are doing?”

“Kean, those noises were from me straightening up around here after you, letting you study instead of having you do it yourself, as you should have, picking up the groceries at the grocery store, cooking dinner, and washing up after dinner. And this all by myself after a hard day at work! And in return, all I’ve had from you is complaining and treating me like a servant, when in truth, you’ve brought on this pressure about your studies by not working hard enough during the semester! And I’ve had enough of all this, Kean.”

“Oh, just leave me alone!” Kean exclaimed and went back into his room, rubbing his boxers-covered buttocks and slamming the door behind him.

Saying that Esther was furious is an understatement. Her first thought was to storm right into her son’s room after him and tan the hell out of his boyish, round bottom. But maybe because she was too worn out at the moment, she thought better. Finally, Kean was at college now, and it had been more than three years since she had given him a spanking. So she decided on another course of action: if he wanted to have quiet, let him have all the quiet he could.

Esther ate her dinner alone, then wrapped up Kean’s untouched, now cold dinner, put it in a plastic container, and placed it in the freezer. She cleaned the kitchen, walked to her room, and finally changed out of her business suit into a short nightgown.

She took a fleeting glance at the closet mirror. Her reflected image did not displease her. Sure, she had a few dark circles under her eyes, but her blue eyes stood out, framed by thick, honey-blond hair. Her forty-two-year-old breasts were still firm, and her legs were toned. Her butt had broadened a bit lately, but you can’t be perfect, she told herself, slapping her nightgown-covered right buttock. She put on a robe over the nightgown and slipped into frilly slippers. She went into the living room, quietly put on a movie so as not to disturb Einstein in the other room, and had a drink as she relaxed and watched.

About an hour later, Esther heard Kean leave his room and walk into the kitchen. She listened as he searched for his dinner, then waited as he entered the living room.

“Hey, where’s my dinner?”

“It’s in the freezer, Kean. You are not having dinner this evening. In fact, you are grounded in your room until new advice.”

“What? Hey, what’s going on here?”

“Nothing at all, Kean. You acted like a brat and a very spoiled one, so tonight, you’re going to bed without dinner. And starting from now, you are grounded, young man. No TV, no music, and by the way, give me your phone, you are not allowed to use it. So you can study undisturbed as long as you want in your room.”

“But MOOOM, this is unreasonable and…I’m hungry!”

“You should have thought of that an hour ago, young man. I am too tired to argue or fight right now.”

“Mommy, come on, you can’t…GROUND ME! I’m an adult!”

“You’ve treated me like a servant, no, worse than that, these past few days, Kean. You wouldn’t even come to dinner when I called you. You swore and yelled at me for “disturbing you.” Now, you are getting what you asked for. No one will disturb you as you are grounded in your room.”

Esther saw Kean’s face flush red as he clenched his fists, struggling not to cry. He spun on his heel and stormed back into his room, slamming the door behind him.

“FUCK YOU!” Esther heard the choked scream from inside the boy’s room.

That was too much for Esther to bear. Even if she was tired, and Kean was an adult, the boy needed to be taught a lesson in manners, and she was the woman to do that.

With a face like thunder, the middle-aged blond Mother walked right into her son’s bedroom, where she found him lying face down on the bed, beating his fists on it in frustration. He looked very much like a six-year-old throwing a tantrum.

Hearing his mother's footsteps, Kean turned around on the bed and looked at her. Seeing the stormy look on Esther’s face, he took a deep breath and braced himself.

“I don’t like your attitude, young man,” said Esther. She sat on the bed near Kean, pulled him forcefully over her lap, and pinned him in place.

“MOOOM…what…”

“I’ve had all I can have from you, Kean,” said the angered Mother.

She inserted her long-nailed fingers in the waistband of her son’s boxers and, with a tug, took them down just off his round, chubby buttocks. She then began to spank her adult son’s bottom. HARD.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OUCH…OHOWH…MOOOM, YOU CAN’T…AHAWHWWW!”

Esther ignored his pleas, keeping the swats raining down, his hand fiercely and experientially spanking the flesh of her son’s bare, overturned bottom, quickly turning it bright pink with overlapping red, stinging handprints. Soon, the handprints merged into a uniform, intense, and painful-looking redness, while the sound of sharp smacks continued to ring throughout the room.

As the burning sensation in his bottom intensified, Kean began squirming and kicking his legs, shouting, calling out for his ‘Mommy’ to please stop, to let him up. Unaffected, Esther kept the rain of hard swats pouring down all over her son’s bare, reddening rump, her hand flattening his buttocks’ flesh with each solid spank.

The sound spanking soon had Kean feeling like his blazing buttocks were on fire, and the agonizing, steadily increasing pain coupled with the shame and indignity of getting a bare bottom spanking across his Mother’s lap at his age. He could feel himself being steadily driven to the point of tears, and while this was in no way a new experience for him, the realization that he was once again about to start crying from one of his Mom’s spankings drove him into a state of desperate panic. In an instant, Kean began frantically apologizing and begging, pleading for Esther to forgive him and stop punishing him. With shame and desperation, he heard his voice rise to higher-pitched crescendos as he gave assurances that he would be more careful and respectful and do whatever Esther said, wanted, and expected.

Knowing so well how her son was eager to confess even what he hadn’t done and assure her of eternal perfect behavior just to make her stop spanking once he was with his cute bottom bare over her lap, Esther remained unaffected by his promises and kept smacking his aching and glowing red buttocks in unabated fashion.

“I’m not interested in hearing your excuses and hollow promises!” She scolded him unflinchingly. “You know full well that here,

SMACK!

in this house,

SMACK!

there are consequences for misbehavior,

SMACK!

disrespect,

SMACK!

swearing,

SMACK!

and laziness.

SMACK!

“You deliberately chose to ignore that, and now you are paying the price. You brought this on yourself, Kean, and you are going to take what you have coming, whether you like it or not.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Unable to hold it back anymore, under the fierce scolding and the fiery spanking that was literally roasting his boyish buttocks, Kean broke down and, with tears spilling from his eyes, started a litany of heartfelt assurances of future perfect behaviors.

“AHRGHHH! I’M SORRYYY, MOMMYYY! BWUAHAAA! I WON’T DO IT AGAIN, I PROMISEEE! AHAWHWHWWW! PLEASE NO MORE MOMMMYYY! BWUAHAAA! IT HURTSSS!”

Finally hearing her son’s desperate crying and seeing that, as it had always happened, the bottom punishment had achieved the result of turning Kean back to a savvier and more obedient attitude, Esther first relented and then stopped the rain of smoldering spanks.

Kean was still wailing as she picked him off her lap and set him on his feet. With his boxers at the top of his thighs and his manhood hard as a rock bouncing all around, the boy did a brief but very animated war dance, rubbing his flaming red buttocks furiously to relieve at least some of the sting his no-nonsense Mother had lit there.

Finally, Esther took him by the shoulders and looked into his tear-stained face.

“Kean, I think I’ve let things go in a bad way for far too long. In recent times, your behavior has been just abominable. I want you to know that I love you and always will, but you need to straighten up and soon. As I said, you are grounded until I see some improvement on your part. And never act like you did tonight again, young man, or be assured that I will take out Mr. Hairbrush and tan your backside with it until you can’t sit. Now, good night.”

Esther kissed him on the cheek and left his room, letting Kean lie down on his bed on his tummy, still crying bitter tears of sorrow and repentance on his pillow.


Harris's Confession

It was about 2 a.m. when Thelma heard her bedroom door open. Surprised, she lit the lamp on the nightstand, and there it was, Harris, standing in the doorframe in his pajamas, a look of sadness on his face.

That was not entirely unusual, as it had been her son's habit to wake up in the middle of the night, scared by a nightmare or unable to sleep because of worries, and come to his Mommy's room in search of solace in her big bed. The strange thing was that Harris was now a fully grown-up young man of 22, at home for the holidays from his college.

“Mom,” Harris whispered, “can we talk for a little bit?”

Thelma, stunned, sat up on the bed, arranging her thick, auburn hair as she focused on Harris. He hovered uncertainly in the doorway, clearly upset about something.

"What's up, sweetheart?" The fortysomething buxom lady said, her mouth still thick with sleep.

“I can’t sleep, I…I have something to confess to you.”

'Confess?' Thelma snapped awake, mind racing.

“Sit. Tell me everything,” she said, patting the bed.

Harris did as he was told. As a kid, he climbed onto the king-size bed and sat close to his Mom.

“It’s about what we discussed before, while we had dinner. Remember? When you asked me how my semester had been. And strongly emphasized that this is my final year, and I need to work really hard to graduate with honors."

"Yes, of course I remember. You assured me that you are working really hard."

"Well, that's exactly the problem," said Harris, then stopped, his embarrassment evident.

“Which problem?” Thelma asked, frowning. She straightened her shoulders and adjusted her nightgown over her generous, almost bare bosom.

“Well, Mom, the pure truth is that you were right to be worried about...about my efforts in study."

Thelma's frown deepened as she gave her son the 'Mom look' she had perfected for all her son's life.

"Look, Mom, I don’t know how it happened," Harris' voice wavered as he realized his Mom was staring at him. "Maybe because I see the end of my studies...or maybe because now, at my age, I am eager to have new experiences along with college fellas. Anyway, I...I'm afraid I have let myself go in the last few months. I had too many parties, and I never studied enough…I even tried pot."

A sigh escaped the now-concerned Mother, and Harris swallowed before continuing.

"So...the truth is that I have many exams to make up. And now I don't know how to manage all the pressure I put on myself by not working hard enough during the last semester. Oh, Mommy, I feel so guilty about how I have behaved."

Harris had blurted it out so fast that Thelma was taken off guard. She clenched her fists in anger at what her son had confessed, yet her arms twitched with the urge to pull him close and pamper him.

She looked at her crushed son, seated on the bed next to her. He was just adorable in his blue pajamas, biting his lip after his heartfelt confession. He even looked like he was trying to hold back tears.

But even if her mother’s heart melted at the sight of her repentant son, she knew better than to let the behavior he had just confessed slide. She knew her son. He had come to her seeking relief from his sense of guilt. And for that, forgiveness alone was not enough. Since he was a little kid, she had taught him that actions have consequences. Now what he needed was to feel the consequences of his actions on his flesh. Only after that would he feel cleansed, and forgiveness could come.

“Harris,” she said, taking her son’s chin between her fingers and making him look straight into her eyes. “I understand that living away from home for so much time can be a challenging experience for a boy. And that, with so many temptations, sooner or later, a boy can fall into debauchery.  Even so, I expected better from you. I know how smart and capable you are, and it is not acceptable for you to throw your life away as you just described. I’m glad you found the courage to confess to me, but as you will understand, I just can’t pretend to act as if nothing had happened. What you just told me must have consequences. You understand that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mom. It’s...it's what I guessed,” said Harris, sheepishly, blushing lightly.

Thelma patted him on the thigh and said, “Okay, we’ll take care of it tomorrow when I come back from work. Now give Mommy a kiss and go to bed.”

Thelma opened her arms, and Harris was in them about as fast as possible. The floodgates burst, and the boy cried softly on his Mom’s cleavage for a few moments before kissing her goodnight and retiring to his bedroom.

This time, it was Thelma’s turn not to sleep. About an hour later, she got up to check on Harris. His door was ajar, and she could see that he was fast asleep, a peaceful look on his cute, boyish face. Looking at him, she decided that it was a sharp shock that her boy needed. Only one punishment, a good sound one, and after all that matter could be forgiven. Yes, tomorrow, Mr. Hairbrush had to be put to good use once again.

Only then did she know she could sleep, and she did.

The following day, when Thelma got home, Harris was in his room, as he had been told to be. Thelma imagined he was a wreck of nerves, staying there waiting for her arrival, so she decided not to prolong their confrontation any longer.

She went to her bedroom, took off her heels and jacket, unbuttoned the first two buttons of her blouse, and rolled up her sleeves. Then she grabbed the sturdy, flat-backed wooden hairbrush reserved for the most emphatic of Harris’s lessons and headed to her son’s bedroom. She opened the door and got a mild shock; not only was he there, but he was waiting for her, sitting on the bed in his T-shirt, with his boxers already down at his ankles.

Harris widened his eyes barely when he saw what his Mom was holding in her hand; nevertheless, he said in a sad voice, “Mommy, I am so sorry for how I behaved.”

“I know, sweety,” said Thelma, making an effort to stand firm in her decision to punish her evidently repentant son. “But you know that actions have consequences. And even if you are sorry now, this is a very well-deserved spanking that I'm going to give you with ‘Mr. Hairbrush’ here. Only after that will you be truly sorry for what you did.”

“I know, Mommy. But…not too hard, please!” Harris wined, his voice on the verge of breaking.

Steeling herself, Thelma raised her skirt to her mid-thighs and sat on Harris’s bed at his left side. She then patted her half-bare lap, and her adult son bent over it, presenting to her his round, plump, and very bare bottom. Thelma caressed it gently for a moment, then she raised her arm and laid down on the fleshy target the first smack with the flat, wooden back of ‘Mr. Hairbrush’.

SMACK!

"AHARGGG!"

Harris shrieked with the first whack of the hairbrush. After that, a rain of solid, vigorous, wooden smacks peppered the boy’s buttocks and the top of his thighs.

Within seconds, he was kicking and crying while the hairbrush landed on his quickly reddening and already sore bottom again and again.

SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK!

As it had always happened, every single time he had been over his determined Mom's lap on the receiving end of one of her spankings, Harris didn't even try not to cry out. Not at all concerned to show himself and Thelma that he was an adult, not a mommy’s boy anymore. The smoldering and humiliating spanking with the hairbrush took its toll right from the start. The fiery, smiting wooden smacks were more than the boy’s ego and bottom could cope with. He completely broke down and was crying his heart out, acting and sounding like he was no longer a 22-year-old in his senior college year, but a little boy being spanked properly over his Mommy’s lap.

SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK!

As the vigorous, intense spanking continued, Harris began to shaming apologize, promising never to commit the same misconduct again. Tears of utter release, defeat, resignation, capitulation, and surrender were now spurting from his eyes as his cries and pitiful pleas continued to grow in volume.

“BWUAHAAA! PLEASEEE, MOMMYYY! AHAWHWWW! I’M SOOORRYYY! BWUAHAAA! I WON’T DO IT AGAIN! BWUAHAAA! I WILL BE A GOOD BOY! AHAWHWAAA! I PROMISE! BWUAHAAA!”

He capitulated, acquiescing and completely submitting himself to his Mommy’s authority and control. He promised to do as she expected, resigning himself to the discipline she was meting out, and assured her that, in the future, whenever he failed to do what was required of him or otherwise misbehaved, she would accept whatever punishment she deemed fit. Always!

While the penitent boy pleaded and cried his sorrow, Thelma saw that, as it had always happened, ‘Mr. Hairbrush’ was getting the expected results. For the final part of her son's correction, she concentrated the hairbrush swats to spank over and over the spot where Harris’s buttocks met the thighs, until she saw that blisters were about to form.

SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! 

It was devastating, maybe the worst spanking Harris had ever gotten. He found himself crying, squealing, shrieking, and screaming like nothing else in the world mattered more than getting this sizzling spanking to end.

Thelma tanned her son’s bare bottom so thoroughly that, in the end, when she stopped, all Harris could do was hang, sink, dangling over her motherly ample lap as he wailed and bawled convulsive, unstoppable sobs.

With a red face from the exertion of inflicting such a severe punishment on her adult son and with a sad heart from having inflicted such a considerable amount of pain on her loved Harris, Thelma rubbed his back gently until his desperate crying subsided at least a bit.

When, at long last, she pulled Harris up to his feet, his wobbly legs would not hold him. He fell to his knees, grabbing his roasted rear end and bawling his eyes out with continuous sobbing for a few more minutes.

With his head lying on his Mommy’s lap, Harris clasped and rubbed his seared, blistered bottom, trying in vain to extinguish the terrible, smoldering burn and agonizing soreness from his scarlet rump and thighs, which felt more than twice their size.

“All right, now, sweety. That was doubtless something you’ve been needing for a good while, son,” Thelma commented while reassuring caressing his head. “But now it’s all over. I hope you’ve learned a lesson from it.”

“Oh, Mommy, I have,” Harris assured his Mom, and he truly meant it. “I feel a lot better now...I mean...in a way...and I really am sorry...and, Mommy?”

“Yes, Harris?”

“I love you, Mommy.”

As Thelma exited her son's room and left him to nurse his battered bum, Harris felt like he was still a six-year-old. But realizing that he was, unquestionably, still subject to getting spanked by his Mommy whenever he misbehaved, he also felt at peace like a six-year-old who had finally paid his dues and had been set right.

He threw himself face down on his bed, burying his face in the pillow, and tears of mixed pain and release continued to flow freely down his face.


Simon’s Bad Semester Report

Tired of the chaos in the college dorm and looking for a place to study in peace, Natalie happily found a place with some quiet at Mrs. McKenna's.

Mrs. McKenna’s house stood near the college—a solid, spacious two-story building. Natalie was in her senior year and found the price for a comfortable second-floor room reasonable; the bathroom was just outside her door. Their landlady seemed friendly, adding to the appeal.

Obviously, when she rented a room there, the twenty-three-year-old pretty young lady never imagined the events that would occur.

Mrs. McKenna was not a fancy lady. In her late forties, she was quite a big, powerfully built widow. Her grayish hair, cut short, crowned a still-attractive face with two deep-blue eyes. She usually dressed in polo shirts that fitted quite tightly on her ample, massive bosom, with short sleeves only just wide enough for her strong, hard-working woman’s arms, and knee-length skirts or snug-fitting jeans that wrapped her wide hips, prominent butt, and meaty thighs.

After her husband’s death, Mrs. McKenna began renting a room in her spacious house. She was a simple-minded woman who had worked hard all her life in her laundry to support herself and her two sons. She had been able to send her 21-year-old son, Peter, and her 19-year-old son, Simon, to college. And even though the college where the two boys studied was not renowned or expensive, like the one Natalie attended, she often referred to it proudly.

This is why it had seemed strange to Natalie that her landlady looked worried and somber when, around a month after her arrive, she told her that Simon and Peter would be coming home the next day for the mid-term vacation. When asked if she wasn’t happy to have them back home, the stocky lady answered with no enthusiasm that, of course, she was. When Natalie said that the boys had to be very affectionate to her, as it was not usual for college boys to spend their holiday with their Mothers, Mrs. McKenna mumbled something about them better be, and anyway, Simon had some explanation to give her.

Natalie did not understand what her hostess meant, but seeing that she did not feel like talking about it anymore, she preferred to drop the subject.

It was early afternoon the following day when Natalie heard a car being parked in front of the house. She went to the window and saw two young men get out of an old station wagon and head for the front door, each carrying a backpack.

The taller of the two was a fit, handsome boy, with a tuft of honey-blond hair falling over his forehead and lively green eyes. Natalie thought he had to be Peter. The other one was shorter, a little chubby, with a boyish face and a barely teenager look. He sure had to be Simon.

Natalie decided to go downstairs to meet them, but as she reached the bottom of the stairs, she heard a commotion in the living room. She stopped dead in her tracks at the top of the stairs and listened. The voice of Mrs. McKenna sounded like she was scolding, and a boy’s voice was answering her somewhat sheepishly. Not wanting to go down to interrupt something, Natalie remained at the top of the staircase and sat where she could more or less observe what was happening in the living room below, going somewhat unnoticed.

The younger boy was standing before his Mother, looking embarrassed, while Mrs. McKenna lectured him. The blond, fit boy sat on the couch apart with a smirk painted on his lips.

Natalie was suddenly impressed by how handsome the older boy was. She admired the way the boy’s jersey accented his broad shoulders and his skinny jeans cupped his muscled thighs. The boy also filled out his jeans well enough in the front, highlighting his manly assets.

In the meantime, Mrs. McKenna was really giving a tongue-lashing to the smaller, chubby boy.

“I have read your semestral report, Simon. How do you explain it? You are capable of much better than that. Do you know how much your father would be disappointed if he were still alive? Do you know how disappointed I am?”

Mrs. McKenna continued her scolding for a while. In front of her, Simon stood with his head bowed, meekly offering monosyllabic, feeble apologies to his Mother’s stern rebukes. Then, at one point, Natalie saw the stocky lady seize the back of her younger son’s neck with her broad hand, as if he were a 6-year-old misbehaving kid.

“Come with me, young man! You definitely need an attitude adjustment, and I can’t wait to give it to you!” She hissed, propelling meek Simon across the living room towards the kitchen.

The door closed with a snap, and Natalie saw the other boy remain there, on the couch a few feet away from the wall separating the living room from the kitchen, as if he were waiting for something.

From where she was, Natalie could hear their voices echo through the door.

“Move your hands, Simon!”

Natalie could hear Mrs. McKenna’s voice, muffled by the closed door, but still clear enough, giving an order.

“Please, Mom! I’m nineteen years old!”

Natalie heard Simon’s panicked voice plea and saw Peter openly grinning on the couch.

“I will study harder, Mom, I swear!...Mom, please, not with my pants down!...Please, Mom, not bare! Let me keep my underpants up, at least, Mooom!... No, Mom, please not over your lap! I’ll be good, I swear!”

Thirty seconds later, it was clear to stunned Natalie that Simon had lost his battle, as the sound of a motherly, work-hardened palm striking boyish, bare flesh echoed in the kitchen. She could barely believe it: Mrs. McKenna was spanking Simon on his bare bottom!

SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

Natalie noticed that the spanks sounded as loud as gunshots and were not rushed, but came in a steady, continuous smack, smack, smacking way. What seemed really desperately urgent were Simon’s yelps, pleas, and cries.

“OUCH! MOMMYYY!AHWHWWW! AHARHGGG!”

Oh my God, thought Natalie, he is calling her 'mommy'!

"AHAWHWWW! PLEASE, NO MORE! OHOWHWWW! BWUAHAAA! IT...IT STINGS! IT BURNSSS!” The boy’s voice was cracking under his Mom’s relentless bum slapping, “AHARGHHH! I'VE LEARNED MY LESSON, MOMMY! OHOWHWWW! I'LL BE GOOOD, MOMMY! BWUAHAAA!”

Natalie glanced at the closed door as if to see through it, smiling as she listened to the correction of that cute, and now evidently contrite and probably very sore-bottomed boy.

It took several minutes of uninterrupted slap, slap, slapping for the spanking to stop. At that point, Simon’s desperate voice from inside the closed kitchen became more subdued, although Natalie could still hear the boy’s pitiful crying.

As she saw Peter rise from the couch, she decided to make a prompt retreat. She had just stood when the kitchen door swung open, and Mrs. McKenna reappeared.

Before walking toward her room, Natalie turned her head and could steal a brief glimpse of Simon inside the kitchen. He was hopping up and down, both hands rubbing a very bare, very red, and evidently awfully sore bottom with his jeans and his briefs in a tangled mess around his ankles. The distressed nineteen-year-old boy didn’t seem to even care that his manhood was erect, pointing straight up to the ceiling.

Natalie hurried inside her room and, as silently as she could, closed the door behind her.

Even from inside her room, she could hear the faraway voice of Mrs. McKenna.

“When you are done crying, pull your pants back up, wash your face, and go up to your room to study, young man! I will be up in five minutes, and if I don’t find your bum parked on your seat at your desk, I will take down your britches again, place you over my lap again, and spank your rear so long and hard that you won’t even think to sit down until you come back to college! Am I understood, Simon?”

“SOB! YES, MOMMY! SOB!” Natalie heard Simon's reply in the background.

“And as for you, Peter, wipe that smirk off your face. There is plenty of what your little brother just got for you if you don’t stay on the straight and narrow!”

At that point, Natalie was in a state of sensory commotion. The unusual, unexpected interaction she had just assisted between Mrs. McKenna and her younger son had been both surprising and exciting for her. Never had she imagined that a Mother could still spank a grown-up son. Even less than she would take down his pants and underwear and place him over her lap like he was a six-year-old brat. And that such a punishment would be so effective in making him so evidently sorry and repentant for what he had done. And that he completely lost his dignity, crying, pleading, and acting like a naughty, well-punished little kid.

But what hit her the most was realizing that listening to it would excite her so much. In fact, seeing cute, boyish Simon, punished and reduced in such a pitiful, sorrowful state by his no-nonsense Mother, had elicited in her an intense arousal.

Lying on her bed, Natalie opened her jeans. Her hands went into her panties, and her fingers were soon dancing over her clit. Shaken by the thrills of pleasure, reviving in her mind what she had just heard and seen, juices flooded her pussy, and she had one of the best orgasms of her life.

That evening at dinner, Natalie finally met Mrs. McKenna's sons. While handsome Peter shook her hand with a knowing smirk, Simon almost couldn’t look her in the eyes. He was evidently ashamed. It was clear that the cute boy knew that the pretty college girl had heard all of his shame. On top of that, he could not help but whine and squirm when his rear end came into contact with the chair.


Peter’s Ordeal

In the days following Simon's punishment, Natalie noticed that every time she met him, he blushed and looked away, clearly embarrassed.

In contrast, the memory of what Natalie had overheard and glimpsed stayed vivid in her mind. The feelings she experienced while witnessing that act of old-fashioned domestic discipline also lingered.

Beyond her excitement, Natalie's curiosity pushed her to wonder if the striking twenty-one-year-old Peter truly remained under his mother's authority and subject to harsh, humiliating punishment, as Mrs. McKenna implied.

Natalie asked her landlady about this, but it didn't go well. Whether out of reserve or not to embarrass her sons, Mrs. McKenna showed no interest in discussing her disciplinary methods.

“No matter the age, if any of my sons misbehaves, I spank him until he won’t sit down. That’s it, plain and simple.” That was the most the middle-aged lady would say, the only time Natalie managed to bring the discussion a little deeper on the subject.

Even if not completely clarify, that answer was interesting enough for Natalie. Mrs. McKenna had said, 'If ANY of my sons misbehaves, I spank him until he won’t sit down.' That meant even older Peter was still subjected to having his pants taken down and his bare, muscled boyish bottom spanked!

She kept daydreaming about it. What she wanted was to witness, not only hear, what had occurred to cute Simon happen to handsome Peter. So she started thinking about how to make that happen. Compelled by her morbid curiosity, she finally decided to act. She would execute a plan that, to her overexcited mind, seemed like it might work.

It was on a Friday afternoon that Natalie went to an adult bookshop and bought the most disgusting men’s magazine she could find. After that, she visited an electronics retailer and purchased two of the smallest cameras available, learning to connect them to her cell phone via an app for real-time viewing and recording. The next morning, while Mrs. McKenna was busy with laundry and after both sons had left, Natalie snuck into Peter's room and hid the magazine with a pair of her own revealing panties under his mattress. She also hid the cameras. Since Simon had been disciplined in the kitchen before, Natalie suspected it was the usual location for spankings in the McKenna household, but she took two cameras in case Peter was punished in his room instead.

Hiding the camera in the kitchen, placing it behind the various pots lined up on top of the furniture, was not a big deal; more complicated was placing it in Peter’s bedroom. But finally, she found a position on top of the closet behind a big, thick bound volume that would do.

She started the cameras and checked her phone’s screen. They worked. Now, she just had to wait for morning. Sunday meant Mrs. McKenna’s thorough housecleaning: not only dusting, sweeping, and mopping, but also beating carpets, vacuuming curtains, and...flipping the mattresses.

The next morning, Natalie went down to the kitchen to eat breakfast, pretending not to feel well. Before going back up to her room, she informed Mrs. McKenna that she planned to spend the day in bed. Then she returned to her room, opened the app on her phone, and waited.

She was reading a magazine when, around an hour later, she saw on the phone screen the stocky lady wearing an apron over her polo shirt and skirt enter Peter’s room and send him downstairs to the living room. Natalie put the magazine down and concentrated on the screen.

Mrs. McKenna opened the windows, tidied Peter’s room, removed blankets and sheets, and then flipped the mattress. Natalie’s heart jolted when the hidden items fell out. Mrs. McKenna bent to pick them up, her face visibly flushed with anger even through the video.

Clutching the incriminating items, Mrs. McKenna marched downstairs. From her room, Natalie heard the landlady’s deliberate steps in the hallway and then descending the stairs.

As soon as the landlady arrived downstairs, Natalie overheard her muffled, sharp scolding and, after a short while, Peter’s screeching, shrieking, pleading: “It wasn’t me, Mom! I swear! I sweearrr, Mom! It wasn’t meee!”

The noises and word exchanges downstairs indicated that Mrs. McKenna, evidently not believing her son’s excuses (and how could it be otherwise, Natalie thought smugly), had taken him into the kitchen. Natalie had been right; in McKenna’s house, spankings took place in the kitchen. Therefore, she switched to images from the camera she had placed there.

On her phone screen, Natalie saw Mrs. McKenna move a chair from a corner to the middle of the kitchen. More and more intrigued, she watched the imposing lady take hold of Peter’s left arm. Seeing them together in such an old-fashioned mother-son interaction, Natalie noticed their size difference. Even if fit and muscled, Peter was a bit shorter and clearly thinner than his big, stocky mother. While he tried to stand for his reasons—futilely—he seemed to shrink even more. At that moment, he really did look like nothing but a child before his angry maternal parent.

A malevolent smile was painted on Natalie’s lips. The camera turned out to be positioned just right to capture the scene perfectly, and the images on the screen were sharp. However, they were devoid of sound. Therefore, she got out of bed and went downstairs cautiously. Still with the screen in front of her eyes, she positioned herself behind the kitchen door from where she could hear perfectly the voices and sounds coming from inside.

And hear she did!

“MOOOM...please don’t...Natalie's home, she will know what’s happening. It’s too shameful, Mom!” Peter’s voice sounded frantic and whining as he tried to make his case.

“Yes, she will. And consider yourself lucky she just hears it. I should go and tell her what you did, and she should have the right to see you take your spanking! I don’t do it just because I don’t want her to know you have brought shame on the family by stealing a pair of her panties, you disgusting pervert.”

“But I didn’t steal those panties, Mom! And I don’t know where that magazine came from. I didn’t do anything!” Natalie heard poor Peter say and saw on the screen that tears were already spilling down the distressed boy’s cheeks. Suddenly, Mrs. McKenna’s hand darted through the air and stamped on her older son’s cheek.

SLAPP!

“Stop with your lying!” She hissed.

“I didn’t lie, Mommy,” Peter begged in a near whisper as his right hand rubbed the cheek bearing his Mom’s flaming handprint.

“Oh yes, you did it, and even in front of the evidence! And you know what the punishment is for lying.”

“Nooo, Mooom, not that too,” Peter said with his weeping in full swing now.

“You see, Peter, it’s your stubbornness that has brought you to have your mouth washed out with soap after your bottom would be thoroughly spanked! Now, take your pants down!”

Natalie saw Peter, defeated and broken, pull the drawstring out of the front of his pajama pants and fumble with it.

“It’s…it’s just not right, Mom,” he mumbled as he untied it, hooked his fingers into the waistband, and lowered his pants to his knees.

“All the way down to your ankles, Peter, underpants, too!” Mrs. McKenna ordered.

“Mooom, please, not bare!” He begged (just like Simon had done the other time, Natalie thought), lowering his pants to his ankles and standing with his light gray boxer briefs still around his waist.

Then, as his Mom waited impatiently, tapping a foot on the floor, he hooked his fingers into his underpants and lowered them around his ankles, revealing to Natalie his cute, muscled, candid bottom. She also saw how his hands tried to cup his privates, but it was a challenging task, as the boy’s cock was hard as a rock and pointed shamelessly to the ceiling.

At that point, Natalie saw Mrs. McKenna raise her skirt and apron to her hips, discovering her meaty thighs encased in tan pantyhose, and sit down on the chair. She pulled her sniffling son to her left side and bent him over her lap, smashing his hardened penis against her meaty, pantyhosed thighs so that Peter’s bare, muscled, cute bottom was in the proper position to receive the maternal punishment and also perfectly positioned for Natalie to see what was going to happen to the soon-to-be-chastised boy’s buttocks.

And see, she did!

Once Peter was settled over his Mom’s lap, with no delay, Mrs. McKenna raised her big arm up and slapped her thick palm down over the crown of her son’s lily-white, round, right buttock.

SLAPP!

“AHARGHH”

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

SLAPP!

“AHAWWW”

Soon, another hard spank fell in the exact same place, darkening the handprint as tears spurted from Peter’s eyes.

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

Having picked up the pace, McKenna dropped a rain of hard palm spanks over her son’s rapidly reddening buttocks. Just as she had noted by the sounds the previous time, now Natalie could observe Mrs. McKenna’s steadily and continuously rhythmic way of spanking her errant son: two spanks on the right buttock, then two on the left, and so on and on and on. She also could see that the stocky woman’s hand was broad enough to cover most of one of her son’s buttocks and thick enough to flatten it every time it made contact with it.

Under that metronomic rain of spanks, Peter’s crying turned desperate, and he was pitifully begging his Mother, “AHARGGG! PLEASE, MOMMY! AHAWWW! PLEASE NO MORE! OHOWHWWW! PLEASEEEE! AHAWHWWW! IT HURTSSS!”

While she was experiencing a sexual thrill rushing through her body, Natalie saw that, oblivious to the pitiful pleas that she had evidently listened to countless times while one of her sons was in that same situation, Mrs. McKenna continued to smack with the exact same vigor and rhythm both of her son’s buttocks, which by now showed a dull red, painful-looking, swollen hue.

SPANK! SLAP! SMACK! SPANK! SLAP!

Then Mrs. McKenna switched to smacking repeatedly and unmercifully to the point where Peter’s buttocks met his thighs.

“ARGHGGG! AHAWHWWW! PLEASE, MOMMYYY! AHAWHAAA! PLEASEEE, NOT THERE! AHARGHGGG! IT HURTS! IT STINGS! BWUAHAAAAAA!”

Paying no attention to her son’s pleas and desperate crying, Mrs. McKenna left the fiery brand of her palm all over his sit spot. And once that spot also sported the flaming imprint of the maternal wrath, Mrs. McKenna started to slap with the same vigor and precision the very top of the boy’s thighs, turning them the same fiery, burning color of his buttocks.

SMACK! SPANK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! 

Then she came back to lay a last flurry of scalding smacks on his buttocks. Only then did she stop the rain of spanks and remain to look at the weeping, wailing, sobbing boy still draped over her lap.

By the time Peter was pulled to his feet, Natalie could see that his entire rear end resembled a swollen, mottled, red balloon, and he looked nothing other than one very contrite little boy.

Natalie’s pussy was throbbing by then. Her panties were completely wet as she observed on the screen how handsome Peter, still naked from waist to ankles, hopped up and down and from foot to foot, rubbing his blistered butt with both hands and completely exposing his rock-hard penis and testicles that jingled humorously between his legs. It was clear that at that point, he didn’t care, all his attention being on trying to rub at least some of the atrociously burning sting his stern Mother had ignited in his nether region.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” Natalie heard Mrs. McKenna ask.

“SOB! SOB! I'M SORRY, MOMMY! SOB! I'M REALLY SORRY! SOB! I PROMISE I'LL BE A GOOD BOY! SOB!” The defeated boy answered while continuing to rub his burning, swollen bottom with both hands, no more concerned that he had nothing to be sorry about, because he had done nothing!

When she saw Mrs. McKenna rise from the chair, Natalie thought it was time to go back to her room. Then she stopped in her tracks when she saw the Mother grab her son’s left arm and, with a firm step, frog-march him, hampered by clothes twisted around his ankles, toward the sink. She then remembered that Peter still had to have his mouth washed for… lying!

Natalie saw Mother and Son in front of the sink. The water was opened, and after a few moments, she heard the maternal order, “Open your mouth,” followed by a sound SLAP on Peter’s left, swollen red buttock.

“AHARGHH!” The poor boy groaned.

“Open, I said,” the Mother ordered again.

This time, Peter complied.

The camera angle did not allow Natalie to see Peter’s mouth washing, which lasted for a couple of minutes as she watched excitedly the boy’s smoldering red buttocks and the top of his thighs showing the flaming imprints of his Mother’s hands.

“You can rinse now,” Mrs. McKenna finally said, and the boy turned, showing Natalie his flushed cheeks, damp with tears, snot, and foam remnants. At that point, the young, overexcited woman headed rapidly to her room.

Once there, she took off her sweatpants and lowered her panties. With her phone in one hand, she lay in bed, put her other hand between her legs, and, while reviewing on the phone screen Peter’s spanking, her fingers danced over her clit. Shaken by the thrill of pleasure, in no time, juices flooded her pussy, and she had one of the best orgasms of her life, till then.


Natalie's Reckoning

"It’s not enough for you to spank me as if I were still a little child. Now you even spy on me with a camera! How did you come up with that, Mom?" Peter said, his voice shaking as he glared at her, face red with anger and humiliation, as he held out Natalie’s video camera.

It was Monday afternoon, and Peter’s buttocks were still very tender from the terrible spanking he had received the previous day. Every movement reminded him of the shame and pain he felt, and his frustration grew when, taking his constitutional law book to study, he found the micro camera hidden behind it.

"I didn’t spy on you, Peter," Mrs. McKenna said, turning the device over in her hand. "I have no idea where this came from."

Stunned by that finding, Mother and son searched the house for any other hidden bugs. It did not take them long to discover the one in the kitchen cabinet. Increasingly puzzled, the two decided to wait until Natalie returned from work to search through her room as well.

Needless to say, when Natalie saw her cameras on the table in Mrs. McKenna’s kitchen and the concern painted on her face, she realized what had happened, and the blood drained from her face.

"I need to search your room to see if there is any camera hidden there too before I go to the police and report it," the landlady finished, her voice thick with worry as she looked at the beautiful tenant, anxiety clear in her furrowed brow.

Lost, defeated, and with a knot tightening in her stomach, Natalie fought back a surge of panic. Anything but the police, she thought desperately. No matter how shameful and humiliating, no matter how high the price was, there was nothing left for her to do but confess the truth to her host.

Blushing to the roots of her hair, hands shaking, and unable to look Mrs. McKenna in the face, Natalie stammered out her confession in what was undoubtedly the most humiliating five minutes of her life so far. Tears welled in her eyes as she admitted everything. To support her story, she even showed the images recorded on her phone to the incredulous and increasingly angry Mrs. McKenna.

“Peter, come down, please. There is something you have to know,” called Mrs. McKenna once she had finished seeing on the phone screen the punishment she had unjustly given to her innocent son.

Hearing his Mother’s voice, Peter went down to the kitchen.

“Look what I discovered in this pervert’s phone,” Mrs. McKenna said as she showed her son Natalie’s phone screen while she explained what their malevolent tenant had come up with.

Natalie watched as Peter’s face flushed, his eyes widening in disbelief. He seemed overwhelmed by astonishment, shame, and anger as he saw the recording the camera had made of himself crying and bouncing over his Mom’s lap.

He then turned to Natalie and, angrily, asked, “But...why...?”

Seeing Peter’s wounded expression, Natalie felt crushed by guilt and shame. Her throat tightened, and she could not utter a word—her regret for her behavior was simply too great for her to speak.

“I’m sorry,” she finally said, almost in a whisper.

“Are you sorry? Oh no, you don’t know what sorry is. I’m so furious I have half a mind to report you to the police. After throwing you out of the house, of course,” snapped Mrs. McKenna.

"Please don’t, Mrs. McKenna…if you report me to the police, I will for sure be expelled from college." Natalie’s voice was choked with fear and remorse. "Please, I know I did wrong, I will accept anything you decide, but please, not that," she pleaded, utterly crushed by the consequences she faced.

It was then that Peter, surprisingly, intervened to aid Natalie.

“Look, Mom, I don’t think Natalie deserves to be reported. Let’s repay her in her own coin. She needs a lesson that her actions aren’t acceptable. And since she’s so interested, why not let her find out firsthand what a good, sound, maternal bum roasting feels like?”

An evil smile briefly brightened Mrs. McKenna’s angry face. Her gaze, still smoldering with fury, shifted from her son’s red face to the distraught tenant’s and then back to Peter, revealing a rapid calculation behind her stern expression.

“Maybe you’re right, Peter. But what this shameless girl has done is worse than a silly, stupid prank. It is perverse to intrude into the private lives of others in order to derive sexual gratification from the sight of their intimacy.” Then the stocky lady came back to Natalie, “Because you got aroused while looking at these images, didn’t you, young lady?”

If she had been blushing up to then, now Natalie’s face turned all the colors of the sunset. Overwhelmed with embarrassment and fear, she remained silent, unable to answer truthfully to that shaming question and unwilling to lie and worsen her precarious situation.

“Yes, as I imagined,” said Mrs. McKenna, confirming her suspicions with the young woman’s silence. “Therefore, for this action, nothing less than a good bum whipping with the strap can do. Peter, would you be so kind as to take it?”

Just at the mention of the strap, a shiver ran down Peter’s body. Anxiety and dread filled his eyes as he hurried to obey his Mom, opening the closet where the cleaning tools were kept, his fingers trembling slightly as he reached for the feared object.

There, hanging on the back of the door, was the strap.

It was a broad and heavy strip of thick leather attached to a wooden handle. Peter had experienced its fierce kiss on a couple of occasions, and just the sight of it terrified him. With that dreaded tool in his hands, he remembered how, on those occasions, he had begged his Mom, pleaded with her, not to use it on his vulnerable bottom, but it had been time wasted, and both times he had ended up sleeping on his tummy for many days afterward.

“Well, Natalie, what do you decide? Do you want to be reported to the police or…this?” Mrs. McKenna asked, presenting the instrument of bottom torture to her disgraced tenant.

Gulping, with teary eyes and shaking knees, the pretty woman nodded, “Okay, I’ll take it, but don’t get the police involved. Please.”

“Very well, take off your shoes, socks, jeans, and panties,” came Mrs. McKenna’s order.

"You mean...bare from the waist down, here…now?" Natalie's voice quavered, her eyes wide with shock and disbelief.

“Yes, miss, here and now, everything off from the waist down. Did you want to see my son’s bare back and forth? Then it is just right that he can see your naked charms, as well as your bum receiving your well-deserved punishment.”

Disconsolate, seeing no way out of the horrible situation and cursing herself for getting into it, Natalie unzipped her jeans with trembling fingers. Peter, heart racing and face flushed, watched as the beautiful young woman took off her shoes. She struggled to slip off her tight jeans, swinging her round bum here and there, and laid them on a chair. Finally, she slipped her fingers into her panties and ran them down her turned legs to slip them off completely, offering to the boy’s hungry eyes the view of her pubic patch.

“Bend over and grasp the edge of the table with your hands,” Mrs. McKenna ordered, not as much interested as her son in the woman’s charms.

Natalie felt as if she was out of her body as she obeyed her fearsome landlady, her heart pounding with dread. As she bent over the kitchen table, a hot flush creeping up her neck and cheeks, she felt her magnificent, round, candid posterior extraordinarily exposed. Anxiety bubbled within her as she anticipated the humiliation and pain ahead.

“I expect you to stay in this position while I whip your naughty buttocks,” Mrs. McKenna said once Natalie had meekly obeyed. “Hang onto that table and don’t let it go, or help me God, I’m going to skin your rear.”

With these threatening words, Mrs. McKenna moved behind her tenant and raised the thick leather.

Peter licked his lips, looking at the beautiful, half-bare woman waiting for her punishment. He stared at her snow-white, fleshy buttocks, positioned upward and proffered obediently for the whipping. He knew from his own past experience that cute Natalie’s bum was about to be blistered and incinerated by his Mom’s strap. It amazed him that the senior college girl, bent like that with her rump poised as a target to be strapped, looked nothing but a little kid about to be punished by a strict parent.

In the meantime, Natalie’s heart was racing, her mouth was dry, and her head, face, ears, and neck were flushed red. Shivering, bent over, her bare and vulnerable rear end so obscenely offered to the boy’s aroused gaze and his mother’s wrath, Natalie’s eyes squinted shut, and her whole body tensed in anticipation as she awaited with dread the first bite of the strap.

Mrs. McKenna brought the strap back as far as she could and then propelled it towards Natalie’s bottom fast and hard.

CRACKK!

With his dick already as hard as a rock inside his pants, Peter saw the strap bury into Natalie’s fleshy, still-candid buttocks, causing them to bounce from the impact.

"ARGHHH!" Natalie screamed, her face contorting with both shock and terror as the branding pain from the first lash of the strap exploded across her tender bum.

That first lash was suddenly succeeded by more, while Natalie had no time to prepare mentally for the next ones.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Within less than a minute, her entire rear end and upper part of her buxom thighs were engulfed in an excruciating fire, singed with stripes of searing, burning pain she never could endure. After that, each successive lash of the strap fell on already raw bottom flesh, triggering new waves of pain.

From the very beginning, Natalie’s cries were pitiful, but they became louder as the whacking intensified. She quickly descended into loud, desperate, higher-pitched sobs, losing all composure. Peter was amazed—not just by the loudness of her pleas, but by the utter devastation and humiliation in her voice as Natalie begged, implored, and apologized, completely overcome by pain and emotion.

“PLEASE. AHWAWHWWW! PLEASE, MRS. MCKENNA. AHARGHGGG! PLEASE, MA'AM, IT’S ENOUGH! BWUAHAAA! OH GWADD! AHAWHWHWWW! IT’S ENOUGHHH! BWUAHAAA! BWUAHAHAAA”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

From his own experience in that same situation, Peter knew the pain Natalie was experiencing couldn’t be described in words. He saw that her buttocks were already blistered and resembled two sizzling, smoking coils. Still, his strong Mother was applying the strap mercilessly.

Poor Natalie was no longer able to even beg for mercy—her throat was raw from screaming, and all she could do was cry, jumping in place and somehow managing to stay in the required position.

Finally, after having applied an unforgettable licking of over four dozen leather strap lashes to her tenant’s backside, Mrs. McKenna stopped swinging the punishing leather.

“I hope you have learned something from this,” she said with her face red from the exertion to deliver such a thorough punishment. “You can get up.”

Once allowed to get out of her punishment position, Natalie jumped up and danced around the kitchen. She bounced up and down, clasping and feverishly rubbing the inferno that her poor bum had been transformed into, and oblivious of the show she was offering to handsome Peter’s horny gaze. She was squalling uncontrollable sobs that caught and stuck between gagging and choking gasps for air.

Mrs. McKenna allowed Natalie a couple of minutes of that frenzied dance of pain, then her strong maternal instinct took over, and she scooped Natalie into her arms, holding her against her bosom while she cried her heart and eyes out. She held Natalie, who buried her wet, red face in her cleavage and wailed her penitence.

“I ’m-uh-sorry, uh-uh, Mrs. McKenna! Uh ohohooo, uh wahaaa, uh! I’m uh saaar uh eeeeee, Peter. Huh uh wahahaaa! It hurrrtssss hu oh bwhaoahaaa!”

Peter gazed at that image of almost maternal love with a smirk on his lips. He wanted badly to head for his room as he needed privacy to satisfy her arousal, but he knew better than to leave so fast. Heaven forbid that Mom suspected something and checked what he was doing, with the strap still in her hands. He knew how little his Mother liked wanking boys.

“Okay, you have been punished and forgiven,” Mrs. McKenna reassured the distressed, still softly weeping Natalie. “Let this be a lesson to you. Now, if you want to stay here, I will allow you, but beware, you now know what is in store for you if you don’t behave yourself, young lady.”


How I Got Howard In Trouble

I met Rebecca on the very first day I moved into my new home.

I was 24 at the time, recently graduated, and about to start a master's at the nearby renowned college.

I had found a small cottage I could afford in a quiet suburban neighborhood. Rebecca proved to be a great neighbor. She welcomed me more like a son than a neighbor. She lived in a big house only a few yards away from my cottage. Her well-kept garden lay in between.

At forty-four, Rebecca was friendly and welcoming and still a pretty woman. She was not tall and usually kept her hair tightly encased in a chignon. The traditional dresses she mostly wore could not hide her generous figure, and when she dressed more informally, such as while working in the garden, her very womanly bum filled and stretched the fabric of her jeans, and her generous bosom wobbled under the T-shirt. She had divorced her wealthy husband, worked part-time as a secretary in a private school, and lived in her comfortable house with her 19-year-old son, Howard, who attended the same college where I was pursuing my master’s degree.

Howard resembled his mother but had lighter hair and blue eyes. He was lean, not tall, and looked younger than his age, with a mischievous, dimpled, almost hairless face.

Once I got to know him better, I discovered that Howard was a lively and friendly guy. Despite the five-year age difference, I suddenly became friends with him, who introduced me to the local young people and proved to be a boy who loved to have fun. I also found out he wasn't very studious and was a bit lazy, too. At home, he was very quiet and always respectful towards her Mother, who seemed to keep him on a tight leash.

It was a few weeks after I had moved there that I understood the reason for Howard’s good behavior when his Mom was around. It was late afternoon, and as I came back home from college, I stopped by my neighbor’s house to say hello.

As always, Rebecca welcomed me and let me in. She offered me coffee and a slice of cake she had just baked. In the living room, I found Howard seated at the table, studying. That alone was unusual, as my friend usually studied in his room. Even stranger, he was sitting on a fluffy pillow, with puffy eyes, as if he had been crying.

“The mister here thought it was a good idea not to study enough for an exam, so this morning he failed,” Rebecca said, noticing my puzzled expression. “I had to put an end to this.” The middle-aged woman underlined her words with an unmistakable gesture, her hand moving as if she were delivering spankings, then followed, “As if he didn't care about how much I have to pay for that expensive college!”

Poor Howard blushed red and lowered his head to avoid my gaze.

‘Oh my god,’ I thought, surprised by the revelation that my lively 19-year-old friend was still spanked at his age by his Mother.

I then understood that Rebecca, apart from being a lady with old-fashioned taste, as I had already noticed from the house’s old-style furniture and her austere way of dressing, was also a woman with quite conservative ideas regarding discipline.

That both surprised and intrigued me. I have never been spanked; my parents didn’t believe in it. But I grew up in a middle-class conservative environment where references to spankings were common. I knew that more than a few of my friends, both males and females, were spanked at home, and the whole thing, although I had never witnessed one of those chastisements, had always intimidated yet also enormously intrigued me. Never did I expect that my curiosity would be satisfied by a neighbor at age twenty-four.

It all happened on a Saturday afternoon. That day, I wanted to visit a new mall to have a look around and do some shopping. So I went to Howard’s to see if he would like to accompany me. I found him home alone and bored. At first, my friend was reluctant to accept my invitation because he felt responsible for staying home; a friend of Rebecca’s was supposed to drop off her son before dinner, whom Howard had agreed to babysit, so he had to wait for them. Finally, after some insistence on my part and assurances that we would stay out for just a few hours, he agreed to come with me, trusting me and hoping we would be back in time.

Once at the mall, we discovered an amazing arcade filled with the most fantastic role-playing video games. Forgetting all about shopping, we rushed inside and spent our time trying out as many games as our money afforded us.

The time flew by, and we soon realized Howard needed to be home before Mrs. Robertson and her son arrived. Howard's anxiety about his mom discovering he'd left was clear, so I stomped on the gas to get him back quickly. But just as we neared his home, a patrol stopped us. To make a long story short, I received a speeding ticket, and the delay meant we were already late by the time the officer let us go.

As we pulled up to the drive, Rebecca was standing in the garden in front of her house with a somber expression. My poor friend’s face turned red when his Mom opened the car door for him as soon as I stopped and told him to get out.

Rebecca grabbed her crestfallen son by the ear as if he were a little, naughty kid and brought him inside the house that way. I decided to follow them and try to explain to the angry Mother what had happened. But once inside the house, Rebecca didn’t give me the chance, as she immediately began a tongue-lashing that seemed to strip a layer of her son’s skin.

“You already agreed to help Mrs. Robertson with little Billy,” she concluded her scolding. “It is irresponsible of you not to be here waiting for them! She had to cancel her date because of your fault. I should spank you for that!”

“Okay, go ahead, spank me. I don’t care!” Howard said defiantly, his voice breaking and almost cracking with emotion at being so humiliatingly treated and addressed in front of me, his older friend.

“Oh, really? Very well, mister. If you want to act like a 6-year-old brat, I’ll gladly treat you like one!”

Suddenly, after hearing those words, Howard’s tone of defiance lost its edge.

“Come on, Mom, it’s not fair, I just went out with Jordy! I'm 19 for good sake!” Howard whined.

Rebecca shook her head at her son’s cheeky, childish reply. She grabbed Howard’s arm and delivered four quick, stinging spanks on the fullest part of his round jeans-clad bottom. He jumped and shrieked for her to stop.

“Ohw! Ohwhw! Ohowhww! Mooom!”

“You will stand in the corner and think about why going out, disobeying your mother’s order, coming back late, and talking back on top of all that was a wrong move to make!” Rebecca stated.

She then opened the boy’s jeans matter-of-factly. With a swift, experienced move, she pulled them down to his ankles, making Howard whimper and stomp his foot.

“M-moom no! Not with my pants down!”

Suddenly, a flurry of hard, open-hand slaps landed on my friend’s bare, exposed thighs. Howard danced in place, trying to cover his rear end, but his Mother smacked his hands out of the way.

“Hands on front, young man. Since you are thinking and acting like a little boy, you will stand in the naughty corner in your boxers for 20 minutes. Then we will get up to your room, where your bare bottom will be soundly smacked!”

The young man gave his Mother a pout of misery. Rebecca responded by slapping his bare thighs twice more. Hard!

SMACK! SMACK!

So Howard hurried to the corner, Jeans pulled down at his ankles, with his chubby bum stretching the fabric of his striped boxers and his almost hairless thighs already covered by his Mother’s handprints on full display.

I assisted this interaction between Mother and son, remaining silent and feeling my cheeks blush with embarrassment and arousal. On the one hand, I felt terrible about what was happening to my poor friend because I knew my insistence directly contributed to Howard’s predicament. I hadn’t realized before how much pressure he felt to obey his mother and avoid punishment.

On the other hand, what I had seen and heard made shivers run through my body. That was the closest I have ever come to witnessing one of the punishments that have enthralled me since childhood.

“Now, Rebecca,” I finally found the courage to intervene, “It really was my fault. I convinced Howard to come with me. Please don’t punish him. He doesn’t deserve it.”

“Howard had been told to stay home, but he didn’t. He has disobeyed his Mother and talked back to me, and I’m going to give him a good spanking for that. That’s it. But you must be ashamed of yourself for convincing my son to disobey me. Because of your fault, Howard will not be able to sit down at dinner. It’s not an exaggeration to say that you would deserve to have your own bottom smacked, mister!”

I gulped at that suggesting menace, and my hands went unconsciously to my bum in a gesture of childish protection.

“Now, you will excuse us, but as you understand, Howard is about to be punished, and you should not stay. It is already a sufficiently awkward situation for him without any spectators around.”

And with those words, Rebecca pointed me to the door.

I returned to my cottage in a state of turmoil. I sat on the couch in the living room by the window, feeling overwhelmed by the situation and sorry for Howard. Straight away, an incident from my teenage years came to my mind.

That time, I had stolen money from my Mother’s purse and, together with my best friend, was truant from school. We had gone to a small shop next to the school where the rough boys congregated. We bought a pack of cigarettes and headed to the local park to smoke and chat. Of course, our truancy was discovered, and all I got was a scolding on the phone from my father while he was away on a business trip. My Mother didn’t even notice the money being stolen.

We were suspended for a week, and on the day we returned to school, I ran into my friend and his mother at the entrance.

The buxom, blond lady looked at me sternly and, in great detail—much to my friend’s obvious embarrassment—told me how he had been spanked long and hard while lying across her lap with his pants and underwear down around his ankles.

Then the curvy woman added, “If you were my son, I’d do the same to you. You’d deserve it badly, mister!”

That event really hit me. Even if I felt a sense of relief at not being punished in such a shaming and probably painful way, deep inside I felt let down, as if nothing I did really mattered.

And not only that. In fact, a question lingered in my head for all those years: what would it be like to be spanked as my friend had been?

Finally, I made a decision. I knew what I had to do, so I went back to Rebecca’s cottage.

Once I was in front of my neighbor’s door, I stood still, listening, and indeed, I did hear some distant, muffled sounds coming from what I knew was the window of my friend’s room.

At that point, I was unsure what to do. I didn’t see it as appropriate to ring the doorbell and interrupt what I imagined was going on in that room. Then I checked whether the front door was locked. I turned the handle, and the door opened. With a deep sigh, I pulled myself together and entered Rebecca’s house.

Silently, cautiously, I headed up the stairs to the second floor. As I reached the upstairs hallway, I saw that Howard’s bedroom door was closed. From the other side of the door, I could hear the distinct sounds of flesh slapping flesh and Howard’s sobbing. Indeed, Rebecca was spanking my poor friend, and his punishment seemed to be in full swing. I waited a few moments for my strength to return, then I grabbed the doorknob and stepped inside.

I saw Howard draped across his Mother’s ample lap, feet high in the air, and her head almost on the floor. His Jeans were lying in front of them, and his striped boxers were ruffled around his knees. Rebecca was spanking Howard’s meaty, protruding buttocks with solid smacks of her broad, housework-hardened palm, and the poor boy already had a painful-looking red hue spreading on each chubby bum cheek. He was sobbing and squealing enough to break my heart, and kicking as much as the garment ruffled around his knees would allow him.

Diverting her face from Howard’s reddened rear end, Rebecca gave me a look that could kill.

“This is none of your business, Jordy,” she said, keeping hold of her bare-bottomed, weeping son across her lap. “Get out of here right now! Haven’t you caused enough trouble for Howard today without barging in here while he’s getting his spanking? What’s the matter with you, anyway?”

I stammered, my eyes fixed on Howard’s flaming bottom. The poor boy was crying even harder now that he realized that his older friend had seen his shame of being spanked on his bare bottom over his Mother’s lap at his age.

“I... hmm...I...came to get my sp...my spanking too,” I blabbered, then caught my breath and continued, “I’m as guilty as Howard. So since he gets spanked, it’s only fair that I get spanked too. I could no longer look him in the eyes, knowing that he had been punished while I had gotten away with nothing.”

That statement took Rebecca aback.

She thought about it for a few moments, then replied, “This is very brave and honest of you, Jordy. If this is what you want, get out and wait for me in the living room.”

That said, Rebecca returned to smashing her punishing hand on her son’s already well-marked behind.


How I Got My Due

With a knot in my stomach and almost in disbelief at what I had just asked that no-nonsense woman, I left the room. However, I did not go to the living room as she had said. Compelled by curiosity, I stayed in the hallway to listen to what was going on inside Howard’s room. Leaning against the wall, I shivered every time I heard Rebecca’s palm descend on Howard’s bottom, eliciting loud wails and pitiful pleadings from my punished 19-year-old friend.

When, finally, the smacking sounds stopped, all that I could hear was the middle-aged woman’s voice and Howard’s desperate crying. Suddenly, the bedroom door opened, and the strict Mother emerged.

For a moment, as Rebecca, flushed-faced, surprised to see me there, held the door open, I could steal a glimpse of my poor friend.

Howard was lying on his tummy on the bed, hugging the pillow. His cute face was ravaged with tears, and his nose was running. He was still bare from the lower part of his back to his boxers, ruffled around his knees, and the contrast between the candid complexion of his body and the flaming red hue of his handprint-covered, swollen bottom was a sight to see. His buttocks looked like two hot coils, and I was surprised not to see smoke rising from them.

That view lasted just a moment, then Rebecca closed the door and addressed me with, “Didn’t I tell you to wait for me in the living room? Come with me, young man. I will teach you to mind your elders when they speak to you.”

On unstable legs, I followed the determined lady down the stairs.

Once in the living room, Rebecca raised her skirt almost to her groin and sat on the sofa, her meaty, strong, pantyhosed thighs forming the perfect support for what I was about to receive.

She stared at me for a few seconds while I felt like I was melting inside. Right then, turning around and running away seemed a good idea, but Rebecca’s words abruptly stopped my dreading thoughts.

“You really disappointed me, Jordy. I was convinced you were a young man with the head on your shoulders who could set a good example for Howard. Instead…well, I hope that what you are about to receive will serve as a lesson so that you will never fool around with my son again.”

That said, Rebecca used her finger to beckon me to come closer to her.

Ashamed of the scolding, I complied. While I was in front of her, Rebecca reached out, unbuttoned my jeans, and lowered them. After that, she inserted her fingers in the waistband of my underwear and drew them down, too. Thus, for my shame, discovering that I was hard down there.

I blushed furiously, completely embarrassed by that stunning reaction of my body at that weird situation. Smirking, Rebecca looked up at me.

“Nothing I haven’t seen my Howard do in this very situation,” she said, and she not too gently slapped my hardened manhood with two fingers.

Eventually, returned stern and no-nonsense, she ordered me over her lap.

Unsure how to do it, I lowered over her ample lap. She sat back so that my chest was on the sofa to her left. To her right were my slightly bent knees. My erection pressed over her meaty, pantyhosed thighs as my bare bottom was in the proper position for being spanked. I found that under the circumstances, the position was not so uncomfortable; her cozy lap was even enjoyable against my erection. But my relief was short-lived.

“Brace yourself, Jordy. This is going to hurt!” Rebecca said menacingly, and suddenly, I felt her palm smash down on my right buttock.

SMACKK!

That first palm spank elicited a yelp of pain and surprise. ‘Oh my God,’ I thought, ‘it hurts like the dickens!’ I couldn’t form any other thoughts as a flurry of painfully burning smacks followed that first one.

Again and again, Rebecca let fall a rain of hard palm spanks on my tender, vulnerable rear end. The initial sting in my buns grew into a consuming bonfire, and I started to wriggle and whimper. Then Rebecca brought her palm down with mighty slaps right onto the tenderest flesh where my thighs and bottom meet and curve inward.

“I...I’M SORRYYY! OHOWHWW! PLEASE!  OWHWWW! PLEASE, NO THERE!” I pleaded pitifully.

But the rain of meaty slaps on my poor sit-spot didn’t stop. Rebecca was spanking with vigor, and I wriggled for all I could as tears trickled from my eyes. I felt like my bum flesh was branded with each solid smack of her punishing hand. Not even in my wildest dreams had I ever imagined a spanking could be so burning, painful.

Under that strict maternal correction, I was soon broken and cried in earnest, squirming and kicking my feet just like I had seen Howard doing a few minutes before.

“PLEASE, MA'AM, NO MOOORE! BWHAHAAAA! I’M SOOO SORRY! AHAAWWWW! IT HURTS! IT HURTS SOO MUCH! BWUAHAAAAA!”

The next flurry of spanks did another painful dance on the tender back of my thighs. After that, Rebecca went back to slap my bum, aiming the smacks on my tender sit-spot again. At that point, I was choked with sobbing, snot was running from my nose, my cheeks were flooded with tears, and my mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

“AIEEEEE! OHWHWWW! PLEEEEEEAS! AIEEEEEE! OHWHWHWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD! AHWHWWW! I’LL BE GOOD! AIEEEEE! OHWHWHWWW! I PROMISE, MA'AM! AHAWHWHWWW! BWUAHAHAHAAA!”

Finally, when I was positive I wouldn’t be able to sit anymore, my spanking came to an end, and I lay on Rebecca’s lap desperately crying like…well, like a well-spanked young man!

Rebecca released her grip from my waist, and for a moment, she stood unmoved while the hiccupping cries still shook me.

“Ohoo, Gwood...it hurts...it hurts so bad,” I wailed between sobs.

Rebecca waited a few minutes until I calmed down, then she made me rise from her lap. Painfully, I got to my feet and stood there, bent a little forward toward Rebecca, while I stomped my feet on the floor and my hands rubbed ruefully the two hot coils that were my poor buttocks. I still blush when I remember the show I had to present to her, but at the time, I couldn’t help it. The fire that woman had ignited in my rear end compelled me to do just that.

“This is what happens in my house when an adult boy acts like a silly kid. Remember! If you act silly again, a spanking is what awaits you! Do you understand me?”

‘Who can feel like an adult after having my undies pulled down and getting a bare-bottomed spanking over that woman’s lap? I thought, but I politely provided the correct answer: “Yes, ma’am, I understand. I will never act silly again, I promise.”

In a stern, maternal sort of way, Rebecca said, “You stay here until you’re done crying. Use the bathroom to compose yourself. Come out when you’re ready.”

With that, she rose from the sofa and left the living room while I just stood there, holding my smoldering buttocks and bowing my head.

My rear end was far too hot and swollen to even think of raising my underwear and jeans back up. But I felt at peace. The smoldering punishment had washed away the guilt, and now I would be able to look my friend Howard in the eye again.

I went to the bathroom. Even walking was painful as my swollen buttocks rubbed against each other. Once there, I took my time to clean my face from the tears and snot. Then, I turned my back to the mirror to inspect the damage Rebecca had done there.

From the top of my buttocks to the top of my thighs, my rear was swollen, and my usually milk-white skin was a flaming scarlet. While I gently caressed my inflamed flesh, I realized that the erection that had vanished under my painful ordeal had returned.

I caressed it with one hand while the other gently rubbed the inflamed skin of my bottom. Suddenly, unexpected waves of heat swept through my whole body, and I pumped with vigor my rock-hard member until I came with a violent spurt which soiled the sink before me.

Later, still locked in the bathroom, washing my scum off the sink and trying to recover from all those mixed feelings, Rebecca’s words resonated in my mind. ‘Remember, if you act silly again, a spanking is what awaits you!’

Strangely, incredibly, I felt happy.
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