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Prelude to a hot vacation

The morning sun that filtered through the sheer curtains, cast a warm glow on the vibrant and voluptuous body of the woman in front of the mirror.

That summer Saturday held a special significance for Patricia Longstrict, she was going to her older sister Rita, who lived in another city, for a three-week holiday. She was getting ready before the mirror, assessing her appearance in the while. As she didn't like pantyhose she pulled on sheer stockings on her tonic and sturdy thighs and fastened them to the garter belt under her pearl satin panties that hardly contained her generous, yet firm buttocks. She then stepped into a leather, black, straight skirt, struggling just a little bit to let her round, womanly derriere in. She put a black jacket directly on her black lacy brassiere, buttoned it snugly at her waist accentuating her maternal bosom, and finished her dressing with matching three-inch black heels.

She finally looked at the image reflected in the mirror. Although slightly shorter, and less matronly in her feminine forms, at 42 Patricia Longstrict looked much like her older sister Rita. Her chestnut hair cascaded in loose waves around her shoulders, framing a face where the makeup highlighted her natural beauty. In contrast, however, to Rita Longstrict's glacial gray eyes, Patricia had deep blue eyes that, nevertheless, could flash with fury when her usually jovial disposition turned sombrous.

Once ready, Patricia made her way to the kitchen. Since her husband had left at dawn for a fishing trip, she had to prepare breakfast only for herself and Richard, her husband's 19-year-old son who would accompany her on that vacation to her sister's house.

"Morning, Sweety. Excited about the trip?" She shouted in the aisle while she passed in front of her stepson’s room door.

Receiving no response, she opened the door to see if her stepson was still asleep. The room was lit by morning light, the bed was empty, and an open shower could be heard from the ajar bathroom door.

Heartened that her stepson was not still in bed, nonetheless irritated that in all evidence he had not even begun to pack, Patricia grabbed Richard's travel bag from his closet and put it open on the bed.

"Richard, can you hear me?" She shouted to her stepson in the shower, while starting to pack his shirts and pants from the closet. "The train leaves in less than two hours, and we still have to eat breakfast, call the cab, and get to the station. Hurry up, I'll pack your bags in the meantime."

"No Mom, forget it, I'm done...I'll take care of it," Richard's voice seemed to have a note of concern from inside the shower.

Not taking care of her stepson's words, Patricia moved on to the underwear drawers. As she packed socks and boxers she heard Richard turn off the shower water.

"Where did you put the pajamas?" she asked aloud him as she rummaged uselessly through the second and third drawers of the dresser. "Ah, here they are," she commented to herself when she finally found them in the bottom drawer.

"Mom, what are you doing...I told you I'll take care of it," Richard's voice resonated with a strange urgency while he emerged from the bathroom with his blond hair still wet holding a white towel around his hips.

"Hey but what..." said Patricia removing all the pajamas from the drawer and raising a sombrous glance at her stepson.

The young man shivered seeing her mom grab a handful of chocolate bars from inside the drawer and approach him.

Richard was a nice young man, more cute than handsome, with a tuft of curly blond hair and green eyes. He had never been a sportsman, and until Patricia became his stepmother three years prior, he had done very little physical exercise, if any, so he tended to be a little chubby. Even if not fat his belly was round and his cheeks, both those of his face and those of his bottom, were well-plumped to the point that a friend of Patricia seeing him in his speedo at a beach, told her that her stepson reminded a cherub from a Rubens painting. Right then, as he faced his stepmother on her heels, he showed shorter than her by almost her entire head and had a look of anguished worry on his pretty face. He looked at Patricia holding the chocolate bars in her right hand, while her other hand was on her hip and the tip of her right heel nervously tapped the floor.

“What are these? Didn’t I forbid you to eat these things?” Patricia’s rhetorical questions hung in the air before Richard.

“I’m sorry Mom,” was all the crestfallen boy, holding the towel around his hips, could utter uneasy.

“You know very well that you should not eat sweets. Look how chubby you are, do you want to become obese? Don't you know how bad it can be for your health?"

Richard blushed under his stepmom's tongue-lashing.

"And not only you don't care about your health, but worse, you disobeyed me, and tried to trickle me by hiding chocolate bars under your underwear!"

“They were not for me," avoiding eye contact Richard attempted a last desperate defense, "I wanted to take them to Aunt Rita as a tribute."

“You know better than to tell fib to Mommy, young man," hissed Patricia with her best scolding voice, "Now on top of the punishment for putting at risk your health and disobeying me, you will also have to account for your fib."

Richard blanched while his free hand went outward upon his round, towel-covered bum.

"Oh yes, young man, you know that you have earned yourself a spanked bottom, don’t you?” Patricia underlined her words by slapping her right hand over her other palm. 

"Come on Mom, I’m nineteen years old...am I not too old for that? And besides, we are already in a hurry, don’t we?” Richard responded with a shaking voice, fear painted on his cute face.

"If you were too old for that, Richard, we wouldn’t be in this situation, would we?" she responded, her foot still tapping on the floor. “But you are right in one thing. There's no time to do it now. Besides, I've already packed the hairbrush. Go ahead, dry your hair, and get dressed while I finish packing your luggage. We'll take care of this when we get to my sister's house. Hurry up!"

With a lump in his throat and a knot in his stomach, Rochard turned around and went back to the bathroom to dry his hair.

Once she was done brushing her black shiny hair Rita Longstrict took the nail polish and sat near Kevin on what in the last months had become their bed.

"We have a busy family week ahead of us, honey," she began to say as, wearing only a white blouse over a bra and panties, she rested her bare foot on Kevin’s knee and started to carefully apply a coat of red nail polish to her toes.

“I know, dear,” answered Kevin feeling his manhood stirring as always when he was near the luscious body of his landlady.

And it was not strange as the tall, voluptuous woman had a heart-stopping figure. Her hips swept out from a relatively narrow waist with large, full curves, and her matronly breasts were hardly confined in her lacy bra. A pair of sturdy legs and a round, tall, matronly butt completed a figure that, even at her age of 47, was no match for much younger women. This was especially true in Kevin’s eyes since he had always had a special interest in older ladies.

“It will be a pleasure to meet your sister, and young Richard, of course. Not to mention the arrival of David,” Kevin continued, alluding to the next day's arrival of the youngest of Rita's kids, on vacation from college.

His hand was caressing the silky skin of Rita’s thigh while he blew on the wet polish to help it dry more quickly. That was something about him that Rita found so endearing. That sort of thing he did that showed her his devotion.

'At moments like this, I'm liable to let him get away with something, well...almost.' she thought with a smirk painted on her lipstick-red lips while she admired her young boyfriend.

With just his boxers on, Kevin’s body looked strong and muscular, even if slim and almost hairless. He was not tall and with his tuft of black hair that contrasted with his green eyes, he gave off a boyish look despite his 28 years of age. Rita Longstrict was right in thinking that Kevin felt more than just love for her, he literally adored his Landlady who since he had come to live in her house, had become his mentor and then lover.

Mrs. Longstrict, well, Rita for him by now, had imposed structure, expectations, and accountability in his life. If he slacked, shirked, or outright disobeyed her, she would impose the needed discipline with strength and strictness, No fuss. No theatrics or excuses. So in the last months, he had found himself over her lap on more than one occasion, and she’d smacked his muscular bare bottom as long and as hard as she saw fit. That discipline, even if burning painful, was given with love, so he felt safe and cared for in the household of that beautiful woman, with whom she shared the bed, and who cared enough for him to make sure he got all the love and discipline he needed.

Now he was about to meet Rita's family, at least part of it, David, her youngest son, and especially Patricia, her sister. This made him a little anxious. In short, his relationship with Rita, even if highly satisfying, was nonetheless a little...original. Although certainly both her son and her sister knew Rita's character and therefore perhaps imagined the nature of their relationship, nonetheless the idea of being scolded, or worse, in front of them put Kevin in turmoil. So, while Rita told him how she expected him to act while the family was there, he promised himself to be at his best, so as not to give her lover any reason to correct him. The fact that Richard, who was practically the same age as David, was also coming was good, Kevin thought, the two boys would spend time with each other and their mothers' attention would be on them and not on him.

As these thoughts swirled in his head, Rita had finished her pedicure, as well as a manicure and she was through talking.

“Okay cowboy,” she said jokingly, “Go ahead, Finish getting dressed. We have to prepare the rooms for our guests!"

And, SMACK! She dismissed him with a well-given spank on the bum.


A strict stepmother

When the doorbell rang that afternoon, Rita called, “Kevin, would you get the door, please? I’ve got my hands full here.”  She was in the kitchen preparing dinner, with a hot dish going into the oven. She closed the oven door and ducked into the bathroom to make sure she looked presentable. From the front of the house, she heard her sister’s voice, “Oh, you must be Kevin, Rita’s young fiancee. I’m her sister Patricia.”

On the porch, Kevin replied to Patricia's greeting with a welcoming smile, his eyes widening at the sight of Patricia, impressed by her elegance and poise. With her flowing chestnut hair catching the last rays of sunlight as she stood in the doorframe, Patricia was a picture of strength and beauty. Dressed in her tasteful ensemble, with the deep cleavage of the jacket, the mid-thigh leather skirt that hugged her hips, and the shoes with vertiginous stiletto heels, she exuded an air of erotic attraction that suddenly drew Kevin’s attention.

Kevin extended a hand, a mix of surprise and admiration in his eyes. Patricia reciprocated with a warm smile and a firm handshake. The air was charged with a subtle tension, an unspoken acknowledgment of the sexual strain between them.

It was at that moment that Rita, having removed her apron and adjusted her hair, got to the doorway. The two sisters shared a warm embrace, their laughter filling the air. It had been a while since they had seen each other, and this visit was long overdue.

"I see you have already met Kevin," Rita said to Patricia, then turning to Kevin, "So what do you think of my little sister?"

"A charming lady no doubt. I could expect no less being the sister of such an attractive woman as you are."

"Such a charming boy," said Patricia patting Kevin's cheek, "You did well not to let him slip away sis."

"Oh, but this is Richard," Rita exclaimed seeing the boy coming in the door with the bags. They were bulky and awkward to manage, and he was muttering under his breath.

“Hello Aunt Rita, how are you?” he said after he deposited the luggage at the entrance.

“Is that dinner I smell cooking?” Patricia’s voice grew stronger as she directed to the kitchen.

The smell of her perfume hovered around Kevin, and he began to imagine what she looked like without any clothes on, while Rita turned on her heel and followed her sister to the kitchen.

"Well, let's not leave the bags here," Kevin said to Richard, taking Patricia's luggage, "Come on, I'll help you arrange them in your rooms."

Once Kevin left Patricia's luggage in her room, he faced Richard's door. The boy had taken off his sneakers and was lying pensively on the bed. 

"Are you okay?" he asked thinking to see a worried look on his face, "do you want something to drink?"

"No thanks," Richard replied, "I'm fine, uhm, just a little tired from the trip, I guess. Do you mind if I stay here and rest for a moment?"

"Of course not," Kevin replied, "we'll wait for you downstairs for dinner," and went downstairs leaving Richard with his thoughts.

Three months after the marriage of his Father and Patricia, Richard happened to witness a conversation between them.

It was late afternoon, he had come back home after school without finding anyone and had gone to take a nap in his room. He was now heading to the kitchen for a soda when he heard Patricia and his father talking, down in the living room. He stopped at the top of the stairs and, realizing they were talking about him, descended a few steps down the staircase and sat where since childhood he knew he could observe and hear what was happening in the living room below him, going unnoticed.

Patricia was seated at the living room table in front of her husband having a serious discussion with him about her new stepson. Richard could hear that she had concerns about his behavior even before she married his father, and she was really worried by now. For her, the way Richard acted was not what she expected from a 16-year-old student of an expensive private school.

“You’ve let Richard run wild,” Richard heard Patricia say to his father who seemed to listen with bored air. “He stays out after school, barely making it home in time for dinner, then frequently goes right back out. He’s not on any school sports team, so, in addition to letting him have a flabby physique, I never know where he goes or what he’s doing, and I’d bet you don’t either.”

“He stays out of trouble,” his father said, “and his grades are not bad, mostly Bs and Cs.”

“Richard is a smart kid,” his stepmother replied. “He should be getting all As. He barely does his homework. I don’t see him spending any time at home studying. When he does come home, he, as often as not, smells of cigarettes. Do you see what I mean, next, he’ll be drinking alcohol, if he’s not already.”

“He certainly doesn’t smoke around the house,” Richard’s dad said. “I would have noticed.”

“No, of course not. Richard knows you’re against it and he’s too clever to get caught smoking in the house. But with all those hours left unsupervised, he’s formed bad habits, and it’s just a matter of time before he winds up in serious trouble.”

“I’ve tried to raise him to know right from wrong,” her husband tried lame self-defense.

“I know, dear, and you surely did what you could. Raising a child on your own, with your work schedule and only the help of a housekeeper, definitely wasn't easy, I understand that. With the lack of a mother, there’s been no one to oversee and guide him as he developed.”

“I’m not sure what I can do about it now. I suppose I should talk to Richard. Set some limits.”

“You could,” Patricia said, “but I think it is past the talking stage. Besides, you have me now. I can be his mother and provide the guidance and discipline he needs.”

“I hate to put that on you,” he said.

“Don’t be silly. I recognized this responsibility before we married. I’m happy to take it on.”

At that point they started kissing, so Richard got up and headed to his room. ‘There’s no way in hell that woman is going to be my mother,’ he swore to himself.

The next morning, just after Richard got out of bed, Patricia walked into his room without knocking. Richard wore only his boxers and was embarrassed, so grabbed a shirt draped over a chair and held it in front of him.

“What are you doing?” he exclaimed. “I’m not dressed yet. Don’t you ever knock?”

“Oh, please,” Patricia said. “There’s nothing you’ve got that I haven’t seen before. And don’t speak to me in that tone of voice. It’s good that you’re up. We need to talk. There will be some changes in this family, and they mostly concern you. From now on, I expect you to come straight home after school. No more getting into trouble with your friends. When you get home, you will do your homework. I want to see nothing but As on your report card. Understood?”

“You’re not my mother. You can’t boss me around,” replied Richard with a voice on the verge of hysteria.

“I’m going to sort you out, boy. Your days of running wild are over.”

“You can’t do this to me!” Richard yelled.

“Wanta bet?”

Being a woman of her word, and a fit, strong woman as well, Patricia made no effort to get the better of her chubby, unfit stepson. Towering over him she grabbed his arm, sat down on his bed, and manhandled him over her lap. The minutes that followed were the most painful and shaming of Richard’s life till then.

Once she did what she knew was needed, and long overdue, Patricia pushed him aside, rose from the bed, and said, “Remember, straight home!” And strode out of the room.

Richard stood, crying but determined not to wail out, despite the way she had destroyed his male dignity.

‘Bitch!’ he thought, ‘I should have punched her.’ But deep down he was a good boy, whose only fault was being spoiled and left too long unsupervised, so he soon realized for himself that that would have been a particularly stupid thing to do.

From then on, Richard got home each day right after school. It wasn’t that he feared to be punished by that…by that woman, he told himself. It was just that it seemed the right thing to do as now, unlike before, someone was waiting for him at home. That’s how he maintained a semblance of control over his life, but it was because he had started to respect that determined, attractive woman who had entered his life.

Of course, bad habits are not lost overnight, so Patricia had to resort again, several times, to her educational systems, but little by little, Richard started to realize that her advice was always wise and loving, and following it, brought benefits in his life.

Richard did spend more time on his homework. His teachers noticed his work suddenly being submitted on time, and exhibiting much higher quality, and they liked the change in the young man’s performance. And his father was favorably impressed by his son's behavior change as well. Patricia had changed Richard's life and had done so with care, love, and firmness so even though there was hell to pay at times, Richard became closer and closer to his stepmother, to the point that now that he was about to leave for college, he felt a tinge of regret that she would be no longer beside him to guide him with her firm hand.

But as much as he loved his stepmother, right then, laying on the bed in Aunt Rita’s house, he also feared her because he knew that she believed in consistency, and a spanking promised was a spanking delivered.

“Sorry big sis but I'm afraid Richard won't be able to join us for dinner," said Patricia down in the kitchen, tasting with gusto the dishes Rita was preparing. "Unfortunately, just before we left, I found out that he disobeyed me and even told me a silly lie. Although I'm not really in the mood, glad as I am to be here with you and charming Kevin, nevertheless I must go up to punish him and give him an early bedtime. As a mother you know it well, consistency is of the main importance."

"Such a pity, sis, but I surely understand. A Mother has to do what must be done. Is for her kids' behalf."

"Yes it is," said Patricia with a vein of sadness in her voice. "Very well, I guess is better I don't delay the inevitable any longer. I'll go, so when the dinner is ready I'll be back here."

“Don’t be too harsh on the poor boy,” said Kevin who was setting the table.

“Kevin!” Rita Intervened, “Patricia will be as harsh as the situation requires. She sure won’t do it for her pleasure, but what needs to be done must be done. Finally, a spanking is useless if it doesn’t hurt, you must know it by now.”

Blushing to the root of his hair at that remark, Kevin returned to put the plate on the table, observing out of the corner of his eye, how Patricia slowly rose the stairs, with her womanly buttocks stretched by the skirt bobbling and waggling.

In his room, Richard couldn't think of anything else than the impending punishment he was sure awaited him. His stepmother seemed to take ages, and that twisted his stomach in knots. Finally, he heard the clicking of her heels rising the stairs from the living room and then followed on to her room where he knew there was her bag with the spanking hairbrush inside. After a few moments, he saw the doorknob turn and his stepmother entered his room, hairbrush in hand.

At the view of that tool of bottom torture in the hand of his stepmother who sported a determined look, the usual fear took hold of him and, rising to his feet he attempted a futile defense, "MOOOOM...please don't...look...everyone will know I'm getting punished, it's...it's too shaming Mom!"

"Don't test me, Richard. Shut up and do as you are told if you want to be able to do any sitting down in the week ahead!" Saying that Rita raised her skirt uncovering the hem of her stockings and the garter belt, sat on the edge of the bed, and beckoned her stepson with her perfectly manicured finger.

Completely submitted by the authority Patricia Longstrict radiated, Richard complied. When he was in front of her, she reached out and with the efficiency of a mother who has done it countless times, she unbuckled the waistband of his shorts, unzipped the flap, and pulled them down to his ankles. Then she inserted her long-nailed fingers in the waistband of his briefs and drew them down too, discovering thus Richard's lean dick that stuck out hard as a rock. Eventually with a stern no-nonsense voice, she ordered him over her lap.

Trembling lightly the boy lay down gingerly over her lap, feeling Patricia's garter belt rubbing against his manhood. For a moment, the determined stepmother stood admiring the smooth, round, plump bare bottom in front of her. Richard's chubby buttocks swelled out as candid and hairless as those of an oversized toddler, they looked so vulnerable and soft, ready to obediently accept the correction that awaited them. She raised the hem of his tee to clean the target completely, and let her stepson's plump body bare from his shoulder blades to his ankles, kept hold of the wooden hairbrush handle and,

SMACK!

She delivered the first spank with the flat back of her spanking brush on the quivering right buttock of her stepson.

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

Soon the walls of the room echoed with the sound of hard, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush smacks impacting tender boyish bum flesh, along with the squeals, cries, and pleas of the naughty young man being so thoroughly corrected. Richard had tried to be brave and silent at the beginning, not to shame himself knowing that Rita and Kevin would hear him, but his firm stepmother soon put an end to that. It took her less than a dozen hard hairbrush spanks to get Richard to wail and blubber at the rising pain in his burning buttocks.

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

"AHAWHWWW! OHOHWWWW! Please, Mom...I'm sorrryyyyy! AHARGHHHH!"

Down in the living room, Kevin shivered hearing the pistol-shots-like sounds of Patricia's hairbrush meeting bare bum boyish flesh, and the anguished wails of Richard doming from upstairs. He unconsciously rubbed his own jeans-covered bottom, eliciting a smirk from Rita who caught that action.

Upstairs Richard's bottom continued to increase in both temperature and color as Patricia spanked, and spanked, and spanked, leaving no area untouched. Soon Richard was howling and kicking wildly as the flat back of the hairbrush did its scorching work, deepening the bright crimson of his chubby buns with every whack. His frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect his inflamed rear, was intercepted by his stepmom's left hand and held resolutely away from the target while she continued to spank, good and hard.

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

"Poor Richard," Rita Longstrict said to Kevin downstairs, "it sounds like my sister is skinning his cute, plump bottom. I wonder if he would be able to sit down for tomorrow's breakfast. I was thinking of making him blueberry pancakes, his favorite. Well...at worst he'll eat them standing up, doesn’t he?" she concluded, winking at her partner, who swallowed blushing.

Up in the bedroom, Richard's spanking was now rapidly becoming a real bum-roasting. Bawling and pleading for his stepmom to stop, Richard squirmed ineffectively, the fire in his behind now unbearable.

With his cheeks damped in tears, his nose running, and his mouth contorted in agony, he shamelessly pleaded, "Stop, oh please stop Mommy...I learned my lesson...I really have! BWUAHHHHHHHH!"

While his unmoved stepmom kept raining down solid flat-backed wooden hairbrush smacks.

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

It was over four minutes of uninterrupted flat-back hairbrush spanking when she slowed her pace and finally rested her hand on Richard's purplish, swollen mounds to test their temperature. The heat emanating from them was enough to cook an egg on it, she thought, and she almost could see smoke rising from them.

She waited for Richard to regain some of his composure before helping him to his feet. As soon as Richard was standing he grabbed his burned, swollen bum cheeks with his hands and started to prance around the room with his still-hardened manhood in the air, hopping from foot to foot, crying like a little girl having a tantrum.

Patricia let him do it for a couple of minutes then standing up herself she said, "Stop your antics, young man, and come with me."

She took him by the wrist and dragged him off toward the bathroom. Hobbled by his pants and briefs, Richard managed to half jump-step out of them as he stumbled along in his stepmother's firm grip.

Hauling him into the bathroom she declared sternly, "I'll teach you to try to fib me."

Richard, rubbing his blazing bottom with both hands, tears still running down his face and his nose running equally as freely, saw Patricia reach for a bar of soap and then leather it quickly.

"Open that snotty mouth of yours," she ordered. "Maybe a good dose of soap will clean it out of silly lies."

At first, Richard tried a timid resistance, but a flurry of well-aimed slaps on his swollen bum cheeks made him comply promptly. Soon she was washing his mouth out thoroughly and none too gently. When she had a good lather worked up, she had him hold the bar of soap in his mouth while she gave him a last lecture on obedience and lying. Finally, she marched him back to the bedroom.

Having had his chubby, plump buttocks completely blistered, and his mouth thoroughly washed out, Richard felt like a very sorry and subdued little boy. After cleaning his cheeks from tears, snot, and soap studs with a tissue, Patricia hugged him and reassured him of her love. Then she ordered him into his pajamas and stood watching while still crying softly, he changed in it.

“You have an early bedtime, young man, and let all this be a lesson to you!” She finally said and left the room while Richard, lying on his bed with his pajama's bottom lowered to midthigh, still sniffling, rubbed his blazing bum cheeks.


David's warm welcome home

The morning light enlightened the bedroom when Kevin woke up that Sunday morning. Realizing he was alone he walked out of the room and heard Rita and Patricia's voices down in the kitchen. The clatter of dishes indicated that the two sisters were preparing breakfast, so he headed to the bathroom to take a quick shower.

Even though he had a night of fiery passion with Rita, Kevin still sported a huge erection. Having spent the evening together with the two Longstrict sisters had excited him to a high degree. In addition to the passion he felt for Rita, Patricia's closeness, with her voluptuous body and the sensual charge that emanated from her every move, had acted as a natural aphrodisiac for the young man.

Not to mention the event that took place before dinner, and that he had heard with a little shame in front of Rita, but growing arousal. Patricia was not just beautiful, she was also a strict disciplinarian. And that elicited a turmoil of emotions in the young man. But of course, she was Rita’s sister, and the very idea of thinking of her as he was doing under the shower, languidly stroking his erect penis, shamed him.

Once he had washed and dressed he went downstairs. He found the others in the kitchen, already intent on breakfast. Rita and Patricia were sitting on the high stools. While Rita, wore one of her usual navy blue dresses Patricia had opted for a tight-fitting light sweater that showed off her pert bosom and a pair of black leggings so tight that they were practically a second skin and that fully put on show the plump roundness of her bottom. Richard, as Rita had predicted, was standing in front of the counter and blushed lightly at Kevin’s greeting. Dressed in khaki shorts, a basketball team tee shirt, and white sneakers, his blond hair carefully combed with a parting, the boy looked younger than his nineteen years. Kevin sat near Rita and all four had breakfast chatting amiably. They had no particular activity planned for that morning since David was due to arrive at any moment.

Right then David was arriving back home from college. At 20 he was a handsome young man, with a tuft of light-brown hair falling over his forehead and lively brown eyes. Being a sportsman his body showed particularly fit, with wide shoulders, a broad chest, and a round and prominent backside that filled his jeans very well, over a pair of tonic, muscular runner’s legs. He usually had a jovial nature and was appreciated by classmates for being a good companion both in study and in...extracurricular activities. But right then none of that joviality enlightened his cute face and his heart thudded against his chest, each beat echoing the uncertainty that awaited him.

The journey back to the family home, which could have been the occasion of a warm reunion with his loved Mother and preferred Auntie, was now shrouded in a cloud of worry. Gripping the steering wheel, replaying the situation he was in for the umpteenth time, David entered the driveway and parked the car in front of the family mansion.

While Rita went to open the door for her youngest son, David got out of the car and climbed the few steps that led to the porch. With each step, the creak of the wooden floor beneath his shoes seemed to echo the weight of the letter concealed in his backpack and bring him closer to the confrontation he feared.

“Hi, sweety!” Rita said, throwing her arms around her son's neck right there on the porch.

David returned the embrace and kissed his mother on the cheek, only to be lovingly pulled from his mother's arms by Patricia, who embraced him in turn, holding him tightly against her soft breasts. But Mother and aunt's festive welcome, Kevin's manly handshake, and cousin's hello made a stark contrast to the knot tightening in his stomach.

Once inside the living room, and under the crossfire of questions about his college career made by his Aunt who had not seen him for more than a year, David showed evasive, and Rita’s maternal sensibility noticed that the boy avoided eye contact, while on the contrary his gaze continually went to his backpack resting on the sofa.

Sensing something amiss, Rita looked at him with concern etched across her face and asked, “David, what is it in your backpack that you are so worried about?"

David hesitated, and the room fell into an uneasy silence. 

Then, ashamed of discovering the reason for his worries in front of Kevin, his cousin, and especially his Aunt, David said tentatively, "In the backpack Mom? Uhm, nothing..."

“You know better than that, mister. Go ahead, tell me," said Rita, her voice showing a growing apprehension and a beginning of annoyance.

"Okay Mom," David said, his voice betraying the unease within. "There's something I need to talk to you about…in private."

"We're all part of the family here, and I'm not going to show rudeness by going to talk to you in private. Come on, mister, get the truth out now!"  Said Rita with finality.

Understanding that there was no other way out, David took a deep breath unfolded his backpack, took out the letter, trudged over to his Mom, gave it to her, and stood in front of her head bowed.

Rita saw that the letter came from the college dean. Her gray eyes went from the letter to the face of her son and stared at him with a reproaching glare.

“I guess since you were trying to hide this from me it must not be good news,” she said tapping the closed letter on the palm of her other hand.

David stood still in front of her without saying a word.

Slipping her long-nailed finger into the envelope Rita Longstrict opened the letter. The room was filled with palpable tension as Richard, Kevin, and Patricia saw Rita's face grow increasingly gloomy as she read the letter. Finally, she raised her face and stared at her son with a gaze that seemed to incinerate him.

“Mom, look, it’s not like it seems…” started to say David, but was stopped at once by his irate Mother.

“Really David? So it’s not true that, as the letter says, you were found along with other two students in the girls' dormitory, ‘a clear violation of our college's rules and regulations’, and…’it has been determined that they entered the girls' dormitory without proper authorization’…is it?”

Blushing David bowed his head, everything was going even worse than he had feared, not only was Mom furious, but she was also shaming him in front of his aunt, little Richard, and her new boyfriend.

“Look at me when I talk to you, mister, and answer me!” Rita’s voice made him raise his head.

“Yes Mom, it’s true, but…it was just a prank, we didn’t mean any harm, Mom.”

“Oh, well, if you didn’t mean any harm then it’s all fine,” said Rita sarcastically, “and we don’t need to worry about the fact that…’any recurrence of such behavior will result in severe consequences, including the possibility of expulsion from the college’…would we?”

“I already apologized, Mom, and I assured the dean that it will be no repeat in the future, everything is fine now,” David said, trying to show some strength of character in front of those present. 

“What’s going on with you, David, how could you get in so much trouble?” The sound of Rita's voice rang in the room disappointed and angry. “With all the recommendations I made to you! And with all the money your college costs us!”

“Nothing, Mom. I wasn’t doing anything that bad, I swear, and I got in trouble. It…It’s not fair,” trying to sound secure, David attempted self-defense.

“Well, that’s kind of hard to believe when there’s so much in here, look… ‘It is crucial that David understands the gravity of this situation and the importance of adhering to our community standards’…and so on, David,” Rita said, standing, putting her hands on her hips and tapping the toe of her shoe on the floor.

“Oh well, I suppose that as you’re a woman you don’t understand,” David finally exclaimed standing in front of his Mother, his voice breaking with emotion, blushing to be scolded in front of Richard, Kevin, and his beloved Aunt, and wanting to prove that he was no longer a brat who could get yelled at. “Probably Dad did this kind of thing when he was at college. Besides, I…I’m an adult now and I don’t need your scoldings.”

“Maybe you think that at your age you are already an adult, but you are just little more than a little boy who has a great need to be guided by the wisdom of your elders, especially when you act as you did!” Rita almost barked, surprised and outraged to have been addressed that way by her youngest son. “Therefore, a sound spanking on your bare bottom will bring you down a notch and put you back in your place. Believe me, young man, you will be a very sorry, weeping little boy once I’m done blistering your buttocks with the paddle. I'm only sorry that Patricia, Richard, and Kevin will be here while I have to dish out such a shameful occurrence."

At the mention of the paddle, blood drained from David’s face and his defiant attitude suddenly changed to a more compliant and submitted one, "Please Mom, as I said I already apologized to the dean and really, I didn’t mean to cause so much trouble. Honest. I promise it won't happen again. Can’t we please just forget it?" David’s voice cracked and it was obvious he was trying to keep from crying. "Come on Mom. I’m in college now, I’m twenty! I’m too old for that."

In the silence surrounding the confrontation between mother and son Patricia, Kevin and Richard felt mixed emotions. Richard, who kept his gaze on the screen of his phone was torn between feeling sorry for his cousin and relief that he was not the only one in the house still being treated as a child. Kevin felt his erection growing again at seeing his curvaceous girlfriend, stretched in her short dress, dominate her son. How he loved that woman! Patricia admired the way her nephew’s denim jeans accentuated the natural curves of the teenager’s butt and muscled legs and noticed that the bulge in the front of his jeans looked more enhanced than normal.

“Go up to my room, young man. Did you want a private conversation with me? Well you are going to get one now, only you won’t do much talking, I assure you that!” Rita said pointing to the stairs.

"Please Mom I’m too old for…that. Can’t you give me one more chance? Mom please," David begged one last time, but his Mom’s expression remained unchanged.

"I said go up to my room unless you want me to ask Richard to go get the paddle for me to perform what must be done right here!" Rita said with an icy tone.

Defeated and crestfallen, David bowed his head and headed for the stairs, and for the second time in less than 24 hours, Kevin watched a determined Mother take her son upstairs to carry out a butt-burning sentence.

David's legs felt like rubber as he followed his mother up the stairs to her bedroom, the place where all his and his brothers’ corrections had always taken place. Once they were in her bedroom he saw his Mom reach for the oval paddle on her vanity table and put it on the bed. It was an oval tool, about the size of a ping-pong bat, made of solid wood and varnished with lacquer, and David, when he had left for college, had hoped never to have to deal with it again. Instead, right then his gaze went from his angry mother to the paddle that was sitting on the bed, and back on.

“Take them down,” said Rita indicating his jeans.

Completely submitted to his Mother’s authority, David’s hands undid the belt he was wearing, unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, and pulled them to his ankles, putting into view the extended pouch in the front of his light blue boxer briefs. He then pulled his jeans off, picked them up, folded them in half, and set them on the bed.

His voice cracked again as he stood now with his jeans off, "Mom, can’t you just spank me over my underpants? Okay, I know I deserve a paddling…but I’m in college now and an adult. Can’t I at least leave my underpants on this time please?"

The transformation of the fit young man into a bad little boy was amazing, thought Rita, he was clearly on the verge of tears as he continued to plead, "I’m too old Mom. I'm sure that none of the other boys at college get spanked by his Mom anymore. It’s so old-fashioned! Can’t you let me keep my underpants on at least?"

With her arms crossed on her maternal bosom, Rita Longstrict remained cool and consistent. David’s demeanor broke and he began to openly weep for the indignity of that all, nevertheless, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of his underpants, slowly lowered them to his ankles, stooped, picked them up, folded them, and put them neatly over his jeans.

Rita raised her skirt almost to her groin and took a seat at the foot of the bed, spreading her pantyhosed legs. Well-trained in these occurrences, David knew instinctively what to do. He took a step forward and began to lower himself over his Mom’s lap. She adjusted her legs slightly to let the boy’s hardened penis hang between them and picked up the paddle that had been sitting on the bed next to her.

While poor David, already crying, restarted the pleading that he was too old, he would be good, he was sorry and he would never do it again, Rita settled his bottom in the perfect position to receive the well-deserved punishment.

David’s bottom had changed from the last time he was in that same position, his buttocks were more prominent and muscular, nonetheless, they still looked round and soft, Rita considered with maternal pride.

Then without any more delay, she swung the paddle and made the first impact on the boy’s naked butt.

SMACK!

David jerked on her lap at the first couple of smacks, then began writhing and squirming around as she peppered his boyish rump all over, covering every reachable spot again and again until the flaming, fiery pain was mounting irresistible.

"Don't you ever let me hear about you messing around like that in college again!” Scolded the determined Mother not stopping to rain down solid paddle smacks on her son’s raging bottom.

"Ow! Ohh, No, Mom, I'll be good! Ow! OHWHWW! Not so hard, Mom! I'm sorry! I'm really sorry! AHAWHWWW! Please stop! BWUAHAAAA!”

David shrieked and screamed, his young adult male voice giving way to the rising crescendo of pathetic, soprano-like screeching of a little boy being punished for bad behavior.

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

"What do I have to do to get through your head?! Aren't you ashamed of yourself?! Next time you get in trouble, I'll come straight down to your college and spank you there, how'd you like that? I guess your friends won't think you're such a man when they see you over your Mommy’s knee with your pants down!!"

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

"OHWHWWWW! No, Mom, I'll be good! AHAWHWWW! I promise I’ll be good! BWUAHAAAAAA! BWUAHAAAAAA!”

As he squalled and wailed broken-hearted, begging his Mommy to stop spanking him, he completely forgot the presence in the home of three other persons who downstairs were hearing him shamelessly plead and wail like a little girl.

“Mommy! Mommy  Nooo!  AHARGHHHH! Mommmmy! AHAWWWW! Mommaay it hurts! It hurts sooo bad! BWUAHAAAAA! Muh-ommmy! Noooo! AHAWWW! Pleeeez no more spuh-aaaank-eeeeeng! BWUAHAAAAA!”

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

Right then all David could think of, all he could address was the humiliating agony of the blazing torch that was searing his butt and thighs. He was once again her Mommy’s bad, sorry, little boy, pleading to be forgiven and for the scorching spanking to stop.

Rita smacked the paddle down, flattening in turn her son’s buttocks and top of thighs until they were livid red and his face was damped with tears and snot.

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

David was bawling like a toddler having a tantrum and shaking, dangling over her legs, when Rita finally decided he'd had enough and gave him one last smack. She let him cry all his sorrow over her maternal lap for a couple of minutes and then she helped him up.

As soon as he was released from Rita’s thighs the well-chastised boy started a frantic war dance, blubbering, rubbing his scorched buttocks and hopping in place.

The dull thuds of David's jumps resounded in the living room eliciting a smirk from Patricia, a light blushing from Richard who has been in that very situation just the afternoon before, and a stirring inside the pants of David.

Up in her bedroom, Rita allowed her son a couple of minutes of bum rubbing then she ordered him over to a corner of the room and to bury his nose in it with his hands on his head.

While she observed her youngest son in the naughty corner, with his nose into it, his hands on his head, and his red hot, marked bum sticking out, gently sobbing, Rita considered that if that was the beginning of the vacation who knows how it would continue.


The chastisement of the peeping boy

After the crackling start with 2 well-spanked brats in the first two days of that summer vacation, the routine in the Longstrict home proceeded quietly over the next week.

Rita and Patricia spent almost all their time together going to the hairdresser and the esthetician, shopping, buying food, cooking, and sunbathing in the large garden of Rita's house.

David tried to deepen his friendship with his step-cousin and, as a sportsman who loved the outdoors, dragged him along on fishing trips, hikes in the nearby hills, and swimming in the lake, all of which lazy Richard disliked so much but to which he submitted behind his stepmother's 'warm encouragement'. What Richard did enjoy were the evening outings with David's car, things that up to that point he had not been allowed to do at home, but which now, given his age and the vacation period, his stepmother moderately allowed him

Kevin went to work every day, but as soon as he left the bank in the afternoon he would fly home, in the hope of finding his girlfriend sunbathing in the garden with her sister. Patricia had become a fixation for the young man, and since his almost sister-in-law had arrived, an obsession with her voluptuous body had mounted in him. A silly, adolescent obsession that led him to look on her every little movement, to spy on her every gesture, to inhale the fragrance of her perfume, and to brush against her body whenever he had a chance to do so without arousing suspicion of his desire. He was well aware that having that sexual desire for his fiancée's sister was disgraceful, and that if it was discovered it would have very serious consequences, certainly for his backside and perhaps also for his relationship with his beloved Rita, but he could not help it. That part of his character that had never become really adult led him to behave that way.

All that went on for a few days until the next Friday, when compelled by his childish curiosity mixed with a strong sexual urge, Kevin made the weird, stupid decision to put a camera in Patricia’s room to see her nude.

When he left his office that afternoon Kevin went downtown to an electronics retailer, where he bought the smallest camera he could find, and had them explain how to connect it to his cell phone by an app. He was thrilled with the purchase because not only did the app allow him to see the images as the camera took them, but it also could record them.

Now that he had his little toy he just had to wait until the next day, when, as planned, Patricia and Rita would go to a luncheon at the home of an old Patricia's friend. David and Richard would not be home either since David had arranged for an excursion to the mountains, complete with camping for the night, and Richard had accepted under the stern gaze of his stepmother. Therefore he would have had all the quiet to hide the camera in Patricia's room.

There is a sea between thinking and doing, and that Saturday late morning Kevin discovered that the life of a spy is not as easy as movies and novels put it. Hiding the camera in a place where it could film a good portion of the bedroom without being seen resulted in a difficult task, but finally, he found a position on top of the closet behind a wooden frieze that could do. He started the camera and observed the images on his phone’s screen. It worked. The camera filmed the room’s portion where the vanity stood, and now he had the hope he could glimpse Patricia’s luscious body completely bare. Therefore, satisfied with his stunt, he arranged to wait for the two ladies to return home.

Rita and Patricia returned home in the late afternoon, and, while Rita without even changing her clothes headed straight to the kitchen to prepare a quick dinner, Patricia announced that she wanted to go to take a shower and change for the evening.

Seeing the opportunity to see the camera in operation arrive, Kevin said to his girlfriend that he would also go and change for dinner.

“Not so fast Kevin,” Rita told him. “On the way home we stopped at the supermarket to make some purchases for the pantry and garden, they are in the trunk of the SUV. Please go and put them in the storeroom.”

“Does it have to be right now, honey? Can't I do it tomorrow morning?" Kevin asked.

"Don't stall, young man, go ahead, move!" answered Rita indicating the door with the large wooden spoon she had in her hand.

"All right, honey, I'm going," Kevin said and, resigned to postponing his private little show, headed for Rita's car.

A few minutes after Kevin had gone, Rita realized she needed some supplies she had left in the car. She tried to wave to her boyfriend from the window, but Kevin, busy, did not notice her, so she picked up the phone and called him. Immediately the sound of a telephone ringing resounded in the living room. Rita, holding her cell phone, went to see if, as she imagined, it was her boyfriend's. Indeed it was, on the shelf beside the entrance, Kevin's phone was ringing.

As she closed the call, Rita noticed on the screen of her boyfriend's phone the icon of an app. It was an app she knew well because in the past she had used it to check what her children were doing when she was not home. Intrigued and surprised, because it had been years since she had any cameras in the house, she entered Kevin's phone PIN and opened the app.

Suddenly Patricia appeared on the screen. She was in her room, stark naked in front of the vanity mirror, and massaged with a balsam her generous and firm bottom.

“Oh My God!” Exclaimed Rita seeing the fullness of her sister’s white bottom exposed on the screen.

It was then that Kevin returned from his task. Seeing his phone in the hand of his fiancée, and the astonishment painted on her face, Kevin realized what had happened, and the blood drained from his face.

"Stay right there where you are, mister," ordered Rita. "Don't you dare to make a move!"

While Kevin, terrorized, obeyed, Rita approached the stairs and shouted, "Patricia, come down, please. There is something you have to see, now."

Hearing her sister's alarmed voice, Patricia, put on a short pink bathrobe and a pair of leather sandals and went down to the living room.

"Look, what I discovered in this pervert's phone," Rita said as she handed Kevin's cell to her sister.

Motionless in the doorway, Kevin watched as Patricia's face astonishment turned to anger as she saw the recording the camera had just made of herself up in the room.

"How long has this been going on?" Patricia finally asked.

“I…I put the camera on this afternoon. I didn’t see anything yet. I swear,” answered Kevin with a lump in his throat.

“Look at me!" Rita ordered approaching her bowhead boyfriend.

Once Kevin raised his head to look at her, her right arm swung in the air and her hand printed a red and sore handprint on his left cheek.

“You better tell the truth, Kevin!” She said.

"It is the truth. I'm sorry, honey," was all the disheartened young man could utter rubbing his stinging cheek and feeling tears already forming in his eyes.

"Are you sorry? Oh no, you don't know what sorry is. I'm so furious I can't decide whether to throw you out of the house or go and report you to the police! Maybe I'll do both."

A tremor of sheer terror ran through David's body at his girlfriend's icy words. He was petrified and could not utter a word as he rubbed his burning cheek and felt tears well up in his eyes. It was then that Patricia intervened, surprisingly, in Kevin's aid.

“Look, Rita, I don’t think that Kevin deserves to be reported to the police. And I don’t see why you have to ruin your relationship for such a silly, stupid, childish prank.”

"Do you call invading a lady's privacy a childish prank?" Astonished, Rita asked her sister.

"In this case, yes. See sis, I understand your anger, but didn't you tell me that Kevin has a side of himself that never fully grew up?"

"Well, yes, that's true," Rita was forced to admit.

"And doesn't it seem to you that filming with a cell phone a lady who, given her age might as well be her Aunt, to see her naked is exactly what a teenager would do?"

"Indeed..." replied Patricia reflectively.

"So you see, Kevin doesn't deserve a lawsuit, nor do you deserve to have your relationship ruined because of this silly event. What Kevin deserves is a good lesson to teach him that doing something like this is not acceptable and prevents him from doing it again."

"So, if it were up to you, how would you act?" Rita asked, massaging her chin between her thumb and forefinger.

"As I said, as far as having put a camera in my room, since the poor guy didn't even get a chance to look at the images he wanted to see," a smirk was painted on Patricia's pretty lips, "I consider it just child's prank. And I think a good bare bottom over-the-knee spanking is punishment enough for a child prank."

"Maybe you're right little sis, for that a spanking can be sufficent punishment. But for my boyfriend to want to see another woman's body naked there needs to be something arsher. Nothing less than a good dose of the strap is enough,” said Rita turning her gaze to Kevin who was standing there, blushing, and still holding his handprinted cheek.

"All right, then it is settled. I, as the person offended by the intrusion into my privacy, will spank this brat until he won't sit down, and you who are the girlfriend offended by his imagined infidelity, will blister his rear end with the leather strap."

“Very well then,” said Rita to her sister, then turning to Kevin, “Did you hear, you bad boy? Take off your clothes, and be grateful to Patricia who saved you from worse consequences!”

"My clothes, Rita?" Kevin asked, widening his eyes. "You mean...all my clothes?"

“Oh yes, mister, all of your clothes. Did you want to see my sister's body all bare? Then is just right that she can see you naked as a worm while receiving your well-deserved punishment.”

Blushing to the root of his hair Kevin turned around and started to undress. In front of the smirk of Patricia, he took off his shirt, undid the belt of his slacks, and took them off too, he then bent to slip his socks, and raising again he finally got rid of his boxers. For a moment he stood with his back at the two women and Patricia could admire his broad shoulder, lean waist, and round, firm, muscular buttocks. He then turned giving her first a profile look and then a full frontal view of his impressive package. Wow, Patricia thought, now I understand what my sister finds in this guy! Kevin was very well endowed, his manhood, erect as it was, was impressive and his balls were massive and proportionate to his appendage.

Looking forward to having that big guy on top of her bare thighs, Patricia sat down on the couch, reached down, removed one of her leather-soled flat sandals, then ordered, "Go ahead young man, bend over, now!"

As Kevin approached her hesitatingly, Patricia took the matter totally out of his hands by yanking him forward, dumped him, and sprawled him across her lap, face staring at the floor. Kevin’s arms and head dangled forward, his bare bum was raised high over Patricia’s lap, his engorged member smashed against her bare meaty thighs, his lean legs stretched out behind him, hovering above, unable to touch, the floor.

Kevin, 28 years old, was now a naked young man, draped upside down over a woman’s legs once again, looking like a youth at least a dozen and half years younger than his age. In mere moments, he feared, he would sound and act like it too.

SMACK!

Suddenly Patricia began an unrestrained torrent of smiting, smacking flat leather sole’s spanks to Kevin’s muscled mounds, the backs of his thighs, and repeatedly to the pretty, cupped undercurves of his swelling back hillocks.

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

In the beginning, he tried to lie still, endure it, to take it like a man, but in little more than a minute, he was broken, collapsing into bawling, weeping sobs, and choking gagging crying. In halting pleas and promises, interrupted more by gasping, heaving, wailing sobs. He apologized, pleaded, begged, bargained, and promised, he was sorry, and wouldn’t act like a stupid teenager or do that ever again.

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

Under the unrelenting rain of hard flat leather sole spanks what he could think was, ‘Oh, man, how it hurt!’. Searing, scorching, driving him to wild, irrational extremes of pain and syncope! He had acted silly, betraying the trust of his loved fiancée and her sister. Now, he had to be punished, suffer the consequences, and pay the price for his conduct. Kevin’s ability to formulate these thoughts was rapidly waning as the number, intensity, and heating painfulness of Patricia’s spanking mounted. His teary weeping was increasing as he was regressing to the state of just a naughty child punished by a stern female hand.

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

He writhed and thrashed about, kicking and bucking wildly, on Patricia’s lap, shrieking in a high, boy soprano’s voice. And then, as often it happened whenever he found himself punished in that childish way, he was out of control, completely regressed to when he was in that same position over his own determined Mother’s knee. “AHARGHHHHH! MOMMY! AHAWHWWWW! A GWAD, PLEASE! MOMMY, AHAWHWWW! IT HUSRTS SOOO BAD! AHARGHHHHH!”

Kevin quickly surrendered, defeated under the blazing assault of Patricia’s leather sole. He gave in, as he always did when punished, submitting to the fact of the unbearable spanking, as well as the right of Patricia to deliver it to him.

Rita sat seemingly impervious seeing her boyfriend squall and wail uncontrollably. She knew and loved her boyfriend, and was well-acquainted with the fast defeat and surrender to which the young man invariably succumbed when being spanked. So, while Kevin's punishment was coming to an end, she observed approvingly the way Patricia had handed out his correction.

Finally, after what seemed an eternity to Kevin, Patricia stopped spanking and he lay there across her lap, bawling and clenching and unclenching his red, swollen, smoldered smocking buttocks. His rear end burned with the fire of hell, and he couldn’t do but hiccupping cry on the lap of that strict and beautiful woman.

“Okay, get up, now!” Rita said after letting him a few moments of rest on that desired and now feared lap.

Suddenly Kevin obeyed his girlfriend’s order, and standing he immediately reached behind and tried to rub the sting away from his scarlet buttocks. Instinctively stomping his feet, he clasped and grasped his buns, desperately trying to extinguish the fiery flames and mitigate the harsh, hurting pain and shame from having gotten such an unsparing spanking.

While Patricia appreciated the way Kevin’s huge erection shook and wobbled comically all around during his ‘well-spanked boy dance’, Rita shook his head and pointing upstairs ordered Kevin to go up to her room and bring her the spanking strap.

"Nooooo, please darling!" Kevin pleaded while a new stream of tears and snot dripped his cheeks, "I can’t take a strapping!...my bottom is already soooo sore!"

"You can, and you will," unmoved, Rita told him, "Go and fetch it, now!"

Unable to do but obey in his shaming nakedness, Kevin sheepishly wobbled up the stairs. When he came down he was holding the fearsome-looking spanking strap. It was a  broad and heavy strip of thick leather attached to a wooden handle, and Kevin had already tried his fierce kiss on a previous occasion and was terrified by it. He wanted to beg Rita, plead with her, not to use it on him, that it was too much, but he knew it would be time wasted. He had never, ever been able to dissuade his girlfriend from a spanking once she’d made up her mind he needed one.

“Bend over and grasp the edge of the table with your hands,” Rita ordered pointing to the living room’s table.

She then, wanting to have her arms free to handle the strap effectively, removed the tight blouse in which she had dressed for lunch and remained bare-chested, with only her black lace bra hardly containing her exuberant maternal bosom.

“I expect you to stay in this position while I whip your naughty buttocks,” she said once Kevin meekly obeyed. “You better hang onto that table for your dear life, no matter how much the strap is going to hurt, or help me god I’m going to skin your bum.”

With these threatening words, Rita Longstrict moved behind her fiancee and raised the thick leather. Waiting for his bottom being blistered, and incinerated by the strap, Kevin’s heart was racing, his mouth dry, his head, face, ears, and neck red down to his shoulders. Shivering slightly, bent over, completely bare, his eyes squinted shut awaiting with dread the first bite of the strap.

With her sister’s partner in front of her, naked, Patricia looked at how the boyish swelling, muscular buttocks now reduced by the sandal spanking like two ripe tomatoes pressed against each other, were positioned upward and proffered obediently for the punishment ahead. It amazed her that Kevin, bent like that with his juvenile rump poised as a target to be strapped, looked just like another, small boy about to be punished by a strict female guardian. He could have been 8 years old, not 28, and now she fully understood how it came he had called her ‘Mommy’ during the frenzy of his pleading.

It was then that Rita 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.

CRACKKK!

The strap buried into the fleshy, swollen, red mounds causing them to bounce from the impact.

“ARGHHHH!” Kevin screamed.

The lash of the strap was suddenly succeeded by following ones, while Kevin had no time to focus on the initial strip of flame across his buttocks, nor prepare mentally for the next ones. Within less than a minute, his entire rear end and upper part of his thighs were engulfed in an excruciating fire,  singed with stripes of searing, burning pain he never could endure.

CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK!

From the very beginning, his cries were pitiful, but they became louder as the whacking intensified until Kevin was openly weeping loud, higher-pitched desperate sobs. Each successive slap of the strap fell on his raw bottom triggering new waves of pain. He called out pleas, begging, imploring, apologizing, promising of, “Please…AHWAWHHH! Ohw please darling! AHARGHHH! I have beannn pwunishwedd enoughhhh! OH GWADD! AHAWHWHHHH! BWUAHHHHH!” as he descended into uncontrollable and incoherent sobbing and crying.

CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK!

By now the pain that Kevin was experiencing in his bottom couldn’t be described in words. His wounded and blistered buttocks resembled two sizzling, smocking coils, and 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. Finally, after having applied an unforgettable licking to her boyfriend’s backside, Rita stopped to swing the strap.

Once she allowed Kevin to get out of his punishment position, he jumped and bounced, and danced around, up and down, clasping and feverishly rubbing the inferno ignited on his butt. He was squalling uncontrollable sobs, that caught and stuck between gagging and choking gasps for air, with his now deflated manhood bouncing all around.

Rita had disciplined her boyfriend unsparingly but loved him, so after allowing him a couple of minutes of that frenzied dance of pain, she scooped Kevin up into her arms, holding him close against her bosom while he cried his heart and eyes out. With her strong left hand soothing her boyfriend’s wounded, scorched bottom, she held Kevin who buried his wet, red face in her cleavage and wailed his penitence.

“I’m-uh-sorry, uh-uh, Rita, uh oooooo uh waaaaaa uh I’m uh saaaaar uh eeeeee  Riiiiit uh aaaa huh uh waaaaaa!”

As Patricia gazed at that image of almost maternal love with a complicit smirk on her lips, she realized that she was in the throes of strong arousal and felt her panties damp between her legs. Leaving the couple to their effusions, she headed to her room. She needed privacy to satisfy her arousal.


Two well-spanked young men

It took until next Friday for Kevin’s buttocks and the top of his thighs to heal from the terrible punishment his girlfriend and her sister had submitted him to. But other than that, Kevin's home life suffered no further consequences as a result of his silliness. On the contrary, against all expectations, Kevin noticed that Patricia had become more affectionate toward him.

She took an interest in his work and asked him for advice on his investments, and when he responded, she did not fail to compliment him on his expertise. Sometimes she would even ask him if what he had worn looked good on her, making a half-turn in front of him to show him her attire.

All this, although it tickled his male ego, nevertheless greatly embarrassed Kevin. It was hard enough for him not to show the attraction he felt for his girlfriend's sister even without all that attention, let alone if she acted that way. However, doing his best to suppress, or at least not openly show, his desire for her, Kevin managed not to make Rita annoyed.

So Longstrict's home life continued calmly right up to the day when, as we mentioned, Kevin's butt cheeks had returned to their natural state. That Friday, David had been invited to a reunion with his high school friends, and Richard had asked Patricia's permission to accompany him.

At the dinner table, being asked by Patricia how the evening would go, David with a bit of embarrassment explained that he, unlike Richard, had no curfew since he had finished high school, so he could not assure her of a return time.

“I've already extended your curfew by two hours since you are almost a college student, and we are on holiday,” said Patricia to her stepson at that point. “I really don’t want you to stay out after 1 am. A growing boy like you needs his sleep to be healthy. I’m only looking out for your best interest, Richard.”

At that point it was Rita who intervened on behalf of her nephew, "That's not nice to say, David. Your cousin is our guest here, and if he has to be back home by 1 am, well, mister, it will mean that you will sacrifice yourself and drive him home by then."

David's first impulse was to oppose that request. His Aunt's statement made no sense. In his eyes, poor Richard had every right to have fun that summer, and it was not fair for Patricia to boss him around. But then, seeing the look on his mother's face, and remembering what had happened to him not two weeks before, he bowed his head and assured the two ladies that was fine, they would be home by one o'clock.

So while Kevin went up the stairs to retreat to his room after dinner, as he used to do in those days to avoid too much close contact with Patricia, David and Richard were about to leave for the party.

That night Kevin was awakened by voices coming from downstairs. He turned on the light and rubbed his eyes, he saw he was alone in the bed and the alarm clock said 2,20 am. Deciding he wanted to see what was going on, he got out of bed and went into the hallway. He saw that downstairs the living room light was on. He went down and found Rita and Patricia in their nightgown, sitting on the couch, and they definitely didn't look happy.

"What are you doing awake?" asked Rita upon seeing him in the living room.

"I was thirsty, so I went downstairs to get some water," Kevin replied. "Where are the boys? Aren’t they home yet?"

"No, they are not," Rita grumbled. "I distinctly told David that I wanted him returned Richard home by 1,00 and it's nearly two thirty!”

Mumbling something regarding the fact that ‘boys are boys’, he went to the fridge to get the water bottle. It was on the return trip when he saw a hairbrush resting on the coffee table near Rita’s paddle. It was clear what those were for.

Rita saw him pause and stare at it. "You better go to your room, Kevin," she told him.

Sensing troubles, Kevin wisely thought it best to do as he was told and headed up the stairs.

It was a few minutes after he was back in his room that Kevin heard the entrance door open, and squealing feminine scoldings. Curiosity got the better of him. Having the chance to see the Longstrict sisters in action was a sight he had no intention of missing.

Quietly as possible, Kevin opened the door of his room. Without turning on the lights he proceeded in the aisle, descended a few steps down the staircase, and sat in the dark where he could observe what was happening in the living room below going unnoticed.

The Longstrict sisters, wearing very short sheer nightgowns that left completely bare their shapely legs, hair pulled up for the night, and heeled sandals on the feet stood in front of their crestfallen sons.

“David Reynard Longstrict, do you know what time is it, young man?” Rita was asking rhetorically to her son.

David stuttered, explaining, “I…I guess we lost track of time, Mom.”

“I understand that you were with your friends and you wanted to have fun,” Rita’s voice sounded stern. “Nevertheless, you were with your cousin, and also responsible for him. His Mother wanted him back by 1 am, and when you two left I warned you very clearly to be home by that time!”

Blushing for being scolded once again in front of his cousin and his Aunt, David bowed his head and shut up.

“Well, mhm,” Richard stammered at that point, “it was my fault, too, Aunt.”

Rita looked at him, hands on her hips.

“Was it?” Her voice had a finality that forced the boy to break all hesitation.

“Yes ma’am, it was me that convinced David to stay out till late. I didn't feel right that he couldn't stay with his friends because of me,” Richard uttered and then stopped, lowering his eyes, unable to say more.

"You do not decide what is right or not, young man!" Patricia intervened and grabbing her stepson's upper arm, she turned him around and let off a quick flurry of hard slaps on his jeans-covered chubby bottom.

"Of course, they are not the ones who decide, sister," Rita said, "But these two think they are already able to make their own decisions. They need something to remind them that they are always their mother's sons who at any age, have to obey!"

And with that, she went to the table, took out from under it two chairs, put them one in front of the other in the middle of the room, then taking the paddle in her hand she sat on one.

“Come here, young man,” she said to her son, spreading her bare legs, and pointing to a spot just in front of her with a perfectly manicured finger.

David wished the earth would spread out beneath his feet and swallow him. To be spanked at his age in front of his cousin and aunt was the greatest shame he could imagine. So he blushed all the color of the sunset and remained motionless.

"I will count to three, David. If you are not in front of me by the three, I'll go up for the spanking strap. Is it this that you want?" Rita said, sensing David needed some encouragement. “One.”

She didn’t need to get to two. At the mention of the spanking strap, David hurried in front of his Mother.

While Rita was intent on taking down David's pants, Patricia had taken hold of Richards's neck with one hand, with the other she grabbed the wooden hairbrush and brought her stepson to the other chair. She sat down, grabbed the belt of his trousers, and started to unbuckle it. Efficiently, having done that many times before, she opened his trousers and put them down to his ankles, soon followed by his white undies. She then snatched his arm and yanked him over her left leg, smashing his lean, hardened dick over her meaty thigh. Her right leg clamped his legs in place and she hooked one ankle behind the other. Bending over his back, she grasped his right wrist and bent it up behind his back. His left hand prevented his nose from hitting the floor when she’d thrown him, and Richard felt in danger of falling forward. He needn’t have worried, his Stepmother had his ass high and centered right where she wanted it. It, and the rest of him, was going nowhere until she allowed it.

From the top of the stairs, Kevin could see Richard's creamy white chubby bottom upended over Patricia’s knees quivering in anticipation. It was round, deliciously plump, and looked soft and tender, with a deep furrow separating the swelling buttocks that jutted out like two round fleshy mounds.

Right then Patricia’s arm rose high in the air and she brought the hairbrush down, HARD, with a loud SMACK! across that chubby, supple bottom, right over his right buttock.

As soon as the sound of the first hairbrush spanking on Richard's bottom died down, the popping sound of hard paddle spanks on David’s upended bare bottom echoed like gunshots around the living room. He was turned the other way from Richard, so if Kevin could see the chubby boy's butt, of David he could see his face.

David’s eyes and face registered a stunned, initial reaction, and then the recollection of the familiar sensation from this experience produced an increasingly intense shock of pain with each successive paddle swat on his rear end and upper legs. Soon the young man was kicking, bucking, and bouncing his legs and hips across his Mom’s lap.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Meanwhile, Patricia had already begun the barrage of spankings with the flat back of the wooden brush. She started to spank slowly and vigorously, taking long seconds between smacks and thus increasing the impact of each stroke. Richard didn’t seem too concerned with her technique, however, as his tears began to fall after only a few spanks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Kevin's eyes went from one boy's bottom to the other's face, as the shots of solid wood striking tender boy flesh echoed around the room and mingled with the cacophony of screams, cries, and pleas.

David’s face was as red as it could be, while his cheeks were damped in tears and snot, his nose was running and his mouth was contorted in an agonizing wail. It was evident that his rear end must be ON FIRE already, and he wildly flailed up and out his sturdy legs, and his muscular, young body twisted and thrashed frantically around on the bare lap of his Mom, who wielded her paddle with such vigor.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Hard hairbrush smacks continued to fall, paced evenly, on Richard’s already swollen, smoldered buttocks, as he kicked and cried out over his stepmother’s knee. Kevin had observed as his bottom had turned from creamy white to pink, then to reddish to assume finally a livid red, sore-looking, color.

By then the poor boy was blabbering pleading with his Mommy not to spank him anymore, assuring her that he would ‘never, ever be a bad boy again’.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

In the meanwhile Rita's paddle assailed her son’s now swollen bottom, inner buttocks, sensitive undercurves, and inner thighs until David was screeching and sobbing hysterically, blubbering and bawling in ascending-pitched, boyish cries, pleas, apologies, and promises.

"I'm so sorry Mommy!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"I won’t be late anymore!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"Give me another chance, please Mommy!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"Stop paddling my bottom, I’ll be good!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"I will behave!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

"It hurts so bad Mommy!"

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

As the wailing young man’s legs repeatedly thrust up and out and dropped again, Rita moved her right leg out from under him and over David’s legs, trapping him in position for firing off Crack after Crack of the paddle lambasting his rear end.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Please, Mommyyy! It huuurrrtsss!” Richard was whining loudly.

“I’m glad, maybe you’ll listen now that you have a sore rear end to motivate you,” said Patricia unrelenting wielding the punishing hairbrush.

Richard groaned, his sobbing increased and he waved his plump legs and chubby bottom over his Mom’s lap resembling just a toddler being spanked for misbehaving.

She ignored him, showing no mercy in continuing to smack the top back of his thighs until they reached the same dark red as the rest of his bottom. She then moved back to his buttocks and gave the boy his hardest round of spanks yet, finishing the punishment with a crescendo of loud SMACK that elicited even louder bawling from the boy splayed across her lap.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

As the punishment of Richard was coming to an end, Rita, who had stopped paddling her son, was giving him the final scolding.

"This should help make sure you don’t forget ever again that you are just your Mom’s son who has to behave and obey. But just in case you think twice about behaving, listening, and doing what I tell you, you know this result is what will be awaiting you."

Wailing and squalling, in a much higher and urgent voice, David squawked out his exclamations of pain and unhappiness, but also his agreement with whatever his domineering Mom was saying. Still confined over his Mom’s lap he felt he was just a defeated, broken, naughty, little boy who would mind his Mom forever.

Finally, Richard’s punishment had come to an end also, though he hardly seemed to notice as he cried it out, his head dangling near the floor. When at last Patricia let him up from her lap he immediately began rubbing his bottom frantically with both hands and hopped around the living room in a desperate attempt to relieve the burning pain his strict stepmother had ignited in his nether region. He danced the time-honored well-spanked boy dance, with tears running down his face, snot coming out from his nostrils, and sobbing, bawling, and sniffling uncontrollably.

Once his Mom released him, David too jumped to his feet, his hands rushing to clasp and rub his scorched, chastened behind, while he leaped and hopped up and down around the room. Howling and squalling, he joined Richard in that shaming show. The two boys were totally unmindful of the spectacle they presented, with their hardened manhood wobbling all around, in front of the two ladies, a testament to the level of pain they were experiencing where they usually sat down.

When he saw that the two mothers rose from their chairs and, now tender after having dispensed the necessary discipline, invited their well-chastened sons into their comforting maternal embrace, Kevin got up and as quietly as he could, locked himself back in the room. With his rock-hard member, he couldn't wait for Rita to come to bed. Knowing her he was sure she too needed to quench her arousal with his manhood.


What will Rita say?

While formally home life followed up as always, in the next days Kevin became definitely aware of Patricia's increasingly, obvious, interest in him. Whenever Rita was not there, the beautiful woman missed no opportunity to brush against him, bring her mouth close to his ear to whisper something spicy, envelop him in her perfumed fragrance, letting exhale a clear sexual feeling.

Poor Kevin did not know what to do. First of all, he could not figure out what game Patricia was playing. Was that just a way to test him, perhaps orchestrated with her sister? Or did she really have a sexual interest in him? And if so, was he willing to risk his relationship with Rita to possess her sister's luscious body?

In the grip of these doubts Kevin merely passively accepted her advances, suppressing his desire. But like a chemical reaction that once triggered inevitably gets its fulfillment, the sexual tension between the two reached its climax the night before Patricia's departure.

That evening, there was a meeting among colleagues from the school where Rita worked that she could not miss. So after a hearty and delicious farewell dinner, she had gone out. Since it was their last evening together, David and Richard had also received permission to go out after dinner, something they had been forbidden since the events of the previous Friday, with the admonition to be home before midnight or else.

As soon as she found herself alone in the house with Kevin, Patricia kissed him goodnight and said she was going to retire to her room.

After a handful of minutes had passed, Kevin heard Patricia calling from upstairs, "Kevin, come here right now, young man!"

As if by an automatic reflex to being called 'young man' in that assertive tone of voice, Kevin sprang to his feet and climbed the stairs.

Patricia was standing in the door frame of a little spare room that Kevin had arranged as his personal office. She wore nothing but a very sheer pearl nightgown that just covered her crotch, stretched over her full breasts, hugged her waist, and accentuated her rounded hips. Her legs were bare and she wore heeled sandals that left her toenails, polished with the same shade as her nails, free.

‘WOW!’ He couldn’t help to think, ‘She is a sight to see!’

“I was packing, and since I couldn't find one of my panties, I set out to find them. Do you know where I found it?" That goddess asked him waving a pair of black, lacy, diminutive panties in front of him.

"Where?" was all Kevin could manage to say, surprised by that question and in the whirlwind of emotions stirred by the proximity to that luscious body.

“Right here in the spare room,” Patricia replied winking and stern at the same time, "What did you think to do with these panties, young man?" She asked lowering her tone of voice and fixing her long-lashed eyes in his.

Unknowing what to say, completely innocent of what he was being accused of, Kevin uttered, “But I didn’t take your panties, Patricia. I don’t know how it comes that you find it in my office, I swear.”

Regardless of Kevin's response, Patricia continued, "You're one of those bad boys who steal ladies' underwear to wanking on them, aren't you?"

“Of course, I’m not…” Kevin started to say just to be interrupted by Patricia who headed toward him.

“You know what these kinds of boys deserve? A good, sound, bare bottom spanking, that’s what!” She said with a frown on the perfect features of her beautiful face.

"But...but it’s not right, I didn’t do anything to deserve a spanking," Kevin said while he blushed in a hot wave over his entire body.

“Oh yes young man, you deserve to be spanked and I’m the right woman to do that to you… unless you don’t want me to tell my sister about your not-so-innocent pastime.”

Overwhelmed by shame, fear, astonishment, and strong sexual urge, just a few inches from Patricia’s almost bare body, Kevin whispered, "But, no Patricia…"

"No buts, young man, the only butt I want to see is your sweet, tender butt over my knees,” Patricia said with finality, pinching his cheek.

She then grabbed Kevin’s ear and brought him to her bedroom like he was a naughty child. Once there she let him go, sat at the foot of the bed, and pointed with her long, tapered index finger for him to come in front of her. With little insecure steps, he complied, unable at that point to stand against her will and her sexual power.

Once Kevin stood in front of her, Patricia stretched out her perfectly manicured hand, reached into his overall pants, put her long-nailed fingers in the waistband, and pulled them down his legs along with his boxers. Suddenly his huge manhood, as hard as a rock, bounced up and down and finally pointed to the ceiling. She chuckled at the view and slapped it not too gently with two fingers sending it bouncing again.

“I’m sorry my boy, but this has to be done,” she said guiding Kevin gently but firmly over the inviting expanse of her luscious, bare lap.

"Please…" Kevin squeaked sensing his huge, hard manhood, smashing against Patricia’s meaty, sturdy, bare thighs, making it unclear whether he was pleading with her to begin his discipline or to refrain from it.

Patricia raised her arm high, slapped her palm down onto his muscular, firm, right bottom cheek, and watched it jiggle before striking the target again.

SLAPP!

Kevin marveled at how her soft hand could deliver such a stinging slap. To look at it, so small and well-groomed, one would never guess that when Patricia used it to spank it could do such a burning damage.

SPANK! SLAP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAP! SPANK!

With no more delay, Patricia started to spank up and down Kevin's swelling hillocks, her hand flattening each buttock in turn. The stinging sensation she raised in Kevin’s rear end made his body squirm and wiggle over her bare thighs. She brought her hand down in solid slaps all over his bottom. She spanked each quivering chub, she smacked down to the part where his firm bottom curved under and his lean thighs began, and softly scolded him while she spanked.

SPANK! SLAP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAP! SPANK!

"You have been very naughty today, and I have no other choice but to spank you, sweety, you understand it, don’t you?"

"Ahawww! Please! Aharghhh! Please, Please, Patricia, no more! Ahahawwww! Ohwhwwww! Pleaseee!" Innocent Kevin begged unashamedly.

"Be still, sweety, while I give you your spanking," she ordered him in a tender voice. "Don't wiggle your groin on my bare legs too much, or I'm afraid we will have a problem down there.”

SPANK! SLAP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAP! SPANK!

Eventually, seeing that all the young man’s rear end had been turned a solid, smoldering red, Patricia gave him one last flurry of spanks and then stopped his correction.  

Kevin did not attempt to move, he kept lying across that bare, warm lap and continued to softly cry as his manhood hard as a rock rubbed, back and forth, against Patricia's soft thighs. And then what Patricia had just predicted, happened. While Kevin rocked more and more frantically on Patricia’s bare lap, his stone-hard penis exploded in a violent spurt, while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.

“Ohhhhhh!” Patricia exclaimed, feeling that warm sticky sensation on her bare thighs. “Tzk, tzk, what did my little boy do down there?”

Unable to give a coherent answer Kevin just let out a pitiful wail of shame.

“It’s ok, it’s ok sweety, come, help me as well,” whispered Patrica with a hoarse voice.

She got Kevin off her lap and opened her legs wide to show him her naked sex dripping with humor. He got down on his knees with his head between those open legs, slowly caressing the silky skin of her thighs. Patricia moaned when his mouth kissed her big lips and gave them a little bite.

“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 hands grabbed her full bottom while his short beardy cheeks scratched the inside of her thighs. Again and again, he licked her sex, searching for her clitoris, and once he found it he sucked it moving his tongue right and left. Patricia lay down on the bed, and she squirmed and moaned more and more, grabbing his head with her hands and pressing his face against her crotch. With a tender urgency, Kevin sucked her till he heard her cry out “Oh, Ohhhhhhh!” And a stream of warm humor bathed his lips.

She got Kevin off her lap and opened her legs wide to show him her naked sex dripping with humor. He got down on his knees with his head between those open legs, slowly caressing the silky skin of her thighs. Patricia moaned when his mouth kissed her big lips and gave them a little bite.

“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 short beardy cheeks scratched the inside of her tights. Again and again, he licked her sex, searching for her clitoris, and once he found it he sucked it moving his tongue right and left. Patricia lay down on the bed, and she squirmed and moaned more and more, grabbing his head with her hands and pressing his face against her crotch. With a tender urgency, Kevin sucked her till he heard her cry out “Oh, Ohhhhhhh!” And a stream of warm humor bathed his lips.

They lay down on the bed, with the hand of Patricia caressing Kevin’s hair until they recovered from their sexual climaxes.

“Get up now, I think we both need to have a shower,” said Patricia with a chuckle. “Come on. Stand up."

Kevin stood on trembling legs. His hands went to rub some of the sting Patricia had raised in his buttocks, unable to come to senses with what had just happened.

Efficient, Patricia rose from the bed, took a tissue, and summarily wiped her thighs off the sticky substance that Kevin had deposited there. Then took another tissue, approached Kevin, and dried the tears her spanking had damped his cheeks with.

“I don’t know what to say, Patricia…” Kevin was able to utter at least.

“It’s ok, sweety. These things happen, you know,” she said with a chuckle on her lips. Then caressing his cheek, with her palm still warm from the spankings just delivered, she casually asked, “Just…what do you think will Rita say of all this?”
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