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Disciplinary Bonds Unfolding

20-year-old Bruce and his Mother, Angelina, had been Sofia’s neighbors for several months.

Despite their age difference, the 55-year-old Sofia had developed a friendly relationship with the 38-year-old Angelina. The two women had much in common. They were both single Mothers who had raised their only son on their own. Both were attractive women, but neither had married or had any long-term relationships, partly because of their demanding executive jobs, which left them with just enough time to care for their children.

The two women differed in one way: their attitudes toward discipline. Angelina was a caring and attentive Mother, but definitely easygoing. With Bruce, she had always tried to use more conviction than correction. Only on a few rare occasions did she resort to good, healthy, old-fashioned spankings, and she had ceased using these altogether when the boy was still a young kid. Sofia, by contrast, enjoyed a very close and affectionate relationship with her son. Still, she had never had any qualms about pulling down his pants, putting him on her lap, and turning his buttocks as red and shiny as apples with the flat back of her old wooden hairbrush. Later, when he was older and attending college, she sometimes used a solid leather strap that roasted the boy’s bottom until it sizzled.

These different educational approaches led to different outcomes. Sofia’s son, now in his thirties, became an accomplished lawyer. Meanwhile, Bruce had flunked out twice and, at twenty, was still finishing his senior year of high school. Bruce was smart, not arrogant; in fact, he was polite, perhaps even too quiet for his age. His challenge lay in his intense laziness and aversion to rules.

While at Angelina’s house, Sofia noticed a growing tension between Bruce and his Mother. Although she suspected it centered on house rules and school results, this wasn’t strange, considering the boy’s attitude. Frequently, in the late afternoon when Angelina returned from work, she overheard the two arguing.

One evening, Sofia ran into Angelina sitting on her front porch. She seemed on the verge of tears. The middle-aged woman asked her younger neighbor what the problem was. She was so agitated that all she could say at first was: “Bruce!”

When Angelina calmed down, Sofia discovered that Bruce was getting very poor grades in school, to the point that his Mother was afraid that he would flunk out for the third time. Even more, he had started doing one thing he had never done before: sneaking out to see a group of bad boys Angelina had forbidden him to see.

After letting her vent and consoling her a bit, Sofia said, “I don’t want to criticize your educational methods at all, dear. I know very well how difficult it is to be a Mother. However, I will tell you what I would have done if my son had behaved like Bruce. I would have pulled down his pants and given him such a spanking that he could not sit down for a week.”

Contrary to Sofia’s thoughts, those words didn’t surprise Angelina all that much. In fact, she admitted that she was in such despair that she had considered the possibility of corporal punishment seriously. The problem was that she was unsure whether she could do it.

"I’ve never been good with strong hands," Angelina said. "It’s been so long since I’ve done that, and now, at his age... It’s not about physical strength. Bruce is a good boy. I don’t think he would resist me physically. It’s a question of conviction and determination, if you know what I mean," she concluded, shaking her head.

"Of course, I completely understand. For that very reason, if it can help you, I will volunteer to administer a spanking to Bruce should you decide it is necessary. As I already told you, I have quite a bit of experience disciplining boys of Bruce’s age, and even older," said Sofia reassuringly.

That was the last of it for several days until one evening, Sofia received an urgent call from her neighbor, requesting that she come over when she could, because Angelina had decided to accept her suggestion and help, if she was still willing to do it. When Sofia arrived, Bruce was sitting on the couch, looking very, very sullen and staring at the floor. He was still wearing the school uniform of the expensive private school he cursed at, and he looked a bit silly in it at his age.

Once Sofia put her bag on the coffee table and sat in an armchair, Angelina sighed and threw her hands up. She listed all the problems the boy’s laziness caused at school and at home. She ended her tirade: “Bruce, your behavior is intolerable. I won’t stand your attitude any longer. That’s why I asked Sofia for help. She raised a son who is now an affirmed professional. Maybe she can reach you in a way I can’t.”

Only then did the crestfallen boy raise his blond bob and look questioningly at the two ladies before him.

“Get in through me…how?” He asked suspiciously.

“With sound, old-fashioned, time-proven administration of physical correction, young man,” it was time for Sofia to say. “Your Mother feels that she cannot provide the discipline you need—clear rules enforced by consequences when you disobey. So I, who have the needed experience and determination, will administer these rules and the corrections she cannot.”

These words caught Bruce’s full and immediate attention.

“MOM!” He almost shouted, rising from the sofa. “What does she mean?”

"Young man," Angelina said, staring strictly at Bruce. "You will get your bottom spanked, good and hard, over Sofia’s lap. This is final!"

"Your BARE bottom, to be precise," Sofia added. She pulled her old wooden hairbrush from her bag, ready to use the tool that had taught her son many lessons.

At these words, Bruce paled. The boy’s eyes stared at the determined middle-aged lady in front of him, holding that instrument of bottom punishment. He seemed to see her for the first time. She was tall, taller than his Mother, and her high-heeled shoes made her even more imposing. The turtleneck sweater she wore over her skinny jeans hugged her bursting breasts and gave her an air of sternness underscored by her ash-blond hair cut short and her cold, inquisitive grey eyes. Everything about her indicated that she was a woman accustomed to receiving obedience.

So when he heard her order, “Take off your jacket, now!” Bruce felt himself compelled to comply.

The boy stood before the older lady in just his white shirt, regimental tie, and brown slacks. Sofia felt the same sense of seeing him for the first time. Bruce was a handsome boy, not tall but well-proportioned and fit. His chest stretched the buttons of his shirt. His buttocks filled the back of his slacks so well that they swelled out round and saucy. A perfect target for what was coming to the mischievous boy, thought Sofia. A thrill ran through her mature but still feminine body.

With no further delay, Sofia took Bruce’s place on the sofa, grabbed his arm, and positioned the boy in front of her. She reached out, unbuckled his belt, unsnapped his slacks, and tugged them down around his knees. She hooked her fingers into the elastic of his boxers and began tugging them down to his mid-thighs.

As soon as the boy’s member was freed from his underpants, it sprang out hard and proud like a flagpole almost in front of Sofia’s lips. Sofia, used to that display in these situations, acted as if she hadn’t noticed. She tugged Bruce over her knees. She took her time to get his bare bottom into the best position for the most effective spanking. As she had imagined, Bruce’s bottom was a cutie. His buttocks were muscled, yet looked soft. They swelled out round and candid like two snowy, meaty hillocks. She admired them for a moment. Then she turned her gaze to Angelina, who nodded assent. She steeled herself and raised the punishment tool to the ceiling.

Sofia started Bruce’s first spanking in a long time with a sharp SMACK from the flat back of her broad hairbrush. She centered the blow on the fullest part of his right buttock. The boy immediately squealed and tried to cover his bottom with his hand. As if expecting this, Sofia grabbed his hand and held it behind his back. Then she continued with a steady rain of hard smacks.

After about fifteen smacks, Bruce began to squirm wildly over her lap, kicking his legs. Showing her significant experience in the matter, Sofia pulled the boy closer and tighter and began spanking him even harder and faster with her favorite instrument of correction.

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

In response to this new, burning, painful assault to his already burning rear end, Bruce started to desperately cry and plead for the mature lady to stop spanking him and for his own Mother to forget him and to make Sofia end such a smoldering punishment.

“Young man, your punishment is just beginning,” Sofia stated, calm but determined, without losing a beat.

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

In front of the astounded yet assenting gaze of Angelina, Sofia continued to spank Bruce until every inch of his bottom and upper thighs was swollen and livid red. At that point, the poor boy was sobbing his heart out, and his breath was coming in ragged gasps. His cheeks were almost as red as his buttocks for the shame of acting just like a well-spanked little boy and for crying so hard, his nose was running, and his mouth was contorted in a let-out-saliva grimace.

Once Sofia stopped the merciless correction and let him up, well-spanked Bruce grabbed his bottom with his hands and did a pitiful, comical spanking dance. He hopped from foot to foot and rubbed his bottom madly in front of Sofia and Angelina, who enjoyed the show. When Bruce finally stopped his war dance and stood firm, holding his swollen, flaming red bottom in his hands and sobbing his last tears, Sofia sent him to the corner with instructions to put his hands on his head.

Once he was there, with his well-spanked, almost smoking bottom in the air, Sofia dictated the new law: “Every time you misbehave, disobey, do not study, or break any of the rules your Mother had set on your behalf, you will be reported to me, and I will punish you the way I see fit. If I feel that you deserve a spanking, you will get it then and there with this hairbrush you now know. In cases of extreme naughtiness, you will have to bend over the sofa arm, your bare rear raised, for a dose of the strap. Is that understood, young man?”

“SOB, Yes, SOB, ma’am, SOB,” came the still teary, submitted boy’s replies.


Getting More Than He Bargained For

Seeing her son on the receiving end of such a thorough correction elicited contrasting emotions in Angelina. In fact, deep inside her, seeing Sofia spanking Buce had stirred distant memories of her youth when she was subjected to the same strict discipline that her Mother administered with rigor and firmness. She could not deny to herself that a sense of upheaval had pervaded her, seeing her older neighbor acting with the same firmness and determination as her own beloved, strict Mother. But being wholly immersed in worry about her son’s behavior, in the following days, she banished that thought from her mind.

As for Bruce, the next month went by with him behaving himself enough that he didn’t require any correction, and Angelina was glad she had taken that step and asked no-nonsense Sofia for help.

Sofia, too, was pleased that Bruce was going straight and welcomed Angelina’s gratitude for her intervening in the boy’s education.

On the fifth Friday, though, someone knocked on Sofia’s door after dinner time. When the middle-aged lady, dressed in a black sheer nightgown, opened the door, she was unsure of what to expect. It was Bruce.

“Please, ma’am, may I come in?” The twenty-year-old, still in his school uniform despite the hour, asked meekly.

Sofia invited the boy into her study and had him sit down in the chair across the desk from her.

Bruce looked back at her. For him, that was the moment of truth. All day, he had dreaded confessing his worry to the severe woman, anxiety warring with his fear of disappointing his Mother yet again. Torn, uneasy, and anxious, he finally summoned his courage; with his mouth dry, he confessed that he had been suspended from school for two days for a stupid prank he had played on a teacher with two classmates. He admitted he had not found the strength to tell his Mother.

“Do you remember me warning you that if your behavior were really bad, you’d get a whipping with the strap?” Was Sofia’s response.

“I’m so ashamed of what I did, ma’am. I understand I deserve to be punished for my behavior. As hard as it is for me to say it, I know that it’s only fair that I’d be punished, and I wish that you would take this matter into your own hands here and keep the thing between you and me. I couldn’t look Mom in the eyes anymore if she knew of this, yet another nonsense of mine.”

Sofia stared Bruce in the eyes. His despondency was evident, and she rejoiced that the boy had found the courage to go to her and confess his wrongdoing, and that he also cared for his Mother.

“I’m glad you came to take your just deserve,” she said. “But I’m sorry I can’t fulfill your request to let your Mother off this. She needs to know, and she needs to be present during your punishment. Take off your shoes, pants, and underwear, and wait for me on the sofa while I phone your Mom,” she ordered.

With his eyes already watering in shame, Bruce walked over to the sofa. He unfastened his belt and gray slacks, pulled them down with his boxers, and stepped out of them after kicking off his black shoes. He turned, blushing all the color of a sunset, dressed only in his shirt and tie, his hard-on protruding in front of him. He began to bend over the sofa arm. Doubled over, he heard Sofia call Angelina, asking her to come to her house. Then, after a few moments, Bruce heard the house door open, and suddenly, he was conscious that his Mom was looking at him, draped over the arm of the sofa, with his very bare buttocks up in the air.

Without having the courage to turn around and face Angelina, Bruce listened to Sofia explain to his Mother what had happened and what was about to happen to his tender rear end.

Displeased and despondent, Angelina listened to her neighbor. She could not take her eyes off her son’s bottom, so obediently offered for its deserved punishment. Bruce’s buttocks were candid and round, clenching and unclenching rhythmically. He was evidently afraid of what was coming.

Once Sofia finished her story and grabbed the thick, sturdy spanking strap, Angelina seemed to see a mischievous smirk painted on her lips.

Weighing her old instrument of correction, Sofia stared at the younger Mother and said, “It’s just fair that you will assist your son’s whipping since it’s also your fault that he behaves the way he does, since you never punished him adequately.”

Hearing those words, Bruce finally turned his head and looked at his Mother. He saw that her pretty face was blushing red. He could read in her eyes an upheaval that he attributed to the craving to see what was about to happen. He also saw Sofia, popping the leather strap on her palm, go to stand at his side. He saw her raise the strap. He heard the strap cut the still air, and then—SPLATT—the leather slapped his bare, vulnerable behind, which burst into flames.

After that first stroke, Bruce stood bolt upright, grasping in his hands his wounded buttocks, and Sofia had to push him back down into position. Then,

CRACKK!

The strap landed for a second time, and Bruce yelled in pain. Once again, the leather cracked down, and then another quickly followed. Now Bruce’s bottom was stinging like hell and totally on fire. By the time the leather cracked down for the fifth stroke, he was kicking his legs and stamping his feet wildly.

As the strokes kept landing, Bruce’s hardened manhood and walnut-sized balls started to come into view, revealed by the frantic boy’s gyrations and hopping. By the sixth stroke, he was squirming and rolling around on the couch in an attempt to avoid the strap, but only managed to get hit on his thighs and the sides of his hips.

“AHARGGG! Please, Mrs. Sofia…AHAWHWWW! Please, ma’am…IT HURTS!”

Despite his pleas, Sofia continued to whip Bruce’s rear end. The boy soon lost count, with his entire body engulfed in spasms of pain.

CRACKK! CRACKK! SPLATT! CRACKK! SPLATT! CRACKK!

While Angelina observed with flushed cheeks and trembling lips, she flinched every time the horrible leather landed with deadly accuracy on her son’s buttocks. Each slash to his tender flesh made her feel as if the pain was hers. As guilt rose within her, Angelina recalled Sofia's words and thought, Sofia was right. It was also her fault that Bruce was acting that way.

For her part, Sofia kept painting red, puffy, burning stripes across Bruce’s already flaming red buttocks, landing the strap overlapping each lick.

‘OMG,’ thought Angelina, feeling her stomach tied in knots. ‘She is an artist with that terrible strap! I can’t even keep track of the number of licks that are landing on poor Bruce’s swollen buttocks!”

Meanwhile, poor Bruce did all he could to stay in position under the stern, determined lady’s unmerciful lashes. His yelping turned to sobbing and begging. He desperately cried out promises that this would never happen again. Then he started to bawl outright, with his nose running and tears falling on the sofa in front of him.

As if she hadn’t even heard it, Sofia continued whipping Bruce’s bottom dispassionately without uttering a word. She laid the leather all over his branded buttocks and wounded upper thighs.

CRACK!

“OHWOHWWW!”

CRACKK!

“AHARGHGHGGG!”

SPLATTT!

“OHOHWWHWW! PWLEEEASEEE, MA’AM, I’LL-UH-OH-NEVER-DO IT AGAINNN!”

CRACKKK!

“AHAWHWHWWW!”

That was worse than Bruce’d ever imagined, worse than anything the poor boy had felt in all his life. He was out of control, crying like a toddler, as the leather strap seared his rump.

It was right then that Angelina started to feel her panties damp between her legs. She couldn’t deny anymore all the mixed emotions that stirred inside her since Sofia had taken over the correction of Bruce’s misdeeds: the memories of her own mother’s punishments resurfacing, the image of Bruce’s bare buttocks being chastised by the middle-aged lady, and now a growing sense of guilt for failing to provide the necessary discipline for her son. These memories and feelings shifted and mingled, intensifying within her into a strange, shameful sense of arousal.

Finally, Bruce’s whipping stopped. By then, the boy was trembling, lying on his stomach on the sofa arm, worn out after his ordeal, with his buttocks transformed into two mounds of burning pain.

Sofia laid the leather strap on the table and walked over to him. She gently touched Bruce’s head to signal to him that it was over.

It took the well-whipped boy a few minutes to stand slowly. When he moved, the pain in his rear peaked. He just stood there, holding his branded, smoldering buttocks in his hands and crying like a five-year-old.

Angelina ‘owheed’, observing her son’s rear. The strap’s stripes had blended all over his buttocks, which now looked like two swollen, purplish, dull red balloons. She could almost see the intense heat emanating from them.

Sofia took Bruce’s clothes, grabbed his arm, and guided him to the bathroom. She closed the door and ordered him to clean and compose himself.

When she came back into the living room, Sofia could read Angelina’s upset on her pale face. Although she could not know to what extent the young Mother was upset, the middle-aged lady, however, guessed at least part of the reason.

“You know you would deserve to be spanked too, don’t you, dear?” Said Sofia, staring at the younger woman.

Hearing those words, Angelina blushed, but before she could respond, Bruce came out of the bathroom to join the two women in the living room.

Under his Mother’s astonished gaze, Bruce went over to Sofia, threw his arms around her neck, hugged her, and said, “Thank you for caring enough to discipline me.”


Maternal Spanking Reunion

It was in a turmoil of emotions that Angelina came back to her cottage with Bruce. The boy was too embarrassed to even look his Mother in the eyes, and Angelina chose not to press him. Once in the house, Bruce kissed his Mom goodnight and, holding his smoldered buttocks in his hands, went to his bedroom.

Once alone, Angelina put on some classical music, poured herself a glass of red wine, and sat on the living room couch by the window. At first, she felt overwhelmed by all the emotions stirred by the recent events. Gradually, as she tried to calm down and rationalize her feelings, her initial turmoil shifted into a quieter, more contemplative state. She sat there for quite a while, lost in thought.

It was around 10 AM the following day when she finally rang her neighbor's bell. As soon as she did it, she regretted it. Running back through her front door seemed like an excellent idea, but before she had time to act, the door opened, and Sofia said, “Hi.”

Angelina stumbled with a reply. A curious look crossed the mature lady’s face while she waited for her to say something. Then, reading the embarrassment in her neighbor’s eyes, she moved from the door, made her sit down, and asked her if she wanted something to drink.

“No, thanks, Sofia,” answered the younger woman. Her voice trembled as anxiety and shame competed within her. “I…I just came to get my sp...my spanking too,” Angelina caught her breath, the words weighted with guilt, and continued, “It’s only fair that I get spanked. I can’t no longer stand the sense of guilt for having failed my son.”

Sofia was only momentarily shocked before she replied, “You didn’t fail your son, dear. Being a Mother, it’s the hardest of the jobs, and you did what you considered your best for Brad.”

Feeling reassured by the older lady’s words, Angelina felt her tension ease. The comfort softened her anxiety, allowing her to finally open her heart.

“You should know that I was raised primarily by my Mother. My father was a successful salesman and spent most of his time away from home. Mother was a caring and attentive woman who allowed no-nonsense and dispensed discipline with the help of her wooden hairbrush. She raised me lovingly, but with a firm hand, and until college, I often found myself on the receiving end of very, very sound spankings that left me literally unable to sit down for some time. Precisely because I know so well that for a spanking to be effective, it must burn the bottom flesh unbearably...I have always tried to avoid this painful experience for Bruce. And I have been wrong. I realized this fully last night when my son thanked you by hugging you for correcting him. Therefore, I hope you can understand how I feel and that only after I had the punishment I deserved for my lack of comprehension of my son’s needs could I be even with myself again.”

At that point, Angelina fell silent. Her cheeks burned with shame for having just asked her mature neighbor to spank her, and she couldn’t meet her eyes, afraid Sofia would see she hadn’t told the whole truth. She couldn’t admit that witnessing Sofia deliver a punishment, and imagining herself on the receiving end, had stirred in her a powerful, shameful arousal.

“I think I understand what you mean, dear,” said Sofia, gravely nodding her head and staring at Angelina with a severe gaze. “And this is very brave and honest of you, Angelina. So if this is what you want...follow me, young lady,” she concluded, rising from her armchair and directing to her bedroom.

Angelina’s resolve wavered, uncertainty rising just as she was about to follow Sofia. After a tense moment, she steeled herself against her doubts and anxiety and followed her older neighbor into the bedroom.

Once there, Sofia went to her vanity and grabbed her spanking hairbrush; she tapped its flat back on her hand pensively for a few moments, then she raised her skirt almost to her groin and sat at the foot of the bed. Angelina couldn’t suppress a shiver at the view of her meaty, strong, pantyhosed thighs forming the perfect support for what she was about to receive.

“I hope that what you are about to receive will serve you as a lesson so that you will never be so lax again,” Sofia said, continuing to tap the flat back of the wooden hairbrush on her other palm.

She used her tapered index finger to beckon Angelina to approach her.

Ashamed of the brief scolding, Angelina complied. While she was in front of her, Sofia reached out, opened her jeans, and dropped them to her ankles. Then she inserted her fingers in the waistband of the younger woman’s panties and drew them down, too. Angelina blushed, ashamed, while Sofia acted as if it was the most natural thing in the world that she had her 38-year-old neighbor half-bare in front of her. Eventually, with a stern, no-nonsense voice, she ordered Angelina over her lap. The younger Mother gingerly settled herself on the older woman’s lap. Sofia sat back so that Angelina’s breasts were smashed against the bed to her left. To her right were her buxom legs, slightly bent, with her bare, round bottom in just the correct position for the hairbrush.

For a few moments, Sofia admired the smooth, slightly plump female buttocks in front of her, and she slid the palm of her hand over those round, candid, soft buns. They felt cool now, but they wouldn’t stay that way for long.

“Brace yourself, Angelina. This is going to hurt!” she said menacingly, raising the hairbrush to the ceiling.

SMACKK!

The first hairbrush spank cracked across Angelina’s bare bottom, giving her more surprise than pain. Soon, a flurry of painfully burning cracks followed.

SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK!

As Sofia continued spanking with the hairbrush, the tingle in Angelina’s buns turned to real smarting, making her wriggle and whimper. Suddenly, she remembered how much a maternal hairbrush spanking burned. She shrieked, flailed her arms and legs, and rolled off Sofia’s lap onto the floor.

While Sofia was surprised and astounded at having lost her, Angelina lay on her side on the floor, pretty surprised herself, with cheeks streaked with tears and her hands grabbing her already stinging red buttocks.

After the initial surprise, Sofia regained her charge. It was evident that Angelina’s punishment hadn’t come to an end yet, so she took hold of her arm and pulled the woman up to her feet.

Angelina cringed at displaying once again her bare charms almost to the face of her older neighbor, but soon forgot about her shame when Sofia gave her a flurry of hard hairbrush cracks on the back of her thighs. The hairbrush stung her flesh there even more than over her bottom, and she was trying to dance her bare rear away from the unforgiving, punishing wood.

Finally, Sofia dragged Angelina back over her lap, put her across her left thigh, locked her calves with her right leg, held her right wrist, and pressed it to her waist.

“Now hold still, Angelina, your spanking has barely started,” said Sofia.

Angelina shuddered as she saw Sofia over her shoulder raise the hairbrush again.

“AHARGHGGG! PLEASE, SOFIA, NO MORE!”

SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Despite Angelina’s evident discomfort and pleading, Sofia let down a rain of stinging brush spanks again.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Sofia spanked the 38-year-old Mother with the strength of a blacksmith beating an anvil. Angelina wriggled as tears started to literally sprinkle from her eyes. She felt like her flesh was branded with each solid smack of the punishing wood.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK!

As her excruciating correction followed, Angelina broke down completely. She started crying in earnest, squirming and kicking her feet as she could, locked as she was over the imposing, strong woman’s lap.

Compelled by the fire lit on her posterior by the flat back of Sofia’s merciless hairbrush, Angelina regressed to the state of a little girl being punished for her misdeeds by her Mother.

“BWUAHAAA! PLEASE, MOMMY…NO MORE! BWAHAHA! I’M SOOO SORRYYY! AHAAWWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAD! BWUAHAAAAA!”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

The next flurry of Sofia’s hairbrush spanks did a painful dance on the back of Angelina’s thighs. Then Sofia went back to the buttocks, aiming the CRACKS of the flat back of her branding hairbrush right on Angelina’s tender sit-spot.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Those rapid-fire strokes set a new level of fire in Angelina’s already discolored rear. Sofia saw grey blisters starting to form over that sensitive part of her neighbor’s punished bottom. Angelina’s face was dark red with sobbing, snot running from her nose, her cheeks flooded with tears, and her mouth wide open as she begged, cried, and howled.

“AIEEEEE! OHWHWWW! PLEEEEEEASE! AWHWWW! OWHWHWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAD! OWHWWW! I WILL BE A GOOD GIRL, MOMMY! AIEEEEE! AHAWHWWW! I PROMISE I WILL DO WHAT YOU SAYYY! AHAWHWWW! BWUAHAAAA!”

SPANKKK! SPANKKK! SMACKKK! SMACKKK! SPANKKK!

Finally, having delivered the last soundest hairbrush smacks, Sofia tossed the hairbrush to her side and released her grip from Angelina’s waist and legs. For a moment, she stood looking at her neighbor’s swollen and discolored rear end with a satisfied half smile. Angelina’s bottom cheeks and upper thighs were livid red, and on the sit spot, her spanking hairbrush had raised a crop of painful-looking, moist blisters. There was no doubt that the younger Mother had been truly punished, and Sofia hoped it would wash away her guilt.

Sofia waited a few minutes until Angelina calmed down a bit, then she made her stand from her lap. Painfully, Angelina got to her feet and rushed both hands to her badly blistered and swollen rear. She tossed away pants and panties from her ankles and started to prance about, hopping up and down, bawling lustily. Her hands tried to rub her madly stinging bottom, desperate to take away even a little bit of the searing, stinging, burning pain from her soundly paddled nether regions. Still, she soon realized that even a gentle rub was impossible due to the blisters the hairbrush had raised on her skin. So she danced around, thrusting her pelvis and wailing away, unaware of the show she was giving to her older neighbor. She didn’t care; she had just had her bottom blistered for the first time in years, and right then, she felt like the sorriest and sorest-bottomed girl in the world.

And it was then that, amidst her twisting and stomping, she felt that warm sensation between her legs again. Waves of heat swept through her whole body, and she felt shaken by an impromptu climax that wetted her inner thighs.

Sofia didn’t notice it, disguised as it was by Angelina’s frantic, well-spanked girl dance.

“I hope this has taught you a good lesson, young lady. But be sure that it will happen to you again if the need arises. Do you understand me?”

With a hoarse voice, Angelina gave the correct answer: “Yes, ma’am, I understand. I will never act lax again, I promise.”

In a stern, maternal voice, Sofia said, “You can use my bathroom to compose yourself. Come out when you are ready.”

With that, she rose from the bed and left the room while Angelina just stood there, holding her smoldered buttocks and trying to come to terms with all that had happened to her.

Once back in her house, Angelina stood with her back to her closet mirror to contemplate the state of her rear end. It sure looked very much like the ones she had after one of her own Mom’s paddlings. From the top of her buttocks to her mid-thighs, it was crimson all over, with nasty purple marks of the hairbrush crisscrossing all over. And on her sit spot, Sofia, merciless, had raised a crop of moist blisters.

Angelina caressed her sizzling buttocks gently, then, just like how she used to do after her Mom’s paddlings, she plunged onto her bed and put her hands between her legs. Her fingers slowly danced over her clit until juices flooded her pussy, and she had another of the best orgasms of her life.

Little by little, she took deep breaths to calm down her stimulating excitement, and gradually, she pulled her fingers out from her overflowing pussy. Sore and exhausted, she lay on her tummy to cool down her hindquarters and mull over what had happened that night. Amidst all her pain and arousal, she had promised Sofia that she would never act lax again in Bruce’s education. Right then, in the half-light of her bedroom, she promised that to herself as well.


Mother And Son

“It’s ready, Bruce. Come sit.”

It was Saturday morning when, doling out bacon and eggs, Angelina called her son to the breakfast table.

“I’m coming, Mom. Just let me get dressed,” answered Bruce, who had just gotten out of bed, still in his pajamas.

“Don’t worry; you’re perfect just like that,” said the Mother seriously. Then, once the boy was in the kitchen, she said gravely, “I have something to tell you, Bruce.”

Surprised by his Mother's somber attitude, Bruce obeyed her summons, sat down at the table, and watched with growing astonishment as she served him breakfast. Angelina wore a frilly apron over her blouse and knee-length skirt, a sight unfamiliar to Bruce. Even her simple ballerina flats, instead of her usual heels, were unusual to him.

As Bruce began to eat, Angelina sat down across from him.

“I have seen your improvements over the last few weeks,” she started to say with a calm but very firm tone, “And certainly, these are due to the new approach to discipline that Sofia has introduced into your life. On the one hand, I am happy about this; on the other hand, however, that made me realize how much I owe you for not taking your discipline into my motherly hands in time.” The young Mother stopped and stared at Bruce for a moment. The boy seemed embarrassed and listened attentively. Very well, Angelina told herself and continued, “I must apologize for not taking care of you as was necessary all these years. Therefore, I’ve decided that letting Sofia handle your discipline is very poor maternal care on my part. Starting today, I will make sure, firsthand, that you are an obedient boy and that you do better in school and in life. Is that clear, Bruce?”

“Well, okay, Mom,” Bruce nodded, astonished. “You’ll see. I will do better.”

“I hope you will, son, but you must understand that I need to be sure of that.”

“Well, mhm…the only way I can make you sure of that is by promising that I will.”

“Bruce, I know that to promise is the only thing YOU can do about this,” Angelina agreed.

“Yes, Mom, there’s nothing else anyone can do; you just must have faith in me.”

“Well, Bruce, actually, there is something else that I can do. But finish your breakfast for now. I’ll explain more when you’re done.”

Bruce stared quizzically at his Mother and went back to his food. His curiosity prompted him to eat both bacon and eggs briskly, and he was soon ready for his promised explanation.

“All done?” Angelina received a brisk nod and a full-mouthed grunt of assent at her question. “Fair enough. Follow me!”

Bruce was puzzled at the tone but followed Angelina to her bedroom while swallowing his last mouthful.

Entering the bedroom, Angelina turned and stared at her son with a frown.

She took a deep breath and said, “Bruce, I’m sorry, but despite your enhancements, your attitude still needs to improve in maturity and self-discipline. Now, we both know the main reason is my lack of meaningful consequences. So, right now, I’m going to make up for my lack and give you a good, sound spanking.”

The confused boy blinked uneasily at the injustice of that proclamation. Did he understand correctly? Was his Mom going to spank him? But why? All week long, he had been acting at his best. Then, his eyes truly bulged when his Mother took off her apron, raised her skirt, and sat her knees together on her vanity stool.

“Please, come here, young man,” calmly but sternly Angelina ordered.

“Mommy…please…” Bruce started to say. “I have been a good boy all week long…”

“Don’t you dare to stand against your Mother, boy! You know very well that this is long overdue,” Angelina said, pointing her tapered index finger to her crestfallen son.

Despite the situation’s seeming unfairness, Bruce found himself automatically obeying out of the same reluctant obligation he had felt when Sofia had commanded him. It was only when his Mother ordered him to take down his pajama pants that he snapped out of his fully compliant daze and started to plead pitifully, just like a naughty little boy.

"Please, Mommy…don’t spank me Mommy…please, I…I didn’t do anything wrong…” he whined.

“No, you didn’t last week,” Angelina assured him. “But you have been a total brat for all these years. It’s about time you learned that your Mother means business.” With her torso erect, her pert breasts thrust outward, and fists on her hips, Angelina appeared to Bruce as stern and determined as he had ever seen her. “Can you tell me a good reason why I should not give your naughty bottom the blistering you have so richly deserved all these years?” She concluded.

Scrambling for a reasonable objection, Bruce clenched his fists and bit his lip, but silence betrayed his mounting anxiety.

Angelina waited patiently, tapping her foot on the floor, letting her crestfallen son dangle, and then said, “I thought not. Pants, please.”

Defeated, Bruce took down his pajama pants and clumsily covered his hardened manhood as his face blushed all the colors of the sunset.

“Nothing I haven’t seen before, sweety,” Angelina chided. “Kindly hand me that hairbrush, please.”

“The…the hairbrush, Mom?” Bruce asked in disbelief, blinking.

“Yes, that wooden hairbrush right there,” Angelina said, indicating a broad, flat-backed ebony beauty that she had bought just the day before specifically for the use ahead.

Lightly trembling, Bruce complied, obediently handing over the wooden tool to his Mother. Angelina nodded, satisfied that her son obeyed without objection. Evidently, the last two weeks under Sofia’s discipline had well-conditioned him. She grabbed Bruce’s elbow firmly and placed him on her right side; then, she manhandled the boy over her lap. She shivered, feeling the boy’s hardened manhood smashed against her thighs, only veiled by the pantyhose, but suddenly, she steeled herself and grabbed her son’s waist firmly. With him doubled like that over her lap, Bruce’s bottom, which Angelina had already admired under Sofia’s discipline, looked so candid and vulnerable. The buttocks were muscled yet looked so full and soft, the perfect target to administer the deserved boy’s discipline.

“Now you can fuss and cry and plead all you want. However, you had better not try to get up once I start if you know what is good for you!” It was Angelina’s last scolding.

Angelina’s right arm arched back and authoritatively snapped the wooden back of the hairbrush into the waiting, shivering, round bottom in front of her.

The resulting jiggle was as satisfying as the sound of sucked air through gritted teeth that accompanied it. In seconds, the struck spot on the crown of Bruce’s round right buttock pinkened. Inspired by the reaction, Angelina began to spank with determination.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

Bruce maintained his boyish stoicism for the first few smacks, but soon, his male pride dissolved into desperate weeping and pitiful pleading. Angelina found that Bruce’s crying bolstered her confidence that she had the strength and skill to handle her son’s discipline. Seeing Bruce kick in genuine panic proved that her spanking was as effective as Sofia's.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

Although she hadn’t set a numerical limit, Angelina found herself counting the strokes in her head. By about fifty, she felt pretty satisfied but decided to continue for a couple of dozen mighty CRACKS more. Finally, a little bit of blistering on the boy’s sit spot was truly necessary to make him remember his Mother’s resolve every time Bruce tried to sit down in the next few days. She delivered the next dozen all on the sit-spot, very slowly and with a lot of force, lecturing as she went.

“I hope this will serve you as a lesson, Bruce. And remember, there is plenty more from where this comes from. And don’t think I won’t blister your little bum as hard and as thoroughly every single time I feel you deserve it. Is this clear?”

“AHAWWWW! YES! YES, MOMMYYY! AHARGHGGG! OHOWHWWW! PLEASE! PLEASE, NO MORE! BWUAHAHAAA!” Bruce blubbered.

At that point in his spanking, the poor boy was desperate for his ordeal to end. The stinging sensation he was experiencing where he used to sit was unbearable. His cheeks were damped in tears, and his nose was running. His Mom was proving to be an equally, if not more, effective spanker than Ms. Sofia.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

With another dozen to go, Angelina launched into an uninterrupted flurry of crisp smacks delivered in a staccato blur of sting as Bruce thrashed and yelled out shamelessly.

“AHAWHWWW! BWUAHAHAAA! MOOOMMYYY! AIEEEEE! AHWHWWW! MOOOMMYYY…IT STINGS! IT BURNSSS! BWUAHAAA! BWUHAHAAA!”

Only once Bruce’s rear end assumed a uniform, and painful-looking, livid red hue, and his sit spot’s skin was forming blisters, Angelina stopped spanking.

The poor boy kept crying, draped over the maternal lap with his heat-emanating bum up in the air and his rock-hard member rubbing against the warm, cozy thighs of Angelina.

She let him rest for a while, then, “Okay, up,” she ordered.

Quickly, Bruce clambered off his Mom’s lap and grasped in his hands his smoldered buttocks while dancing an impromptu jig in place. He hopped up and down in front of Angelina, with his huge erection wobbling shamelessly in front of her, all the time rubbing frantically his badly blistered bum cheeks.

Angelina just grinned smugly at her son’s performance of the well-spanked little boy dance, wondering where the modesty that he showed earlier when he tried to cover his manhood with his hands had disappeared.

As Bruce settled down and remained still in the middle of the room, weeping softly and still holding his bum, Angelina stood up, walked over to him, firmly grasped his ear, and led him to an empty corner. Once there, she placed him facing the wall, like a naughty kid.

“Cross your arms behind your back,” Angelina ordered. “You will stay here until I tell you that you can leave, and no rubbing your bottom.”

While Bruce complied, letting out a meek, whiny, “Yes, SOB, Mommy,” Angelina directed out of the bedroom. Before she left, she turned again to contemplate her son in the corner, and her Mother’s heart melted at that image. Bruce was once again her only, beloved son. Now, she was sure that she would be able to guide him between the perils of life to become a man.


A Memory Awakened

At 26, Patricia had just completed her doctorate in American history and was waiting to start teaching at the university. Her father held a prominent position in the company he worked for, and the headquarters had sent him to a remote village lost in the countryside to oversee the renovation of the local manufacturing facility. Longing for a period of rest, she decided to spend the summer at her parents’ new home.

Her parents’ house was located in a neighborhood built by the company. All the community’s social life took place around a club with a tennis court, swimming pool, restaurant, and bar, since the neighboring village, which was rather run-down, offered nothing of interest other than a supermarket.

The place was so small that, to break the boredom, Patricia quickly became friends with the local young people, all of whom were on summer vacation and hanging out at the club. She even took on the role of ‘counselor and confessor’ since she was the oldest in the group. It was a pleasurable shock for her to find, in that quiet, reserved neighborhood, things that caught her attention and kept her from getting bored.

Patricia hadn’t discovered these facts about those boys and girls all at once. Actually, the first discovery of it was accidental, occurring two weeks into her stay. It all started one evening when she picked up the phone to make a call and heard her father on the other end. As she heard the next cottage neighbor's voice answering her father, she slipped the receiver back down as soundlessly as she could. Nevertheless, in the background, she clearly heard what had to be a spanking taking place; the sounds of a hand slapping bare flesh were unmistakable, as well as a boyish voice sobbing and wailing. But in the next cottage lived only Mrs. and Mr. Capazzo and their son Mario, who was 20!

Patricia felt a surge of excitement mixed with curiosity at that discovery, likely because she had been very interested in spanking ever since an episode that happened just after she turned 18.

That day, when she was at the end of her last year of high school, she had gone to her boyfriend’s house. Ricky’s parents were at work, and they had the house all for themselves. As they were used to, they started to surf the internet for some soft-porn movies and accidentally came across a site of spanking videos. At first, Patricia was shocked to see that there were people who considered spanking to be like a sex game. Discipline in Patricia’s house was strict, and she often thought she was the only teenager still getting spanked. But then, in Ricky’s room, watching those videos, she could not deny to herself that the images disturbed and excited her.

The two had been so engrossed in what they were watching that they hadn’t heard Ricky’s folks arrive downstairs. Suddenly, Ricky’s Mom opened the bedroom door, and she surprised the two of them in the dark on Ricky’s bed, looking at the PC screen. They were fully clothed and not in a compromising position, except that Ricky’s hand had found its way down Patricia’s pleated skirt to caress her pantied bottom. Not to mention that the two of them looked a little flushed and were breathing quickly, though not for the reason Ricky’s Mother assumed. All that tipped the scales of evidence against them. Patricia got out of that house as quickly as she could, but not after Ricky’s Mom had given both of them some scolding and, despite Patricia’s entreaties, had promised to give her parents a call.

After rushing out of the house, Patricia hoped to get home before the dreaded phone call arrived, giving her a chance to explain first and diffuse the situation. No such luck. Her mother was already on the phone when she arrived, and the look on her face said everything. Patricia, despite being among the brightest in her class and already accepted to a prestigious college, couldn’t talk her way out of the inevitable punishment. Her mother ordered her up to her room to wait, and Patricia knew precisely what that meant.

As she waited in her room, Patricia's mind swirled with emotions: anxiety about the impending punishment mingled with the physical sensations she always felt—sweaty palms, a quickened heart, and a general sense of agitation. This time, however, fresh memories of what she had just seen with Ricky created a new, unfamiliar excitement within her. She was startled to notice her fear blending with anticipation, and an odd excitement that left her both stunned and restless.

Patricia looked the part of a serious, scholarly type in her glasses and a simple haircut. She had dark brown eyes, a friendly face, and had already filled out nicely in the right places. Even with her plain aspect, she was among the most beautiful girls in her high school, and her lack of vanity about her looks won her more admiration than the looks themselves. In short, she was popular, dated regularly, and had her head on straight. Her classmates, therefore, would not have recognized her as she sat on her parents’ bed waiting for her Mother’s imminent arrival. Confident and composed she may be to the outside world, in her bedroom waiting to be spanked, she was a flurry of nervous apprehension and erotic turmoil.

She didn’t have to wait long—perhaps only fifteen minutes—before her mother’s familiar knock sounded at the door. Unable to suppress her nerves any longer, Patricia braced herself as her mother entered and quietly closed the door behind her.

Patricia’s Mom’s face showed more disappointment than anger at what she had just heard about her daughter. She was also more than a little puzzled about what had really happened with Ricky. As was her custom, she gave Patricia a chance to explain her side rather than punishing her right away. Patricia promised that “nothing had happened,” but her mom couldn’t get around the bald facts of the two of them being on the bed in a dark room watching sexual stuff while Ricky’s parents were out. And so the inevitable command from her Mother finally arrived.

“Get up and bring me the hairbrush, Patricia.”

Patricia was breathing quickly as she walked over to her Mom’s vanity. Her knees felt like jelly, and she felt detached from herself, more like a spectator than a participant. She took the hairbrush that was sitting on her Mom’s vanity and turned it over in her hands. It was an antique beauty that had belonged to her grandmother, and its flat, wooden, oval back had become smooth from frequent use in disciplining first her mother’s and brother’s buttocks, and then her own. She delivered it to her Mother, now seated on the edge of her bed, and waited by her side for the following command.

Patricia shivered, feeling her Mom’s hands sliding down her pleated skirt and then her fingers in the waistband of her panties. She gave her Mother a small, imploring look as if in the hope she would relent and allow her to keep them on. It was almost a tradition; she had given her that look for as long as she could remember. It was no more successful this time than it had been in the past. The determined woman took down her panties past her knees, and her embarrassment reached its peak. Here she was, 18 years old and about to enter college, having her panties taken down in preparation for a spanking over her Mother’s knee!

Her Mother made her stand there at her side for about a minute while she scolded her for her behavior. Patricia felt the humiliation of her situation very keenly; her pleated skirt still covered her, but it didn’t change the totally helpless feeling she was experiencing with her panties ruffled at her ankles. Then, her Mom took her daughter’s arm and guided her over her knee. Once she draped her misbehaving daughter over her lap, Patricia’s Mom raised her skirt to her back. Patricia’s full buttocks came into view. Tan lines sharply defined them; their whiteness was in stark contrast to the suntan on her back and legs.

Staring at the carpet, waiting for the first biting smack of the hairbrush, Patricia’s senses were filled with the feel of her Mother’s silky pantyhose against her bare crotch and the night air cool against her bare buttocks and legs. She reached down to grasp one of her Mom’s ankles for support with her right hand as her Mother’s arm brought the first strokes of the hairbrush down on her lower right buttock.

SMACK! SPANK! CRACK!

As always, each spank of the brush stung Patricia’s bum flesh like crazy, and the pain built up quickly as her Mother gave the entire area its initial pinkening. But even though she felt the pain of the spanking as sharply as anyone else would and was already crying, something inside her made her want to assist in her own punishment. She kept her legs slightly parted so more of her bottom would be available for the hairbrush smacks, and kept her bottom high, as if to meet the flat wood halfway. Her Mother, noticing only the crying, was satisfied that the punishment was having its intended effect.

After five minutes of constant smacking, the area defined by the tan lines was no longer candid but entirely a sore-looking, flaming red. The sting of the long hair-brushing was too much for Patricia. She wailed and pleaded and asked forgiveness and sobbed as her Mom first covered one cheek, then the other, with sharp, stinging snaps of the brush. Then came some smacks on the top of her thighs, and Patricia howled with the pain, jumping up and nearly off her Mother’s lap. She held her down with her left arm while she finished her spanking with 10 very hard smacks to each already swollen buttock, all on the fullest area just above the thigh. During these, Patricia gasped, struggled, and cried louder than ever.

And then it was over. Her Mother held her over her lap until she calmed down to the point where she was crying softly, then helped her up.

Patricia stood before her maternal parent, rubbing her bottom wildly and feeling very humble. She thanked her Mommy for the spanking and apologized for what she had done. Her Mother rose from the bed, hugged her, stroked her hair, and told her she was sorry she had to spank her. Then she left the room.

Patricia took off her panties entirely and fell on the bed in emotional as well as physical exhaustion. It wasn’t long, though, before her hand found its way down her belly and inside her legs. Soon her fingers danced on her clit, and remembering the shaming and painful experience she had submitted to over her Mommy’s lap, she had one of the best orgasms of her young life.

The next day, Patricia told Ricky what had happened to her when she got home that night. Ricky kissed her rather passionately, squeezed her hand, and pressed her for details. They quickly found that one wanted to tell the story as much as the other wanted to hear it. Soon, they fell into bed together, and it was that day when Patricia lost her virginity.

Since that event, spanking and domestic discipline came to play a significant role in Patricia’s fantasies and sexual practice, and it’s not hard to imagine how much the discovery of what was going on in the Capazzo household had drawn her attention. She needed to know more about it and understand if that was an isolated case or if some of her other five new friends in that neighborhood were still getting it.


Spanked By Their Mamas

Although Mario had been the first of the neighborhood boys Patricia had discovered being spanked by his Mother, he was not the first one that the inquisitive young woman managed to get to open up about how things were going in his house regarding discipline. Driven by a mix of curiosity and a desire to understand the household dynamics in her neighborhood, Patricia sought to uncover the discipline methods used by the mothers over there.

At 18, Jeff was the youngest of the group. He was slight, a lean young man not particularly athletic. With a plump, freckled face beneath a tuft of ash-blond hair, he appeared childish and somewhat immature. His mother, Mrs. Stevens, was a pleasant woman in her late thirties. Though not flashy, she was attractive in a simple, understated way. Slightly taller than her son, she was very attentive and somewhat overprotective.

It was not difficult for beautiful, fashionable Patricia to get intimate with the boy and make him reveal how his Mother kept him under her constant control and firm hand. Wanting information for her own advantage, Patricia, on an afternoon at the club’s poolside and wearing her skimpiest bikini, asked Jeff to smear sunscreen oil on her back to make him comfortable. She then relentlessly questioned him, and the poor fellow—crushed by her seductive confidence and insistent probing, and blushing with all the colors of the sunset—let it all go.

Jeff’s account resulted in a story of a very close, intimate relationship between the boy and his mother. Every time he misbehaves, breaks one of the numerous rules his mother has set, talks back, or, worst of all, disobeys, his mother warns him that at bedtime he will be spanked. Jeff admitted that sometimes the anticipation is almost as bad as the punishment itself. As soon as he is told he will be spanked, he feels nearly ill, with his stomach in knots, and until bedtime, his mind is focused only on the impending spanking his small, sensitive buttocks are about to receive.

The dreaded moment arrives just after dinner. His Mother, Mommy, as he used to say in his recount, sends him to his room to change into his pajamas. She waits for the time necessary for the boy to comply, and then she enters his room in her nightgown as well. Standing before her son with her hands on her hips and a frilly slippered foot rhythmically pounding the floor, she watches him for a few long moments. She then gives a bit of scolding, ending with some rhetorical questions such as: “What am I going to do with you, Jeff?” “It’s the third time this month you need to have your buttocks tanned. What is it? Do you like it, young man?” And so on. Sometimes, she leans forward to stare him into his eyes with a stern expression just inches from his face, and from the cleavage of her nightgown, the boy admits to looking at her prosperous breasts leaning downward. In any case, by that point, Jeff feels humbled and loses control. He starts childishly begging and pleading, apologizing, and promising to obey Mommy forever and ever. Once she finishes her scolding, oblivious to her son’s pitiful pleadings, Mrs. Stevens slowly slips the rings off her right hand’s fingers. A gesture Jeff has seen her do countless times before being placed on her lap. And that each time makes his legs go limp, and a knot in his throat makes him stop his futile pleadings. His eyes start to water, and he feels like he is no longer in control of his body. At that moment, it belongs to Mommy, who has the maternal right to give her son his punishment, no matter what he does or says. The late-thirties woman then raises her nightgown to her mid-thighs and sits on the bed with Jeff in front of her. She reaches out her hands, expertly undoes the knot of the waist lace of Jeff’s pajama bottoms, and runs them down her son’s skinny legs to his ankle. Since he is not allowed to wear underwear under the pajamas, Jeff stands there with his moist eyes, his flushed face, and - this was the admission the boy uttered with a knot in his throat and blushing the most - his engorged, lean penis in plain view. So when the order “Bend over my knee” comes, it is almost a relief for Jeff’s shame. According to the boy’s recount, Mrs. Stevens uses only her hand to spank. Still with a shiver of fear at that memory, he said that her palm is well hardened by years of housework, and her arm is accustomed to giving painful, excruciating spankings. The strict Mommy always spanks for a solid 5 minutes minimum until Jeff’s entire buttocks glow an angry, livid red, and even the fatty parts just under his bottom undercurve are a bright crimson. At that point, the poor boy admitted, he is flawlessly reduced to a crying, sorrowful mess, with torrents of tears streaking down his cheeks, his nose running, and his mouth contorted in desperate wailing and pitiful pleading. Only then does the merciless spanking Mom ask questions such as: “Are you going to disobey Mommy again?” And finally, after receiving heartfelt assurances from her sorrowful son that he would be a good boy forever, she says, “Let this be a lesson to you,” guiding Jeff back to his feet.  Once back on his legs, Jeff starts to stomp and hop in place, wailing and blubbering. He clasps each smoldered buttock in one hand and lets his hardened, lean manhood wobble up and down shamelessly in front of the glare of his Mommy. He said he can’t do otherwise; his smoldered buttocks that feel like two hot coals compel him to do that shaming spanking dance. His Mommy lets him do it for a few moments, and then she gets up from the bed, closes the window blinds, turns out the light, and kisses the side of Jeff’s forehead. Then, leaving him crying all his remaining tears on his pillow with his roasted bum up in the air for some cooling, she leaves the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

After receiving this complete and detailed confession from young Jeff, Patricia was eager to learn what was happening at 20-year-old Mario’s home. But if it had not been difficult for her to use her charm and more mature personality to extract from that shy little boy the shameful truth about his home life, it would not have been as easy with the handsome, athletic Mario. So she decided to follow a side road.

It was indeed relatively easy to become friends with Veronica, Mario’s girlfriend. At 19, Veronica was a tall, athletic, and very feminine girl. She had broad shoulders, two big boobs, a flat belly with raised abs, swelling buttocks, and long, muscular legs. She was also witty and liked to chat, and Patricia, the only other girl in the neighborhood, soon became an intimate friend.

One evening, with Patricia’s parents away, she brought out a bottle of vodka, and Veronica divulged everything about her boyfriend. She could describe precisely what happened at Mario’s house because his situation was very different from Jeff’s. While Jeff’s punishments were always private in his bedroom, Mario’s were quite the opposite.

Mario Capazzo was always spanked by his mother, whom the family called Mama. These punishments took place in the living room, in front of family, relatives, and sometimes guests if they happened to be present. Veronica said Mario had begged Mama to punish him in private, but she always refused. Mrs. Capazzo was a large, heavyset housewife with petty ways, always busy cooking for the many uncles, aunts, cousins, and friends who came and went. She usually wore an apron and was simple-minded. She believed that if Mario was embarrassed by being spanked over her lap in front of others, he simply should not misbehave and earn the punishments.

According to Veronica, her 20-year-old boyfriend’s spankings take place at any moment when his big Mama decides he needs one. She dismisses him to his room for 10 minutes or so while she calms down her fiery temper a bit, takes out a big wooden spoon from the kitchen drawer, goes to the living room, and puts a chair in the middle of it where she has enough space to swing the punishing tool effectively. Only then does she call Mario down to the living room. Mario is always afraid that someone would come to the door or that someone would call when he is over his Mother’s knee, which is precisely how Patricia found out about Mario’s spankings and, of course, how Veronica had assisted at a couple of his bum beatings.

Once her son is before her, Mrs. Capazzo scolds him for a while as the crestfallen young man stays in front of her, head downcast, and apologizes for whatever he has done. Then, calling Mario over to her right side, his Mama undoes the belt and zipper of her son’s jeans and pushes them down to his lower thighs along with his undies. This part of his punishment is always the part Veronica likes the most because as soon as he is freed from his underwear, the handsome boy’s massive manhood shamingly snaps upward proudly like a flag pole. Acting like she hadn’t even noticed it, his Mama then takes his wrist and guides her son over her big lap so that Mario’s bare, candid, muscled bottom is poised high over her right knee. She then crosses her right leg over his calves and raises the sturdy, broad-headed wooden spoon to the ceiling. Suddenly, the popping sound of hard wooden smacks on Mario’s upended, bare bottom echoes like gunshots around the living room as his Mama delivers a rain of swats with the round, broad back of the wooden spoon. Mario’s eyes and face register a stunned, initial reaction, then the recollection of a familiar sensation from those all-too-frequent and all-too-painful experiences that produce an increasingly intense shock of pain with each successive SMACK on his buttocks and upper thighs. Soon, the young man is in a frenzy of pain across the big Mama’s lap. His pants and boxers often fly off his feet and onto the floor, and his head goes up and down while he hollers in pain. “You had to see,” Veronica had told Patricia, smirking. “The guy’s buttocks and thighs were soon covered with round, puffy, sore-looking, reddish rounds left by the head of the spoon and clearly on fire!” Mario’s Mama keeps assailing her overturned son’s bottom, inner buttocks, sensitive undercurves, and top of thighs until Mario is screeching and sobbing hysterically, blubbering and bawling in ascending-pitched, boyish cries, pleas, apologies, and promises. Again, in Veronica’s words: “He was saying things like: ‘I’m so sorry Mama,’ or ‘I won’t be late anymore,’ even ‘I won’t drink again!’ and ‘Give me another chance, please Mama, I’ll be good, I will behave, It hurts so bad, Mama,’ and so on.” As the athletic, handsome boy wails his sorrow, the determined Mama comes to end his spanking by firing off the most brutal strikes of the spoon, lambasting his bum and upper legs. “This should help make sure you don’t forget again, to help you remember. But just in case you think twice about behaving and listening to your Mama, you know this result is what will be awaiting you no matter your age,” the big woman says once she stops waving the spoon. Wailing and squalling, in a much higher and more urgent voice, Mario squawks out his exclamations of pain and unhappiness, as well as his agreement with whatever his Mama says. Right then, he looks like and is a defeated, broken, naughty little boy who will who eagerly wants to mind his Mama forever. Mrs. Capazzo sits still for a couple of minutes, allowing her son’s sobbing to taper down to controllable whimpers. And then he releases him, reaching down around his waist and hips, pulling the young man up off her lap. “It was then that Mario jumped to his feet,” Veronica finished her recount. “His hands rushed to clasp and rub his scorched, welted behind while he leaped and hopped up and down before his Mama and me. Howling and squalling, he was totally unmindful of the shaming spectacle he presented, with his still-hardened manhood wobbling all around and his face covered in tears and snot. A testament to the level of scorching pain that big woman had inflicted on her boy’s rear.”


A Stepmother Discipline Regime

Patricia found it a bit more challenging to get Veronica to talk about her own home’s punishment regime, noticing the girl’s growing discomfort and deep shame. Sensing this, Patricia volunteered information about how things went in her own household. Gradually, the 19-year-old girl’s shame eased, and she opened up, giving a detailed account in return.

Veronica’s Mother died when she was 12, and it has been hard for her Father to bring her and her older brother up all by himself. Four years ago, when she was 15, and Tom was 18, her Father married Elaine, an attractive, buxom woman in her early forties.

Even before she became their Stepmother, Elaine had tried to establish a friendly and intimate relationship with Veronica and Tom. This, along with her natural sensual attitude, had led the boy and girl to underestimate her character. Things were fine between Stepmother and the children for several weeks after she had moved in and assumed her motherly responsibilities. Then came the day Tom disobeyed her, and they discovered their new Stepmother’s strict disciplinarian side.

It happened one evening when Veronika’s Father had been at a business dinner. When the man returned home, he found his wife enraged and the children already in their rooms. When he asked his wife what had happened and why the children were already in bed, the beautiful Elaine told him that she had had an argument with Tom and had grounded them both to their rooms. With her ear pressed against the door to her room, which was not far from the living room and whose wall bordered her brother’s, Veronica could hear how her Stepmother and Father had a long talk about the discipline regime Elaine would implement in the house. She told her new husband that, for Tom’s deliberate disregard for decent family rules—missing dinner time completely, never phoning, and talking back to her new Mother—a spanking would definitely have been in order. Under the unrelenting pressure of his sensual and determined wife, the Father accepted that the best approach would be for Elaine to react decisively to Tom’s behavior. He also accepted that from then on, Elaine would assume her full role as the Mother and the disciplinarian of the house. And for the middle-aged buxom woman, this meant disciplining her stepson and stepdaughter with bare-bottom, over-the-knee, hairbrush spankings.

Veronica remembered well what happened after her parents agreed to the new disciplinary regime. Elaine and her Father went to Tom’s bedroom, and soon, from the other side of the wall, she heard his voice in frantic protest.

“What? Come on, Elaine…No, you can’t spank me, would she, Dad?” Tom said with a stunned, blabbering voice. He was clearly surprised and scared about the development of things. “No, please… I’m 18 years old…you won’t do that, please, nooo!” Then his voice rose to a frantic pitch. “Not that! Not on the bare, please!”

“You just shut up, young man!” Elaine’s voice sounded loud and firm, like Veronica had never heard it. “Your father and I agreed that spanking is how you and your sister will be punished in this house from now on. And over the bare bottom is how a good, sound, old-fashioned spanking is done.”

“But please…Mommy, not the hairbrush, please. It... it must hurt too much.” ‘Wow, Elaine has become Mommy now,’ thought Veronica, hearing that Tom’s voice was clearly terrified.

“Stop your whining, you bad boy. Get over here, now!”

Presumably, this was her command for Tom to bend over Elaine’s lap as she was ready to spank his bottom. That suspicion was confirmed when, after a brief muffled protest from her poor brother, Veronica heard the unmistakable sound of wood smacking bare flesh. It rang out like a pistol shot and reverberated through into her room as if stepson and Stepmother were right in front of her.

Tom yelled out in pain when the paddling began in earnest. It was evident from both the resounding SMACKS and the crying of pain coming from her brother’s mouth that it was a very thorough paddling Elaine was giving him. After Veronica heard a few more loud smacking sounds, Tom began to cry like a little boy, sobbing and begging.

“Please, no more! AHWHHH! No more! OHWHWW! I’ll be a good boy, Mommy...AHWHWWW!”

‘OMG,’ the girl thought, ‘he called her mommy again!’ Hearing this, Veronica felt a mix of shock, sympathy, and helplessness, recognizing how quickly her brother’s fear and humiliation had regressed him to a childlike state under such punishment. It was crystal clear to her that the childish punishment had worked like a time machine, regressing him to the state of a little kid being corrected by his stern Stepmother.

The unsparing hairbrush spanking seemed to go on forever, as did Tom’s crying. Eventually, the frightening sound of wood smacking bare flesh stopped, although the boy’s crying continued for a good few minutes afterward.

Then Veronica heard Elaine say, “Leave your pajama pants down! We are going to show your sister what happens to naughty boys in this house. Come on!”

Veronica, stunned, heard the door to the next bedroom open, and suddenly, Elaine, with her face flushed from the exertion of delivering such a fierce paddling to an 18-year-old boy and her blouse almost entirely unbuttoned, which showed her generous bosom with no bra, entered her room with her brother kept by his arm. Tom was wobbling comically, his pajama pants twisted around his ankles, his face red from crying, damped with tears and snot.

“Turn around and show your sister!” The stern Stepmother said calmly but firmly.

Tom avoided her sister’s gaze as he meekly turned and obediently raised his pajama top to show her his bare rear end.

What a sight it was! All of poor Tom’s bottom was swollen and almost shone in a deep red hue, and on the very base of his smoldered buttocks, the skin was purpled by the hairbrush smacks. Elaine had done an excellent job of his spanking; she had practically roasted all his buttocks and the very top of his thighs.

Still keeping her well-spanked stepson in place, Elaine then proceeded to put down the new law that would rule the house from then on, concluding with a definitive, “Right off to bed, both of you!”

It wasn’t that long before Veronica found out ‘first-hand’ how her Stepmother’s new regime really was. Since those first events, bare-bottom over-the-knee hairbrush spankings have become as regular as any other part of the brother and sister’s lives.

Even now, at 19, Veronica would be sent to her room at any hour of the day; she had to put her pajamas on and wait for her Stepmother to arrive. Veronica always felt anxious as the moments stretched until the middle-aged, buxom woman entered the room. After receiving a scolding, she had to drop her pajama pants and assume the prostrate position over her Stepmother’s knee, with her long, light-brown hair falling to the floor on one side while her panties were being tugged down to fall around her ankles on the other. She said she had never become used to this act of baring; each time, the shame flooded back, and she would blush at the sight of her pale, naked backside and long, tan legs exposed to her Stepmother and, if he was present, to her Father. Once her embarrassment peaked, the flat-backed, wooden hairbrush would flash down across her upraised, muscular buttocks, and Veronica would endure the sting of a vigorous hairbrush paddling, gripping the emotional sting as tightly as the physical pain.

Apart from the hairbrush spankings, the strict Stepmother introduced other discipline instruments to Tom and Veronica, such as groundings and the feared mouthwashings. The last time it had happened was just the week of Patricia’s arrival at the village. That day, her Stepmother had overheard her on the basement telephone using some rather vulgar language in describing a new boy in her gymnasium to a friend. That time had been particularly embarrassing because she had earned her punishment in the morning but had to wait until late afternoon to receive it. Veronica had been going out the back door on her way to her daily athletic training sessions, but had been stopped by her Stepmother, who informed her of what awaited her on her return that afternoon. For the rest of the day, she could not get the image out of her head: standing by Elaine’s side in pajamas, being scolded, having her pants taken down for her spanking, not to mention the fear of a mouth washing, the punishment that often happened for swearing.

When she pulled the car into the driveway, she was nearly fainting from her anxiety, and when her Stepmother welcomed her home, her knees were like jelly. Then, the image she had obsessed over all day came true. She was sent to her room to change into her pajamas, and then she had to go to her parents’ room. Once there, Elaine’s hands were at the waistband of her pants, and down they went while she whimpered and shuffled awkwardly until they were bunched around her ankles. And then, the relentless Stepmother proceeded to take off her underwear while she was still standing. It was more than she could handle, and she almost threw herself over her lap in her shame. But she quickly regretted her eagerness, as the hairbrush spanking started right away, and her white bottom was relentlessly transformed by that feared wooden tool into a blazing, splotchy red, raging inferno. Once her Stepmother was done blistering her fanny, Veronica was allowed to do her usual, frenzied, spanking dance, hopping around the room and rubbing her smoldered buttocks frantically. And then she heard the words she had been afraid to hear all day long: “Enough with your antics, young lady; you know what happens to you when you say bad words.”

“OH! NOOOO, please no, Mom, not that too!” Pleaded Veronica amidst a new stream of tears.

“Oh yes, come with me, young lady!”

Before Veronica could protest further, her Stepmother guided her to the bathroom and to the sink. Still holding Veronica by the ear, Elaine turned on the faucet. The weeping girl bent over the sink, anxious as she watched her Stepmother prepare the next part of the discipline.

“BWUAHHHH! Mom…noooo!” She wailed.

“You just shut up,” Elaine replied firmly. “I’m going to wash your filthy mouth out with soap! You certainly need it after the language you used on the phone this morning!”

Despite protestations and futile evasive movements, the soap was duly inserted in Veronica’s mouth, and the tall, athletic young woman gagged as Elaine twisted the bar around.

“Get a good taste of it, young lady!” Elaine warned. “You’re going to have the cleanest mouth in town!”

To Veronica’s eternal relief, the soap finally came out, but no amount of spitting and sputtering could erase the terrible taste. Finally, with a flurry of bare hand slaps on her badly burned bum that made her perform a wriggling, on-the-spot dance, Veronica was dismissed from her parents’ bedroom and grounded in her room until the morning.


Basement Discipline Secrets

Hadrian, 21, and his brother Sean, 19, never wanted to discuss discipline in their home with Patricia. Only once did the younger brother admit that their Mother was strict. No matter how hard she tried to get close to them, Patricia could not get more from the two boys.

Hadrian was a timid guy to begin with. Even the more easygoing Sean was visibly embarrassed by the topic. Patricia decided not to press too hard. She didn’t want to make the boys suspicious of her interest.

Despite the two brothers’ silence, Patricia knew as much about their punishments as she did about anyone else. In fact, she probably knew more because she could actually see some of them.

It turned out that the young Jeff lived on the same block as Hadrian and Sean, so the backyards of the two families met in the middle of the block. As she had induced the boy with her perturbing sexual extortion to confess down to the smallest detail his corporal chastisements at the hands of his strict and controlling Mother, it was not difficult for the voluptuous Patricia to make the boy relate to her all about his neighbors.

Jeff’s recount showed that strict discipline was normal in that family. It was an open secret on the block whenever a spanking occurred. All the brothers' severe punishments were carried out in the same basement room at the back of the house. The windows there had only screens most of the year and never curtains. Jeff showed Patricia the view from his room’s window, which looked directly into the neighbor’s basement. He admitted to seeing Hadrian and his brother punished many times. Ironically, the boys who felt most embarrassed about their spankings were often punished in this semi-public way.

Patricia made Jeff promise to call her the next time it sounded like a spanking was going to take place. She lived only a few blocks away and could be over to his place in 5-10 minutes. She didn’t have to wait long; only a few nights later, Jeff was reading in his room when he noticed the lights going on over in the neighbor’s basement. He called Patricia immediately, but while she was on her way over, the boy realized that, with his Mom at home, it would be difficult to do what they had in mind. So, Jeff put on his jacket and met Patricia outside, then led her quietly, by moonlight, through the maze of bushes and trees in the backyards of the block. Soon, they could hear the sounds from the basement quite clearly, and Jeff found a prime vantage point behind some bushes and a cherry tree, quite close to the basement window, for the two of them.

From there, they could see Hadrian’s and Sean’s Mother upstairs in the kitchen window, so they kept very still. Down in the basement room, Hadrian was sitting by himself, dressed in his pajamas. He looked miserable and was evidently on the verge of crying, as indicated by the expression on his face. Patricia couldn’t help but notice the room itself. It was a small room with only an old couch and the chair on which Hadrian sat. But on one wall, there were two hooks, and dangling from them was a sturdy, wide leather strap and a fearsome-looking wooden paddle. Patricia was astounded when she saw those instruments, and she gave an involuntary shudder for Hadrian, who might well be feeling one of them very soon.

Hadrian’s Mother then came into the room, and Hadrian immediately jumped up and began to plead with her in a shaky voice. It was clear from the intensity of his arguments that he was very afraid of the impending punishment and was doing his best to avoid it. For a while, Patricia even thought he would be disappointed in her hopes to see Hadrian spanked, as Hadrian’s arguments seemed to be persuading his imposing Mother. She could see the gathering hope in Hadrian’s eyes, too, as he pleaded his case, insisting he was not to blame and his pitiful, ardent prayer for another chance. But in the end, it was all for naught, as the middle-aged, full-figured woman finally ruled that his sentence would stand because he had been responsible enough for the event in question, something about his younger brother hurting himself in a fall. Hadrian’s voice now had a touch of hysterical in it as he continued his futile pleas up to the end. His repeated, “No, Mommy, no, please, don’t whip me...” mingled with little racking sobs as his Mother took down the strap from its hook.

The young man was led over to the chair by his Mother, who seemed to be waiting expectantly. Patricia didn’t catch on to why until she saw Hadrian take down his pajama pants, thus discovering a pair of round, chubby, candid buttocks in the back and a tiny hard-on in front.

“Over,” the Mother said, and Hadrian leaned slowly forward over the chair back, grasping the seat with both hands.

His Mother held him in place with her left arm and pulled up his pajama top. Patricia glanced at Jeff, who was breathing quickly and struggling to swallow.

Adrian cried softly even before he heard the rustle of his Mother’s blouse enveloping her bursting breasts as she raised her arm, brandishing the leather strap in the air. At that point, he stiffened his entire body in anticipation, his bottom tightened, and Patricia could see the look of fear on his face and her wide-eyed gasp when the first CRACK! of the strapping landed.

Hadrian’s Mother swung the strap in a high, wide arc and used a lot of wrist at impact, so each stroke made a loud CRACK! as it came down across Hadrian’s clenching, cute, boyish buttocks. She would concentrate on an area of her son’s bottom until the punished boy would howl and dance in place, and then she would move on to a slightly lower or higher area.

“AHAWHWWW! Not the s-same s-spot, Mommy! BWUAHAAA!” Hadrian lamely protested more than once, but to no avail, of course.

Patricia had to admire the woman’s expertise with the strap; it didn’t take long for Hadrian’s once-candid and nicely muscled nether globes to swell and glow with the engine-red hue produced by such a soundly applied strapping.

After several dozen strokes, Hadrian was crying hard and loud. His rear end was livid, and the strap had left puffy welts all the way around his right side and down his thighs as well. Then, the merciless Mother stopped rather abruptly and dropped the strap to the floor, satisfied that her lesson had been taught. Patricia looked meaningfully up at Jeff, anxious to leave, and gestured for them to get going.

Jeff stopped her and whispered, “Wait, there’s usually more.” Patricia looked puzzled, but she waited. Soon, Hadrian was told to get out of the chair and onto the couch.

The next few minutes were significant ones for Patricia, for as she watched Hadrian shuffle over to the back of the couch, rubbing his blistered buttocks and still sobbing from his strapping, Patricia realized how light her own spankings had been by comparison. No longer would she complain about the many stinging hairbrushings she received over her Mother’s knee, as here was Hadrian bending his already well-strapped bottom over the back of the old sofa, begging her Mother for, “Please, Mommyyy…no…not the paddle.” Then, as the terrible Mother took the paddle down from the wall and walked over to her son, Patricia learned what it meant to be really punished. Fascinated as Jeff and Patricia had been by the entire proceedings, it was almost too hard to watch as Hadrian was made to count out his age in solid paddle strokes, each laid on just across the lower part of his already blistered buttocks.

Jeff and Patricia left while Hadrian was still over the back of the sofa, crying hard and grasping in his hands his now incinerated buttocks. His Mother had already left the room after ordering Hadrian to go up to his room.

“I can see why he never talked about it,” Patricia said. “It must be really embarrassing. If I were spanked that hard, I wouldn’t want to talk about it either!”

Patricia also saw Hadrian’s brother Sean being punished the next week. This time, she and Jeff watched from Jeff’s window because his Mother was at a church reunion.

Soon after Patricia arrived, she and Jeff started to hear sounds wafting up from the neighbor’s basement. Sean was a very well-developed boy, taller and fitter than his older brother. He was more handsome, too, and more popular with girls than Hadrian, who was on the shy and smaller side.

Jeff told Patricia that Sean got spanked less often than Hadrian, and Patricia could see that he also had a different attitude toward his impending punishment than his fearful brother. Instead of arguing and pleading like Hadrian, Sean hardly said a word, though his worried and thoughtful look spoke volumes in itself. Patricia didn’t think this was a good strategy to employ with an angry and determined mother before a spanking, and the look on the boy’s Mother’s face told her she was right.

The tall, buxom, middle-aged woman made Sean take his jeans off completely, then really gave him a long talking-to as the 19-year-old boy stood there in his t-shirt and well-adjusted boxers that had a tent in the front, highlighting that the bad boy had his manhood hardened. If his imposing Mother had intended to change Sean’s attitude by this tactic, then her plan worked because Sean was more than a little embarrassed by his state of undress and his massive erection lifting the front of his boxers and was now clearly anxious to get the spanking over with. Oblivious to her younger son’s embarrassment, the full-figured woman took her time taking the paddle from its hook, raising her knee-length skirt to her waist, sitting down on the chair, and presenting her pantyhosed lap for Sean to lie on.

As soon as the handsome boy was over his Mother’s lap, his boxers were yanked right down to his knees, and his bum roasting began. Patricia was glad she wasn’t the one on the receiving end of that blistering punishment. Perhaps Sean’s Mother punished him less frequently than his older brother, but certainly not in a less excruciating, searing way.

With a somber face, focused on her job of turning her misbehaving son’s buttocks into two hot coals, it seemed as though Sean’s Mother put everything she had into each whack of the paddle onto the boy’s upraised, bare buttocks. Soon, poor Sean began to struggle desperately to get off the maternal lap and howled for his Mother to stop when he could manage a break from his steady crying.

In her punishing determination, the merciless Mother lambasted Sean’s buttocks until they assumed the same aspect of two swollen, livid-red balloons as those of his brother the previous week. When she finally told Sean to get up and go to his room, the poor, bottom-blistered boy fell to the floor on his tummy and rolled back and forth in agony, grasping big handfuls of his badly burned buttocks in his hands and wailing bloody murder. As he lay there, crying hard and trying vainly to rub away some of the excruciating fire his Mother had ignited in his rear, Sean’s behind glowed out of that basement room across the block like a stoplight.

It was at that moment, as they watched poor Sean’s painful writhing, that Patricia saw the bulge in Jeff’s package. The boy blushed violently, realizing that Patricia had noticed it, and lowered his eyes at the comely girl’s wicked smirk.

“The show excited you, doesn’t it, you naughty boy?” She asked implacably. After seeing Jeff nod, she added, “Like when your Mommy orders you to go to your room to change into your pajamas and wait for her. Right?”

The blush spread from Jeff’s cheeks to his neck and ears as he was forced to nod again.

“My, my, I see we have a little pervert here,” Patricia said, running her tongue over her lipstick-red lips. “I’m afraid I’ll be forced to warn your mommy about these depraved instincts of yours...unless...”

Jeff’s face, red with shame, took on an expression of sheer terror upon hearing the words of his sensual and malevolent friend. He widened his eyes and asked, “Unless?”

“You understand well that being aroused by what, with good reason, must be a punishment, and therefore, something one should want to avoid at any cost, is something that cannot go unpunished. So either I’ll tell your Mom and leave it to her, or I’ll take care of it myself.”

“You... you mean...” blabbered the stunned, red-faced, and dick-hardened boy.

“Yes, Jeff, I mean exactly what you think. So, now, would you please change into your pajamas for me?”
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