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A Good Family Man

1 – The Confession

It was a Saturday morning when Jeremiah finally decided to address the issue he had been mulling over for months with his wife.

Ruth, in her nightgown and robe, was clearing the table after breakfast, and the scout bus had just arrived to pick up their three sons for the weekend excursion.

“Please sit down, honey,” Jeremiah began to say after clearing his throat. “I need to talk to you.”

Puzzled, Ruth placed the cups in her hand in the sink and sat down opposite her husband.

“You probably weren’t expecting this, but I’ve been thinking a lot lately about my formative years, about my home, about my mother, and about how she handled discipline in the house,” Jeremiah began, his voice less firm than intended. “She had an old ebony hairbrush, you know, not much different from the one you have, actually. That hairbrush was more than a toilet tool; it was a symbol of her domestic undisputed authority at home. And I think I’ve been missing that sense of order and care in my life.”

As her husband externalized his thoughts, Ruth watched him with growing curiosity.

“Momma didn’t need to shout much to make us obey. She gave us ‘the look,’ and most of the time we were suddenly on our best behavior, ready to volunteer for chores, confess sins we hadn’t even committed yet, or do and say whatever she wanted if it would keep the hairbrush at bay. But whenever we got too big for our britches, that hairbrush introduced our bare backside to justice, home-style. When it was put to good use, well, it wasn’t just a spanking; it was a reckoning. I have wailed, squirmed, and danced around with my bottom literally on fire. But deep down, I knew every searing smack was delivered with love, and I believed her when she said I’d thank her later.”

Jeremiah paused and stared at his beautiful middle-aged wife in silence for a few moments, as if to create suspense, then: “And you know what, Ruth? I do. Her discipline, her no-nonsense love, her firm hand made me the good man I strive to be.”

Jeremiah paused again, giving Ruth the opportunity to intervene. “You are a good man, Jeremiah. A good husband and a good father for our sons.”

“Thank you, honey. And you have been a fantastic wife and a terrific mother. In our home, your control of the domestic setting is a powerful, reassuring force. Your approach to caring for those you love and maintaining a well-disciplined household is undoubtedly the best. You guide our family and ensure the home culture is as it should be,” Jeremiah said, then fell silent, as if gathering strength to continue. “Finally, the dynamic of a no-nonsense wife and a strict mother is essentially the same energy. So I’m not embarrassed about the strong maternal association between you, as my wife, and you, as the mother that you are, which I’ve been thinking about for some time. In fact, you sometimes refer to yourself as ‘Mama’ with me, and I always like to hear it, if you know what I mean. That’s part of why I’m bringing this up now.”

Ruth frowned at her gray-haired husband, trying hard to understand, not to misunderstand, what he wanted to say to her, while her silence grew wary and unsettled.

“Do you mean that you see me like your Mom?” She asked.

“Not exactly, dear,” said Jeremiah, trying his best to clarify his thought. “I don’t want to mix you with my mother. It’s just that sometimes I long for that kind of relationship. I mean, maybe I learned to associate being loved and cared for with order and discipline. If I wanted to share my life with a strong woman like you, it was not casual. Is it so out of place that I long for a more disciplined kind of relationship with you, my wife? I’m telling you because I need that kind of reassurance.”

“Well, there is probably nothing wrong with it,” Ruth replied, still unsure, her brows drawn together as she studied him. Her tone stayed cautious, and she did not yet seem fully convinced.

“I’m glad you think so,” said Jeremiah, relieved by that first response from Ruth. “You know, setting up a real, genuine, no-nonsense domestic discipline relationship is not going to look like the whips and chains thing, and it’s not going to look like playtime with adult diapers either. It has to look more like a mom taking care of her hard-working, diligent, but sometimes mischievous and misbehaving man-boy. You know, a man is always a fun-loving, willful, mischievous boy deep inside, even when he is good at being mature and responsible. That’s the kind of care I’m looking for.”

“OH! I see,” said Ruth, finally understanding where her husband wanted to go. She gave a slow, uncertain nod. “Okay, Jeremiah, if this is really what you want...”

“Not what I want, Ruth, what I need.”

2 – The Penitence

“Jeremiah, I’m sorry I have to do this, but I realize how much you are right,” Ruth said in the bedroom, her expression firm but troubled. With her generous cleavage hardly contained in her filmy nightgown and her hands on her hips, she stared at her husband. “You do need some discipline, young man. Lately, you have not been as attentive and caring toward the family and me as you used to be. It hurts me, Jeremiah. So now, as much as I hate to do this, I have to punish you.” Ruth looked at him with a mix of resolve and regret.

Blushing slightly, Jeremiah, in pajamas, stood in front of his determined wife, nodding his head, unable to utter a word out of embarrassment.

“Alright, then,” said Ruth, her voice clipped. “I’m going to get the hairbrush from the bathroom. You get ready for your spanking.”

The reality of his situation sank in for Jeremiah. He was really about to be spanked by Ruth. Even if he had practically asked for it, he was scared, and that was right; he had always been scared whenever he was about to be punished with the hairbrush.

Meekly, he put his fingers in the waistband of his pajama pants and dropped them to the floor, kicking them off. As he was about to sit down, he remembered that all the times as a kid and teenager he got spankings, he’d always been with his underwear off. For all how much it seemed silly, Jeremiah knew that he deserved to be humbled in that way. So he slid his briefs down to his ankles, kicked them off to the side, and sat down on the bed. Now came the worst part: waiting for the spanking. It had been so many years since his last one that he had forgotten how terrifying the prospect of getting it was. He twiddled his fingers, bounced his knee, and played with his hair, but nothing could take his mind off the impending horror. Finally, the door opened, and in came Ruth with her flat-backed wooden hairbrush.

Jeremiah blushed and quickly covered up his private parts.

“Very well, stand up,” Ruth briskly ordered, her expression unyielding.

Jeremiah stood up, and Ruth took his place on the bed.

“Come over here,” was her next order.

Jeremiah cupped his erect manhood behind both hands as he trudged slowly to where Ruth was sitting.

“Oh, please, Jeremiah! Move your hands to your side. You don’t have anything down there I haven’t seen countless times!” Ruth said, half exasperated and half amused.

Jeremiah blushed deeper as he dropped his hands to his side, revealing his erect penis. Ruth grinned to herself, watching him with a mix of sternness and satisfaction.

Under Ruth’s stern gaze, Jeremiah suddenly felt as though he had regressed many years before. His stomach churned; he felt a knot in his throat, and suddenly, he couldn’t help it; he began sobbing quietly.

“R…Ruth, I’m so sorry, honey…please don’t spank me!”

“I’m sorry, too, Jeremiah, but you are long overdue for this. Are you ready?”

“I guess...”

“Excuse me, young man?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

3 – The Reckoning

SMACK!

The hairbrush resonated with a sharp crack that was immediately followed by a loud wail from Jeremiah as the pain radiated across his entire backside. He cried out and kicked, his legs constrained by his pants and briefs at his ankles.

SMACK!

Another blow landed on his round, plump bottom, and he cried out again as he squirmed and bucked on his wife’s ample lap.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The hairbrush assault continued. With three male sons, Ruth was an expert in delivering the strokes just right. The hairbrush smacks were spaced out perfectly so that just as the pain subsided a little, the next blow arrived to reinforce the message. It was frightening how well Ruth mastered the art of spanking a naughty man. Jeremiah was really scared now. It was a damned good spanking that he was receiving. A good, old-fashioned spanking with nothing to envy the ones his dear Mother used to give.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OHWHWW! Ruth, it’s…It’s enough! AHARGHHH!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OWHWHWWW! STOP, PLEASE! AHWHWWW! IT HURTSSS!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Despite Jeremiah’s pleadings, the hairbrush spanks kept raining down and smashed like thunder on his bare buttocks, each smack causing the corresponding butt cheek to jiggle. Right then, Jeremiah couldn’t believe he had asked for this. This was more painful than he had ever expected.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OHOWHWWW! PLEASE, RUTH, NO MORE! BWUAHAHHH! I’LL BE GOOD! BWUAHAHAAA! I PROMISE I’LL BE GOOD!”

Jeremiah begged and pleaded, but no matter how hard he pleaded, his wife kept on spanking his hiney as she used to with their sons, only harder and longer. Jeremiah squirmed and flailed, kicking his feet in every direction to try to alleviate the pain he was feeling on his bottom. Each kick caused his butt cheeks to spread apart, exposing his privates, showing to his wife’s gaze his butthole and balls. But as humiliating as all that was, Jeremiah couldn’t care less at the moment. His naked, round, fortyish-old rear end was being set on fire by his determined, merciless wife.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

As the pain was so intense, and the tears were freely flowing down Jeremiah’s cheeks, it became difficult for him to speak. He was crying so hard that he was having trouble catching his breath and even reasoning properly.

“OWHWHWWW! PLEASE, MOMMMYYY! ARHAGHHH! STOP! AHAWHWWW! MOMMY! MOMMY! MOMMMYYY! BWUAHAAAAA! AHARGHHH!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

But even such a smoldering, incinerating spanking eventually did stop, and Jeremiah was left a crying, sobbing wreck over Ruth’s lap.

4 – The Absolution.

“SOB…thank you, Ruth, I’ll be good…SOB…I will really be good…SOB.”

Jeremiah was standing before his wife with his hands rubbing his well-spanked bottom gently as tears streamed down his cheeks. Ruth was still seated on their bed, holding the hairbrush in her hands.

“I’m sorry I had to spank you, Jeremiah, but it was for your own good…for our own good and for the good of our family. Now, will you be a good husband?

“SOB…Yes, Ruth…SOB…I promise I’ll be a good husband and father…SOB.”

Ruth stayed, observing the crying, sorrowful mess his husband had been turned into by the spanking. After several minutes of his rubbing and once his wailing had subsided to soft sobbing, she stood up and hugged him.

“I want you to know that I hated spanking you.”

“I know, Ruth.”

“But whenever I decide that you need a lesson again, you will have to pull down your pants and underwear, and I’ll spank you with the hairbrush again. I never want you to feel the way you did in the last few months. Is that clear?”

“Yes, honey, thank you, honey.”

“Do you feel better now?”

“Other than my bottom, I feel a lot better.”

A sly smile was painted on Ruth’s lips at that answer.

“I love you, sweetie.”

“I love you too, Ruth.”

“Good. Now, put your underwear back on and relax for a bit. I’m going to make lunch.”

“Yes, Ruth.”

Ruth picked up her hairbrush and left. Jeremiah didn’t even have the energy to put on his underwear. He just lay down on his tummy and rubbed his sore rear end. Though sore and embarrassed that he needed a spanking from his wife at his age, he was feeling much better. He knew that while his spanking had been a smoldering experience, it was what he needed to be a good family man.


Mary And Arlo

"I've been watching you worry all week, Mildred. Go ahead, dear. Don't be shy; tell me what's wrong with you."

Forty-year-old Mary asked her friend Mildred, placing the tray with cups and cookies on the coffee table.

Mildred sat in her neighbor's living room. The two housewives were having their afternoon coffee, a habit they had maintained since the blond, attractive 30-year-old moved to that neighborhood. The conversation soon turned to Mildred's concerns about her husband.

"Well, Mary, I have concerns about my husband," Mildred said, worried.

"What's the trouble, dear?"

"I can't stand the way Jeff acts anymore. He is a trustworthy and hard-working man, mind you. But in the house, he acts like he is a mindless teenager. He never helps me with household chores. He is unruly and not a good example for the boys, either. He acts like he is their pal and not their father. I'm always the one who needs to dish out discipline; he never does."

"Tsk, tsk. Oh, that's far too common these days, isn't it? Men just don't understand what it's like to run a household and raise children," Mary said, relieved that her friend's marriage problems were just those.

"So true, dear. I am so exasperated. Sometimes I feel like spanking him as I do with the kids!"

Mary laughed and shook her head. "I know what you're thinking, dear. When they don't listen, it's so tempting to put them back on track with some old-fashioned discipline!"

Mildred finally laughed as well, "Yeah! Did you think about it, too?"

"Oh yes, of course! And not only thought about it. More than once, I had to bend Arlo over my knee to give him a spanking, just the way I do with my son!"

Mildred was stunned at that news. "Have you really done that?"

"Oh yes, dear," said the sturdy middle-aged brunette, chuckling. "There have been times when I've had to give that man a good blistering for being completely unreasonable. It's amazing how quickly he began to behave after a few moments of discipline."

"So do you think that it's…appropriate that a wife spanks his husband?"

"Absolutely, dear. A good old-fashioned spanking is exactly what a disobedient or unruly husband needs to set him straight. Sometimes that's the only way for a man to listen and understand. As long as it's used when truly necessary, as discipline rather than abuse, I think it's not only perfectly acceptable for keeping a husband under control, but effective and helpful, too."

"I see a lot of wisdom in your words," said Mildred, to whom a world was opening wide before her, as she listened to her older friend. "But how... I mean, how was the first time that you disciplined him? How did you approach the subject with him?"

"Oh, I remember it vividly, the first time I spanked Arlo," Mary said, smiling at the memory. "It was around the second year of our marriage, and Arlo was being completely unreasonable as usual, acting like a spoiled child and refusing to do what was necessary around the house. I was so fed up that I didn't waste time on any particular approach. I simply grabbed his wrist, took down his pants and boxers, led him over my knee, and gave his bottom a good, old-fashioned spanking. He yelled and cried, of course, but it did the trick. He started behaving much better after that. Believe me, Mildred, once you have taken the bull by the horns, everything proceeds as it should, and the opposition of the male about to be punished is no greater than that of a six-year-old brat. Which then is just how they sometimes behave, or is it?"

"Wow...and after that? How did he react?"

"Oh, he was a bit embarrassed and sore, my Arlo," Mary laughed. "He had a tender bottom for a few days, too. But ultimately, he was much sweeter and more cooperative. He certainly thought twice before acting like a spoiled child again, at least for a while. And the best part is that after that first time, just a mention of a possible spanking is usually enough to keep him in line."

"I see. So interesting. I'm really considering following your advice," said Mildred thoughtfully.

"I'm glad I could be of help, dear. I have no doubt that your husband will behave much better after a good old-fashioned spanking. I know him; he is a good, reliable man. He, like most men, just needs to understand who is the boss in the house," said Mary, nodding with satisfaction. Then she added with a smirk, "And you know what?"

"What?" asked Mildred, who, at that point, expected anything from her surprising friend.

"Maintaining discipline by means of bare-bottom, over-the-knee spankings is not only a perfectly reasonable policy for a wife. It also has, mhm, how can I say it… pleasant side effects. At least it has with my Arlo. He is a lot more affectionate and efficient in bed after a thorough bum blistering," Mary chuckled.

"No kidding!"

"I'm telling you. The only problem with this approach is that sooner or later, you'll see, your bad big boy will be bound to have an 'accident' while being held over your thighs and spanked!"

"Oh, WOW!"

The two women burst out laughing.

It was around 6 pm that afternoon when Arlo came back from work. He felt doomed, thinking about what would happen to him. That morning, right after breakfast and before he left for work, his wife, Mary, had told him he would be disciplined when he got home, and he had spent the day dreading it.

"Your attitude has been poor, your habits slovenly, and you've not done enough around the house," he remembered his pretty, imposing wife saying. "I already had to spank your bum twice this year for this, and tonight it will be the paddle for you, mister."

After parking in the driveway, Arlo got out of the car, holding his briefcase in one hand and his jacket in the other, and entered the house. He saw that no one was downstairs, so he went to the kitchen and opened the fridge. As soon as he had a cold bottle of beer in his hand, he heard an order coming from his back.

"Put it back, now, Mister!"

Arlo meekly complied and turned to watch his wife.

With her hands on her wide hips, her ample, maternal bosom pointing outward, the brown-haired Mary tapped her foot on the floor.

"Did you forget what is in store for you, young man?" she said, with no concern that the 'young man' was actually five years her senior.

"No, honey, I didn't. But what about the kids?"

"They are staying with my Mom. I told her we have something important to do that requires privacy. That's the perfect truth, by the way. I will go for them as soon as we settle this. So we'd better move. Go ahead, up to our room, now!" stated Mary, pointing to the stairs with her index finger.

Meekly, Arlo climbed the stairs with the air of a condemned man heading to the gallows. Mary followed him, determined, her arms crossed over her bosom.

Once in front of the bedroom door, Mary let her husband in and then headed for the closet. She opened the top drawer and took out the family paddle. Tapping the business end of that solid, wooden instrument of discipline on her other palm, she calmly but firmly explained again to her husband why he had to be punished and then told him to pull his trousers down and remove his underwear.

Arlo begged a bit and tried to explain, but Mary, stone-faced, dismissed his words.

"You aren't getting out of this, mister," she said with finality.

"At least, please, darling, spank me with your hand on your lap, please. The paddle hurts so very much!" Arlo whined just like a little kid.

"Stop this, Arlo, and try to take your punishment like the man you are supposed to be and not the little boy you are used to acting like! Now, take down your pants and underwear and assume the position!"

Resigned, knowing there was no way out, Arlo complied and bent over the bed with his bare rear end obediently offered to his wife for his deserved punishment, his hardened manhood shamingly jutting upward to almost touch his belly.

Arlo could hear his wife setting her stance, moving into position, and tapping the sturdy paddle in her hand. He hung his head as Mary lined up the first smack, and his paddling began in earnest.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

From the start, Mary swung the merciless wood with vigor. Arlo felt how his tender, vulnerable buttocks flattened under the paddle swats and then sprang out again, each stroke igniting a new level of smoldering burn in his quickly reddening bum. Arlo began to sweat and grunt as the pain increased and went way, way past what was bearable. He started to cry out desperately. Then yelled out shamelessly, pitifully pleading with his dear wife to "please, oh please, no more, honey," "It hurts so much, darling!"  "IT STINGS! IT BURNS!" and promised time and again, 'I'll be good!" "I swear I'll do what I'm told!" "I promise to obey you, honey, always!" Still, Mary, unmoved, continued paddling her husband’s already swollen, flaming red buttocks.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The merciless paddle fell again and again, the flat wood leaving a livid red pattern on Arlo's round and a little bit fat bottom. His voice, a mixture of screams and pleas for mercy, grew more and more desperate with each smack. Nevertheless, Mary's gaze remained unmoved as she carried out the strict punishment until she was sure that her husband had learned his lesson fully. Only then did she stop poor Arlo's ordeal.

When he was told that his punishment was over and he could get up again, Arlo was a crying mess. His eyes were watering, his cheeks were dampened in tears, and his nose was running. And yet his erection hadn't gone down. Even after the wood board had cracked down time and again, methodically, metronomically, flattening his bum flesh. On the contrary, it had remained straight and turgid and proud, like a flagpole, and he was now displaying it to his stern wife.

Softened by the sight of her beloved husband so well punished and subdued, and at the same time excited by his manly state of arousal, Mary spread her arms wide, indicating to Arlo to go and embrace her. Now that the punishment had been inflicted, it was time to console and cuddle him.

In the end, the children at her mother's could wait a little longer.


Mildred And Jeff

Spankings really hurt and are shaming.

It wasn't the most original statement, but it was what Jeff thought as he lay on the bed, on his belly because it was just too painful to sit down. Spankings were also, he told himself reassuringly, a demonstration of care and love, recalling what his mother had taught him long ago.

In his youth, he often had occasion to reflect on those truths. Never, however, did he imagine finding himself in that same situation at the tender age of 36, a married man with a family.

It all started the previous morning, while he was having breakfast with his wife, Mildred. That evening, he was supposed to go to the annual reunion of his old fraternity, and his dear wife was not enthusiastic about it. So there he stood, hearing his wife's complaints about how careless he was with his responsibilities, about his behavior, still as if he were a reckless college student, and about how he never helped her with the kids, and blah blah blah... Wow! Even his Mother, when he was sixteen, didn't take it that far with her preaching, and his Mother certainly wasn't a soft touch. But finally, he went off to his office.

The evening had not started in the best of ways. All right, in a way, he had brought it on himself, having a drink before going out under Mildred's disapproving gaze. But before she had time to open her mouth, Jeff blew her a kiss on the fingertips and hurried out.

The reunion itself was fun. As at every meeting, there was an open bar and strippers. It wasn't even late when the club closed, and they all went out. Around 2:30 am, they said their goodbyes and headed for the cars. That was when the real problem started.

Jeff had traveled a couple of blocks when another car suddenly appeared at an intersection, and he didn't have time to brake. Sadly, he wasn't the one with the right-of-way signal. Yeah, after all the beer and whiskey he had, how could he pay attention to that? Happily, the damage to both cars was minor, and eventually the other driver proved to be a pal who wanted nothing more than to take a picture of Jeff's driver's license and get his phone number. Jeff assured him heartily that they would calmly exchange insurance information the next day, once he had sobered up. Then he continued home.

So it was around 3:30 am when he entered his home's driveway, a little tipsy and with a dented car.

With some difficulty, he inserted the keys into the lock and made his way to the living room on uncertain legs. There he stopped, seeing his wife seated in an armchair with a book in her hand, wearing a short nightgown that barely covered her pert breasts and ended just below her hips.

"Do you realize what time it is?" Mildred said, staring at him reproachfully.

"Mhm...yes, honey. I know it's a bit late..."

At that point, Mildred saw her husband's state and, worried, asked, "Are you all right?"

"Oh...mhm...more or less," the embarrassed man answered, blushing.

"What do you mean, more or less? Is everything ok or not?"

Before entering the house, Jeff had hoped to be able to go to bed without meeting his wife. The next morning, sitting down to breakfast, and once he had sobered up, he could calmly explain the car accident. But now there was no way to postpone the inevitable, so with his head down and his stomach knotted, he admitted what had happened.

"You did what?" Mildred exclaimed after Jeff recounted, more or less appropriately, the evening's events.

The expression on her face was thunderous. Jeff had never seen her so angry.

"It's only a very little damage," Jeff offered weakly, folding his arms defensively across his chest. "It was an accident."

Mildred set her book down on the coffee table and stood up. Then Jeff noticed something strange: on the coffee table was his wife's hairbrush, a wooden English beauty that usually remained on her vanity.

"You come back home at almost dawn, looking obviously tipsy, and you call dinging our car an accident?" Mildred almost shouted, incredulous, staring at Jeff with a look that seemed ready to incinerate him. "And after the way you ignored everything I said this morning, I am not going to let this slide."

"Our insurance will cover the damage," Jeff said, intimidated.

"Really. What a comfort," said his wife, her voice full of unappeased anger.

"Well...what can I say? I've already apologized. It was an accident," he repeated, though his voice had lost most of its confidence. "And the damage is minor. What's the big deal?"

In two steps, Mildred was in front of him and, grabbing his arm firmly, she half-turned him around and delivered six sharp slaps on his trousered bottom.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

"OUCH! OUUCHH!...HEY...STOP…WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING?"

"How is it possible that at your age you still haven't learned that driving after drinking is dangerous? How is it possible that you still act like an irresponsible teenager?" "And after the way you brushed off my complaints this morning, I mean to make sure you take this seriously."

Jeff felt himself shrink under his wife's tongue-lashing. Especially so, since Mildred did not limit herself to her usual complaints but repeatedly referred to the way he had told her his mother had raised him, and how she punished him with her hairbrush whenever, as a boy, he behaved superficially and carelessly.

That, and the sight of his wife's hairbrush on the coffee table, began to elicit some fears in the rapidly sobering man.

"Now you and I are going down to the basement, and while we get there, I want you to think about the consequences of your behavior. Is that clear?" Mildred ended her scathing scolding.

As soon as Jeff heard those words, he froze. In the basement? At that time of night? Then a thought struck him and sent another knot to his stomach. The basement playroom was where Mildred used to take the kids when she had to punish them. It was far from the bedrooms and quite soundproof. That thought, combined with the fact that Mildred had grabbed her hairbrush and was holding it in her hand, made him realize the unthinkable: he was about to get his bottom spanked by his wife!

"Go ahead...march!" Mildred's determined voice interrupted his thoughts.

Once they were in the playroom and she was seated on the couch, Mildred asked, "Did you think about how you behaved tonight, Jeff?"

"Look, honey, I'm sorry," Jeff mumbled, standing at attention before her. "I know I shouldn't have driven after I'd been drinking..."

"That's right, Jeff," Mildred interrupted his lame excuse. "So tell me, what happened when you were a teenager and acted foolishly?"

Jeff felt the blush rise on his face and couldn't say anything.

"I asked you a question, mister, and I expect to hear an answer!"

"I...I got my bottom paddled with Mom's hairbrush," Jeff whispered.

"That's right," Mildred said and patted her lap. "Come here!"

Right then, feeling guilty and overpowered by such female determination, Jeff suddenly found himself unable to resist. He meekly walked the two steps to the couch where his wife was sitting, looking at the hairbrush she held in her bare lap.

Mildred reached out and efficiently opened his belt, then she unzipped his pants and made them fall at Jeff's ankles. She inserted her fingers in the waistband of his boxers and took them down to form a heap over his pants. Then she firmly guided her submitting husband to her right side and bent him over her bare, voluptuous thighs. She positioned him so that his bare bottom was sticking up and out at the right angle for the hairbrush.

Jeff half turned his face backward, and he saw Mildred pick up the hairbrush and sensed its cool, flat surface across the center of his bum cheeks.

"You have had this coming for a long time, mister!"

With that, Mildred raised the hairbrush high and smacked it down against the crown of Jeff's right buttock.

Jeff felt the back of his wife's hairbrush flatten his meaty hillock and cried out at the searing fire the wood ignited there.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Mildred started to spank methodically, the hairbrush going up and down one buttock and then the other. Soon, all around the basement resonated the cracks of the hairbrush and Jeff's half-suppressed agony's yelps and cries.

After a few minutes, the stinging sensation in his bottom had become unbearable, and Jeff began crying in earnest, begging and pleading for Mildred to stop. But his wife ignored his heartbroken cries and continued to deliver a steady rhythm of blistering spanks to his poor, smoldered rear.

"AWHWW! PLEASE, HONEY! AHARGHHH! PLEASE STOP! I'LL BE RESPONSIBLE! AHWHWW! I  PROMISE!"

"Yes, Jeff."

SMACKK!

"I'm sure you will...for a while."

SMACKK!

"But I don't want to have to repeat this lesson anytime soon."

SMACKK!

"So I'm going to make sure that you remember this lesson for quite a long time."

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Mildred soundly spanked the entire area from the crown of Jeff's swelling hillocks down to that tender area where buttocks meet thighs. She wanted to ensure that he would remember this lesson every time he sat down for the next few days, so she continued laying on solid hairbrush strokes until she saw that her husband's bottom had swelled to twice its size and was as red as it could be.

Only when Jeff could no longer form words and could only cry, tears choking him, did she finally say, "All right, I think you've been spanked enough."

The well-spanked and repentant husband could hardly understand what his wife had said, or that she had stopped paddling his bum. His poor, swollen bottom was just ON FIRE! And he was pretty sure he wouldn't be able to sit down ever again.

"All right, Jeff... It's all right, honey," Mary soothed him while she rubbed his back gently.

"I…I'm sorry, honey...Oh, honey...it hurts...it hurts so bad," Jeff uttered between sobs when he finally regained the ability to speak coherently again.

He slowly rose from his prone position only to crouch on his wife's lap. His cheeks were damp with tears, and he felt them drip down his chin. He was a crying mess, and he hid his face against his wife's tender bosom.

Mary kept him close to him, with her left arm in a cuddling embrace, while her right hand soothed the raged inferno that was his bum.

Jeff melted in that embrace, and right then, between all the burning pain his bum was in and the shame he was experiencing, he marveled to feel at ease. He now knew that he had someone who could take good care of him. And he felt right, protected and loved by his authoritarian wife.

"You look radiant today, dear," Mary said to her friend and neighbor. "I'm glad to see you finally relaxed."

She and Mildred were sitting in her living room, having their afternoon coffee.

"I am," Mildred replied with a smirk.

"And do you want to tell me how come?"

"Oh, well," Mildred's smirk broke into a grin. "Let's just say I followed your advice, and last night I set the record straight with Jeff."

"Set the record straight?" Mary turned her friend a complicit glance.

"Yes, just like that," Mildred confirmed her friend's suspicion.

"May I ask how it went?"

"Oh, well, exactly as you said. Once I...took the bull by the horns, everything proceeded as it should, and the opposition of my careless, silly husband was no greater than that of a six-year-old brat."

The two women burst out laughing heartily.


Antony’s New Wife

Still in his pajamas at late morning, with a sheet of paper in one hand, Antony presented himself to Abigail.

Tall, with long legs, a juicy bottom, and a pert bosom, the attractive 33-year-old managing director had been married to Antony for a few months. Abigail had struck the quiet, reserved 29-year-old literature associate professor since he got to know her. She imposed on him with her beauty as well as with his determined character. And it was she, with her matter-of-fact and feminine determination, who had led him to the altar in just a few weeks.

Up until then, everything had been going smoothly in the couple's married life. It was usually Abigail who made the important decisions, and Antony was comfortable letting himself be guided by his more practical and decisive wife.

Then, the week before, something happened that profoundly affected Antony's perspective.

In fact, just a week had passed since the college professor had his bottom thoroughly paddled over his wife's lap and had experienced some strange, unexpected sensations.

That Friday evening, Antony went out with his old high school friends and came home late at night. Abigail was still awake when he arrived, and her irritation at his late return increased when she smelled alcohol on his breath and realized he had driven tipsy.

So the next morning, when he had finally sobered up, Abigail scolded him as he hadn’t been scolded since he was a small boy, and then punished him as he hadn't been punished since then.

Throughout the following week, as his buttocks returned to their normal state and stopped hurting every time he tried to sit, he had not been able to help but return to mulling over what had happened and his feelings and sensations about it.

It had been shaming at a high level, both before, because he hadn’t even tried to really oppose to that childishly punishment and just had begged in vain his wife not to punish him in such a shameful way, and during, while under the relentless smacks of the flat back of Abigail's wooden hairbrush he prayed and begged her to stop roasting his buttocks, and even after, when he offered the beautiful thirty-three-year-old the show of a very animated and quite comical 'spanking dance'.

And it has been painful, oh so painful, as evidenced by his flaming red and blistered bottom.

But it has also been exciting at a high level, as shown by his hardened manhood that literally humped the lap of his wife while she was incinerating his buttocks with the hairbrush, and the vigorous sex they had after he had stopped crying and hopping around.

All that had been weird, and in the following days, left him totally confused.

Eventually, he concluded that he had to determine whether what had happened was an accident, an exceptional event, or something destined to recur under the same circumstances.

And to find out, as much as he dreaded the idea, there was no other way but to earn another hairbrush spanking over his pretty and dominant wife's lap.

So that morning, Abigail was reading in an armchair in the living room when she realized her husband was standing in front of her. She lowered her magazine and raised her gaze to him.

"What is it?" She asked in surprise, seeing the sheet of paper.

Shifting nervously from foot to foot, Antony braced himself and said, "I…I think I messed up."

With that, he handed his amazed wife the paper. Abigail read it with growing concern, realizing it was a traffic ticket for exceeding 20 Mph, the speed limit...near a school!

While he saw his wife reading it, Antony's heart went into overdrive, beating wildly as several emotions flashed through him. Shame, fear, arousal, embarrassment, but mainly the dread that the plan he had thought about all week would fail, and he would just start a quarrel with his loved wife.

"How could you?" Abigail raised her stern gaze to Antony. "Speeding, near a school? You could have hurt some children!"

"Well, actually, the school was closed, but I understand that is unacceptable. I'm sorry, I was just…overthinking."

"I'm glad you understand it, Antony, because this is TOTALLY unacceptable!" Abigail said in a puzzled yet angry tone.

She looked at her husband for a long moment, trying to figure out the situation and make up her mind. Finally, she stood up and, looking him straight in the eyes, she stated, "Okay, in one thing you are right: you messed up. And I bet you know the consequences of it by now, don’t you, Antony?”  

Without saying more, she took her husband by the arm and brought him out of the living room. Over her heels, she walked up the stairs and into their bedroom, haughtily.

Shaking like a leaf, Antony meekly followed her. He had already begun to regret his decision and wished he were somewhere else. 'Why, oh why did I put myself in this?' He asked himself. 

Once in the bedroom, Abigail grabbed her hairbrush from her vanity and sat on the edge of the bed. She laid the hairbrush beside her, and, manhandling him by the arm, she put her husband in front of her.

Antony blushed considerably as his determined wife lowered his pajama pants to his ankles. Her perfectly manicured fingers with long, red nails then hooked into the waistband of his boxers, and she stripped them too, all the way down to his ankles, making him blush even more deeply as he realized that, just like the time before, his manhood was pointing up inches from her lips hard and proud like a flag pole.

"Over my knee," Abigail ordered calmly, as if she hadn't noticed his arousal, and then she said the phrase that Antony both dreaded and longed to hear coming out of her perfectly lipstick-red lips, "I'm going to spank your bum till you can't sit, mister."

Antony complied, smashing his hardened dick over the turned, pantyhosed thighs of his wife, left uncovered from her raised skirt. Suddenly, the cool air on his bare bottom added to the feeling of unease generated by his position. Abigail wore just a drop of understated, aromatic perfume, and a hint of it now reached Antony's nostrils. A split second later, the flat, sturdy back of her hairbrush smacked down hard on the crown of his right buttock, stinging his tender flesh and eliciting an "OHOWWW!" from his open lips.

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

The succeeding hairbrush spanks just grew in frequency and intensity.

"OWH! darling! Please! OWHOW! I'M SORRY!" Antony yelped stridently as his wife firmly spanked his upturned bare bottom again and again.

His frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect his inflamed rear, was intercepted by Abigail's left hand and held resolutely away from his fast-reddening bottom while she continued to smash the flat wood down, good and hard.

With his right wrist held firmly in his wife’s left hand, Antony was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp while she spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of her new husband's tender, cute behind.

"Okay, honey, okay! It… It's enough! OHWHWWW! I LEARNED MY LESSON! AHAWHWHWWW!"

Antony wailed as the merciless wifely correction continued, and tears flowed freely from his eyes as the sting of the hairbrush got worse with every spank.

SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK!

Abigail paused for a moment to push up her right sleeve, then resumed spanking Antony's well-reddened bare bottom even harder. She was entirely in the spirit of things now, and the stinging sensation in the poor man's burning bottom continued to increase as she spanked and spanked, leaving no area untouched.

While he howled and wailed, the desperate Antony was ashamed of the change taking place in him. The confident 29-year-old college professor was feeling nothing else than a little boy having his bare bottom soundly spanked for having been bad. With that image in his mind, he started to experience the same odd sense of arousal that he had experienced the last time he had found himself in those same circumstances.

It was right at that moment that Abigail stopped the rain of hairbrush spanks and said, "If at your age you see the need to be disciplined. It's obvious that you have been too lenient with yourself in the last years." She paused for effect, then she went on, "But I won't make the same mistake, Antony. As painful as it may be for me to have to do this, I will make sure you will have a trip over my knees every time you mess up, even just a little bit!"

She then raised the hairbrush to the ceiling again, and, getting a firmer grip on Antony, she resumed smacking it down on his already well-spanked bottom.

Soon, the anguished husband was howling and kicking wildly again, as the hairbrush did its branding work, deepening the bright crimson of his firm, manly buttocks with every whack.

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

"WHAHAAA! WHAHAAA! HONEYYY! PLEASEEE! WHAHAAA! I'M ON FIRE! BWUAHAHAHAAA! AHRGHHH! AHAWHWWW!"

Bawling like a child, Antony bucked and wriggled, scratching his dick at full mast against his wife's pantyhosed thighs. With his face covered in tears, his nose running, his mouth in a grimace of pain, and his buttocks reduced to two smoldered, smoking balloons, he couldn't deny that he was about to disgrace himself by coming on those tender, fleshy thighs.

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

Antony bawled and sobbed his penitence and promises of good behavior as he was spanked and spanked until he couldn't form coherent words anymore. But despite his shaming situation and the burning, excruciating stinging sensation he was experiencing in his buttocks, Antony's penis was stiff and hard and throbbing with aching need and longing for orgasm. He was squealing and screaming as the pain spread from his bottom to his brain. At the same time, he was humping and grinding his craving manhood against his wife's lush, pantyhosed thighs.

Unfortunately, not realizing that Antony was on the verge of coming on her lap, Abigail didn't relent from the flurry of hairbrush spanks. 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"BWUAHAAA! AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW! BWUAHAAA! WAHAHAAA!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

And then it happened, as if it had a life of its own, Antony's spasm-hardened cock erupted in copious spurts onto Abigail's shapely thigh and the floor.

"Okay," Abigail said in surprise, stopping chastising her husband's beet-red and swollen buttocks, "Let this be a lesson to you."

Blubbering and feeling sore and confused, Antony stood there over his beautiful wife's thighs, crying.

Abigail waited for a while for his sobbing to calm down, and then he gently made him rise from her lap. She guided Antony back down on the floor, where the man stood on unsteady legs. He was beyond shame, and his smoldered bottom burned with the fire of pure hell.

Abigail got up from the bed, too, and, grabbing a tissue from the nightstand, she quickly cleaned the mess Antony had left on her thighs before lowering her skirt. She then gently caressed her husband's cheek, trying to reassure him that what had happened was nothing to be worried about.

Unable to look her in the eyes, Antony hugged his wife, put his face between her barely-covered breasts, and finished crying there.

Abigail kept him close to her with her left arm in a cuddle, while her right hand soothed his smoking, burning-red cheeks. Antony melted in that embrace, drying his tears on her soft, wifely bosom, and right then, even if spent by that painful and shameful experience, he felt secure and loved.

Later on, Antony stood with his back to the mirror, contemplating the state of his rear end. From the top of his buttocks to the top of his thighs, it was swollen and gleaming crimson. Yet again aroused by that view, he started to work vigorously on his hardened manhood.

And just as he was indulging in that horny teenager-like act, the bathroom door opened, and Abigail stood in the doorway staring at him with her mouth hanging open.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” She said when she recovered from her astonishment. “It really seems you never learn, does it, Antony? What you're doing isn't just childish—it's also selfish and unworthy of a married man who should be concerned with his wife's pleasure!” She then grabbed him by his ear and walked him out of the bathroom with his hardened manhood bobbling all around. "Let's see if another hairbrush helping teaches you to take better care of your wife!"


Timeless Authority

With her face twisted in exasperation and disappointment, 44-year-old Virginia strode into the kitchen. She held her mother's hairbrush, a relic from a time when discipline wasn't just a word, but a practice.

Even when she was 21, Virginia knew what it meant when her mom brandished that brush; it was a symbol of the consequences of her actions.

In his pajamas, with a mug of black coffee in his hand and his hair disheveled, Nigel shifted uncomfortably, looking miserable.

"I'm really sorry for what I did last night, honey. I don't know what got me to act so foolishly, and I didn't mean to talk back so badly to you either," the hungover tarnish man said.

Nigel's stunned gaze went from Virginia's face to the hairbrush in her hands, then back to her face.

"You know that what you did is totally unacceptable, don't you?" The angry wife said in a flat, cold tone. "Coming back home in the middle of the night, driving drunk! On top of it, you talked to me the way you did! How did you dare?"

Nigel's heart went into overdrive, beating wildly as several emotions flashed through him. He knew his wife wasn’t a woman who would stand any of that.

“I’m sorry, honey, I repeat…I don't know what got me to act so foolishly, but…you don’t need to overreact. I already regretted that.”

Looking at her husband straight in the eyes, Virginia stated, "You will undoubtedly regret your actions, mister, and very soon. And about me overreacting, well, let me tell you that I intend to trash your ass soundly! And save it; there is nothing you can do or tell that will get you out of this."

At this, she slapped her palm with the back of the hairbrush, and that sent shivers down Nigel's spine.

The subdued, hungover man knew well his wife's way of disciplining their son with that hairbrush that had once been her Mother's. It left him very repentant and unable to sit for some time. And he couldn't believe that she was about to do just that to him.

Taking advantage of her husband's stunned confusion, Virginia grabbed him by the arm, led him out of the kitchen, and walked him into their bedroom.

Once in the bedroom, the middle-aged woman sat on the bed, laid the hairbrush beside her, and motioned for Nigel to stand in front of her. The man blushed as his determined wife lowered his pajama pants to his ankles. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and stripped them down too, making him blush even more deeply.

It was at that moment that Bill, their 18-year-old son, rubbing his eyes, passed through the hall to go downstairs for breakfast. As soon as he was before the half-open door of his parents’ room, he stopped dead in his tracks. He couldn't believe his eyes: his dad was standing in front of his mother... bare from his waist to his ankles!

He knew his Momma well enough to understand that this indicated that his Dad was going to have his bum blistered. ‘I can’t believe it,’ he thought, stunned.

Meanwhile, Virginia, not caring for their peeping son, was ordering Nigel, "Over my knee." Then she added something Bill had already heard coming out of her mouth many times, and that made his poor Dad's face pale, "I'm going to spank you till you can't sit, mister."

Embarrassed, humiliated, and suffering from the hangover, the meek man did as told and suddenly found himself with his bare, fat bottom the highest part of his body. The cool air on his upturned rear added to the unease Nigel felt in his position over his wife's sturdy thighs. He felt years being stripped away, along with all the inhibitions, worries, and embarrassed modesty acquired over the years. Instead, he felt the same juvenile fear and belittlement he'd always experienced when, bared and exposed, he was taken over the knees of his own mother.

It was then that Nigel, raising his gaze, noticed his son standing behind the open door. He opened his mouth to say something, but a split second later Virginia's right arm rose, and she smacked the flat back of the hairbrush down hard on his chubby right buttock with a loud SPLATT, stinging more than he remembered a hairbrush smack ever did.

And the succeeding spanks just grew in frequency and intensity.

SMACK! SPLATT! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"OWHWW! AWHWW! PLEASE, I’M SORRY!" Nigel yelped stridently, forgetting Bill for the moment as his wife's hairbrush smacked his upturned, bare bottom again and again.

His frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect his inflamed rear, was intercepted by Virginia's left hand and held resolutely away from the target. At the same time, she continued to spank his tossing bottom, good and hard.

With his right wrist held firmly in his wife's left hand, Nigel was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp.

Virginia spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of her husband's tender, round behind.

Kicking frantically, the poor man tried hard to free his legs, which were hobbled in his pajama pants and panties.

“AWHWW! OKAY, HONEY! OKAYYY! OWHWWW! IT…IT’S ENOUGH!”

Hanging upside down over his wife's lap and staring at the floor through tear-filled eyes, Nigel was reduced to a sorry, sobbing, naughty little boy, thoroughly punished, with his son watching.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPLATT!

“AWHWWW! OWHWWW! AHARGHGGG! BWUAHAAA!”

Nigel wailed shamelessly as the spanking continued, the hairbrush smacking his bottom harder as Virginia's enthusiasm for the task increased. Tears flowed freely from the poor man's eyes as the sting of the wooden hairbrush worsened with every spank.

Still planted before the living room door, Bill noted how his mom was entirely in the spirit of things and how his poor dad was in for it, but good. He could see how his bottom continued to increase in both temperature and color as his mom's hairbrush spanked and spanked, and then spanked some more, leaving no area untouched.

Eventually, as abruptly as it had started, the spanking stopped.

With his face covered in tears, his nose running, and his mouth in a grimace of pain, Nigel welcomed that moment of rest.

"It's obvious that I made a big mistake letting you act disgracefully for too much time," Virginia stated, pausing for effect. Then she went on, "From now on, I won't make this mistake again, Nigel. Today, you will get a spanking you won't forget, and it won't be the last. You can plan on spending time over my knee in the future every time you act foolishly!" Then, turning her head to the door and pointing the hairbrush at Bill, she added, "And this goes for you, too, young man!"

Bill shivered both at being discovered peeping and at being threatened with future possible hairbrush spankings.

Virginia then raised the hairbrush to the ceiling again and, getting a firmer grip on Nigel, she restarted smacking his already well-spanked bottom smartly.

CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SPLATT!

"ARGHGHHH! AWHWWW! OHOWHWWW!"

Nigel wailed, and soon he was howling and kicking wildly as the hairbrush resumed its merciless work, deepening the bright crimson of his round, already swollen buttocks with every whack.

SMACK! SPLATT! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"WHAHAAA! WHAHAAA! HONEYYY! PLEASEEE! WHAHAAA! AHARGHGG!”

Bawling like a child and begging Virginia to stop, Nigel's bucking finally carried him off his wife's lap and onto his knees on the floor.

'Uh, oh,' thought Bill, 'Mom doesn't like that."

In fact, Virginia stood up from the bed, raised her dress to her hips, exposing her meaty thighs completely, and then she swatted Nigel to his feet. Sitting back on the bed, she guided the pained man between her knees, turned him down across her left sturdy thigh, and draped her right leg over his lower legs.

Grabbing Nigel's right wrist again, she pulled it up behind his back and announced, "I'm not through with you, mister. Now you're going to really get it, but good!"

Firmly pinioned in place, Nigel waited only a fleeting moment before the wooden hairbrush resumed its journey from bottom to mid-thigh, stinging areas it had already visited so thoroughly.

SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPLATT! SMACK!

"WHAHAHAAA! AHARGHGGG! BWHAHAHAAA! IT HURTSSS! BWHAHAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BAD!"

Unable to thrash or even twist in his wife's unyielding grasp, Nigel bawled and sobbed his penitence and promises of good behavior as Virginia committed herself to raising blisters on his flaming rear.

Eventually, once the poor, well-spanked husband could no longer form coherent words and only wailed with his whole rear end burned by the excruciating fire ignited there by his wife's horrible hairbrush, Nigel heard Virginia say, "All right, I think you've been spanked enough."

Virginia tossed the hairbrush onto the bed and released her grip on her husband.

'OMG, that was the worst bum blistering ever!' Thought Bill, noticing the miserable state of Nigel's buttocks and top of thighs. 'Dad won't be able to sit down for a week!'

For his part, poor Nigel barely noticed when his spanking ended. So much was the searing pain in his bum cheeks and top of thighs that he couldn't move, so he stood there over his wife's thighs, blubbering and feeling sorry for himself.

Virginia let him weep for a few minutes, then helped him stumble up off her lap to bounce on his bare feet, grasping his swollen, blistered bottom.

Nigel tossed away his pajama pants and undies and started to prance about, hopping up and down, bawling lustily. His hands went to rub his wounded bottom, desperate to take away even a little bit of the searing, stinging, burning pain out of his soundly spanked nether regions. But soon he realized that even a gentle rub was impossible because of the blisters his wife’s hairbrush had left there. So he danced around, thrusting his hardened manhood out and wailing away, unaware of the show he was giving of himself. He didn't care. Right then, he felt like the sorriest and sorest-bottomed husband in the world.

It was then that, chuckling to himself and noticing a tent in the front of his pajama pants, Bill decided on a sudden retreat before his Mom realized his... excessive enthusiasm for the show he had seen.

Virginia rose from the bed and marched Nigel to the corner, where she ordered him to clasp his hands behind his back and reflect on his behavior.

Standing there, with his nose in the naughty corner, like when she was six, Nigel could not quite believe how fast all that had happened to him. How he'd been brought to being subject to his wife’s discipline and control.

All these feelings were washing over the subdued, well-spanked man as he stood, face placed in the corner, his hands crossed on his back, his bare, burnt bottom sizzling. It was terrible, shaming, and painful. Right then and there, he was the living proof of his wife's timeless authority


John’s Severe Wife

At 24, Jack was a handsome young man with a muscular body and a tuft of red hair. He was academically bright and had just graduated from college. He would have liked to go with his college classmates to spend the vacation at a tourist resort, but his family was modest and middle-class, and since he had not started working yet, he could not afford the expense. So now he was stuck at his parents’ home.

It was a shining summer day; the sun was out and scorching. Too hot to stay bored in his bedroom, Jack stepped into a pair of trunks and, leaving his t-shirt on the floor, went to make his way to the nearby lake. It was too early to find companionship on the small, sandy beach, but he thought he could get some sun and work on a tan. He had just closed his front door when he saw across the street that the window he knew to be John Mittler’s bedroom was open.

The Mittlers were his family’s new neighbors across the street. The family consisted of John, a friendly 28-year-old with blond hair and blue eyes, and his older wife, Sandra.

Sandra Mittler was an attractive blonde in her mid-thirties. Among the neighbors, it was said that she had a business counseling firm making big money. Jack thought she didn’t get where she was by kindness because, for the little he had come to know her, she seemed very determined and strong-willed. Jack was both afraid and attracted by her. In fact, Jack had always been attracted to severe-looking ladies.

In his exuberant, youthful superficiality, Jack had never asked himself why and therefore had never connected that kind of interest to the fact that he had been raised by a caring, always-present Mother with some traditional values that she enforced the old-fashioned way.

Anyway, Sandra Mittler was a haughty beauty, and her severe air kept arousing Jack’s interest.

It was precisely to get to know his austere neighbor better, as well as to combat the boredom of that lonely summer, that Jack began spending time with John.

The young husband turned out to be an agreeable companion. Despite the age difference, he became friends with Jack, and they often spent their evenings on the porch of his spacious house, drinking beer and chatting.

He did not tell much about himself, even less about his wife. However, Jack was quite sure that Sandra was the one who wore pants in their marriage and that John had great respect and awe for her. He guessed it from the man’s silences and shy behavior when she was around, and from small details such as the night before, when, about to go to sleep after spending the evening chatting, he had given Jack his still almost-full pack of cigarettes. At first Jack had refused. Then John had insisted and, in a conspiratorial tone, had said that he preferred not to let Sandra know he had bought the cigarettes.

That morning, on his way to the beach, Jack decided to stop by the Mittlers’ home to see if his friend would go with him. Since John’s window was open, he intended to call him from there without ringing the doorbell and inconveniencing Sandra.

The Mittler home was large but all on one level, with bedrooms on one side and the living area on the other. Jack was near the bedroom end when he heard a strange sound that stopped him in his tracks. His ears pricked up. He recognized it at once, though he could hardly believe it. It was distinctive, and he knew very well what it was, having heard it so many times while growing up under his old-fashioned mother’s tutelage.

Emboldened by curiosity, Jack tiptoed closer to the open window of John’s and Sandra’s bedroom. Yes, Jack confirmed to himself; it was the sharp smack, smack, smack sound of a palm smacking bare flesh! He paused and listened intently as the smack, smack, smack sounds continued rhythmically and repetitively.

Jack’s heart stopped when he heard John’s voice, “Ohw, Darling, please, no more! It stings so bad! I’m sooorryyy! I won’t do it anymore!”

Then, in reply, he heard Sandra hissing, “Be quiet! I told you if I ever find you smoking, you’d get your bottom smacked!”

Jack was stunned. Had Sandra said, “Your bottom smacked?” Jack broke out in goosebumps. The heat suddenly seemed oppressive, and he found it hard to breathe. He snuck even closer to the window as the smack, smack, smack resumed. Now, he could hear the separate wails of  “AWHWWW!” and “OHOWHWW!” from John.

Suddenly Jack, his penis growing and his head spinning, went on his hands and knees and crawled so he could be under the open window. The smack, smack, smacking continued.

“AHAWWW! Darling! Please, no more, honey! BWHAAA!” John wailed with a sobbing, broken, childish voice.

“Quiet. I will stop when I’m sure you have learned your lesson! How dare you smoke and be so bold to come to bed with your breath smelling of smoke!” Sandra’s stern voice replied.

Jack just had to see this. He was afraid of being caught, but he battled his fears. He could not let this chance pass. Slowly, he rose from his knees, knowing that if Sandra or John were facing the window, he would be seen the second the top of his head came into view over the window ledge.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The sound of the vigorous spanking came now clear and loud, as well as John’s pitiful, wailing pleading. Jack’s hard-on was at full mast, and it ruled his head. He decided to take a quick peek and raised his head, fixed on the bedroom window.

Sandra was sitting on the edge of the bed with her back to the window. John, with his pajama pants lowered and his bottom completely bare, was stretched across her lap, his head downwards, facing the mattress.

At the moment, Jack had a clear, unobscured view of that intimate interaction between husband and wife, and more importantly, undetected. He stared transfixed at Sandra's perfectly manicured hand rising and then falling with mighty force as she delivered spank after spank across her younger husband’s bare bottom. John’s cute, boyish bottom was as red as a ripe tomato, and the poor man was twisting and turning in pain, his legs scissoring.

After walloping her husband’s rear end a hundred times or more, John’s wife paused and wiped her brow; the effort and the heat were getting to her. Suddenly, she reached below the bed to get a leather-soled slipper. When she grabbed it, Jack froze—Sandra was glancing at him through the closet mirror!

They stared at one another, speechless for a long moment. Then the imposing, pretty lady turned and, staring directly at the intruder, broke the silence.

“Jack?” she demanded, “Very good! I just wanted to talk to you. Come to the back door this instant.”

Jack froze, his face burning with embarrassment. He heard Sandra’s ordering voice say, “Did you hear me, young man?”

Jack had a split second to decide: should he do as ordered or run for the safety of the beach? Right then, the second option definitely seemed the best. But, compelled by an intimate urge to obey the demanding beauty, he finally, meekly stumbled, tripped, and walked to the door.

Meanwhile, Sandra directed her husband, “John, get up. Go stand in the corner. Don’t you dare to move.”

Jack reached the back door before Sandra and waited there. As if in slow motion, he saw the door open. Wearing a knee-length pencil skirt, a blouse that hugged her generous breasts, and a pair of high-heeled shoes, buxom Sandra glared at Jack, stepped aside, and said, “Get in here.”

As he walked past her, Sandra swatted him squarely on the backside, hard enough to make him step forward faster. She then closed the door, grabbed Jack by the arm, and sternly marched him to the bedroom where John stood with his nose in the corner and his swollen, shiny red bare bottom on display.

When John saw his wife come back in with Jack, he muttered an ashamed, “Oh, nooo.”

Sandra stared at Jack with her arms crossed on her generous, firm bosom, took a deep breath, and let it out.

“Jack, what do you think you are doing, peeking in on a private matter?” she said. She shut up, tapped her foot on the floor a couple of times, then started again: “I’ve been watching you since you became friends with my husband. I suspected that you were a bad influence on John, and now I’m sure of it.”

Not knowing what to do or say, Jack just stood there in the bedroom, with his chest bare and blushing under the perfectly groomed woman’s scolding.

“I don’t like that John spends his time drinking, and anyway he is not allowed to smoke. He knows this all too well and usually takes care not to act that way. But now he does it—almost every night! And I know this is all because of you. Very well, now I can go tell the police about you snooping around our house and invading our privacy. I think the police could be interested in you spying on your neighbors’ windows. Or…” the lady stared at now crestfallen Jack with a smirk on her lipstick-red lips, “or I can punish you myself.”

The ominous question remained suspended in the air.


Jack's Severe Neighbor

Astonishment, fear, excitement: a turmoil of emotions made Jack quiver at hearing that surprising, shaming proposal.

With her already imposing stature elevated by the red heels, her arms crossed over her protruding bosom, almost on show by the two open buttons of her blouse, her round hips and buxom thighs wrapped in her tight pencil mid-thigh skirt, Sandra looked beautiful and terrible in front of him. Jack longed to find himself half-naked on those voluptuous thighs, but having just witnessed what that woman could do to a boy’s buttocks, he was also afraid of it.

Eventually, with a knot in his stomach and a full erection in his swimsuit, Jack managed to utter a barely audible, “All right, ma’am, I’ll take the punishment.”

“Very well,” said Sandra with the air of a cat that had just eaten a mouse. “I’ll finish up with John, and then you will get your punishment. Stand right there and watch!”

She sat back on the foot of the bed as he had before and called, “John, come back over my knees.”

When the submitted, already red-bottomed man in the corner turned his tears-streaked face, Sandra motioned him back across her lap with her tapered index finger.

“Please, honey,” sobbed her ashamed, weeping husband, “Not with Jack here. Please, I’ve been punished enough…”

“Nonsense, mister, you have been punished for smoking. There is still the matter of lying to your wife about it that must be addressed. Stop stalling and over my lap, NOW!”

Jack saw John, sighing and head bowed, wobble to his wife, hampered by his pajama bottom ruffled at his ankles. He saw that his friend had a stiff hard-on protruding in front of him. Then, emitting a pitiful wail, he smashed his erection over the half-bare thighs of his pretty wife.

Sandra wasted no time. As soon as her husband’s red bottom was rightly positioned, she picked up the leather-soled slipper from below the bed and started to spank John with that with no remorse or let up.

The thick sole of the slipper struck poor John’s bare rear end all over, bum cheek to bum cheek, from top to the undercurve where buttocks meet thigh, and then back again. After about three dozen swats, John was wailing like a banshee.

“OWHWHWWW! AHAHARGHHH! BWUAHAHHH! DARLINGGG, I’M SOOORRRYYY! BWUAHAAAA! I WON’T SMOKE EVER AGAINNN!”

Now, Jack was trembling like a leaf, considering his impending fate. He had a perfect view of John’s battered rear, and he saw it turn from flaming red to livid crimson, with the slipper’s sole imprints marked all over the smoldering flesh.

After what seemed like another two dozen of those branding whacks, Sandra stopped the merciless paddling.

“Okay, Jack, let this be a lesson to you. If I ever find out that you have smoked again, you won’t be able to sit down for a month! Now get up and put your nose back to the corner. And don’t even think to try to rub your naughty bottom. The stinging must remain there for all your corner time!”

Still crying, John got up from his wife’s pretty lap. Jack saw that he was broken; the severe punishment Sandra had given him had reduced the poor man to a crying, snot-sniveling, pitifully wailing mess.

With his pants still around his ankles, waving his fists in the air in an apparent effort not to bring his hands to his battered bottom, Jack took small but fast steps and put his nose right in the corner.

Admiring John’s well-paddled bum, Jack had to admit to himself that Sandra had done an excellent job in punishing him. His friend’s entire backside was as flaming red as it could be. Outlines of the slipper's sole were clearly visible across the entire man’s swollen bum, and on the sit-spot, the skin had a reddish-purplish hue.

White as a sheet, Jack looked at Sandra, who was now staring at him, arms folded, the slipper minaciously in her hand.

“Jack,” she said in a perfectly calm and natural voice, “take those trunks down. Now!”

The stress of the word “now” snapped Jack out of his trance. He blanched. He wore no shirt and had nothing on under his trunks. He would be totally naked. He thought about protesting but held himself steady. His head spun, but he managed to slip his thumbs into the waist of the tight beach trunks. It took no more than a twist of the wrists to have them flowing down his legs. He stepped out of each leg hole. He could feel the blood rushing into his skin and knew he was flushed with humiliation and trembling with mixed fear and arousal.

Sandra, too, was flushed, but from the exertion of delivering that tremendous correction to her husband. She wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand, then said, “It’s too hot here.”

She then rose from the bed, put the slipper back on the floor, and took off her blouse in front of Jack’s astonished gaze. She remained bare from the waist up, except for a tan lace bra that hardly contained her big, generous breasts.

“Come over here,” the lady demanded once she was seated on the bed again.

Stunned, aroused, with his penis rock-hard, Jack stepped over his trunks and stood in front of Sandra. She looked at him from head to toe, pausing slightly as her eyes passed over Jack’s hardened manhood.

Then, as if she hadn’t noticed it, Sandra took him by the arm and positioned Jack at the side of her legs. She then pulled him forward so that he lay across her half-bare thighs. Jack had just a moment to think how strange, how arousing, it was feeling his hardened manhood rub against the pretty woman’s meaty thighs before she recollected the slipper from the floor and started to spank him in earnest.

She smacked Jack’s bare, muscled buttocks just as hard as she had walloped John’s fleshy, round bottom minutes earlier. She spanked the right and left buttocks in turn, and she smashed the slipper down HARD, making Jack’s buttocks toss and wobble.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

Sandra spanked, spanked, spanked, and then spanked some more while Jack’s sonorous response grew in intensity until it reached the same desperate tone as John’s. Only when the big boy over her lap had been reduced to a sobbing mess did she finally stop. She paused and then rubbed her hand all over Jack’s smoldering bottom, squeezing gently.

“Get up, you bad boy,” Sandra then ordered.

Jack stood and felt his bottom contracting. It was as though he had stood too close to a stove, and his rear had caught fire. The skin felt incredibly heated and very, very sore. With one hand, he dried the tears on his cheeks and the snot from his nose, while with the other, he gently rubbed his smoldering buttocks.

“Stop that at once!” Ordered Sandra. 

She then got up and took two pillows from the top of the bed and a third from a shelf in the closet. From that same shelf, she took a wide, sturdy leather belt. She doubled it and held the buckle and tip ends in her hand.

“Lie over those pillows, Jack. We aren’t through yet. You need to learn that being a bad example for my husband is an evil act that won’t go unpunished, ever, and you are old enough for a true-to-god, old-fashioned whipping.”

Jack stared at her. She was standing, holding the fearful leather in both her hands. Her straight shoulders put forward her big, firm, hardly contained-in-the-tan-bra breasts, with her dark, hard nipples that could be glimpsed beneath the thin fabric. A shiver of fear ran through his body. More for the dread of being unable to contain himself than for the searing pain that sturdy belt seemed capable of inflicting. His dick was as hard as it had ever been and was shamingly pointing to the ceiling.

Sandra stared at it, and a weird half-smile was painted on her turgid lips.

“I said lie over those pillows, NOW!” She ordered again.

Unable, non-wanting, to oppose the beautiful woman’s desire, Jack lay down on the pillows, lengthwise on the bed, with his already burning, stinging bottom well elevated and presented to Sandra’s punishing wrath. She moved into position to Jack’s left.

“Grab the edges of the bed with both hands. Do not, under any circumstances, let go. Do not move around. If you let go or move, I will start all over. Do you understand?”

Jack uttered a weak “Yes, ma’am.”

“Thirty,” was all she said next, and Jack knew immediately what she meant.

Thirty times, Sandra raised her arm as far as she could and brought that belt to crash down across the boy’s well-presented rear end.

Thirty times, the belt struck evenly across both Jack’s obediently presented buttocks. It stung incredibly. It stung horribly. The punishing lady spaced the strikes so that Jack felt each one for twenty or thirty seconds before she delivered the next. That was until number twenty. Swipes twenty to thirty were delivered at a much faster pace. One every second or so.

CRACK!CRACK!CRACK!CRACK!CRACK!

Then, at last, it was over.

“Go stand in the corner next to John while I go get a cup of coffee and answer some e-mails…and decide whether you two have learned your lesson.”

Jack raised himself to his knees. He was utterly broken. His face was a mess of tears and snot, and the fear of disgracing himself by coming over the pillows had disappeared under the excruciating stinging pain the belt had inflicted on his now badly blistered buttocks.

He stumbled from the bed and almost bounced across the room to where John, his trousers and pants at his ankles and his flaming red bum cooling to the air, was standing.

Jack stood shoulder to shoulder with John while the clicking of Sandra’s step disappeared down the hallway. Once his crying finally subsided, he turned his head to his older friend. John was standing head bowed, sniffling softly, his penis as hard as a flagpole heading to the ceiling.

“Does she do this to you often?” Jack asked in a whisper.

Without looking at him, John nodded, “Every time she gets mad at me.” Then, after a while, he asked in a whisper, too: “Do you still want to be my friend?”

With his own dick now hard as a rock again, Jack answered, “I sure will, mate. I sure will!”


Also Available In This Collection

Strict Women And Spanked Men

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GHPQLL8W

There are many more women than you might think who run the men in their lives with a caring yet firm hand. Whether they are sons, nephews, or husbands, the men who have to answer for their actions to this type of no-nonsense woman know that if they don't behave, if they don't live up to her expectations, they will have to bear the consequences of it.

In this collection of seven stories, we can see how three strict Mothers, three severe wives, and a firm Aunt administer the needed discipline to the adult boys and men they care for in the old-fashioned way. Filled with genuine emotion and fantastic imagery, these stories are revised and integrated versions of works that appeared on the website www.deviantart.com/enricarosati and offer a close, personal insight into what happens when a man is never too old or too big to benefit from the proven, over-the-knee womanly approach to discipline.

Read now for a close, personal look at what happens when caring, no-nonsense women correct the men they care for right where it does the most good.

Disciplined Husbands

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DWTD222H

How often does a husband act just like a silly little boy who deserves a spanking? And wouldn’t it be better for his wife to give him just that, rather than prolong quarrels and fights that may even result in a divorce? In this collection of six stories, mothers, friends, aunties, and even a neighbor help wives desperate for their husbands’ foolish actions to put their men back on track and restore their marriages’ serenity in the old-fashioned way.

Filled with genuine emotion and fantastic imagery, these stories are the revised and integrated versions of works that appeared on the website www.patreon.com/enricarosati. They tell of the husbands’ feelings when, despite their age, they act just like silly, foolish, hormone-wild boys, and the women in their lives treat them accordingly. Read now for a close, personal look at what happens when caring, stern, no-nonsense women correct husbands’ actions over their knees.
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