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Mrs. Longstrict

It was with some anxiety that Kevin knocked on the carved wooden door of the mansion. Not that he had anything to fear, it was just his shy nature that created anxiety whenever he had to undertake a new activity or meet a new person.

He was a slim but athletically built young man of 28. Not tall he had light, slightly tanned skin that highlighted a pair of green eyes, a mop of unruly black hair on his head, and a shy look. After graduating in economics he found a job at an important bank where he worked for the past 4 years. Being a serious and hard-working young man, his career was going well, and he was now sent by the headquarters in that city as deputy branch manager. That’s why, looking for quiet accommodation and not having time to arrange a house of his own, he had responded to an ad from a lady who was looking for a tenant. And now he was knocking at the door of a beautiful two-story house, well maintained and surrounded by a large garden, in a residential area near the office where he was supposed to work.

The lady who opened the door was in her late forties, she presented herself as Mrs. Rita Longstrict, and let him into the house. From every point of view she was what can be defined as a pretty woman, and in Kevin’s eyes seemed a real beauty since he had always had a special interest in mature ladies. In fact, since his early teens, he was more often intrigued by the moms of his friends than by his female schoolmates or friends, and when he was indulging in the lonely sexual activity the boys that age are so keen to perform, he pictured one or the other of those mothers in some state of undress, or their bathing suit, while they hugged him against their breasts, took him into their bed for lovemaking, or sometimes, as strange as it may seem, scolded him severely.

Given this background, it’s easy to see how the lady in front of him appeared beautiful to Kevin’s eyes. She was a tall, full-figured lady who exceeded him in height by a few inches. Her shiny black hair which cascaded thickly over her shoulders set off her smooth white skin. In contrast with her lively pretty face, her eyes were grey and flashed an icy, somehow intimidating glare. And that voluptuous woman had a heart-stopping figure too. Her hips swept out from her relatively narrow waist with large, full curves, and her lush breasts pressed against the fabric of the sweater she was wearing.

Mrs. Longstrict invited him in and asked him if he'd like a cup of coffee. While they sipped their coffee Mrs. Longstrict explained to Kevin that she was a widow, her husband having died 5 years after their marriage, leaving her with that house, a fair amount of money, and 3 sons to raise by herself. She had found a job in a nearby high school which allowed her to have enough time to devote to her children, and never married again.

Rising 3 male kids on her own has not been easy, she added, but with a lot of love and plenty of care, not disjointed by some necessary ‘reinforcing lessons where it does most good', she succeeded in it. Now her older son had graduated and worked in the legal office of a big company in a nearby city, and the other two were away, still at college. The house had turned too big for her alone so she decided to rent one of the rooms. She was not doing it for the money of the rent, even if a little extra income was obviously welcome. She did it to not feel all alone in that big house and to have some help with the garden. In fact, adding to the rent the tenant was expected to perform simple chores around the yard and that’s the reason why she was looking for a male tenant.

During that conversation, Kevin’s main concern was to keep from staring too much at his host, lest she think him grossly inappropriate. Even so at one point, because the coffee table was so low and she had to lean forward and bend way down to pour the coffee into the cups, suddenly he found himself looking directly into the cleavage of her sweater where, due to her position, he could see the top of her breasts encased in the black lace bra. His gaze remained glued to that sight for a few moments too long. By the time he looked up, he found her grey eyes looking directly into his. She coldly held her position for a moment as if to use her cleavage to remind him of what she had caught him doing. And when at least she straightened up, a little knowing smile formed on her lips that heightened Kevin’s embarrassment.

Turning bright red, Kevin mumbled thanks for the second cup of coffee, and trying to avoid eye contact he started to tell of himself, the reason that had brought him to that city, and his need for a quiet accommodation where he could rest after his work and feel at home.

When he finished she looked him directly in the eyes and with a wry smile, she told him that he looked like a polite young man. She would be pleased to try him as her first tenant.

With his insides churning at the very idea to come to living under the same roof as that magnificent lady, Kevin managed to stammer how pleased he was that it was okay for her to take him as her tenant.

She smiled in response and then added: “Of course, there are some basic rules to observe.”

Kevin had to be in by 11,00 pm on weekdays and at 1,00 am on weekends. Visitors were not allowed in the house after 9,00 pm and he also had to keep his place neat, do his chores in the yard on time, not smoke, and don’t keep liquor in his room. He agreed with all that and actually, given his state of mind whenever she stared at him with her cold grey eyes, he would easily have agreed to almost everything she would have asked him.

Then Mrs. Longstrict rose from the chair she was seated on and said it was time to go and see the room he was going to rent. Walking with firm and haughty steps she headed out of the living room and approached the stairs.

“I lead the way, follow me,” she said.

As she climbed the stairs, her heavy bottom cheeks bobbled and wagged with a fleshy life of their own. And with each step came the wonderful silky swishing sound of her pantyhosed thighs rubbing against each other from beneath her skirt. Kevin was almost mesmerized by Mrs. Longstrict's ripe, jiggling, womanhood which seemed heightened with her every ordinary movement.

On the second floor, 5 doors opened in a spacious hallway. Mrs. Longstrict opened one door and let Kevin into a spacious room with a window. The room was furnished with a single bed, a desk with a chair, an armchair, a 4-door wardrobe, and a small empty library.

“It was the room of Bill, my older son,” said Mrs. Longstrict, “do you think it will be good for you?”  

Of course, Kevin assured her it was just perfect, and they left. Once again in the hallway Mrs. Longstrict opened another door and showed him the bathroom he could use, “I have my private bathroom in my room,” she said opening another door to let him see a room even more spacious than the one he had just seen. A big king-size bed, a big 8-door wardrobe, a door opened in a bathroom, a sofa, and a big mirror on a vanity table furnished the room.

It was exactly on top of that vanity table that Kevin noticed something that caught his attention. It was the size of a ping-pong bat but oval-shaped. It was made of solid wood and was varnished with lacquer. There were no doubts about what it was. It was a spanking paddle.


Late curfew and drinking

The first weeks of life at Mrs. Longstrict's home turned out to be pleasant and entertaining at a high level for Kevin. Her manner was warm and inviting. It was clear that she liked Kevin, and he did not conceal his warm feelings toward her. His greater concern was not to show too much of how he loved her company and the closeness of her luscious body, in fear that she would have considered him impolite.

Nevertheless, Kevin noted that now and then under her kind manners, emerged a streak of severity that left him without words and blushing lightly. On more than one occasion she had commented on how “boys need a firm hand where it does most good to get up well”. On those rare occasions when Kevin had delayed or neglected to do his chores in the yard, she had even hinted that he would have deserved the same treatment that she had used with her kids, to learn the importance of punctuality. This kind of comment coming out from the lips of such a charming and imposing lady caused turmoil of emotions in Kevin.

Even if the word ‘spanking’ had not been pronounced yet, still the assumption that he lived with a woman who had raised her sons the old-fashioned way and that at some level she believed that such discipline could still be appropriate for a misbehaving twenty-eight years old, aroused many fantasies in Kevin.

Such fantasies emerged from his personal experience in a household where spankings were occasionally used to maintain discipline. His mother firmly believed that a boy could greatly benefit from the short sharp shock of a well-smacked bottom, and now and then he has found himself on the receiving end of a vigorous pants-down spanking. Of course, those occurrences were dreaded back then, but the very idea that Mrs. Longstrict could follow on her treat was at the same time scary and shamefully attractive to him.

In the meanwhile, Kevin had begun to make friends among office colleagues. At least once a week he joined them at a pub close to the office, where they had dinner and passed the evening having a few drinks. So one Wednesday night he ended up coming home half an hour after his curfew, at 11,30 p.m.

When he entered the house he found Mrs. Longstrict awake in the living room fully dressed. It seemed as if she was waiting for him.

“Young man is this the time to get home?” said Mrs. Longstrict, hands on hips, frowning sternly, and tapping her foot on the carpet.

Taken aback Kevin stood speechless. It has been years since he had had a curfew to respect and he had completely forgotten his agreement to be home at 11,00 on weekdays. He felt truly sorry to have broken one of her beloved landlady’s rules, so with great embarrassment, he apologized heartily.

Moved by the sincerity that transpired from Kevin’s words, Mrs. Longstrict told him that for this time she accepted his apology, and dismissed him to his room with some admonishing words, “But remember Kevin, this is a warning. I won’t let you off so easily next time”.

Stunned by that scolding he went up to his room. Her last words kept spinning in his head, and he found himself excited at the thought of what they could mean.

It was exactly the next week when his office organized a party to celebrate the achievement of their quarterly goals. It was Friday night and Kevin had no worries about his home return time, being a job event he was sure it wouldn’t last too long.

In effect, the party ended quite soon and at 11,00 p.m. he and his job’s friend were in the street deciding what to do for the rest of the evening. Being still early on a weekend night, Kevin followed his friends to a strip club, with the idea of staying there for about an hour and then coming back home.

Before getting to the club, Kevin had already had a couple of drinks at the party, and being just a very moderate drinker he was already a bit cheery. After other two shots of tequila, he found himself enjoying the evening without any other worries. Then two more shots of tequila followed and he was drunk. He completely lost track of time and was only when finally his friends took him out of the club that the fresh night air brought him back to reality. He looked at his watch, it was 2,30 a.m. and he realized then he would be in trouble with Mrs. Longstrict.

He was driven home, arriving there just before 3,00 a.m. Like the week before Mrs. Longstrict was awake. Before he could do it by himself she opened the front door for him. She wore a pearl color dressing gown closed half-mast at the waist, that barely covered her candid silk nightgown, and her bare feet wore charming slippers with short heels.

The look on her face told him she was not pleased, not pleased at all. She let him in and he could do nothing to hide his inebriation when she began questioning him about his state and the time.

Then instead of scolding him like the week before, she coldly said, “Young man, I do not intend to discuss anything with you in your current state. Go straight to bed now. We can talk about all of this first thing tomorrow morning.”

The moment of truth finally came the next morning. Though being Saturday and despite a little headache Kevin woke up early. The awareness that somewhat hung over him, and the dread of the moment he had to confront Mrs. Longstrict, made it impossible for him to lay in bed as usual on a weekend morning. So by 8,30 he was bathed and dressed in Mrs. Longstrict's living room where he found his landlady already fully groomed.

After sitting him down on the sofa, Mrs. Longstrict seated herself in a nearby chair and began, “Young man, when you signed the lease here, you agreed to follow certain simple rules that are sure no more restrictive than the ones that apply in any decent home. You had a warning last week and now I find you coming back home two hours after your curfew and staggering drunk. Now as I’m sure you can understand, I won’t have any tenant living in this house whom I cannot trust. Since you’ve already had one chance, I don’t see any other choice than to ask you to find another accommodation.”

“Please, Mrs. Longstrict,” Kevin responded truly desolate about letting Mrs. Longstrict down and jeopardizing his position as her tenant, “I know I was a great disappointment to you last night. I know I shouldn’t have come back to your house so late, and I made things worse than ever by drinking too much.” Then, with his heart pounding, he added “I know I’ve messed up big time. But isn’t there anything else you can do instead of making me leave? I really like it here and want to stay more than anything.”

Mrs. Longstrict paused for a few moments, staring at him thoughtfully. Finally, she spoke a little more doubtful, “The only way I can handle a young man tenant living under my roof is through a system of trust and basic rules. And you have proved yourself untrustworthy. However...”

“I know I have, Mrs. Longstrict and I really regret it,” Kevin interrupted her. “There’s no question I deserve to be evicted, but I beg you to find some other way to deal with me.” Then blushing he added “I…I remember you saying, on occasions, that I would have deserved the same treatment that you used with your kids. Isn’t…Isn’t this one of such occasions?”

With a gaze that seemed to lay bare his thoughts and weighing his words, Mrs. Longstrict asked, “Have you ever been spanked, Kevin?”

Though his mouth went completely dry, Kevin managed to reply, “Well, actually Mrs. Longstrict, my…my mother sometimes… well, you know… she sometimes…um…gave it to me, yes.”

Her eyes widened barely and the shadow of a smile played about her lips.

“Well, I’m glad to hear I’m not the only one who believes in old-fashioned methods, young man,” said Mrs. Longstrict, then after a short pause as if considering certain possibilities, she added, “I don’t know, Kevin, I just don’t know. What am I going to do with you? My best judgment tells me I should look for a more reliable tenant. On the other hand, until last night you proved yourself to be a nice polite young man, and I have to admit I enjoy having you around the house. So…” her cold grey eyes stared at him with an inquisitive look “Tell me, if, and I repeat if, I let you stay what do you think you deserve for your behavior last night?”

“May…may be a…sp…spanking ma’am,” Kevin answered with a lump in his throat and blushing wildly.

Amidst the turmoil of his emotions, he couldn’t even believe that he was pronouncing those dreadful and shaming words.

Mrs. Longstrict raised from her chair and suggested that Kevin come with her. Kevin's legs felt like rubber as he followed Mrs. Longstrict up the stairs to her bedroom. Everything showed that in the next future, he would be subjected to that childish punishment. A spanking! There was no doubt about it once they were in her bedroom and he saw his landlady reach for the oval paddle on her vanity table.

“Here in this room is where the corrections are dished out in the house, and this little helper,” and at these words she smacked the paddle on her other hand, “has proven very useful to make boys repent of their silly actions and disobedience. Soon you will prove his effectiveness while used on a bare bottom.”

She raised her skirt to mid-thighs, sat on the edge of her bed, and used her finger to beckon Kevin to approach her. As if in a dream and completely submitted by the air of conscious authority Mrs. Longstrict radiated, he complied. While he was in front of her she reached out and began opening his pants and dropping them down. Then she inserted her fingers in the waistband of his briefs and drew them down too. Eventually with a stern no-nonsense voice, she ordered him over her lap.

Not wanting to prolong the shame of being half-naked in front of her any longer, he placed himself gingerly over her lap, feeling his bare front against Mrs. Longstrict’s plump thighs. She sat back so that Kevin's chest was on the bed to her left. To her right were his knees, slightly bent, with his bare bottom in just the right position to be spanked.

For a few moments, she admired the smooth, rounded bare bottom in front of her. As Kevin's dread for his impending punishment grew higher and higher, she slid the palm of her hand over those muscular and nonetheless chubby, soft buns. They felt cool now, but they wouldn't feel cool for long.

By now in Kevin’s mind amidst the worries that it will hurt plenty, made his way to the thought that he deserved a good spanking to have acted so foolish, and let Mrs. Longstrict down. So while in one sense he dreaded the incoming punishment, he also looked forward to ‘taking his medicine’.

It was then that Mrs. Longstrict began spanking Kevin with her paddle, smacking his bare buns with vigor. Each smack brought more pink color to those rounded cheeks. After about six smacks she paused to remind Kevin that being drunk was not acceptable and definitely not allowed in her house and that he certainly wasn't too old to benefit from a good spanking till he kept behaving in that disgraceful manner!

Kevin just murmured, "I know ma’am. Oh, I know."

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

Now the paddle was being bounced off Kevin's buns full force and he began to let out a little moan after each smack. Mrs. Longstrict held him pinned down with her left arm so all he could do was grit his teeth between his moans and wiggle around on her lap as the paddle did its stinging work.

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

Despite that at the beginning Kevin had tried not to cry, attempting to take his spanking with all the dignity possible for a man in his late twenties in that situation, as the paddle kept smacking, and smacking hard his bottom he couldn't help it anymore. 

SMACK! "OWWW!" SMACK! "OWWW!" SMACK! "WHAAA!" SMACK “PLEASE NO MOREEE.” SMACKKK “WHAAAAAAAA!”

Mrs. Longstrict always expected tears when she took a boy’s pants down for a spanking. No tears indicated no genuine remorse, and the object of a spanking was to make him remorseful for what he had done, and right then she was proving how effective she was in achieving that goal.

SMACK! "WHAAA!" SMACK! "WHAAA!" SMACK! "IT HURTSSS SO BAAAD!" SMACKKK “WHAAAAAAAA!” SMACCKKKKK!

Kevin ended up pitifully pleading with her to stop and promising to be a ‘good boy’ from now on, but Mrs. Longstrict gave him several more smacks first. Once she stopped the rain of searing paddle’s spanks she kept him in position while she massaged his spanked buns until Kevin’s sobs subsided. Finally, she gave him a few gentle slaps and told him to get up. He did, drying the tears on his cheeks with one hand while the other rubbed his bottom cheeks in a futile attempt to relieve the burning pain she had ignited there with her horrible paddle. Then realizing the show he was providing half-naked in front of her, he got up his pants and underpants and got dressed.

With her cheeks slightly flushed from the effort to inflict such a trough correction, Mrs. Longstrict asked him if he was all right.

"Yes, Mrs. Longstrict, I…I'm okay," he answered still sniffling. “I promise I will respect all the rules from now on.” And then while rubbing the seat of his pants he added with a still-shaking voice, "You…you sure know how to give a spanking to a boy!"

“Lot of experience Kevin,” she said with a chuckle.

He blushed, then avoiding eye contact he admitted, "I…I know I deserved to be corrected."

Mrs. Longstrict smiled and told him, “Well Kevin, I hope there will be no need for a repeat of this, but just in case, I will be obliged to do it again my boy”.

Once Kevin left Mrs. Longstrict's room he went to the bathroom. He lowered his pants and undies again and stood in front of the mirror to check the damage his landlady had inflicted on his rear end. All his bum and the very top of his legs were scarlet red and the lower part of his bottom cheeks sported some painful paddle marks. All his rear was slightly swollen and very hot to the touch. Sniffling he had to admit with some admiration that Mrs. Longstrict sure knew how to keep discipline in her house. And he couldn't help feeling that despite the smoldering pain he was experiencing where he used to sit, there was something strangely intriguing about having his landlady correcting him as if he was her kid.


Accepting his own feelings

Kevin and Mrs. Longstrict managed to act for the next few days as if nothing happened. Nevertheless, even if unsaid, it was palpable that something crucial had changed their relationship in a way that had no possible turnback.

Kevin was always on his best behavior trying not to give her a reason to get mad at him again. He felt that he had truly deserved that spanking, and deep inside he was glad he had accepted to be disciplined by Mrs. Longstrict. But sure he was in no hurry to go across her lap with his pants down any time soon.

For her part, Mrs. Longstrict took a more thoughtful attitude towards Kevin. She started to prepare breakfast for him, she gave him some unasked advice on how to dress whenever he left the house, and every evening when he came back from work she inquired about how his day had gone.

All this new attention from her engendered some strange feelings in Kevin. On the one hand, as he was strongly attracted to Mrs. Longstrict, he welcomed her new, closer, almost intimate attitude. But on the other, he was worried about how much she could take charge of his life. 

However, as the days passed by, he became more and more focused on the event that had happened on that fateful Saturday morning. He even had dreams of him being over the sturdy pretty legs of Mrs. Longstrict, and every time he woke up with an almost painful hard-on to relieve which he had to masturbate, and even while at the job he found himself daydreaming of his pretty landlady.

As everybody can imagine, all this thinking and daydreaming had a very bad influence on his performance at work. He wasn't doing well at the office and his relationship with his boss slowly deteriorated, so he received a notice from the department head telling him he was being placed on probation. At that point, this wasn't really a surprise, but he felt disgusted with himself because he knew he could do a lot better if he would just rearrange his priorities and stop living in a world of fantasies.

So one Sunday morning after he once again woke up after a hard-cored dream in which he was shamefully scolded half-naked in front of Mrs. Longstrict, he found himself seriously considering his situation. While squeezing toothpaste out onto his toothbrush and looking at his image reflected in the mirror above the sink, he began to wonder if despite his belief to be a responsible young adult, deep inside him an inner child was struggling to come to the surface. Thinking honestly of how he sometimes acted, that it might be the case. And if it was… maybe what he truly needed was a strong, firm hand to keep him in line?

He walked a few feet away from the mirror and looked at his whole body. Even if he was strong and somewhat muscular he still was slim and almost hairless, and him being not much tall, in the complex it gave off a boyish look. He remembered the way his own mother was used to keep him on the straight and narrow and how he felt reassured by her calm strength. Maybe he had not outgrown that need? And again, if it was like that wasn’t it a lucky strike to live in the house of a lady that seemed very capable of fulfilling that kind of need? Anyway, it was clear that things couldn’t go on as they were, he had to untie that knot and he had to do it quickly.

It was while they were seated at the kitchen counter having their Sunday breakfast when Kevin entered in the matter of what was happening at his job. With a little shame, he took out the notice from the head office and showed her.

Mrs. Longstrict kept the paper from his hand and noticed it shake almost imperceptibly. She put her glasses on and read it carefully. Then staring at him over her lowered glasses she asked if this was happening because he couldn't do his work or because he wasn't trying hard enough.

"It's because I…I sometimes put things off and…and don’t apply with the necessary concentration,” he answered blushing lightly with eyes downcast, “I never thought I'd have the courage to say this to you, Mrs. Longstrict, ma’am”.

She looked at the slim, handsome dark-haired man who acted with such shy manners in front of her. She liked him and was pleased that he had come to her for advice.

“Well Kevin,” she said taking off her glasses and looking at him with her icy glare, “I’m glad that you are so honest with me about your performance at work. Nevertheless, and indeed for that very reason, pulling things along and lack of concentration is not something that I can accept from the capable boy that I know you are.”

“Ohhh ma’am, can…can you not accept it, ma’am?” Was all a shamed Kevin could utter with a shaking voice.

Mrs. Longstrict shook her head in denial and tapping a finger on the table started a meaningful scolding about the importance of responsibility, reliability, and hard work. As she ended the telling off Kevin felt as if some layer of his skin had been taken off by her tong lashing, and he feared that the worst was still to come.

“It has been a few weeks since I had to do what had to be done to help you to come home on time and don’t drink too much,” she purposely said, “you were a very sorry boy at the end of that. Have you come back late or did you drink too much again after that?”

“Oh no ma’am, I swear I didn’t,” answered Kevin uneasily squirming on his seat.

“I believe you, and why is that?”

“I didn’t want to disappoint you ma’am, and…”

“And?”

“Your spankings really hurt ma’am,” said Kevin blushing more than ever.

“AH, now we are getting somewhere,” said Mrs. Longstrict crossing her arms. “You didn’t want to disappoint your landlady, AND your bottom told you, you better not dare.”

At this statement, Kevin’s hands went to clutch his clothed bottom cheeks in an unaware childish gesture.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Longstrict noticing his reaction to her words, “Red sore bottoms send those messages to misbehaving, careless boys. I better not come back late, I better not drink…I better concentrate on my job…”

“Well, ma’am, I…I think so,” Admitted Kevin avoiding eye contact as he just can’t stand her glare.

“Maybe, as WE know from experience that it works when necessary…”

“I know that it works ma’am, but please, you don’t have to…”

“I very much have to Kevin,” said Mrs. Longstrict eventually, rising from her seat, and taking hold of Kevin's wrist. “Came with me young man, you are due a very sound paddling”.

As if to get on with this before Kevin had even the time to think about it, she made him rise from his seat and headed for her bedroom. Kevin meekly followed her into the room, where exactly as the time before she went to her vanity table for the paddle. Her one hand gripped the feared tool and impatiently tapped it against her other palm. Then she went to sit on the edge of the bed and stared at him willfully. 

Lowering his eyes and feeling his whole face burning with shame Kevin, without even being asked directly, took off his shoes, dropped his pants and stepped out of them, and even took off his briefs by himself. His shirt end provided a little modesty as he approached Mrs. Longstrict and got down across her waiting lap. He adjusted himself into position while she lifted his shirttail back to completely uncover those masculine buns she had admired so much the previous time he was in that same position. She gazed at them again and slid her hand over them. They were firm and supple and nearly hairless, the perfect target for what she had the duty to do.

Patting the paddle gently against Kevin’s buttocks, Mrs. Longstrict began to lecture him one last time about acting more responsibly and doing his work well and on time, so he could get off probation. Then she raised the paddle high in the air and brought it down, hard, bouncing it off first one side of Kevin’s bottom, then the other. He let out a loud wail and his paddle spanking began in earnest.

Swiftly, soundly, firmly, and thoroughly Mrs. Longstrict spanked all over Kevin’s bare bottom in no particular pattern, gradually making the whole punishment area turn bright red  The loud cap pistol smacks echoed through the room steadily. Each of the smacks overlapped, alternating from side to side, and up and down the area between his upper bottom cheeks and the tops of his thighs, over and over and again and again.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!  "OWWWWWW!” SMACK! "AARGHHHH" SMACK! “WAAAAAAA”

This time Kevin didn’t even try to be brave and from the beginning of his ordeal he was shameless crying and begging, as under the continuous rain of paddle smacks the only thing he had in his mind from the very beginning was ‘WOW! IT HURTS!’

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! "WAAAAA! WAAAAAA!" SMAACCKK! “NO MORE MA’AM" SMACK! SMACK! "AIEEEEEEEE! PLEASE OH PLEASE STOP!"

But then, amidst the unbearable burning sensation he was suffering on his rear end, Kevin started to realize that what Mrs. Longstrict was giving him was no more than the loving guidance he had missed. He knew he deserved this spanking, and in the deep of his heart he was grateful to the powerful lady who was giving it to him…he just wished she wouldn't do it soooo painful!

SMACK! SMACK! "OK, OK" SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! "WAAAAAA! OH PLEASE MA’AM” SMACK “WAAAAAA!" SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK "THAT'S ENOUGH!" "WAAAAA! I’LL BE GOOD! WAAAA! I PROMISE! WAAAAA! I’LL BE A GOD BOY!”

So securely pinned by Mrs. Longstrict's left arm over her sturdy legs, and receiving such an unbearably stinging punishment, Kevin had finally become just that crying little boy that deep inside he felt he was, who had broken an important rule and needed to have a firm correction to make everything right again.

It was then that feeling she had achieved her purpose, Mrs. Longstrict mercifully put the paddle down and stood looking at Kevin’s discolored rear end. His buns and top of tights were hot and swollen scarlet. He was still shaken by hiccup crying and his handsome face was contorted in an agonizing grimace, covered with tears and snot. She waited a few minutes for him to calm down, then she made him rise from her lap.

He stood there, bare from the waist down, both hands rubbing his smoldered rear end, oblivious to the show he was offering her. He didn’t care, he had just received the spanking of his life, and his bottom burned so badly. He felt as if he didn't need to hide any of his actual feelings from the lady who had just given it to him.

Looking at him with a satisfied and slightly amused glare Mrs. Longstrict said, “You are basically a good boy Kevin, but is clear that you need a firm hand to keep you focused on what is good for you. Don’t you think so?”

“Oh yes, ma’am. Yes.” Kevin agreed heartily even if with a still broken voice.

“I see that more and more. You are not too old to benefit from some strict motherly supervision.”

Shamelessly clutching his throbbing bottom cheeks, his underwear still at his ankles, his privates barely covered by the shirt tail, Kevin also agreed to this.

“Very well then. From now on I will supervise you more closely my boy. And we will set up a new set of rules that will prevent you from going down the wrong path. Now compose yourself and go to your room. I need to go to do some errands.”

“Yes ma’am,” said Kevin while holding up his clothes.

He groaned when the fabric of the underwear made contact with his badly burned bottom cheeks. Heading out of Mrs. Longstrict's bedroom he was thinking about how his life would change under that new strict supervision.


A little boy once more

In the next weeks, Kevin discovered that it wasn't so difficult to adapt to the new regime established by Mrs. Longstrict. In effect, it was nothing more than having to report to her about all he was doing and follow her warnings that were always wise. Given that he loved her company and the closeness of her body, all that was easy for him. Furthermore, it was evident that since he was under her supervision his life was easier. His performance at the office improved, he successfully got out of probation, and his boss was again happy with his work.

However, while when at work and with colleagues Kevin behaved in a competent and self-confident manner, within the walls of the house he let himself be a little too carried away in the role of the boy not yet grown up, being Mrs. Longstrict's attitude that of a mother a little too rigid but strongly reassuring. He often changed into his pajamas as soon he came back home from work, and at times he spent all the weekends at home trying to help his landlady with any little thing, and even asking her consent to turn on the television or go to take a bath. Mrs. Longstrict tried to have some indulgence in these boyish behaviors, as otherwise, Kevin behaved like a responsible young man.

What Kevin didn't let Mrs. Longstrict know was that in the privacy of his room, in those home days, he often and willingly indulged in the boyish practice of giving pleasure to himself.

It was one Monday morning, after one rainy weekend in which he had been all the time in his pajamas around the house, that Kevin joined Mrs. Longstrict at the breakfast table looking battered. He hadn’t changed in his work attire nor he had shaved. When Mrs. Longstrict asked what had happened he answered that he didn’t feel good. His throat ached, and his whole body was in pain. He surely had a fever. In short, he was in no condition to go to work. Mrs. Longstrict, wrapped in her dressing gown, rose from her chair. She touched his forehead and asked him to show her his tongue. Then she said that it didn’t seem she had a fever.

“I just tried it with my thermometer and yes I have,” Kevin said, “I think I need to call the office and stay at home, I wouldn't want to infect my co-workers with bad flu.”

“Well then, if you really feel so bad go ahead, call your office, and go back to bed,” she said a little doubtful, “I finish having breakfast and after cleaning up I will go up to see how you are”

After the call at his office, Kevin had gone back to bed. He didn’t feel ill at all, he had come up with that story just because that morning he didn't feel like leaving the house in the rain to go to work.

Without any worries, he reached into his pajama bottom. In his mind, as always in those days, was Mrs. Longstrict. In his imagination, she had taken off her robe and was in a short nightgown. As he started working with his right hand on his penis more and more frantically, he was dreaming to be hugged in her embrace, rubbing his cheek on her soft bosom, feeling her breast under the silk canvas, while his hand was rising the robe over her firm matronly bum. He pushed his pajama bottom down his legs as they were getting in the way, and as he’d worked up a bit of a sweat, slid the blanket off his bed. Consumed by his sexual thoughts and activity Kevin didn’t hear Mrs. Longstrict climbing the stairs. He was in his own very happy little world. But it was a world that was about to be crushed.

Without warning Mrs. Longstrict with a cup of steaming herb tea in one hand, and a thermometer in the other, flung open Kevin’s door. She stood petrified by what appeared in front of her eyes. There was Kevin, half-naked on his bed, laying on his back, and working his rock-hard, fully-developed penis, with some genuine energy. With his right hand still grasping the upright shaft of his stiff member, he froze in horror.

“Kevin!” she screamed.

Kevin let go of his penis, and in panic, tried reaching down to pull up his pajama bottom, but it was tangled around his ankles. The blanket on the floor was also too difficult to get hold of as he desperately looked for something to cover up with. Instead, he just cupped both hands around his most private parts, but being so stiff, it was hard to cover it all.

“Mrs. Longstrict,” he yelled desperately, “what…what are you doing barging into my room?” He’d never felt this humiliated before in all his life. “Please, get out!... Please.” He begged.

Although Mrs. Longstrict had initially been shocked by what she had walked in on, she was in no mood to turn straight around and walk out.

“If you had been doing your toilet and walked to your office like you were supposed to, me barging in on you wouldn’t have been quite such a problem, would it?” She said as a matter of fact.

Kevin was now looking at Mrs. Longstrict like a rabbit caught in a car's headlights. He could see she had no intention of leaving. And he knew he was trapped with no way of escaping. He just couldn’t utter a coherent sentence right then, so he stood shut as Mrs. Longstrict followed on.

“I went upstairs to see how you were and bring you some herbal tea,” she said coldly once he had regained her composure, “but it seems that you recovered fast, so fast that I wonder if there is any need to check your temperature.” And she showed him the thermometer she had in her hand.

“N…no ma’am…I don’t think is needed, ma’am,” that was all he could say shaking his head in distressed denial.

“No, I don’t think so either, because what I see here is just a grown man who instead of complying with his responsibilities faked an illness such as a bad little boy who doesn’t want to go to school. Isn’t it Kevin?”

“I’m really sorry, ma’am,” Kevin uttered blushing furiously.

Mrs. Longstrict could see that the only thing the young man in front of her was sorry about was getting caught in that childish lie and shameful act, and she knew his one was nothing more than a pathetic apology. So she started one hell of telling off that had Kevin reduced like a little boy caught with the hands in the jam jar. How dare he fake his health? How could he so blatantly lie to her about it? And why was he lying in bed jerking off when he should have already headed to work?” As Mrs. Longstrict scolded him with icy fury, a totally embarrassed Kevin interjected with the appropriate I know, and I’m sorry, at all the right times. But still, Mrs. Longstrict showed no signs of letting up.

“You acted as an irresponsible and disgraceful little boy,” she stated at least, “and irresponsible and disgraceful little boys need to be taught a good lesson with a firm maternal hand!” She underlined these words by clapping her hands.

Widening his eyes and blushing bright red a crestfallen Kevin said with a shaky voice, “Please ma’am…I promise I won’t do it anymore.”

“Oh, I know you won’t do it anymore after you have been spanked! You bad, bad boy. Get up now!”

Awkward from his pajama bottoms rolled up to his ankles Kevin managed to get up. Mrs. Longstrict then took a seat on his bed and told him to stand in front of her. She ordered him to put his hands on his head, and Kevin’s stomach churned as he realized what was about to happen. While he obeyed his eyes fixed on the bare legs of Mrs. Longstrict that come out from a short lace nightdress, in full view now that her dressing gown had flown open.

Mrs. Longstrict bent down and grabbed each of Kevin’s ankles, one at a time, to guide his pajama bottom off his feet, leaving him standing naked from the waist down in front of her. Not wanting to prolong his shame, Kevin, without even being asked, placed himself gingerly over that dread and inviting lap. It wasn’t a position he relished being in, but better than standing there with his erect manhood coming out under his pajama top.

“You have disgraced yourself, young man,” said Mrs. Longstrict while taking hold of Kevin’s waist with her left arm. “You are going to be spanked severely!”

She raised her hand and began swiftly slapping Kevin’s muscular and supple bottom cheeks. Kevin winced and took a deep breath as the first few SLAPPS resounded against the bare skin of his bottom.

Before the spanking started Kevin had hoped for a moment that, as Mrs. Longstrict was using only her hand and not the paddle to chastise him, her spanking wouldn’t been that painful. But once she started furiously slapping her hard palm down on his tender bottom, he realized how wrong that thought had been. WOW, that woman really knew how to deliver a hand spanking! Kevin thought just before to begin to bawl with pain.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

“PLEASE, MA’AM…PLEASE IT HURTS!”

Kevin alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady slaps of Mrs. Longstrict's hard palm meeting his tender flesh. Her lips were pursed in anger, and her brow was furrowed with the concentration on delivering a correction that cannot be forgotten anytime soon. Without slowing down she continued to SLAP Kevin’s upturned cheeks with that same vigorous rhythm.

As we already know Mrs. Longstrict firmly believed that a spanking should HURT, and she wanted to be sure, that this one did! She spanked Kevin's bare bottom cheeks and the upper part of his thighs again and again and again, driving the burning sensation higher and higher, while Kevin bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

“WHAHAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP!

“WAAAAHHHHHHH! WAHAAHHHAA! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDDD!” 

Deciding to correct Kevin in this very childish way what Mrs. Longstrict wanted was exactly to make him feel like the bad boy he has acted as, and actually, at that very moment, he felt nothing more than that, such as when, years ago, having been bad, he had gotten a deserved spanking from his Mommy. He was squirming, kicking his legs, sobbing piteously, his eyes shut, his face covered with tears and snot, and his mouth opened wide. Overwhelmed by the unbearable sting in his rear end he wasn't even able to understand what he was saying.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP!  SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

“WAAAAHHHHHHH PLEASE MOMMY! WAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE NO MORE MOMMYYYY!”

Having noticed that she had achieved her goal of turning him into nothing more than a sorrowful bad boy once again Mrs. Longstrict relented her correction.

“Are you sorry for what you did?’” She asked, her cheeks flushed by the exertion of delivering such a fierce lesson with her bare hand.

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

SPANKKK!

“Are you going to lie to me again you bad boy?”

“WAAAAAH NOOOO! NO MOMMY! I WON’T LIE ANYMORE! I’LL BE GOOD! I PROMISE I WILL BE!”

SPANKKK!

“Are you going to act as a decent young man?”

“WAAAAAAAAH YES, YESSSSS I PROMISE I WILL! I WILL  OBEY YOU, MOMMY! ALWAYS!”

SPANKKK! SPANKKK! SPANKKK!

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

Mrs. Longstrict stopped spanking, but Kevin didn’t even notice it right away and kept wailing on her lap for some seconds. She caressed gently his back trying to reassure him that his correction had ended and that he could get up. He rose from his prone position only to crouch on Mrs. Longstrict's lap. She let him do, softened at the sight of the tears-covered face of the handsome boy she was so fond of. She kept him close to her with her left arm in a cuddling embrace, while her right hand soothed his burning red bottom cheeks. Kevin melted in that embrace, drying his tears on her firm bosom, and like in his daydream he stroked the softness of her breast with his cheeks under the silk canvas. Holding in her arms that sorrowful boy while he was reacquiring some of his composure, elicited in Mrs. Longstrict feelings she hadn't felt in some time. Ruffling his hair she pressed his face to her breasts, her nipples hardened and she became aware of a pleasurable wet sensation between her legs. Her right hand took hold of one of Kevin’s muscular bottom cheeks, which was now throbbing hot, and squeezed it.

“OUCH! Ma’am,” said Kevin in a hoarse voice, “you have burned me back there”.

“I know, I know, and I am not sorry to have done it! Some lessons need to hurt to be remembered.” At this, he nodded, still sniffling. “This is a very red bottom now,” and she gently patted his scalded bum, “and I’m sure you are a sorry boy.”

“So, so sorry ma’am…but…thank you for caring for me enough to correct me.”

“You welcome, my boy,” she said, “you know that when you need me I’m always here for you,” then reacquiring her usual coolness, “now is time that I go to take care of my chores,” and suppressing a smile, “of my OTHERS chores I mean.”

“Is ok if I stay in my room for a while ma’am? Anyway, I already called the office to say that I’m sick.” Said Kevin getting up from her lap with his hands ruefully rubbing his smoldered bum cheeks.

Mrs. Longstrict rose from his bed, readjusted her nightdress, and said, “Just for a while Kevin, I expect that you work all day in the yard. We don’t want a lazy boy hanging on all day in the house, do we?”

“No ma’am, of course not,” he answered laying on the bed on his belly.

“Good, I wait for you downstairs soon,” she said and headed to the door.

Turning his head Kevin stared at her as she left, his eyes fixed on the sway of her full bottom, her manhood pressed against the mattress as hard as ever. 


Whipped into submission

After the events that had happened in his room, the domestic routine of Kevin and Mrs. Longstrict became even more intimate.

Mrs. Longstrict stopped treating Kevin just like a tenant to taking care of him like a family member. She prepared him meals and even took care of his clothes, never avoiding giving him advice on how to behave, and orders on how to do things at home. She often underlined her words with powerful warning slaps on his clothed bottom or bare legs in case he was wearing shorts.

Kevin welcomed all her attention heartily. After that intimate spanking over her knee, he felt that whatever else was happening he was safe in a loving household with a woman who cared enough to make sure he got the discipline he needed. Mrs. Longstrict had imposed structure, expectations, and accountability. All reasonable, all geared towards helping Kevin function productively. And it was clear that if he slacked shirked, or outright disobeyed, she would impose the needed discipline with strength, strictness, and love, exactly how he felt it must be. No fuss. No theatrics or excuses. Over her lap, he’d go and she’d just smack his poor bare bottom as long and as hard as was called for.

It was after a few weeks of harmonious life that one Saturday, the day Kevin was expected to pay the rent, he didn’t. Thinking that he had forgotten it, and not wanting to embarrass him, Mrs. Longstrict said nothing, sure that soon enough he would have done his duty. But another day went by without hearing from Kevin. The landlady started to feel annoyed about why he hadn't paid the rent yet, but playing cat and mouse she decided to wait for his move. Then Monday morning while he was leaving for the office, Kevin stopped by to speak to her. No without some embarrassment he explained that he was having a little trouble getting the rent money together, and he wondered if she could wait a little longer. Mrs. Longstrict assured him that if he was having a problem she would be willing to give him all the time he needed. But she told him firmly that she wanted to know what the trouble was.

Blushing more and more Kevin explained that he and his colleagues from the office had been to a gambling casino the last Friday…and he had lost the rent money at the poker table.

Mrs. Longstrict was stunned at Kevin's attitude about having gambled away the money he was supposed to pay for his rent with, and she started a long scolding about financial responsibility. Was he so irresponsible he didn't care about losing his money? And if it was so, which other debts of his wouldn't get paid? The more she thought about it and more she was convinced that he needed very firm guidance in his life.

Don’t know what to argue Kevin just apologized for paying the rent late.

"It's not the question of the money for the rent, Kevin," she replied, "how can’t you see that is very irresponsible what you did, and that you are going down a very bad path attending a gambling casino!”

Kevin's face turned white. He had a bad feeling about this. This was the kind of talk that had preceded getting spanked by his landlady.

"I…I hadn't looked at it that way, but now I see that I was irresponsible, Mrs. Longstrict. I hope you will forgive me this time. I promise I won't do it again."

The look in the landlady's eye told him she wasn't about to forgive him so easily.

"I have to get to my job, Mrs. Longstrict. If you want to discuss this some more, can we wait until later?"

She said that would be fine, but he should come to her to discuss it as soon as he got home. In the meantime, she asked him to think about what the conclusion of their discussion should be.

Kevin's mind kept coming back to Mrs. Longstrict’s words all day. He realized now that it was wrong for him to have gambled with the money he owed her for rent. Maybe he shouldn't have been so truthful with her…no, he shouldn't have done it at all. He knew now that he had been wrong. Now that he knew that he had been wrong he didn't need a spanking to remind him, did he? But he was scared stiff that Mrs. Longstrict didn’t see it that way.

As soon as he came home that evening Kevin reported to Mrs. Longstrict for their ‘discussion’. He assured her, again and again, that he was aware that what he had done was wrong, that he had already learned his lesson, and that he hoped she would forgive him. Mrs. Longstrict assured him that she was ready to forgive him after he had been thoroughly chastised for his actions.

“You, my boy, really need to be taught a lesson this time. Get up to your room now,”  Mrs. Longstrict hissed menacingly, looking at Kevin with cold fury in her eyes and pointing up the stairs.

Shocked at Mrs. Longstrict's clear anger Kevin started to head in the right direction. Now that he was no more stranger to spankings from that powerful lady, he knew that it was better to do as he was told at once. So he moved, as fast as he could, up to his bedroom as instructed. Once there he sat on his bed. He couldn’t think of anything else than his impending punishment, and waiting for what he knew was now inevitable, twisted his stomach into knots.

Mrs. Longstrict seemed to take ages. Kevin heard her footsteps rising the stairs from the living room and then followed on up to the attic where he knew she kept all the things she no longer used but didn't intend to throw away. Amidst his fear, he wondered what she was looking for.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Longstrict in the attic had opened a dusty trunk and fumbled in it until under some old toys of her younger son she found it.

"I knew it was in here somewhere!" She mumbled while holding it in her hand.

With what she had found hanging from her left hand she started making her way toward Kevin’s room.

Kevin, who had already heard Mrs. Longstrict's footsteps coming down from the attic, leaped up and stood stiffly to attention before she entered his room. When he saw her he almost couldn’t believe his eyes. There in her hand, there was a  broad and heavy strip of thick leather attached to a wooden handle. He had never seen one of those things for real but occasionally he had seen it depicted in books. It was a spanking strap, and by all means, it looked very threatening.

“This,” said Mrs. Longstrict raising the strap with both hands and showing it menacingly in front of Kevin, “is a tool that I had to use sometimes to correct the worst behavioral flaws. It was built specifically to inflict the worst pain possible without causing physical damage, and as you will find soon, it does!” Kevin paled at this statement, “Now came with me, you bad boy. It’s time you get the correction you so richly deserve!”

With rubbery legs, and about to throw up in fear, Kevin followed Mrs. Longstrict into her bedroom. Once there she put the strap on the bed and with a finger he beckoned him to her. Already on the verge of tears, he obliged. She unfastened his trousers and grabbing either side forcibly she yanked them downwards pushing them to his calves. As the trousers slid down, his tight-fitting undies were pulled halfway down his bottom too. Instinctively Kevin grabbed them and pulled them back up into place. She slapped his hands away and slid her long-nailed fingers inside the waistband.

“Please...ma’am... no...” Kevin whimpered rather pathetically in an offhand and futile effort to plead for her mercy. But he knew well that with Mrs. Longstrict in that mood, there was only going to be one outcome. So he just stood there feeling helpless as she leaned forward and slid his underwear down, causing his hardened manhood to bounce shaming a few inches from her face.

With his head down, hands dangling at his sides, and feeling quite embarrassed he stood blushing furiously

“Look at me,” Mrs. Longstrict said and Kevin half-naked and with fear in his eyes, looked up to meet her gaze. “I’m so shocked by what you did, and so very disappointed, not to mention angry.”

Kevin wanted to stare at the floor again in shame but didn’t dare look away.

After staring at him for a few seconds to let the gravity of the matter sink in, with a steely firmness in her voice she said, “bent down and put your hands flat on the bed.”

Kevin turned to assume the required position and Mrs. Longstrict’s eyes went fixed on his bare bottom. It would be there that she would be giving all her attention in the next few minutes. As his shirt slid up his back the whole of his bottom came into view. The bottom cheeks that she had come to know by now, were muscular but supple, fleshy but also compact and firm. She was sure they would provide a great target for the spanking strap.

When he had bent over as instructed, and put his hands forward to stay flat on the duvet that covered Mrs. Longstrict's bed, she said,  “I expect that you stay in this position for all your punishment, no matter how much your butt is going to hurt. Is that clear?”

He nodded while she moved behind him and slid his shirt further up his back. Suddenly he became very conscious of his bare buttocks, so helplessly presented to his landlady’s punishing wrath. He felt so defenseless and could almost feel Mrs. Longstrict's eyes staring at them. His bottom cheeks quivered slightly in fearful anticipation. He had never felt so exposed and so vulnerable.

Mrs. Longstrict took her time to admire Kevin’s cute little, round bottom that was so obediently sticking out awaiting its punishment. She thought that bared and bent like this, he looked much younger than twenty-eight. It was amazing how he could change instantly from a reliable young man into a bare-bottomed little boy. She raised her arm and let the end of the strap rest on Kevin’s bottom. The smooth leather felt cold to Kevin as it touched his bare skin. Mrs. Longstrict tapped the end of the strap on his fleshy bottom hard enough to make it wobble a little so that Kevin felt its heaviness. Kevin braced himself. He knew that Mrs. Longstrict always gave really hard. And he was expecting that any second now burning pain would explode across his unprotected rear.

With a sudden movement, Mrs. Longstrict brought the strap back as far as she could and then propelled it towards Kevin’s bottom as fast and as hard as she could. It sounded like a gunshot as the thick leather struck with full force the skin across the middle of Kevin’s proffered bottom. The strap buried into the fleshy mounds causing them to bounce from the impact.

“ARGHHHH!” Kevin screamed.

It had exactly the effect that Mrs. Longstrict remembered.

The shock and the intense sting had taken Kevin’s breath away. WOW, it stung way more than he had feared. With just one lash his whole bottom was on fire. He wriggled and writhed in pain.

“Legs straight and keep still,” that was all she said after allowing him a few seconds of wriggle and recovery time.

Even though his bottom was burning like mad Kevin managed to straighten up, get his bottom in the required position, and stay as still as he could. Mrs. Longstrict then delivered four swats in a row with the same force.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The gunshot sounds of the strap that stroked his bare, tender rear end, echoed loudly around the room, along with Kevin’s loud screams. The five lashes had overlapped and by now all of Kevin’s bottom was covered by ugly red strips. He had started crying after the first stroke and was sobbing now.

Mrs. Longstrict paused for a while to remind Kevin that getting her rent money late wasn't why she was spanking him. Her main concern was his attitude about taking chances with the money he owed and about gambling in general. If he was going to live in her house he would have to be more responsible.

With a blubbering voice, Kevin completely agreed with everything Mrs. Longstrict said, and not only because in that position and with his bottom that stung like he was seated on a hot stove, he would have agreed on anything, but because he truly believed she was right about it. He did have to learn to be more responsible. So he braced himself for the resumption of his strapping.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The second flurry of five lashes landed as fast and as hard as the previous one accompanied by louder and louder screams. Kevin with his legs bent was now hiccupping crying like a toddler. His face was covered in tears and his nose running with snot. The pain-burning sensation he was feeling in all his rear ends was unbearable.

“Back in position, NOW!” Ordered Mrs. Longstrict unmercifully. And when with some effort Kevin succeeded in presenting once again his bottom for the kiss of the strap, she asked, “ Are you ever going to gamble again?”

“NO! NO MA’AM! I SWEAR I WON’T!” Replied Kevin through his tears with a broken voice.

She could see that his bottom was already scarlet red, but she knew that to drive the lesson home more had to come.

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHHH!”

CRACKKK! “ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE NO MOREEEEEE! WAAAAAAAAAAH!”

“GET BACK IN POSITION!” Ordered Mrs. Longstrict.

Again Kevin managed to put himself in the required position. She came closer and ran her hand across his naked, wounded, proffered bottom cheeks. They felt hot to the touch and a little swollen. They sure looked very sore, beet red, and crisscrossed with ugly marks of strap edge.

“And what is going to happen if you gamble again?” Mrs. Longstrict asked.

Completely submitted at the will of that powerful lady he got the answer out between sobs, “I…I will be whipped with the strap again…Mommy.”

She nodded satisfied with what she had heard but she knew there was still a little step to take. She turned away from him, resumed her position, and again brought back the strap.

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHHHH!

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHHHHH!

CRACKKK! “ARGHHHHHHHHH! WAAAAAAAH! WAAAAAAH! WAAAAAAAAAAH!” WAAAAH! WAAAAH!! WAAAAAAAAAAH!”

By now the pain that Kevin was experiencing in his bottom had escalated from unbearable to excruciating. He was screaming louder than ever. Not even able anymore to beg for mercy he just cried and cried, jumping on the place and somehow managing to stay in the required position.

“Ok,” she said at least with a softened voice, “you can get up now."

But instead of getting up Kevin slumped down on the floor and lay there on his side, sobbing piteously and rubbing his scorched rear end.

With her hands on her hips, Mrs. Longstrict approached him.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” she said with a voice turned back soft and maternal.

“OH, Mommy…yes…yes…I am so sorry to have been bad,” Kevin said still crying, and getting on his knees he hugged the legs of his chastiser. 

“I…I promise I will obey,” he was saying while drying his tears on her skirted lap, “I will always obey you!”

Moved by this demonstration of affection and submission she ruffled his hair and let him slip his hands under her skirt to caress her pantyhosed thighs while his head rubbed against her crotch. She was experiencing the same sensations that aroused her the last time she had spanked the boy. The exertion to deliver such a formidable whipping mixed with a sudden heat that grew from inside her legs. She slowly lifted her skirt and backed up to the bed where she lay on her back.

“Came here…show me your devotion,” she said with a hoarse voice, opening her legs.

Kevin blurred by tears looked at her as if in a dream. He raised from his knees and went to her.

“Oh, ma’am…I adore you,” he whispered.

He took off her heels, then kept hold of her pantyhose and gently took them down her legs and off her feet, kissing them once at a time. Then he rose, slowly caressing the silky skin of her legs, and grabbed the waistband of her panties. She moaned when he took them off and bit her lips when he put his head between her legs. His mouth kissed her there and gave her a little bite at her big lips.

“Ohh baby,” she groaned when she felt his tongue licking inside her, “get on sweetie.”

Up and down and right and left Kevin licked her, savoring her salty oyster-flavored juices. His hand grabbed her full bottom while his cheeks, covered with the short beard of the evening, scratched the inside of her tights. Again and again, he licked searching for her clitoris and when he found it he sucked it moving his tongue right and left. She squirmed on the bed and moaning more and more, she grabbed his head pressing his face against her. With a tender urgency, he sucked her till he heard her cry out “Oh Ohhhhhhh” and a stream of warm humor bathed his lips.

Kevin stood there, caressing her bottom and thighs, his manhood as hard as a rock, uncertain if he was allowed to satisfy his own needs. Mrs. Longstrict rose from the bed still breathing heavily and looked at Kevin with a satisfied smile. She brought her face closer to his and kissed his cheek, “You did it well my boy,” she said.

And for Kevin was clear that there was no more outcome. For that day. 


Fulfilled dreams

It took almost a week until Kevin could sit down with some comfort after his strapping. And for all those days he couldn’t get out of his mind the perfume and the flavor of Mrs. Longstrict. Their home life followed up as intimate and quiet as before but there was in the air a clear sexual feeling. A sparkle had been lit up and it was not possible to ignore what had happened. Nevertheless, Kevin proved himself too shy to approach Mrs. Longstrict as a man, even though she showed a clear interest in him. He was too afraid of ruining their relationship to make the first move, so he confined himself to being close to her, seizing every opportunity to touch her, smell her perfume, and stare at her with adoring eyes.

Then the Saturday morning they were seated at the breakfast table, still in their night clothes, chatting about this and that.

“I have a doctor's appointment soon,” she said at one point, “I think I’m going to run in the shower.”

“Into the shower ma’am?”

“Uh-huh,” she answered, then watching him with a funny look, “what is that look, young man?”

“Nothing ma’am...you better take your shower or you will be late,” he answered nonchalantly.

“Yes, Kevin. Finish your breakfast and…behave yourself.”

She rose from her seat, pinched his cheek, and headed upstairs.

Kevin watched her disappear up the stairs. It seemed to him that the movement of her hips was even more pronounced than usual, as an invitation to follow her. He stood thinking at her statement about taking a shower, and then when she had said 'what is that look young man?' while he was pretty sure he didn't have any strange look. For sure she had said 'behave yourself', but in this case was it possible that she didn't want him to behave?

Overcoming his usual shyness he decided to try his luck. He got up from the breakfast table and as if attracted by an irresistible magnet with soft steps he went up the stairs.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Longstrict had left the door of her bedroom ajar. She got into her bathroom letting the door open enough to not fog up the mirrors. She disrobed herself and entered the shower. She turned on the hot water and felt relaxed under the hot pressured stream of water.

Kevin tiptoeing, entered her room. Straightaway he noticed the bathroom door open and he approached it without making a sound. Now he could glimpse through the steam-fogged glass of the shower the luscious body of the woman he wanted so badly completely bare.

Under the shower, inhaling the steam Mrs. Longstrict bent for a bottle on the tiled floor.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhh” Kevin whispered seeing the fullness of her white bottom so exposed in front of him.

She straightened, and singing softly to herself she poured out a generous amount of pink-scented bath soap on the sponge cloth and started rubbing her body. She lathered her breasts, then down over her belly. She parted her full thighs and with slow gentle circles, she slid the sponge up and down between her legs. With closed eyes, she rubbed her puffy lips letting out a  contented sigh.

Fascinated by that vision, Kevin forgot about caution, and step by step he was almost completely in her bathroom now.

Mrs. Longstrict turned and soaped her generous and yet firm bottom. She turned again, raining spray on her breasts, and she felt her nipples harden. She sprayed lower washing legs and feet and then, taking the showerhead off, she turned toward the shower door. Her eyes fluttered open.  

There stood Kevin, red-faced and so excited that he couldn’t almost move.

Feeling the water run down her back she shouted, “KEVIN!”

He turned and hurried out of her bathroom and her room.

With a small smile, she turned off the water and got out of the shower. She toweled herself dry, put on her robe, and tied it loosely at her waist. Then grasped her ebony-backed hairbrush and headed for Kevin’s room. Without knocking she entered immediately.

Kevin was there on his bed pretending to read a book.

“Ohhhh ma’am…what’s up?” He said trying to look casual even though his cheeks were red with shame.

“I heard some running feet when I called out your name young man,” she said with a smirk on her face, “it sounded like someone was in my bathroom and left in a VERY big hurry.”

“Someone ma’am ?...what...what you mean, we are just you and me in the home now.”

“Yes exactly so.” She approached his bed, her loose-tied robe showed her breasts and the black triangle of her pubis. “I did a little test…and did Kevin pass?”

“OHHH, Mrs. Longstrict, a test? Well, maybe… maybe I peeked just a little.”

“I know I made it hard for you not to,” she said casually tapping the back of the hairbrush on the palm of her hand.

“Yes…yes ma’am. But it was just a little bit...I almost saw nothing,” his eyes wandered from his half-naked body to the movement of the brush.

“Why your face is so very red then?” She seated beside him.

A wave of bath oil and perfume made her seem even more sensual. Sitting down on his bed, she let the lower half of her robe part, revealing bare flesh all the way up to her groin.

“You know that spying is bad. Don’t you?”

Blushing and with a large bulge pressing against the thin cotton of his pajamas he nodded.

“Turn over on your tummy Kevin. We need to discuss this.”

“Ohhh ma’am...why....”

“Are you a boy who listens or not?”

“Yes ma’am,” he said afraid and excited.

“On the tummy then!”

As soon he had turned on his tummy Mrs. Longstrict inserted her fingers in the waistband of his pajama pants and lowered them to his ankles. Then one foot at a time took them off completely.

He stood a little trembling, his sculptured and so vulnerable bare bottom sticking up in the air.

“I already needed to punish you, Kevin, don’t I?” She said while rubbing his bottom slowly with the flat back of her wooden hairbrush.

“Yes ma’am…when I deserved it, ma’am.”

“Mhmm…mhmm. I’m glad you understand it, Kevin, so what were you thinking of then? There in my bedroom, in my own bathroom. Spying on me?”

“Ohhhh, ma’am, you are so beautiful ma’am...and I liked very much what I saw there.” He muttered blushing to his ears.

She raised the hairbrush and delivered a light slap on his right bum cheek.

“Your little heart must have been beating so fast spying on me”.

“Yes, and, and I was afraid of what I was doing, and I know that you are strict but fair. You know I would never hurt you ma’am, it was just that…just that…” and he clenched his bottom cheeks in dreaded expectation of what could follow.

Again she smacked the brush down, two times, not too hard, on his naked posterior.

“I know you are just still a boy, and boys feel such a strong urge to look don't they?” Another smack. “At all of a lady's pretty parts.”

“Yes ma’am, yes, that is so true. And even if I feel so helpless here, half-naked on my tummy. Even so, I feel so good near you ma’am.”

“Oh, my handsome silly boy.” She said with a chuckle caressing his thighs with her free hand.

“Are you thinking of peeking at me again?”

“Ohhhhhhh...nooo ma’am.”

A firm SMACK! “Be honest with me young man!” SMACK!

“OUCHHH may...maybe just a little ma’am.”

Kevin felt the hard smooth wood rubbing again all over his bottom in slow gentle circles.

“Don’t be afraid. I can understand the needs of a healthy young man like you.”

“Oh ma’am, why then do you have your hairbrush with you?”

“Because is not bad that you are a little scared of me Kevin. That's a good thing, turn right back over honey.”

Kevin turned back and Mrs. Longstrict could see his hard-on pointing at the ceiling. She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “I'm glad too that you are so excited”.

“Oh, are you glad ma’am?”

“Yes, sweetie. Say what you want to. Tell me how you are feeling.”

Her hand just barely touched the base of his fully erect penis.

“It excites me...it excites me very much, ma’am!”

“Yes I know honey, and I see that you need some help, don’t you?”

“Ohhhhh,” Kevin moaned while his erection started to pulse in her hand.

“Shh, shh, hands on your sides young man, breath nice and slow.”

Mrs. Longstrict ran the brush end of the airbrush lightly over Kevin’s chest then the handle lightly over his inner thighs.

“Mhmm...ma’am...I can resist no more ma’am. Came over here, ma’am.”

“Call me Rita silly boy,” she said tapping the handle against his penis and then coming beside him.

Urgently Kevin put his hands under her bathrobe. She let him do it. His hands caressed her tights and her hips.

“Such strong hands you have honey,” Mrs. Longstrict said with a hoarse voice.

He was over her. With his hands, he opened her legs and took hold of her bum while he stroked the head of his hard-on on her big lips.

“This boy has gotten so big, he knows how to take care of a lady.”

With the help of one hand, he inserted the glans of his penis into her. He rested there for a little while, savoring the moist warmness of her vulva, then started to move back and forth.

She felt him slip into her. Filling her well while his strong hands kept hold of her bottom.

He pressed his body against hers, his muscular chest rubbing her breasts.

“It feels so good honey,” she moaned.

Again and again, his pelvis slowly hit hers, breathing fast, with strong strokes, until he got to the very end of her.

“Oh, Rita.”

“It’s okay sweetie, it’s okay. You need me, and I need my boy.”

Back and forth, and back and forth his movement became more and more frantic, as her moans turned into gentle screams of pure pleasure.

Deep inside her, his penis extended at its maximum length and started to throb as if moved by a force of its own. With an overwhelming feeling of release, he climaxed joining his moans to her shrieks.

“Ohhh, so much energy so much to give me,” she said keeping him in her.

He stood there on her body, kept her face in his hands, and kissed her lips. She kissed him back.

Later that day Rita Longstrict lay in her bed. Peaceful and relaxed she thought of how Kevin had told her over and over again how happy he was to have found her. And how she replied to him how she was glad that he thought so, as she was so fond of him. Her little big boy, who needs a firm maternal hand to be kept in line, and who knows so well how to reward her efforts to do just that.

She smiled to herself. Actually, it took a little longer than she thought, but in the end, her judgment had proved right. That handsome shy boy who had knocked at her door was exactly the right person to fill the loneliness of her life in the last months. And why not? She may actually be the right woman for a boy like him.
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