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The Unfaithful Stepmother

"I'm so sorry for what I did, but please don't tell your Dad."

Sitting on the bed, her face wet with tears, Mirel appeared to Dave more attractive than ever. At 46 years old she looked 10 years younger, and since she had married his Dad three years earlier Dave had always considered her to be very hot. Right now she was in nothing but a sheer, short nightgown that more than covered enhanced her shapely body, sculptured from hours spent in the gym.

"I'm so sorry for what I did," she repeated for the umpteenth time, "There's no excuse for it, but I swear it’s the first time I did such a thing. It'll never happen again."

With an expression more sad than angry Dave gazed upon his stepmother's luscious body. The dark nipples of her generous breasts pointing through the thin fabric, her ample hips, the triangle of pubic hair between her toned thighs.

“Mirel, you can't expect me to let something like that slide," Dave finally found the strength to say. "You can't think you can get away from this with some lame excuses and a couple of tears!"

The 24-year-old had just returned home after graduating from college. He was supposed to arrive the following Monday but his plan to spend a weekend of revelry at the beach with his roommate had fallen through as Jeff had had to rush home because his mother had been hospitalized. So Dave had decided not to warn home of his arrival and to surprise his father and his stepmother. Instead, the surprise had been his, when upon entering the house and starting to raise the stairs to the bedrooms, he had caught a man with only his pants on who running out, and his stepmother in that attire.

"Dave," Mirel answered with a shaking voice, "I understand that I can’t get away from this with just a ‘sorry’. But please consider the consequences, not only for me but also for your father. You know that ours is a happy marriage, and I swear to you that this is the first time I have been unfaithful to him. In fact, I haven't even been because your lucky arrival interrupted us before I could consummate the betrayal.”

With the flowing blond hair that framed her sad and frightened face, Mirel nervously squeezed her hands together, her green eyes wandering around the room avoiding eye contact with his stepson’s. The sweet and spicy scent of her perfume assailed Dave’s nostrils as she stood, towering over her and observing how she struggled to think of a way out of that situation.

“Look, Dave, my parents raised me and my sisters to be responsible for our actions and to expect and accept the consequences when we did not act appropriately. And sometimes consequences were…a severe bottom paddling,” Mirel blushed while she followed on, “So, if you just could correct my behavior by yourself instead of going to tell your father about it, I, well…I’ll be glad to undergo a punishment for my behavior.”

Dave stared at her with a puzzled look.

“What exactly are you suggesting, Mirel?”

“Well, Dave…you could spank me,” Mirel blurted out.

“What?” He leaned forward, unsure if he had heard her correctly.

“Your Dad is away for a two-day business trip, Instead of telling him what you saw, you can paddle my bottom till I can’t sit down. I will be punished for my sin and mine and your Dad’s marriage will not be ruined,” Mirel said as her teary puppy eyes stared at Dave.

Dave stood incredulous at what had just heard, "I don't know what game you are playing, Mirel, but…”

“I’m not playing any game, Dave, honestly!” Frantic Mirel interrupted her stepson. “I’m just trying not to ruin my life…our family’s life. During my childhood years, I learned about the benefits of a well-paddled bottom as a punishment. It is sufficiently painful to help a girl understand that she has done wrong, to be sorry for what she did, and to convince her not to make the same mistake again. At the same time, it's fast, it cleans the air, and when after a few days one's able to sit comfortably again everything is forgotten.”

“Not that you wouldn't deserve a good, old-fashioned blistering,” Dave said doubtfully. “On the contrary. I think you certainly would benefit from it, but you can't tell me that I, a boy of 24 should paddle my stepmother.”

“I know it sounds odd, but this is the only way I know of to convince you that I am serious about making my marriage work. I love your Dad, Dave, honestly. I don't want to lose him, and you, my new family."

“Even if I would agree with your suggestion, I never did such a thing and we don’t have any paddle here,” said Dave a little doubtful, as if considering his stepmom's suggestion.

“You can use that,” Mirel pointed to a hairbrush that stood on her vanity.

Dave picked it up and weighed it. It was rectangular, a little larger than his hand, the back was flat, made of solid wood, and actually resembled a paddle. He tapped it a few times in his palm, and it stung.

"And as for you never having done that," Mirel continued, "I'm sure that a strong, athletic guy like you will have no problem in keeping a mature girl over his knee and wallop her bare rear but good."

Dave stared at her, ‘Wow, so that is exactly what she is suggesting, being held over my lap and spanked on her very bare bottom!’ he said to himself.

“It will be a shameful business,” said Dave, now seriously considering it, “and to be of any effectiveness, it must be very painful.”

“Yes Dave,” Answered Mirel with a lightly shaking voice. “I know that a spanking has to hurt to be effective. And of course, being kept over a boy’s knees, the knees of my stepson actually, with my bare bum up in the air makes me blush just at the thought. But, well, I think that a bit of shame has to be part of a punishment, isn’t it?”

A turmoil of emotions shook in Dave's mind. Was it right for his father to learn how Mirel had behaved in his absence? Or was it better for him not to learn about it, if that had really been just a moment of his stepmother's weakness? And after all, his buxom stepmother, to whom he could not deny he had always been attracted, was begging him to spank her half-naked on his lap, and the very idea had already caused an almost painful erection in his pants.

Finally, faced with the genuinely distressed look of the beautiful lady staring at him with her sweet pleading eyes, Dave relented.

"All right Mirel, I won't tell Dad what I saw. But you will be punished, and severely!"

“Thank you, Dave,” was all Mirel could utter.

Now that her suggestion had been accepted and her marriage was safe she started to feel her legs trembling slightly and a well-known pitch in her stomach, at the very idea of what expected her tender rear end.

"Very well, let's do this,” said Dave decisively, and then a bit more doubtful, “How…”

“I think you should take a seat here,” said Mirel rising from the bed on shaking legs. “I will lay down on your lap.”

Dave complied and soon he found himself with the luscious body of his stepmother lying on her belly over his thighs. Mirel's already short nightgown had risen to leave the lower half of her round buttocks exposed, Dave raised it entirely to her back to have the target of his impending job completely clear. He stood for a moment stunned by the candid roundness of Mirel’s derriere. It swelled out full and prominent from her relatively narrow waist, the two meaty hillocks protruding almost arrogantly outward as to asking to be slapped. And just below, her meaty but still tonic thighs kept closed concealed the moist secret of her womanhood.

Steeling himself for the task ahead he said as severely as he could, “Mirel, you have behaved in the most reprehensible way for a wife, and for this, you will be paddled till you won’t sit down!”

“I know Dave…and I deserve it,” wailed the distressed lady.

CRACKK!

The flat back of the wooden hairbrush smacked down hard on Mirel's upturned bottom, stinging more than she remembered it would.

‘OH MY GOD! IT STINGS! IT STINGS! IT STINGS!’ She told herself but she managed to keep silent. Then a flurry of hard hairbrush spanks landed mercilessly on her meaty buttocks, growing in frequency and intensity as Dave got the hang of it.

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

Dave paddled Mirel’s upturned bare bottom again and again. Soon her frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect her inflamed rear, was intercepted by Dave’s left hand and held resolutely away from the target while he continued to spank, good and hard as if he had done that tons of times before. With her right wrist held firmly in Dave’s left hand, Mirel was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp while his now resolute stepson spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of her tender ample behind.

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

“Ok, Dave! Ok! It…it’s enough! OHWW! OHWWW! IT’S ENOUGH!” Mirel wailed as the spanking continued, the hairbrush smacking her bottom harder as Dave’s enthusiasm for the task at hand increased. Tears began flowing freely from Mirel's eyes as the sting of the hairbrush got worse with every spank.

Dave paused for a moment to push up his right sleeve, then resumed spanking Mirel’s already well-reddened bare bottom even harder. He was fully in the spirit of things, now, and Mirel felt that her burning bottom continued to increase in temperature as her stepson spanked, and spanked, and then spanked some more her sizzling buttocks, leaving no area untouched.

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

Crying freely now, and very contrite, Mirel marveled at the change that was taking place in her, her just become disciplinarian stepson was turning her into nothing else than a little girl having her bare bottom soundly spanked for her bad behaviors. 

It was right then that suddenly, the spanking ceased. With her face covered in tears, her nose running and her mouth in a grimace of pain Mirel welcomed that moment of rest.

“I hope all this will help you understand the error of your way, Mirel,” Dave stated, lightly panting with the exertion to deliver such a severe correction.

“YES! Oh yes, Dave. I know what I did was wrong, and I am already so sorry for it! I swear I am! I LEARNED MY LESSON!”

“We will see,” was all that Dave told her, and then he raised the hairbrush again.

Getting a firm grip on Mirel, he smacked her already well-spanked bare bum smartly.

“ARGHHHH” She wailed and bucked wildly from the awful sting, and soon she was howling and kicking wildly again as the flat back of the sturdy hairbrush did its unmerciful work, deepening the bright crimson of her buns with every whack.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

“WAAAAA! WAAAAAA! DAAAVE! PLEASEEEE! WAAAAA! I’M ON FIRE!”

Bawling like a child, pitifully begging her merciless stepson to stop, firmly pinioned in place, she felt the wooden hairbrush resume its journey from bottom to mid-thigh, branding the area it had already visited so thoroughly.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

“WAAAAAAA! ARGHHHHHH! BWAAAAAA! IT HURTSSS DAAAVE! BWAAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BAD!”

In Dave’s unyielding grasp, Mirel bawled and sobbed her penitence and promises of good behavior as she was spanked until she couldn’t form coherent words anymore.

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-AAA-UH-WAAAAA!”

With her face covered by tears, snot, and dripped mascara, with her voice choked by the sobs she promised that “I-UH-BWAAAA-WILL BE-UHHHH-ARGHHHH-GOOOOD-WAAAA.”

Sensing that his stepmother was now crushed and truly repentant Dave stopped the rain of hairbrush spanks and admired the result of his efforts. Mirel’s bottom cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of the edge of the hairbrush crisscrossing all over it, and on the sit spot the starting to blister skin had assumed a greyish hue. He did not doubt that his stepmother would have trouble sitting for some days to come.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

“Yees, yees” Mirel sobbed, “I will never be unfaithful again. BOHOOOOO!”

"Alright, I think you’ve been punished enough."

Dave tossed the hairbrush to the floor and released his grip from her wrist.

Mirel barely noticed that her spanking was over. So much was the searing pain in her bum cheeks and upper thighs that she couldn’t move, so she stood there over Dave’s sturdy thighs blubbering and feeling sorry for herself. Dave waited for a while till her sobbing calmed down, and then he gently helped her rise from his lap.

As soon as she was on her feet Mirel started to prance about hopping up and down, bawling lustily. While her big boobs wobbled wildly under her sheer nightshirt, both her hands were frantic to rub her stinging big bum, desperately trying to take away even a little bit of the searing burning pain from her soundly paddled nether regions.

Dave watched fascinated his stepmother’s performance of the well-spanked-girl dance. Inside his pants, his manhood had grown as hard as a rock and when finally Mirel’s crying subsided and she threw herself face down on her bed to quietly sob into her pillow, he strode out of her room and closed the door. He hurried into his room and threw himself on his bed, lowered his slacks and boxers to midthigh, and started to work with his right hand on his rock-hard penis more and more frantically. With eyes shut and reviving in his mind the shaming and painful ordeal his buxom and luscious stepmother had just been submitted, it took just a few strokes of his hand for his manhood to explode in a violent spurt while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.


Lazy Stepdaughter

Bill opened the front door and headed for the living room. He placed his backpack and keys on the hall cabinet and looked dejectedly at the mess in the room. On the uncleared table were still the remains of breakfast, a blanket lay on the floor, and a pair of high-heeled shoes had been thrown in front of the sofa next to a handbag

"Hi Bill," his 36-year-old stepdaughter Ava greeted him as she lay on the couch, barefoot and still wearing her receptionist outfit, without taking her eyes off the television screen.

"Things can't go on like this," said the still-fit 58-year-old, as if speaking to himself.

Ava turned her head and saw a look of disgust on her stepfather's face. "What's the matter, Bill? Did I do something wrong?"

Bill stared at her stepdaughter. Wrapped in a skirt too tight for her generous hips and round bum, she lay on the sofa with a bag of spicy corn snacks in her hands, her prominent breasts stretching the fabric of her blouse. ‘She is still pretty’, thought Bill, ‘but if she continues on this path it won't take long before she's going to get fat’.

"The real problem is what you didn’t do. Look at the state of this room, and I’m sure that if I climb the stairs and go to see your room I’ll find it in an even worse state. And all you do is lay there watching TV. You’ve gotten far too lazy, young lady!” Bill said approaching the sofa and towering over his stepdaughter.

Bill at his age still looked fit and imposing, all that thanks to his active life as an office manager, gym sessions, and morning runs.

"What do you mean?” A surprised and somewhat hurt Ava replied.

“I mean that the house where we live is constantly a mess and you don’t do anything for it, and to make matters worse you don't even do anything to keep yourself in the least bit of shape...I signed you up at my gym and I didn't see you there even once! Your mother raised you better than that, young lady."

Ava's ears were burning, "But Bill, I work too."

“You work part-time, four hours a day for five days a week, while I work full time. And anyway, when you moved in with me six months ago after breaking up with that…boyfriend of yours and being kicked out of his house, you agreed to help around the house. And what you do all the time is sit in front of the television eating junk food and putting weight on that fat bum of yours!" Bill was getting angrier as he spoke, “So if you want to continue to live here we have to find a way to make you change your attitude once and for all. You seem to have forgotten how your mother raised you."

Ava hadn’t forgotten how she was raised by her now defunct mother, how could she? She was brought up in a strict household. There were set rules, and if they were broken, there were consequences. Her mom was a firm believer in corporal punishment and used a well-worn wooden paddle to back up that belief. When Bill entered their life she was a late teenager and was still subject to those shameful and oh so painful corrections. He had never really taken part in her education but he was from the start very supportive of her Mom's methods.

Feeling her ears burn in shame Ava stared into the bag of snacks and said almost in a whisper, "Maybe you're right, Bill, but…”

“No buts, young lady, you need to be put on the right track. Unfortunately, your mother who was in charge of these things is no longer with us. So, since you are now living under my roof, I think this responsibility falls on me."

“What…what do you mean?” Asked Ava, raising an alarmed glance from the bag of snacks.

Bill stared firmly at her stepdaughter then said, “You know very well what I mean, Ava, but if you pretend to play the dumb girl, well then I will say it plain and simple, if you want to live here and you don’t change your attitude, you will get your big bottom soundly spanked, miss!"

The 36-year-old couldn't believe what she just heard. "You can't be serious!"

"I'm very serious. If you want to act like a spoiled teenager, you'll be treated as you were at that age. The next time you do something that your mother would have spanked you for when you were a kid, I'm going to paddle your bum until you won’t be able to sit down. Now, am I made myself sufficiently clear?"

Ava didn't know what to say, so stood silent and just nodded her head blushing. She sure wasn’t expecting anything like that, nevertheless, she felt that in some way her determined stepfather was right, a firm hand in her life was something she probably needed.

For two weeks, Ava tried to be the well-behaved girl she used to be when she still lived under her mother's and stepfather’s roof. She was up before Bill left for work to prepare breakfast, she managed to keep her room tidy and the house clean, and she also started attending the gym where her active stepfather had enrolled her. But all that didn’t last long, little by little she came back to the bad habits that had brought Bill to threaten to take action. Things worsened slowly but inexorably for another two weeks until a Saturday afternoon. That day Ava woke up from her after-lunch nap and plopped herself on the couch in front of the TV. Bill who was busy doing some housework came into the living room and asked if she'd mind helping him by vacuuming the rug.

"Oh, Bill, why do I have to do it?", the 36-year-old whined. "Besides, the latest episode of my favorite series is on."

Bill had finally had it. He walked to the TV, turned it off, and then turned to Ava.

"I don't care what's on, young lady! You are going to vacuum the rug and that's that!"

"C’mon Bill, don’t be so mean, I’ll do it later,” Ava said nonchalantly. "Now turn the set back on, please."

Without saying a word, Bill turned and left the room. While he climbed the stairs to his bedroom, Ava turned the set back on.

"I know I had put it in here,” the angry stepfather said to himself as he rummaged inside a drawer in his bedroom and took out the old wooden paddle that belonged to Ava's mother. It was the size of a ping pong bat, but square in shape and well-polished, made just to roast a girl’s buttocks…or a woman’s.

Bill returned to the living room, holding the paddle behind him. Ava had the TV turned on and her eyes glued to it. CLICK. Off the television went.

"I thought I told you I wanted to watch this!" Ava fairly screamed.

An angry Bill walked to the couch and sat down next to Ava. In a flash, he had the plump brunette’s ear between his fingers and used it to drag her over his lap oblivious to the screech of pain of his surprised stepdaughter.

"HEII! What do you think you're doing?” Shouted Ava with her face pointing to the floor while her generous womanly bottom faced up.

"Something that it’s long overdue!" Bill answered, starting to take down with some effort his stepdaughter’s shorts and skimpy panties from her wide hips and plump thighs.

"You can't do this!", Ava protested. “This is outrageous!”

“I'm sick and tired of your sloppy disrespectful attitude, young lady. So if you want to keep living under my roof you are going to get your big bum spanked with your Mom’s paddle. It’s up to you, is either this or you can pack!”

“Oh, god, nooooo,” wailed Ava resting her face on the sofa cushion and starting a soft crying of surrender.

Bill pulled down the weeping woman's shorts and panties to rest at mid-thigh, and for a moment stood to admire the big plump bottom encased between the tee and those garments wrapped around her generous thighs. It was wide and plump, and the two pale swelling meaty hillocks formed a perfect target for what was coming to them. He raised the solid wooden paddle at shoulder high and smashed it down on Ava’s right bum cheek.

SMACK!

“OUCH!”

Bill started a slow deliberate rain of solid paddle’s flat back strokes on the vulnerable woman’s rear. Ava's fair skin reddened quickly as her bottom started heating up. Soon the plump brunette was kicking, bucking, and bouncing her bare legs and hips across her stepfather’s lap.

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

Under the barrage of solid paddle spanks, the poor woman’s butt and thighs were deepening red and she felt like they were taking fire. Her sturdy legs wildly flailed up and out for what her garments wrapped at midthighs allowed, her pudgy body twisted and thrashed around on her stepfather’s lap. She was frantically bouncing around resembling a toddler being spanked for misbehaving.

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

Bill assailed his overturned stepdaughter’s plump, chubby bottom, inner buttocks, sensitive undercurves, and upper thighs until Ava was screeching and sobbing hysterically, blubbering and bawling in ascending-pitched, girlish cries, pleas, apologies, and promises.

"I'm so sorry Bill!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"I won’t be lazy anymore!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"I won’t be disrespectful anymore!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"I won’t do any of it again, ever!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"Please, please Daddddy!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"Stop spanking me, I’ll be good!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"It hurts so bad Daddy!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"I will be a good girl, I PROMISE!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I know you are going to be a good girl once I’m done blistering your bum, Ava,” answered Bill surprised to be called ‘daddy’, till then Ava had always called him just Bill.

Sensing that the correction he was delivering was having the desired effect he kept firing off strike after strike of the paddle, blasting Ava’s meaty hillocks and upper legs.

"This should help make sure you don’t forget again. To help you remember."

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

Wailing and squalling, in a much higher and urgent voice, Ava squawked out her exclamations of pain and sorrow, but also her fervent agreement to whatever her newfound paternal parent was saying. Right then she was nothing more than a defeated, broken, naughty little girl who will, eagerly wanted, to mind her stepfather forever.

When Bill finally stopped the onslaught of paddle’s spanks, he stood seat for a couple of minutes, allowing her stepdaughter’s sobbing to taper down to controllable whimpers. Poor Ava’s face, wet with tears and covered in sweat and snot, had a shade of red only a little less flamboyant than her swollen, flaming backside.

Finally, Bill helped Ava to her feet. She stood up slowly, every motion bringing a fresh round of hot pain below. Once on her feet, she immediately began frantically to rub her hot pulsating bottom with both hands, in a desperate attempt to relieve at least some of the burning pain Bill had ignited there with that awful paddle. She did the time-honored well-spanked-girl dance, oblivious to the fact that she was showing to her stepfather all that a woman can show, and concerned only about her stinging burning bottom, while her tears were dripping streams down her face, snot was coming out from her nostrils, and she was still sobbing and sniffling like a very well spanked child. Right then she felt just nothing else than that, a naughty little girl that had been spanked by her daddy.

"I'm sorry, Bill...", she sobbed as her shorts and panties fell around her ankles. "I'll be good from now on, I promise."

"You better be!", a now softened Bill replied. "Or you'll get another spanking like this one! Now go to your room and stay there until I tell you!"

He watched as Ava with one hand pulled up her pants halfway, and walked towards the stairs with her other hand still rubbing her scalded bottom cheeks that looked like two red balloons. Even walking was painful for Ava as her smoldered bum cheeks rubbed against each other and Bill kept hearing her stepdaughter’s uninhibited, loud sobbing till she entered her room. Once in there, she cleaned her face of tears stains, and snot. Then she turned her back to the mirror to inspect the result of the session across her stepfather’s knees. Her generous bum had swollen up and from the top of her bum cheeks to mid thighs, it was scarlet red with nasty darker red paddle edge marks all over it. That vision elicited a new weird sensation in her and she started to feel damp between her legs. With one hand she caressed gently her inflamed rear while she put the other hand between her legs and started to dance her fingers over her clit. Shaken by thrills of pleasure she was forced to accept the incredible excitement she was experiencing reviving in her mind the shaming and painful ordeal she had just been submitted to by her authoritarian stepfather. All of a sudden juices flooded her pussy and she had one of the best orgasms of her life.


A Country-Style Punishment

“I have been on the receiving end of one of Papa’s switching many times,” Raylan said, placing his cup of coffee on the small table that separated the rocking chair he was sitting on and the sofa where Lizbeth stood.

"Switches were all that Papa ever used with me and my sister Caroline," Raylan noted. “He never slapped us or anything like that. It was always our bare bottom out for a switching."

In his late fifties, the widowed Raylan was a gray-haired, tall, still-fit man. He had grown up and spent most of his life on a farm, and even if he lived in the city for more than fifteen years now his ways were still those of a rustic, old-fashioned country guy.

“Justice was swift and effective I guess," said 40-year-old Lizbeth, swallowing in surprise at that statement.

Having been just promoted to head nurse in the nearby hospital,  newly divorced, and with no kids, Lizbeth had decided to look for accommodation closer to her new workplace. She had found this little cottage Raylan was leasing right across the driveway from his house and had been moving into it for a few weeks when this conversation took place.

"You can count on it!” Raylan followed as the nurse started to feel a little unease for the turn of the conversation, “Believe me, Lizbeth, those switchings just went on and on, and seemed like they will never end.” The man took a sip from his cup and then went on, “When one of us was bad, Papa would say, 'Go cut two switches, and they had better be good ones.' When you heard those words you were scared stiff, you betcha. But you wouldn’t have any other choice than to go out and cut some switches that would be used on your bare rump. My old man always said to get two switches in case he didn't like one of them or in case one of them would break during the switching. Once back in the house, we would give him the switches that we got. Papa would then take the one that was about to be switched to the bedroom and there he would apply the switch on our very bare asses. He would always inflict a fast-paced switching, and once he started, believe my girl, it seemed like it was never going to stop. We would howl, beg, plead, and cry the whole time, and jump too for what Papa’s grip would allow us, nothing counted, he'd switch our fannies and thighs like there was no tomorrow."

At this point in the conversation, Lizbeth really began to feel uncomfortable. She was sitting on the couch motionless, suddenly aware of her own generous, womanly bottom stretched in her skimpy panties under the nurse uniform she was still wearing when she had been blocked by Raylan on the doorstep on her way home from work, and gently but firmly invited to have a coffee in his house because they had 'something to set about'.

“Papa never closed the bedroom door completely when he punished us. She wanted the one he punished to be an example to the other one. I remember the last time I saw my sister Caroline getting her big bottom roasted with Papa’s switch. She was twenty-two and it was barely two days before she got married, would you believe it? Oh, she got it good that time.”

Rayland paused for a moment, as to remember that event well, then shook his head, took another sip of coffee, and continued, “She had been promised a switching after dinner, and right after dinner my old man told my sister that it was time for her punishment, and to go out and cut the switches. I saw Caroline blanch and sigh but she went out to do what Papa told her to, she knew better than to argue with him when he had decided that a whipping was called for. A few minutes later she came back in with two long switches. She had smoothed the rough parts off of them and she handed them to Papa. Papa took the switches and then led Caroline by the arm upstairs to prepare her. I tiptoed up to her bedroom and peeked in. Caroline's panties were already down to her knees. It was summer and I clearly remember the contrast between her two milky-white chubby buttocks and the tan color of her thighs. The switches were lying on the bed and my poor sister was already softly crying in fear of what was coming to her vulnerable behind. Papa picked up a switch, stepped over to her side, put his foot on the frame of the bed, grabbed Caroline’s wrists in his left hand, and bent her forward and up over his raised knee so that her fleshy mounds protruded well for the switch. He then raised that switch high to the ceiling and started to switch Caroline's bare, trembling, chubby buttocks with vigor. I could still remember how the switch swished viciously through the air before making contact with its meaty target, landing with a deceptively tame whop! But Caroline’s reaction to that first lash left me in no doubt as to how much pain she had just experienced. She let out a loud yelp and her sobbing immediately started loud. Wow, did Papa ever switch her hard! I thought she would never stop switching poor Caroline’s big bottom. She just kept swinging the tree branch on and on and on, all the while Caroline cried and promised to be a good, obedient daughter forever. Anyway, Papa used that switch until Caroline's bottom and upper thighs were flaming red and completely covered with thin, puffy, darker red lines crisscrossing all over them."

At that point, Lizbeth had paled. Raylan's description of her sister's punishment had been so vivid that she seemed to feel in her own behind the stinging of that switch that had been so ferociously applied to poor Caroline's rear end.

“So,” Raylan ended his story, “Don’t you wanna know what Caroline did to deserve such a thorough punishment?”

Lizbeth dreaded that question but also knew that there was no way to avoid that conclusion.

"What...what had she done?" She asked with a broken voice.

“I’m glad you ask. She had come home a bit too tipsy and had scratched Papa’s car while parking in the driveway,” Raylan said staring at the pretty nurse with intent.

Lizbeth felt the blood draw from her face, and suddenly the realization that her homeowner had seen what she had done the night before struck her.

“I…I'm really sorry I scratched the fender of your car, Raylan," she said with less confidence than she would have liked. "I was...I was just going to come right out and tell you…and agree on compensation for the damage."

"Don't worsen your situation by lying, young lady," Raylan said sternly, "and about compensation, there is nothing to talk about, you will pay for the damage with your insurance, and for the loss of reliability as a neighbor and tenant with your precious rear end. It’s either that or you can move out, miss.”

For a moment the curvaceous nurse stood speechless, dumbfounded at what she had just heard. She sure wasn’t expecting anything like that from the man whose manner was always polite though rustic. Nevertheless, right then staring at the man that had just threatened to welt her ass, and between her fears for the impending pain and shame of all that, she couldn’t deny feeling strongly attracted by him. She flashed through several emotions at once, fear of losing her accommodation near that mature handsome man, fear of being whipped with a tree branch, and fear of the fact that the very idea of her newly asserting homeowner whipping her bare bottom had already caused an unexpected reaction between her legs. Suddenly she felt her panties wet.

"Okay," she finally answered in barely a whisper. “I know I acted like a silly brat, I…I’ll take my whipping.”

"Very well," Raylan said, nodding and getting up from his rocking chair. “Now come with me I will show you how it’s done. You know, just in case we will need to do it again in the future.”

With that, he took Lizbeth's wrist and brought her along with him to the yard. As she trotted to Raylan's side, Lizbeth tried to hide her cheeks flushed with shame and excitement behind the long wavy brown hair that fell over her shoulders. Her nurse's uniform wrapped her mature but still attractive body, her prosperous breasts, flat belly, and wide hips, and reached mid-thigh so that a good expanse of her toned, white pantyhosed legs were left in view.

They went to the prune tree, from where Raylan broke one of the branches off, got his Swiss knife from a pocket of his Levi’s, and quickly began to clean it off with the proficiency of someone who had prepared a lot of switches in his life. Once done he kept Lizbeth’s wrist again and brought her back to his living room.

"Raise it," was all he said once they were there and the door had been shut, pointing to Lizbeth’s uniform with one hand, while with the other he switched the switch menacingly in the air.

With shaking hands, and blushing all the color of sunset, Lizbeth complied. She obediently rolled up her uniform around her waist and lowered her head in shame as she stood in front of the man, showing him her body from the waist down wrapped in white pantyhose that covered tiny lace panties. Sensing that she was unable to complete her preparation for the punishment ahead by herself, Raylan came over and lowered her pantyhose and panties to her knees. So Lizbeth found herself there, with her generous, mature womanly bottom all bare and pointing outward ready to be whipped. Raylan put his left boot on one chair, grabbed both of Lizbeth’s wrists in his left hand, and bent her forward and up over his raised knee so that her swelling meaty hillocks protruded well outward for the ministration of the switch.

For a moment he admired the two milk-white, round buttocks in front of him. They were round and plump and looked so vulnerable in their clenching and unclenching frightened move. Then he steeled himself, raised the switch up to the ceiling, and swished it down with a brisk arm’s movement across both cheeks of the nurse’s bare bottom. The switch made a loud sound as it whipped through the air onto her naked skin. 

SWISSHHH!

Lizbeth let out a loud yelp cry of pain surprised at how fierce the burning such a thin twig could inflict in her fleshy mounds.

SWISSHHH! 

Another time the switch swished into the air and cut both Lizbeth’s wide buttocks at once. Her sobbing immediately started loud and then the switching began in earnest.

SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH!  

Lizbeth let out cries of pure anguish and tears started to flow freely from her eyes. She had been spanked occasionally by her Dad, but this felt very different from a hand spanking. In a spanking, the spanks hurt, but they never stung with the intense fire the switch was producing. If Lizbeth was nervous before her punishment began, she was terrified now. Her bottom was burning with the fire of pure hell

SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH!  

Raylan started at the top of her hips and worked all the way down to the very top of her meaty thighs, slashing the switch with a steady rhythm, crisscrossing the entire surface of Lizbeth’s wide bottom and sit-spot. The level of her distress elevated rapidly. With each new stroke, her whole body jerked, her legs dumpling in the air kicked, and a steady high wail escaped her open lips. Again and again, that horrible punishing branch hit the tender flesh of Lizbeth’s rear painting thin, burning red stripes.

SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH!  

“ARGGHHHHH! BWUAAAAAAA! NOOOOOOO! PLEASEEEE! ARRGHHHHHHH!”

Lizbeth mastered a kind of savage ‘war dance’ while the switching was in progress. Compelled by the atrocious branding sensation caused by the switch on all her poor rear end, she was jumping up and down over Raylan's sturdy knee planted on the chair, begging her determined chastiser to please, pleaseeee stop that excruciating punishment. But it fell on deaf ears. With a solid grip on both her wrists and not losing a beat despite her frenzied movements, Raylan kept slashing down the switch again, and again, and again.

SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH!  

Midway Raylan stopped and asked the poor nurse if she was learning anything from this. Chocked by sobs she heartily answered, “Yes…yes sir! I have. I swear I have! BWUAAAAAA! Please…please no more. My bum…my poor bum is afire!”

“Not so fast, young lady,” was his only response then he raised the switch and resumed her correction.

SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH! SWISSHHH!  

It seemed to Lizbeth that the whipping went on for an eternity. She lost control of the time and her emotions, totally absorbed by the smoldering heat Raylan was rising in her now swollen and badly welted rear end.

Finally, she realized he had stopped and was putting her gently down on her feet again.

Exhausted by all the energy spent during her ordeal Lizbeth grabbed the wide chest of her punisher, and for a while just stood there, crying all her tears on his flannel shirt, her face contorted in an agonizing grimace, covered with tears, snot, and melted mascara. Raylan let her do, softened now that what he knew must be done had been done. He was positive she would eat her meal standing for the next days and therefore he was sure she would never forget this correction.

Lizbeth kept herself close to him in a cuddling embrace, while her right hand took hold of his and put it to soothe her burning red bottom cheeks. Raylan caressed softly those welted, fire-hot mounds, and while Lizbeth melted in his embrace, he felt his manhood stir inside his jeans. Soon the woman's lips searched for his and their mouths joined in a deep intense kiss. Her shaking hands opened his jeans and pulled down his shorts. She then turned and bent forward as to invite him inside herself from the rear.

Raylan kept hold of her panties and pantyhose, slipped them down her legs and off her feet, and directed his turgid member to her wet charm. Lizbeth took a sharp breath in as Raylan’s penis broke into her from behind, and she opened wide her legs and thrust up her smoking bum to accept him as he eased himself into her deeply. The fit was perfect. The stretch and fullness Lizbeth felt were exquisite. As he filled her to the hilt, his pelvis ground against her burning buttocks firmly. This renewed the spasms of her orgasm, and Lizbeth cried out softly as she felt herself come. Her muscles milked Raylan as he grounded against her, and then as her spasms began to ease, Raylan began to pump his hips. Short strokes initially, and then long slow, and deep strokes.

Both of them became lost in the reverie of their passion, desperate for it to last forever and desperate for the inevitable climax. Raylan vigorous pumping became more intense. Now Raylan’s thrusts were deep, long, and almost brutal. Lizbeth’s whole body shuddered with a release, her leg muscles quivering as Raylan’s thrusts broke each spasm of her vagina. Her breath came in rapid soft gasps. She thought she might smother it was so intense. Her teeth clenched as her spasms wrenched.

“Oh! God! Oh, God!” she screamed.

Later that night Lizbeth lay in her bed on her tummy. Besides the still very vivid burning pain in her poor rear end, she felt satisfied and relaxed. She had discovered a side of herself that had remained hidden all her life, and she was grateful to the man who had introduced her to it, despite the excruciating pain he had caused her, right where she used to sit. She gently caressed her swollen and sore buttocks. That handsome, mature man was the right person to fill up her new life. And she hoped she may be the right woman for him.


The Compulsive Buyer

42-year-old Lucinda parked her small Toyota in front of the apartments’ building, shut the engine off, and let out a heavy sigh. It was good to be home. Finally, after a truly busy Friday, of a truly busy week, and then battling the rush hour traffic, she was home. Now she could relax.

She walked quickly down the driveway leading to the building's entrance in her black heels, her curvaceous, still-fit body, wrapped in a stealth black dress that reached her mid-thigh. As she climbed the two flights of stairs that would take her to the coveted bathtub, her buxom breasts bounced up and down and her round womanly bottom swayed on her well-sculptured legs.

"Hi, honey," Lucinda shouted entering her and her husband's apartment.

"Hi," her husband Robert returned to her once she got into the living room. He was standing, staring at her, his arms crossed on his muscular chest, a sheet of paper in his right hand.

“I found this and I was checking it,” he said as he shook the papers. “An amazing lecture. I was wondering…what did we agree upon about shopping?”

Lucinda took a look at what Robert was holding. Oh, shit! He had found the credit card bill before she could get her hands on it. She bleached and froze on the spot.

“We, mhm, we agree that we can just buy what we need and can afford…” she answered with an uncertain voice.

“Exactly so my dear, and did you comply with it?”

“OH, mhmm…I think so,” replied Lucinda avoiding eye contact.

“So you are telling me that you didn’t buy things you didn’t need. Is this what you are saying?.”

“Well, no…I mean, yes, I bought only what I…needed.”

"OK, I'll ask you one more time and think carefully about what you want to answer Lucinda. You know what happens to girls who tell lies," Robert asked staring into his wife’s pretty green eyes with intent. “Are you telling me that you didn’t buy things you didn’t need?”

“Mhm…it was just one pair…” she said, her eyes downcast.

“Just one pair, I see,” said Robert with gravity. “Tell me, honey, maybe I haven't been clear enough the last time that we had to have a chat about shopping and overspending? It has been just last month if I’m not wrong.”

Lucinda nodded, “Yes honey…you were clear but…”

“But?”

“I saw one pair of Christian Louboutin and…”

“And what?” Robert cut short his wife’s lame explanation, “Another pair of Christian Louboutin I am sure is not something you needed. How many do you already have? Half a dozen?”

“Just two,” answered Lucinda resentfully. “And it was marked down, on sale,” Lucinda said tentatively. 

“On sale?”

“Right, exactly!” She said more confidently. “A good price for a great quality.”

“For God's sake, Lucinda, don't mess with me. Even if they had cost just $1 instead of the $300 and up I see in the statement, that would have been a dollar too much since, aside from all the shoes of all kinds you have in your closet, you already have two other pairs virtually identical to these and of the same expensive brand!" Said Robert finally letting all his frustration shine through. “Didn’t you agree that you can’t overbuy? Is not only a problem of money, as if that was not enough. Compulsive buying is an addiction, and buying things that you don’t need is compulsive!”

“I do so need them…they are really nice,” Lucinda interrupted him pouting.

"Ok young lady, if you put it this way then I think the time for discussion and explanation is over,” said Robert after hearing her childish comment. “Time is come to put an end to this silly and compulsive attitude of yours once and for all. What you need right now is something that makes you understand the silliness of your attitude.”

“No, Robert! I got it now, really. And besides…I’m sorry, ok?”

“You don't sound sorry at all Lucinda, but I can assure you that you will be once I’m done addressing this attitude of yours.”

“No Robert, I said I’m sorry and I am. You…you don’t have to do it, Robert,” said Lucinda backing up slowly.

“Oh yes. I definitely have to,” said Robert gently but firmly grabbing her wrist and heading her to their bedroom.

“OH please, Robert! I promise I won’t do it anymore!”

"I am sure you won't after today, young lady. I'm going to give you a good reason to never buy things you don’t need again!"

At that point, Lucinda started panicking. Since she had married Robert in her third marriage six months before, she had already been given 'a good reason' for things quite a few times. She had been given a 'good reason' not to lie, a 'good reason' not to have attitude, a 'good reason' not to be stubborn, etc., etc. And by now she knew well enough that the 'good reason' he would give her would be a red, hot, and well-whipped bottom.

Once in their bedroom, Robert let her wrist off, unbuckled his belt, and took it off the loops of his trousers. By then Lucinda was almost in hysterics. That simple movement that in other circumstances wouldn't have mattered right then assumed a relevant and definitive significance.

Before their marriage, Lucinda agreed that Robert had complete authority over her and with that the right to chastise her whenever and however he thought it fit. And now, once again, it was time to pay the price of her conduct. And she knew it was a high price. The belt in Robert’s hand scared her to the deep. It was heavy, thick, and supple and she knew from bitter experience that getting hit across her bottom with that thing was like being branded by a hot iron. Nonetheless, she just stood in front of him, head lowered, and started sniffling like a scared child, casually rubbing the back of her dress.

Snapping the leather belt in his hands Robert ordered her to bend over the bed. Hesitantly Lucinda complied. Once his wife was bent angled with her belly on the mattress, her legs dangling down, and her generous bum up in the air, Robert raised the bottom of her dress over her back and pulled down her panties and pantyhose. Lucinda shivered when she felt her husband’s hands roll up her dress to her waist and then his fingers in the waistband of her panties, which slowly, inexorably, went down, along with her tanned pantyhose, until they bunched around her mid-thighs. When Robert finished manhandling her, Lucinda found herself there, doubled on the edge of the bed, feeling helpless and very conscious of her bare, big, plump bottom up in the air. She felt so defenseless and vulnerable, and could almost feel Robert’s eyes staring at her bare mounds, obediently protruding for the whipping ahead, quivering slightly in fearful anticipation.

In a last desperate attempt to avoid the lashings, she looked back and said, "Robert please, you…you don't have to..."

But she was cut off, "I'm sorry honey, but I’m afraid I really have to! I love you Lucinda but I won’t let you treat me as you treated your first two husbands. I won’t let your attitude, your stubbornness, and your childish pose lead to the breakup of our marriage.” Then doubling the wide and heavy leather he ended his scolding, “Take your punishment now Katie. You're getting two dozen."

And with that, her sentence had been handed down. Two dozen with that awful belt. Oh, no, Lucinda could hardly believe it, so many lashes…she would not be able to sit down for the weekend ahead!

Whoosh. CRACKK!

“ARGHH!”

Robert stood for a moment to admire the wide red stripe the leather had painted right in the middle of his wife’s candid, voluptuous bottom. Then he raised the belt again.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The sounds of the belt that stroked her bare tender rear end echoed around the room, along with Lucinda’s loud screams. The four lashes had covered both cheeks of Lucinda’s bottom painting it with ugly and swollen red strips. She had started crying after the first lash and she was sobbing now. She tensed and then felt the belt explode into her ample round bum four more times.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Lucinda just howled to high heaven, "No Robert, no more! I've learned my lesson! AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! Pleeeeease! Nooooooo mooore! Ohhhhhh! ROBERTTT!"

Each whack of the leather had her bucking and crying more and more. Robert had started slowly at first, the whacks being hard, deliberate, and carefully aimed. Every blow had let a clear, sore-looking, puffy, red strip. But now that every inch of Lucinda’s wide, plump bottom had been turned a bright glowing red by the application of the unmerciful leathering, he increased the speed.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Lucinda screamed even louder, pleading futilely with her determined husband to stop, "Pleeeeeeease pleeeeeeeease pleeeeeeeeease... Noooo I WON'T OVERSPEND ANYMORE! BWAAAA! I PROMISEEEE!"

Having finished the first dozen Robert changed his position and went right back to work with his sturdy, wide belt at his wife’s other side, this time aiming lower and whipping repeatedly her tender sit-spots and upper thighs.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

That was too much to handle for poor Lucinda. She jumped up and reached back, which was a big mistake as her husband pushed her back down against the bed and said that the last two hadn't counted.

"Noooooo" she yelled in despair.

“You asked for this miss!” Robert hissed through his teeth as he gave her two even harder ones at the top of her legs while she wailed in misery.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

By now Lucinda was crying and hiccupping like a toddler. Her face was covered in tears, her mascara dripping, and her nose running with snot. The burning sensation she was feeling in all her rear end was unbearable.

"Are you going to mind and obey me, Lucinda?" Robert asked, stopping for a moment to beat the daylights out of her.

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! YES ROBERT! AIEEEEEE! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!”

“Are you going to overbuy again?”

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO ROBERT! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER BUY ANYTHING AGAIN! EVER! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I’LL BEE A GOOD  GIRL! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE I WILL BE GOOOOOD!”

CRACKK! CRACKK!

After those last leather lashings, the burning pain the poor lady was feeling escalated from unbearable to excruciating. Lucinda was hiccupping bawling so hard and had no idea how she would take the rest of her whipping. She had no choice though, it was completely up to her domineering husband when end her ordeal.

“AHWWWW! OHOWWWW! AH GWADDDD…IT STINGGGS! PLEASE HONEY NO MORE, SIR!”

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Lucinda wailing at the top of her lungs pressed herself against the bed as to try a futile escape from the branding leather, while Robert continued the next four licks on the smoldering, smoking flesh of her meaty hillocks and down the still untouched skin of her upper meaty thighs till the bunch of panties and pantyhose.

“Are you ever going to not mind what we agree on?” Lucinda heard his husband’s commanding voice ask her.

“NO! NO ROBERT! I SWEAR I WON’T, SIR!” Replied Lucinda through her tears.

Robert could see that her rear end was already completely scarlet hot, crisscrossed by ugly, puffy red stripes, and on the sit-spot, right where his wife was used to sit, the skin had turned a greyish hue which anticipated the impending blistering. Even so, he knew that to drive the lesson home the promised two dozen must be fulfilled.

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHHH!”

CRACKKK! “ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAAAAAAAH!”

“And what is going to happen if you act foolish again?” Robert asked her.

Completely submitted at the will of her domineering husband she got the answer out between sobs, “I…I WILL BE WHIPPED AGAIN! BWUAHHHH!”

He nodded satisfied with what he had heard.

“Ok,” he said with a softened voice, “you can get up now”.

But instead of getting up Lucinda collapsed on the bed, a sweaty tear-stained inconsolable mess.

Robert leaned down to hug her.

“Shhhh. Shhhh. It’s over now sweetie,” he whispered in her ear.

Eventually, Lucinda stopped crying so hard. The burning sensation that she was feeling in her striped bum was still unbearable, and her face was flooded with tears and snot. Overwhelmed by her ordeal she hid her face on Robert's chest and burst into a new cry. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her head whispering healing words to her ear. She sobbed a comforting cry into his chest for what seemed like an eternity while he reassured her of his love. Then he took a tissue and dried the tears and snot from her pretty face all the while telling her how a beautiful woman she was, and how lucky he was to have her as his wife. Lucinda just let him do it, right there in his arms, amidst the agonizing burning sensation she was suffering on her rear end, she realized that what Robert had given her was no more than the loving guidance she needed. She knew she had so richly deserved this punishment, and in the deep of her heart, she was grateful to her powerful husband for giving it to her and making her feel more loved than ever before.


A Mother's Role-Play

Harold was puzzled about his mother Harriet's conduct. She had coped well with Dad's untimely death a year earlier. There had been two or three months when he had feared she would fall into depression, but eventually, she had recovered and continued her profession with sufficient enthusiasm for life. For the past few months, however, every fortnight or so, she would leave town on Saturday afternoon and return home on Sunday after lunch.

When he had asked her reason for those trips, Harriet had given a vague answer about a woman, an old friend from her college days, whom she had found again on social media and with whom she had reconnected her old friendship. To Harold and his wife, that story did not seem very credible, especially since it had been almost six months now that on a fairly regular basis, Harriet had been making those trips and had not allowed any reason, either business or family, to impede her going away. So they began to suspect that Harriet had found a new boyfriend. But why keep it a secret? Of course, if that was the case Harold would have been a little disappointed with his mother's behavior, finding herself another man just a few months after Dad's death. But better than knowing she was sad and depressed. No, if there was a man involved, and Mom was keeping it a secret, it meant there was something wrong, and he had to know what it was. For her sake, and his family's sake.

At forty-eight Harriet was an attractive mature lady. She had always kept in shape and still could afford to wear clothes that highlighted her prosperous bosom, generous rear, flat belly, and toned legs. That along with a lively face surrounded by a cascade of honey blonde hair, made that it would not be hard for his mother to find a man who appreciated her, Harold thought. But she was also a wealthy woman who had recently inherited a considerable fortune from her husband. And there were plenty of vultures out there ready to take advantage of a newly widowed.

That’s why, that Saturday afternoon Harold was driving his car shadowing his mother as cautiously as possible, hoping she would not notice him. He followed his mother's car on the highway to the first interchange, but once there, instead of continuing in the direction of the town Harriet was supposed to be heading she exited the highway and drove into the hills. She followed that road for several miles and finally entered a driveway that led to a kind of mansion that stood in a clearing in the middle of the woods.

Harold stopped the car just before the driveway entrance and watched from a distance as his mother parked in front of the mansion and got out of the car carrying a trolley. Then the door of the mansion opened and a tall, powerfully built man, with greyish hair and handsome masculine features, greeted Harriet and ushered her into the house.

Then it's as I thought, Harold told himself, Mom has a man.

He parked the car in the trees and stood thinking about what he had discovered till then. If that mansion was the man’s home, he didn't seem to need to cheat Harriet, thought Harold, but you could never say. Maybe this is precisely the way he had made money, cheating on widows. It was his duty to find out what was going on, and then if he had gone so far...On the other hand, if there had been nothing wrong and he had been found out, he certainly would not have looked good and would have embarrassed his mother as well...For some minutes, he sat in the driver's seat brooding over these thoughts. In the end, his curiosity prevailed over all other considerations, so he took the courage, got out of the car, and keeping sheltered in the woods approached the mansion.

It was a warm spring day and he saw that some of the ground floor windows were open. Cautiously he stepped out of the woods, checked that there was no one in sight, and approached the mansion keeping bent over so as not to be seen.

The first window he looked into was a spacious kitchen with no one in it. As he approached the second window he began to hear voices.

"I am really sorry for what I did Daddy."

Harriet's voice came out of the window nothing more than a whisper but still clear. ‘Daddy’? The word struck Harold, ‘What the fuck...Grandpa has been dead for almost ten years now!’ At that point driven by irrepressible curiosity, he crouched under the window from which the voices came and then, with great caution raised his head to peer inside the room. The room was a large living room, furnished with antique dark wood furniture, a large fireplace opened on one wall, and in the center of the room stood a long leather sofa with a couple of matching armchairs. Right in front of the sofa,  Harold caught a glimpse of Harriet and the man talking.

The man was towering over Harriet who offered her back and bottom to the window, but she was no longer dressed in the garments she wore when she entered the house. She was now wearing a white blouse, a pleated skirt, knee-length white socks, and instead of the heels she was used to wearing, she wore a pair of low-heeled shiny black leather shoes. All in all, she looked just like...a schoolgirl!

Shocked by what he had just seen Harold lowered his head and stood listening under the window.

"Oh Daddy, pleaseee…It isn’t thaaaat bad, is it Daddy?”

“So you think that skipping school is not ‘that wrong’, do you, young lady?” Deep and stern, it was the man's voice.

It really seemed like he was a Dad lecturing Harriet and that she was pleading her cause but it was of no avail. Suddenly it became evident to Harold that the two were engaged in some kind of weird role-play.

“I’m sorry Daddy. I don’t know what came to me,” Harold heard his mother say, in a voice imitating that of a child. “This is not the way I am supposed to behave. I know it, and I feel bad about it, really, really Daddy."

"So what should we do about this?" The man asked.

“Mhm, Daddy…can’t you forgive me? Just for this time, Daddy, and I promise I won’t do it ever, ever again.”

"I am sorry young lady, but you already had your warning about this very thing. Came here in front of me, Now!”

Curiosity to see what would happen at that point got the better of caution, and Harold again raised his head just to peer into the room. The scene unfolding in the living room had slightly changed. Now the man was seated in the middle of the big sofa and was beckoning Harriet with his index finger. Harold saw Harriet put herself in front of the man shuffling her feet as she went. Now that the man was sitting on the sofa, with Harriet standing in front of him, Harold could see them from the side and neither of them was looking in his direction.

"You're a good girl, honey," the man told Harriet in a stern paternal tone. "But even good girls make mistakes, and then they need to be corrected, don't they, honey?"

"I…I guess so, Daddy." She said in a little voice, kicking her left foot onto the floor while she looked down as if the carpet was suddenly fascinating.

"Really? You just ‘guess so’, young lady?” Asked the man and his right hand flashed in the air and SLAP! Landed hard on the side of Harriet's left thigh, just below the hem of her short pleated skirt.

“AHAWHH! Daaddyyy!”

“Answer properly, young lady. What do good girls who have been naughty need?"

"They need to be spanked, Daddy."

"And how a good girl who has been naughty should be spanked?" The man asked in an even firmer voice.

Harriet did not answer but kicked the floor again.

"Young lady, I believe I asked you a question."

"That naughty…girl should be spanked on…her bare bottom," Harriet answered reluctantly.

So that's the way it is, thought Harold, Mommy likes to be treated like a bratty child and get spanked! That new realization made him wonder if things were like that between her and Dad too. But the scene unfolding before his eyes distracted him from that thought, for the moment.

As in a dream, or a nightmare, he could not have said which, Harold saw the hands of the man reach out and insert down his mother’s pleated skirt, then coming down keeping the waistband of a pair of white cotton panties, and drawing them over her black shoes. Eventually, with a stern no-nonsense voice, he ordered her over his lap.

While Harriet obediently placed herself over his lap, the man sat back so that Harriet's chest was on the sofa to his left. To his right, the woman offered her legs to Harold’s sight. The man then raised the hem of the woman’s skirt to her back, thus baring a couple of ample, round, protruding, meaty, candid buttocks, in just the right position over his legs for what it was evident was going to happen to them.

For a few moments, the man stood still, as if admiring the smooth, round bare bottom in front of him, and then he patted the palm of his big, thick hand over those soft buns making them wriggle. Harriet’s cheeks twitched and clenched while she waited for the first smack to descend on her vulnerable, unprotected rear. Pale and innocent as morning snow, her plump, pearly white orbs almost begged for a spanking, Harold thought blushing at that thought.

Then the man raised his arm high to the ceiling and brought his broad palm down hard on Harriet’s bottom.

SPLATT!

Harriet gasped in mute shock as the man’s hand splashed across her right cheek. Arching her spine in a spasm of wrenching pain, she squirmed and twisted on his lap, her bottom trembling with repressed agony. Then SLAPP! Another meaty wallop flattened Harriet’s left cheek. This time the poor woman let out a pained shriek. After that, a flurry of hard palm spanks rained down on the poor lady's tender, vulnerable bum cheeks. The man held her in position with hardly a flicker of effort as her bare white fesses wobbled and danced in tune to his quickening, staccato tempo.

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

Harold saw Harriet Kicking her feet wildly, ambling her cheeks from side to side, instinctively trying to dodge the merciless beating. It was no use. The man's broad palm covered easily half of her generous bottom cheeks. Bolts of lightning seemed to rain down on her tender bum. The blows landed too quickly to count, searing Harriet’s faultless white skin with each scorching contact.

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

“OWW! OWWW! OWW! AAAOOWW! IT HURTSSS!

“Of course, it hurts, you silly girl. It’s meant to!”

Then Harold saw the man switch his attention to his mother's meaty, upper thighs. The effect was immediate and irresistible. Harriet's mouth gaped wide in a rictus of exquisite pain. She bucked in agony too huge to fully articulate, her tears melting the mascara that dripped down her cheeks. The man seemed to nod complacently to himself and increased the stroke and velocity of his swing. Targeting the delicate fold of skin overlapping thighs and buttocks, he leaned in with vigor.

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

Blue-fire agony welled up from Harriet's diaphragm, forcing its way to her lips. The wailing and weeping that had been going on ever since the Man had started slapping her quivering broad buttocks had now transitioned to lusty, full-throated bawling. Desperate for that tanning to end, Harriet released her screams in a torrent of gasping, wavering tears.

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

By now Harold was sure that the pain his poor mother was experiencing must be unbearable, he could almost see blisters forming over her already swollen bum cheeks. All her rear was simmering with scarlet heat, and a vivid red blush was creeping down her thighs. For a moment he thought about intervening and putting an end to that merciless beating, but then he decided that if that was what his mother wanted, she had the right to get it.

In the meanwhile the man, keeping Harriet closer, shifted her higher on his right knee and laid in with even more vigor. Targeting the center of each blazing globe, he flailed his broad palm down with all his strength.

SMACCKKK! “OOOWW!”

SMACCKKK! “OHOOWWW!”

SMACCKKK! “OHOHOWWW!”

SMACCKKK! “YYYEEOOOWWW!”

Harriet threshed her heels in midair, clutching her bottom cheeks as they received each stunning blow. She was weeping uncontrollably now. She quaked from crown to toe, streaks of pain were lancing the range of each leg, drowning her fingernails into the sofa leather, straining every muscle in her body.

The man chuckled in approval at the way she wriggled her smoldered meaty hillocks in a desperate bid to escape. Harriet’s hips lolloped left to right in a crazy, electrified jig. Her bottom was now a harried, frenzied shade of mauve and sizzled like asphalt on a summer's day.

“OWWWW! DADDY!...SIR! PLEASEEE! AOOWWW!! OOOWWWW!!! STOP IT! AAAOOWW! DON'T! IT HURTS! IT HURTS! IT HURTS!”

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

As the spanking continued Harold saw his mother weep, scream, hump, and clench, the pain evidently turned from unbearable to excruciating, pushing her mercilessly towards the threshold of her endurance. It was then that Harriet surrendered herself completely. There was no point in begging for mercy, no point in pleading for clemency.

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

“WWAAAAAAA! AAARGHAAAA! AAAOOHHOOWW! BWUHAHAAAAAA!"

And then, after what seemed to Harold like an eternity, the man slowed his tempo, allowing Harriet to catch her breath, and sob out a litany of pleas and apologies. Weeping and breathless, she begged his forgiveness and offered tearful assurances for her future conduct.

“Bhooo. I…I’m sorry I have been bad!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“Sooob. I…I am sorry I skipped school!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“Owoow. I am sorry I was a naughty girl!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

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

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

“I swear I have!”

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

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

SMACKK!  “ARGHHH!”

The man punctuated each of her promises with a solid smack to the sensitive junction of cheek and thigh, making her buck in agonized response.

Only when all her promises to behave were made in Harriet's sincere, hoarse, crying voice, her spanking came to an end.

The man held her over his lap until her wailing subsided, gently rubbing her back, and then he helped her off his lap. Once her feet touched the floor modesty gave way to her spanked rear and Harriet hopped up and down in place, both hands trying in vain to soothe the spanked parts, obscenely thrusting out her crotch. She didn’t seem to notice though, a testament to the level of pain she was experiencing. It seemed like she could not have cared any less and a whole crowd could have been standing in that room watching her, and she’d still had to rub her bottom and leave the rest of her bare.

Admiring the weird show of that mature, attractive woman turned into a bratty child by the scorching correction she had just been submitted to, Harold felt his manhood stirring inside his pants. It was strange, it was weird, it was shaming, but he had to admit himself that assisting all that he had just witnessed had aroused him at a high level.

As patiently as he had waited for Harriet to stop crying and to get off his knees, The man waited for her frenzied spanking dance to end, and for her to settle down. When she did, he got up from the sofa and approached her with open arms. Harold was surprised to see how Harriet threw herself in the arms of the very man who had just set her rear end afire. The man hugged her back and she started a new cry on his ample chest. She just stood in his arms in what looked like a timeless state until she could breathe normally. All the time the man shushed her, telling her that it was okay, everything was going to be fine and she was forgiven for all she had done.

Then, indicating an empty corner of the room, he sent her to stay put there. She was required to stand facing the corner with her hot, red bottom on full display.

‘Wow,’ thought Harold, ‘so that is what a well-spanked bottom looks like.’

All Harriet’s rear end, from the top of her bottom cheeks to the higher part of her thighs, had swelled up to a higher size and was of a solid scarlet color, crisscrossed by darker, almost purple imprints of the man’s heavy fingers.

Time had come for a strategic retreat and Harold, keeping sheltered the best he could, returned to his car. Once at the wheel, he stood for a moment, still confused for all he had assisted and for the discovery of his mother's secret life. Then he started the engine and headed back home.

While driving a thousand thoughts were swirling in his head, but among the mixed feelings he was experiencing there was an awareness that he could not deny, everything he had witnessed was one of the most exciting things he had ever seen.

After observing Harriet's ordeal he had been struck by the consideration that all that, looked really useful to keep a couple's sexual life alive and exciting. He thought about how things between him and his wife had become boring in recent times, and how their intercourses had thinned out. That thought gave him some ideas and decided that before going home he would stop by the mall. He knew the size his wife wore, and it would not be difficult to find a white blouse, a pleated skirt, and white socks that fit her. Flat shoes no, after all, a pair of high-heeled shoes would make a 'schoolgirl' even more exciting.
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