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Story Summaries

Kitchen Discipline

A young man is spanked by his wife in front of his mother for persistently leaving the kitchen a mess in the home they share with her.

Poolside Payback

A middle-aged man at the public pool ogled the young women for the last time. His strict wife gave him a punishment he would never forget.

Waiting For It

An 18-year-old son dents his mom’s car. She says they’ll discuss it when she returns from her business trip. She leaves him a note promising him a spanking upon her return.

Sweet Addiction

A young husband’s Candy Crush addiction drains money from the vacation fund, leading his wife to spank him. She places him in cornertime naked in full view of the front door.

Spanked by Wife’s Friend

A husband confesses his spanking fantasy to his vanilla wife, who sends him to her BFF to fulfill his needs. The friend spanks him while extracting practical promises to improve his wife’s life.

A Shared Space

A young man is sharing his cousin’s apartment. When she catches him fantasizing about her spanking him, she puts the knowledge to good use.

A Lesson at Home

A wealthy wife spanks her husband as their maids overhear. After, he must perform oral sex, leading to his wife’s gushing orgasm. He stands in timeout, as the maids change the linens.

Wintertime Blues

A lazy husband forgets to shovel and salt the ice, leading to a nasty fall for his sister-in-law who subsequently learns he’s subject to domestic discipline from her strict sister.

Peeper Punished

A young man peeps on his stepsister through the keyhole. She discovers him. His stepdad is very angry. He spanks him then puts him in the corner with a promised belting after.

His Pantied Shame

The sister and her friend catch her brother raiding her panty drawer. The friend disciplines him, then, later, indulges his deepest fantasy with a lingerie pegging session.

Beachside Witchcraft

A boyfriend stares at a girl’s curves at the beach. His girlfriend, a secretly skilled practitioner of the magical arts, makes them both pay a hefty price.

That Time of the Month

A cheating husband is put in chastity for visiting naughty massage parlors. He’s allowed an over-the-knee release once a month. A visit from his mother-in-law forces a humiliating choice.


Preface

Welcome back for my second story collection in this series. In this volume, I concentrate exclusively on males (young and old) getting their buns beat! It’s all very domestic, and very humiliating, including nudity, implements, and female witnesses in many cases.

In case you don’t know me, I’m Julie Delmar and I used to run one of the most popular spanking blogs on the Internet. It ran for over a decade, garnering tens of millions of views until it was taken down for being too naughty. Boo.

My own experiences—on both the giving and receiving ends of spankings—inform my writing, along with the feedback and correspondence of thousands of devoted followers over the years.

I’m a natural switch who can relate to all manner of spanking scenarios, men, women, whatever! I got my start back in 2011 being dominant over my husband in realistic husband/wife roleplay scenarios. I condemn anything underage and non-consensual. However, consensual non-consent in fantasy scenarios is an absolute turn on as is reflected in these pages. If a story seems to be non-consensual, as in naughty young men getting their just comeuppance (seemingly against their wills, but deep down accepting it), understand that it’s merely a fantasy to be role-played in the mind. If you are at all triggered by this sort of thing, you have been warned.

I generated the stories in this collection with a healthy dose of AI aid from grok 4.x. I early-on pioneered the use of AI on my blog to speed up the writing process and enhance my creativity. I have honed my AI techniques over years of writing and thousands of pages of blog-published stories. My AIs and I bounce ideas off one another as I craft my prompts and seamlessly join and edit the responses into sexy and compelling narratives. AI, when used right, can be very naughty indeed! The cover is AI-generated as well.

I hope you enjoy the stories and won’t hesitate to leave a nice anonymous comment and rating for me on the Amazon. Also, please see my author’s page for direct contact information. I love any manner of naughty email exchanges with my readers, the naughtier the better, so feel free!





Kitchen Discipline

The kitchen in the Willowdale home gleamed under the warm, slanting rays of the late afternoon sun, its tiled floor a patchwork of light and shadow. Yet the pristine counters were marred by the all-too-familiar remnants of Ryan’s latest lapse in responsibility.

Margaret, at 58, stood with her arms folded tightly across her chest, her silver-streaked hair pulled into its habitual neat bun that spoke of a lifetime of practicality and discipline. She had raised Ryan alone after his father’s untimely death when he was just a toddler, instilling in him the values of hard work and respect through a blend of love and firm boundaries. But over the past few months—ever since Ryan and Jessica had moved back in to save for a house of their own—those boundaries had been tested repeatedly. It started small: a forgotten glass here, a few crumbs there. Margaret had bitten her tongue at first, reminding herself that her son was a grown man of 23, newly married, with a steady job in graphic design. She cleaned up after him quietly, hoping he’d notice and step up. But the messes grew bolder and her exasperation built like a slow-burning fire. This morning, coming home from her volunteer early morning shift at the local library to find the kitchen a disaster area had been the breaking point.

“Ryan Michael Thompson!” Margaret exclaimed, her voice sharp and unwavering, laced with the accumulated frustration of weeks. “This is beyond ridiculous. I’ve been patient—too patient. First it was the occasional plate, then the counters every other day, and now this? You breeze through here like a tornado every morning, leaving me to pick up the pieces. I’m your mother, not your housekeeper. And at your age? With a wife sharing this home? It’s disrespectful, plain and simple.”

Ryan, barefoot on the cool tile dressed in his loose gray track pants and a plain white t-shirt, shifted uncomfortably. His fair skin began to flush under the weight of her words. He rubbed the back of his neck, trying to downplay the situation as he always did. “Mom, come on, it’s not that bad. I’ll get to it later today. I was running late to get to an early morning raid, you know? I don’t get time to raid during the week. And Jess won’t mind; she gets it. We’re both busy.”

Margaret’s eyes narrowed, her exasperation peaking. “Not that bad? It’s a disaster area, Ryan. I’ve asked you before. This is not the first time. In fact, this is the third time this month alone! Enough is enough.”

Before Ryan could muster another minimization, the front door swung open. Jessica stepped inside, her tennis outfit still fresh from her Saturday doubles match at the community courts. The crisp white tank top clung to her athletic frame, damp with the sheen of exertion, while her short navy pleated skirt flared gently with each step, revealing toned legs honed from hours on the clay. White sneakers squeaked softly on the entryway tile as she carried her racket in one hand and a half-empty water bottle in the other, her high ponytail swinging rhythmically, her green eyes bright and cheeks flushed with the post-game high. She paused in the doorway, sensing the tension.

“What’s going on in here?” she asked lightly, setting her racket and bottle on the edge of the counter with a soft clink. Ryan’s face lit up briefly—he expected her to back him up, as she often did in these minor family squabbles, perhaps with a laugh or a quick defense about how hectic their lives were.

Margaret didn’t wait for Ryan to spin it. “Your husband has turned the kitchen into a disaster zone yet again, Jessica. Crumbs everywhere, dirty dishes, spills, stains, that pan’s been sitting like that for hours, and he expects me to just tidy it up like always. I’ve had it.”

Jessica glanced around, taking in the full extent of the chaos with a raised eyebrow.

“Ryan,” she said, voice calm but carrying that particular edge she reserved for when she was done being the easygoing wife, “how long has the kitchen been in this state?”

Ryan opened his mouth, closed it, then tried for casual. “Since… breakfast? Like, 8am, maybe?”

Jessica tilted her head. “And why didn’t you clean it then?”

“I had to get to a raid,” he said, as if that explained everything. “You know how it is. The morning group was already forming up, and if I’m late they bench me for the next pull. I figured I’d handle it after.”

Jessica nodded slowly, the way someone does when they’re mentally tallying points against you. “Okay. When did the raid end?”

Ryan glanced at the ceiling like the answer might be written there. “Uh… maybe a couple of hours ago? I dunno exactly.”

She let that hang in the air for a beat.

“So, you finished your raid at 9 and it’s now 11… and the kitchen is still a crime scene. Why?”

He shrugged, a small helpless gesture. “I dunno. I was ‘gonna do it. I just… got distracted checking Discord, replying to a couple messages. You know how it goes.”

Jessica turned to look at Margaret, whose expression had softened from fury into something closer to grim satisfaction—she recognized an ally. Then Jessica looked back at her husband.

“And you left it like this,” she said, enunciating each word, “for your mom to see first thing home from the library? For me to walk into after three hours of tennis, still sweaty and starving, so your mom and I can spend what’s left of our Saturday morning cleaning up after you instead of relaxing?”

Ryan winced. “Jess, come on, it’s not—”

“No,” she cut him off, not loudly, but firmly. “Don’t ‘come on’ me. This isn’t ‘not a big deal.’ This is you treating this house—and the two women who live in it—like dirt.”

Margaret cleared her throat. “I told him I’ve been patient too long. I told him it’s disrespectful. He still tried to brush it off.”

Jessica exhaled through her nose, then looked at Ryan with fresh resolve. “You know what? Your mother’s right. And I’ve been part of the problem, letting it slide because I didn’t want to nag, or because I was tired, or because ‘it’s just dishes.’ But it’s not just dishes. It’s consideration. It’s respect. And apparently you need a reminder what both of those look like.”

Ryan’s eyes widened slightly. He knew that tone. It was the same one she used when she told him, very quietly, that he was sleeping on the couch if he didn’t fix whatever he’d broken.

Turning to her mother-in-law, Jessica tilted her head curiously. “If he were still a kid, what would you have done about this?”

Margaret didn’t hesitate, her voice steady with the echo of past authority. “A proper pants-down paddling across my knee. That’s what always got through to him when words failed.”

Jessica’s eyes sparkled with a mix of surprise and intrigue. She turned to Ryan, who had gone noticeably pale, his earlier confidence evaporating like morning dew.

“Really?” she murmured, her tone almost playful. “You never mentioned that little detail from your childhood, honey.”

Ryan swallowed hard, his bare feet shifting on the tile. “It was… years ago, Jess. I was maybe twelve the last time. Ancient history.”

Margaret gave a small, affirmative nod. “And back then it worked beautifully every time. Cleared the air and reset the attitude. I gave it up when he was a teenager. Maybe I shouldn’t have.”

Jessica’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Well then.” She glanced at the cluttered counter, then back at her mother-in-law. “Do you still have the paddle you used?”

Without a word, Margaret moved to the deep drawer near the sink and retrieved the implement that made Ryan’s stomach twist into knots: a thick, oval paddle-shaped cutting board crafted from solid olive wood, its short handle wrapped in faded black electrical tape for grip, the broad striking surface worn smooth and slightly darkened in the center from years of dual-purpose use—chopping vegetables by day, correcting behavior by necessity. Ryan stared at it, memories flooding back: the sting, the humiliation, the promises to do better that had followed each session in this very kitchen.

“Now we’re talking,” said Jessica as Margaret handed it over to her. Jessica turned it over in her hands to feel its substantial heft, the wood cool and unyielding against her palm. She set it down on the island with a deliberate thud that seemed to reverberate through the room.

“And pants-down, was it?” she echoed rhetorically. “Ryan,” she said sharply, addressing him directly, “do you have briefs on under there?”

“Jess… come on. You’re not serious.”

Jessica didn’t blink. She simply crossed her arms, the tennis skirt still slightly flared from the way she’d planted her feet and tilted her head the tiniest fraction.

“I’m very serious,” she said. “Answer me, do you have briefs on under there?”

“Y… yes…”

Jessica’s voice shifted from light to firm, carrying an edge of finality, “Then strip down to them. Right now. Everything else right off.”

Ryan’s mouth opened, then closed again. A small, disbelieving laugh escaped him—more reflex than amusement.

He glanced at his mom.

Margaret hadn’t moved. She stood with that same folded-arm posture, expression calm now, almost serene—the look of a woman who had finally handed the problem to someone equally capable of solving it. She met her son’s eyes without apology.

Ryan’s face had gone from pale to blotchy red. He looked back at Jessica, searching for any crack in her resolve. He found none.

“Jess, please,” he said, voice dropping to something softer, more pleading. “Not like this. Not… in my underpants. Not the paddle. I’ll clean it right now. I swear. Just—don’t make me—”

Jessica stepped closer. Close enough that he could smell the faint citrus of her post-tennis body spray mixed with honest sweat. She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t have to.

“You’re still bargaining,” she observed quietly. “That’s interesting. Because I didn’t ask you to make me an offer. I told you what to do.” She tapped one finger against the olive-wood paddle still resting on the island. “Undress. Now. Or I’ll make you take the briefs off as well.”

Ryan’s breath hitched. His hands hovered uncertainly at the drawstring of his gray sweats, fingers trembling just enough to be visible.

“Jessica… please…”

“Last chance,” she said, cutting across the beginning of another plea. Her green eyes were steady, unyielding. “You can undress, or you can keep arguing, and then the briefs come off too. Your choice.”

The kitchen seemed to shrink around him. The sun continued pouring through the window, indifferent. Somewhere outside a blue jay called once, sharply.

Ryan’s shoulders sagged. He tried one last halfhearted argument.

“Jess,” he pleaded, the words coming out thin and unsteady. “I’m not a kid anymore. It’s just a messy kitchen. I …”

“Enough!” Jessica spat. Then she asked, voice low and dangerously calm: “What did I say would happen if you kept arguing?”

Ryan’s mouth opened, then closed. The color drained from his face in visible stages—first the blotchy red receded from his cheeks, then his lips went pale. He swallowed once, audibly.

“Okay, okay. I’m doing it, already…”

His hands moved to the hem of his t-shirt. He pulled it up and over his head in one quick, jerky motion, the cotton catching briefly on his ears before coming free. His chest rose and fell faster now, pale skin prickling in the warm kitchen air. He dropped the shirt onto the nearest barstool; it landed in a crumpled heap.

Next came the track pants.

His thumbs hooked into the elastic waistband. He hesitated for perhaps two heartbeats—long enough for Jessica to raise one eyebrow—then pushed the soft gray fabric down over his hips. The pants slid smoothly to his ankles. He stepped out of them one foot at a time, the motion awkward and mechanical, and left them pooled on the tile like shed skin.

He straightened.

Now he stood in nothing but the little pair of heather-gray briefs that clung snugly to him—briefs Jessica had teasingly called “cute” the first time she’d seen them months ago, back when the sight of them had made her smile and reach for him. Today there was no smile.

He crossed his arms instinctively over his bare chest, then—realizing how childish that looked—dropped them to his sides again. His bare feet shifted on the cold tile. He kept his eyes on the floor, on a single dark grout line, anywhere but on the two women watching him.

He had obeyed. Quickly. Completely. No more words. So, he thought—hoped—that because he had obeyed, he would be allowed to keep the briefs.

Jessica let the silence stretch just long enough for that hope to feel real.

“Better,” she said quietly. “But you’re still wearing something you haven’t earned the right to keep.”

His stomach lurched.

“Jess—”

“No. You argued after I gave you a clear instruction. You tried to negotiate. Again. After you were warned. So, now the briefs come down too.”

Jessica stepped behind him. Her body pressed lightly against his back, one arm snaking around his waist in a possessive embrace, the other hooking firmly into the elastic waistband of his briefs.

“Jess—please,” he begged in a low, frantic whisper, his voice cracking with desperation. “Not like this. Not with my mom watching—it’s humiliating. Come on, please…”

“Shhh.” Her fingers tightened on the fabric, her breath warm against his ear. “You’ve had plenty of chances. The briefs were coming down anyways once you were over my knee, your mom would have seen your bare little butt, but seeing as how you just couldn’t stop arguing…”

Jessica’s fingers curled more firmly into the front waistband of the briefs. The elastic stretched taut under her grip, pulling the fabric forward and away from Ryan’s skin just enough to create a small, humiliating tent of cotton. She didn’t yank them down in one swift motion—not yet. Instead, she drew the moment out, letting the slow, deliberate pull do its own work.

Ryan grabbed the waistband of his briefs trying to keep them up. His fingers trembled as he clutched the fabric like a lifeline.

Jessica gave an evil laugh—low, throaty, almost delighted.

“Ohhh, honey,” she purred right against the shell of his ear, “you really do not want to test me right now. Hands. Away. Now.”

The command was quiet, velvet-wrapped steel.

Ryan’s hands flew up instinctively, palms clamping over his eyes, fingers splaying wide across his burning face. His shoulders hunched inward as though he could disappear into himself. A low, mortified groan escaped from behind his hands.

Jessica’s mouth curved into a wide, delighted smile—open, almost giddy—as she watched his reaction. She glanced over his shoulder at Margaret and raised an eyebrow in mute questioning.

Margaret hadn’t moved an inch. Her arms remained crossed, but now a slow, knowing smirk lifted one corner of her mouth. Her eyes—sharp, unblushing—were fixed on her son’s trembling form. There was no pity in her expression, only the quiet satisfaction of someone witnessing long-overdue accountability. She gave the tiniest nod, almost imperceptible, permission granted without a word.

Jessica tugged again, just a fraction more. The waistband slid downward inch by torturous inch. The front of the briefs peeled away from Ryan’s lower belly, revealing first the neat trail of dark hair that disappeared beneath the fabric, then the base of his shaft. The cotton caught briefly on his cock before sliding free, letting his penis spring forward into the open air, bobbing once with the motion. His scrotum followed, heavy and exposed, the skin tightening instantly in the warm kitchen draft.

Ryan’s knees trembled. His hands stayed glued over his face; he couldn’t look. Couldn’t bear to see either woman’s expression. Couldn’t bear the thought that his mom was seeing him like this for the first time in years; and now not as a child but as a grown man, married, standing in his childhood kitchen on full, helpless display.

Jessica stepped to his side so she could see his face better. Her smile hadn’t faded; if anything it had grown brighter, almost mischievous. She rested one hand lightly on his bare hip, thumb brushing the sensitive skin just above the trapped waistband.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice soft but perfectly audible in the quiet room. “All red-faced and hiding. You really think keeping your hands over your eyes will make this less real?”

She gave his hip a small, possessive squeeze.

“Hands down, Ryan. To your sides.”

He shook his head behind his palms, a tiny, frantic motion.

Jessica’s tone didn’t sharpen; it simply deepened, velvet over steel.

“Hands. Down. At your sides. No covering. Or your spanking gets worse. Much, much worse.”

A choked sound came from behind his fingers.

Slowly—agonizingly—his hands slid downward. First uncovering his eyes, which immediately squeezed shut again. Then his flushed cheeks, his mouth twisted in a grimace of pure humiliation. Finally, his hands dropped limp to his sides, fingers twitching uselessly.

Jessica crouched slowly behind him, her tennis skirt riding up slightly against the backs of her thighs as she settled into a comfortable squat. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his briefs—still bunched just below his balls and the swell of his buttocks—and began to draw them downward again, inch by excruciating inch, until the fabric slid past his knees and finally pooled around his ankles in a soft gray heap.

She straightened, brushing her palms together as though dusting off something insignificant.

“There,” she said, voice light and satisfied. “They’ll stay right there, Ryan. Exactly like that. A little reminder every time you think about talking back to me or your mother, or bargaining, or pretending you’re too grown-up to be held accountable.”

Ryan’s breath came in shallow, uneven hitches. His bare feet shifted on the cold tile, toes curling against the chill, but he didn’t dare step out of the tangled briefs. The elastic rested against the tops of his feet like a shackle, a constant, humiliating anchor.

The worst of it was that he was putting up no defense at all. No anger. No shouting. No dramatic exit. He was simply standing there letting it happen because some deep, shameful part of him recognized that he had earned this. That he had pushed and pushed until the people who loved him most had finally pushed back—hard. He was allowing this. He was choosing obedience over dignity because obedience, right now, felt less painful than continuing to argue and lose.

Jessica pressed her front to his back. This time her tennis skirt brushed the bare skin of his buttocks; the crisp pleats felt shockingly cool against his fever-hot flesh. She spoke against the shell of his ear, loud enough for Margaret to hear every word. “You’re going to be a very good boy for the rest of this, aren’t you? Because if you’re not—if you argue, or cover yourself, or try to bargain one more time…”

“Please, Jess, I’ll be good, I swear…”

She glanced sideways at Margaret.

Margaret’s lips curved into the faintest of smiles.

Jessica kissed the side of his neck once—almost sweetly—then released him and stepped back.

She picked up the olive-wood paddle again.

“Now,” she said brightly, tapping the blade once against her thigh with a solid thwack, “let’s get you properly spanked.”

Jessica walked to the far side of the kitchen. She selected one of the sturdy oak dining chairs—the one Margaret usually sat in for breakfast—and dragged it across the tile with a slow, grating scrape that set Ryan’s teeth on edge. She positioned it precisely in the center of the open floor, facing the long farmhouse table where Margaret took a seat, hands folded neatly in front of her, posture regal and expectant.

As Jessica adjusted the chair’s placement, Ryan’s hands—acting almost on instinct—drifted towards his front, palms instinctively moving to shield his exposed groin. His fingers barely brushed the sensitive skin before Jessica’s voice cracked across the room like a whip.

“Hands off.”

He froze.

“Do not touch yourself in front of your mother,” she said, each word clipped and precise. “You will keep your hands at your sides. If I see those fingers move anywhere near that area again without my permission, I’ll keep you naked and tie your hands behind your back for the rest of the weekend. Do you understand me?”

Ryan’s hands snapped back to his sides so quickly it looked painful. His face burned hotter than ever, a deep crimson that spread down his neck and chest. He stood there, utterly naked except for the ridiculous gray ring of fabric at his ankles.

Jessica sat on the chair gracefully, flaring her skirt just so, and tapped her lap with the paddle.

“Come here, Ryan. Over you go.”

He didn’t move at first. His feet felt glued to the floor, the briefs tangled around them like a childish tether.

Jessica didn’t repeat herself. She simply waited, arms folded, paddle resting casually against her lap. The silence stretched, thick and heavy.

Finally, Ryan took one shuffling step forward. Then another. The briefs dragged along the tile with soft, humiliating whispers, forcing him to take tiny, mincing steps that made his bare cock bob and sway with every movement. Each shuffle pulled the fabric tighter around his ankles, a constant reminder of his predicament.

When he reached the chair, he stopped, staring down at his wife’s skirted lap and bare legs as though it were an instrument of execution.

Jessica placed one hand on his hip, the touch deceptively gentle.

“Over my knee,” she said softly. “Now.”

Ryan’s throat worked convulsively. A small, broken sound escaped him—half whimper, half plea—but no words came out.

Slowly, agonizingly, he bent at the waist and lowered himself across Jessica’s lap. His hands hovered uncertainly until Jessica caught them one by one and guided them behind his back, crossing his wrists at the small of his back. She held them there with her left hand, firm and unyielding.

The position forced his bare bottom to jut upward, the pale cheeks already clenching in anticipation. His toes curled inside the tangled briefs, unable to spread his feet for balance.

She rested the paddle against the fullest part of his right cheek, letting him feel the entire oval outline of the blade, the worn center that had already punished him in childhood now poised to do so again—this time under his wife’s hand.

Ryan’s entire body felt like it had been dipped in fire and then plunged into ice water at the same time. Every inch of exposed skin screamed awareness: the cool draft that slipped across the small of his back, the unyielding grip of her fingers locked around both his wrists. But worst of all—far worse—was the simple, devastating fact that he was draped naked over his wife’s lap like a naughty twelve-year-old while his own mother sat four feet away watching with calm, unblinking approval.

He couldn’t look at his mom. He literally could not lift his head. If he did, he would see her silver bun, her folded arms, the faint upward curve of satisfaction at the corner of her mouth. The woman who had just silently endorsed his wife stripping him bare in the middle of the kitchen he grew up in.

And the paddle.

God, the paddle.

Its broad oval face rested heavily against his right cheek, cool polished olive wood against fever-hot skin. He remembered exactly how that paddle had felt slamming down when he was twelve: a flat, explosive crack that bloomed instantly into white-hot fire, the sting layering and layering until sitting became impossible for hours. Jessica wasn’t his mother. Jessica was twenty-six, five-foot-nine in bare feet, and an accomplished club-level tennis player who spent hours every week driving graphite rackets through the air with vicious, wrist-snapping precision. The same mechanics that sent tennis balls screaming over the net at 70+ miles an hour were now coiled in the arm that held this paddle.

He had absolutely no illusions. This was going to hurt. A lot. And it was going to hurt for a long time.

His breathing had gone shallow and ragged; little hitching gasps he couldn’t control. Tears—hot, shameful, unstoppable—were already pooling behind his closed eyelids. He hadn’t even been hit yet and he was already crying. The knowledge made fresh heat flood his face and neck.

“Before we begin,” Jessica said, her voice conversational, almost pleasant, “let me be very clear. This isn’t just about a messy kitchen. This is about respect. About learning that when two grown women tell you to do something, you do it. No excuses. No bargaining. No ‘I’ll get to it later.’”

She glanced over at Margaret.

“Any final words of wisdom, Margaret?”

Margaret’s lips curved into a small, satisfied smile.

“Just one,” she said. “You have to ignore the crocodile tears that come first. You keep going until you get some real tears. You’ll know them when you see them.”

Jessica nodded once, as though committing the advice to memory.

Then she raised the paddle high.

The first crack echoed through the bright kitchen like a gunshot. It had landed with the full, unhesitating force of Jessica’s tennis-honed arm.

It wasn’t a tentative swat. It wasn’t exploratory. It was a clean, flat, explosive crack that drove the broad oval face of the olive-wood paddle squarely across the center of Ryan’s right cheek.

The pain didn’t arrive in stages. It arrived all at once: a blinding white sheet of fire that seared outward from the impact point in every direction at the same instant. It felt like someone had pressed a red-hot iron brand against his flesh and held it there for a full second before ripping it away. The sting was immediate, vicious, and impossibly deep—deeper than surface skin, as though the paddle had reached straight into muscle and nerve and set them alight together. Heat bloomed outward in a violent rush. His entire bottom seemed to contract inward toward the epicenter of the blow, every muscle clenching so hard it felt like the skin itself might split.

Ryan’s mouth flew open in a soundless gasp. His body bucked violently across Jessica’s lap—once, hard, involuntary—hips jerking upward as though trying to escape the paddle that was no longer even touching him. His wrists twisted uselessly in her iron grip. His bare toes curled so tightly inside the shackle of his tangled briefs that the knuckles whitened. A high, keening noise finally tore out of his throat—half sob, half animal yelp—before he could clamp it down.

It hurt.

It hurt worse than anything he had ever felt as a child.

The childhood spankings had been sharp, yes—stinging, embarrassing, enough to make him howl and promise the moon—but they had always been measured, parental, contained. Margaret had been strong, but she had never swung with the coiled athletic power of a woman who regularly served at 75 miles an hour and spent hours a day whipping a racket through resistance. Jessica hadn’t held back. She hadn’t even seemed to think about holding back. She had simply swung the way she swung at a forehand winner: full rotation, full shoulder, full follow-through, every ounce of her 145 pounds of lean muscle behind the stroke.

The difference was catastrophic.

The fire kept building even after the paddle lifted away. It didn’t fade; it intensified, layering itself in throbbing sheets. His right cheek felt swollen to twice its normal size within seconds, the skin so hot and tender he was convinced it must already be purple. He could feel the exact oval imprint of the paddle throbbing in perfect outline across his globe, a brand of heat and shame he would carry for days.

Tears—real ones, not the anticipatory ones—spilled instantly over his lashes and tracked sideways across the bridge of his nose to drip onto the tile below Jessica’s chair. He hadn’t meant to cry so soon. He had wanted to be stoic, to take it like a man, to prove something. But the first real stroke had stripped all of that away in less than two seconds. There was no dignity left to cling to; only the raw, howling need to make it stop.

“Jess—!” The word burst out, high and cracked. “It hurts—it hurts so much—please—!”

Jessica’s voice came back calm, almost gentle, as though she were commenting on the weather.

“A spanking is supposed to hurt, Ryan.”

She shifted her grip slightly on his crossed wrists, steadying him for the next stroke.

Margaret, still seated at the table with perfect posture, gave a small, approving nod.

“Exactly,” she said quietly. “That’s how you know it’s working.”

Ryan’s sob broke fully open then—ragged, childish, unstoppable. His whole body shuddered across Jessica’s lap. The briefs at his ankles felt tighter than ever, ridiculous little handcuffs that kept his feet pinned and useless. His bare cock, pressed against the crisp pleats of her tennis skirt, twitched helplessly with every heaving breath. Every inch of him was exposed, trembling, burning, weeping.

And Jessica—still in her damp white tank top and navy skirt, ponytail still swinging slightly from the force of that first swing—simply raised the paddle again.

The second crack came down just as hard, just as deliberate, this time targeting the left cheek.

Ryan’s scream was again immediate and piercing.

The third, fourth, fifth—each one measured, deliberate, and hard—fell in a steady rhythm that quickly turned the pale skin of Ryan’s bottom a vivid pink, then a deeper, angrier red.

His cries grew louder, more desperate. Tears welled in his eyes and spilled over, tracking hot down his flushed cheeks. His legs kicked uselessly, toes straining against the briefs that still shackled his ankles.

“Please—Jess—please—I’m sorry—ow!—I’m sorry—!”

Jessica’s only response was to adjust her angle and land a particularly crisp stroke across the tender crease where bottom met thigh.

Ryan howled.

Margaret watched the entire scene without moving, her expression serene, almost proud.

The paddle continued its steady work.

And the kitchen, once again, filled with the unmistakable sounds of a lesson being learned the hard way.

By the twentieth swat his legs were trembling uncontrollably, toes scrabbling against the tile inside the ridiculous gray shackle of his lowered briefs. His hips twisted and writhed across Jessica’s lap in tiny, helpless circles—never quite enough to escape the next blow, just enough to earn him a sharper reprimand and a firmer pinning of his wrists.

The tears were flowing freely, hot and fast, dripping off the end of his nose and making small dark spots on the tile below Jessica’s sneaker. His apologies tumbled out in broken, hiccupping fragments:

“I’m s-sorry—ow!—I’m so sorry, Jess—please—ahh!—I’ll clean—every day—promise—ow! ow! ow!—I won’t—won’t leave it again—please—!”

They were the usual frantic, bargaining tears—the kind Margaret had warned about. Crocodile tears, she’d called them. Jessica had taken the advice to heart.

She kept going.

The color on Ryan’s bottom had progressed from angry red to a fierce, mottled crimson, the individual ovals beginning to merge into solid sheets of fire. The tender sit-spots received special attention—Jessica targeted them with clinical precision, landing three particularly vicious swats in rapid succession that drew a high, keening wail from deep in his chest.

His whole body shuddered violently. The kicking intensified, then—suddenly—slowed. Not because he’d gained control, but because something inside him seemed to break open.

The quality of his crying changed.

It was no longer loud and frantic, no longer accompanied by promises or pleas for mercy. The sobs grew deeper, quieter, more wrenching—great, gulping, chest-heaving convulsions that shook his entire frame. His face was a ruin of tears and snot; his mouth hung open in a silent, trembling O between each ragged inhale. The fight drained visibly out of his limbs. His bottom, which had been clenching and bucking, now simply quivered with each fresh impact, soft and surrendered.

Jessica felt the shift.

She paused—paddle raised, poised in mid-air.

The kitchen fell suddenly quiet except for Ryan’s low, broken sobbing.

She lowered the paddle slowly, placing it on his back. Her left hand remained locked around his wrists, but her right hand moved to stroke gently—almost tenderly—across his beaten bottom.

“Ryan,” she said softly.

He didn’t answer at first. Just cried harder, shoulders shaking.

“Ryan. Look at me.”

It took several long seconds. Eventually he turned his head just enough that one swollen, bloodshot eye could find her face. Tears ran in rivulets down his cheeks.

Jessica studied him for a long moment, reading something in his expression that hadn’t been there before.

“Are these real tears, sweetheart?” she asked quietly. “Not the ‘please stop’ tears. The real ones. The ones that mean you understand?”

Ryan’s lower lip trembled violently. He tried to speak, couldn’t manage it at first. Finally, he managed a small, shattered nod, then forced the words out in a hoarse, almost inaudible whisper.

“Y-yes… ma’am… they’re real… I—I get it… I really do…”

Jessica’s expression softened—just a fraction.

She glanced over at Margaret. “What do you think, Margaret?”

She gave the smallest nod—almost imperceptible. “Those are the real ones.”

Ryan’s whole body seemed to deflate across Jessica’s lap. The last of the tension bled out of his limbs; his legs went slack, toes no longer straining against the shackle of briefs at his ankles. His hips settled more fully against Jessica’s thigh, no longer twitching or bucking. Even his breathing changed—still shuddering, still wet, but slower now, deeper, the kind of exhausted rhythm that follows a long fever breaking.

“He’s finished fighting it,” Margaret said simply, more to Jessica than to Ryan. “Now is when the real learning can happen.”

“What do you mean?” asked Jessica, confused and amused.

“Well, now you need to finish his paddling. Good hard fast ones now that he’s in such a receptive frame of mind so he knows he did wrong. Maybe a minute or two more.”

Ryan made a small, panicked sound—half sob, half whimper. His body jerked in sudden terror as the meaning sank in.

“No—no please—Jess—Mom—you said—you’re done—you have to be done—please—!”

Jessica smiled—small, calm, almost gentle.

“Oh, honey,” she murmured. “I never said we were done. And besides, I agree with your mom completely. You’ve earned yourself another good minute. Hard. Fast. To really drive the lesson home.”

Ryan’s whole body convulsed in fresh panic. He thrashed weakly across her lap, wrists straining uselessly against her grip.

“No—no-no-no—please—Jess—Mom—please—I can’t—I’ve learned—I swear—not a whole minute—please—!”

Jessica shushed him softly, almost lovingly.

“Shhh. Okay, not a minute then. For all that complaining, let’s make it two. And you’ll count the swats aloud. Every single one. Nice and clear. If you miss one, we start the two minutes over. Understand?”

Ryan’s sobs redoubled, but the fight had already bled out of him. He nodded frantically, tears falling steadily towards the floor.

“Margaret, would you time it, please?” asked Jessica.

Margaret nodded and stood, walked across the kitchen, and reached for the old-fashioned kitchen timer on the counter—a red plastic egg-shaped device that had timed countless meals and, in the past, a few timeouts. She twisted the dial with a series of clicks until it read exactly two minutes. “There we go,” she said simply, pressing the start button. The soft, mechanical ticking filled the room like a countdown to inevitability.

Jessica raised the paddle high.

The next stroke landed with a sharp, resounding CRACK that echoed off the kitchen walls like a thunderclap.

Ryan yelped, his body jerking forward. “One!”

She didn’t pause, didn’t relent.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The paddle descended in a steady, merciless rhythm—each swat delivered with full, unyielding force, the solid wood connecting across both cheeks in overlapping blows that built an immediate, searing heat.

“Two, ah! Three! Ow oh four! Please!”

White ovals erupted across his already crimson skin within the first ten seconds, darkening rapidly to an angry red as the seconds ticked by. Jessica varied the angle slightly—targeting the full swell of his bottom, then the sensitive undercurve, ensuring no spot was spared.

Ryan tried desperately to keep count, his voice rising in pitch with every impact.

“Ten—eleven—twelve—oww—thirteen—”

His legs kicked involuntarily, bare feet scuffing the tile. The tangled briefs at his ankles twisted and caught on one particularly hard spasm; his right foot jerked sharply upward—and the briefs went flying, sailing in a humiliating arc across the kitchen floor before skidding to a stop near the fridge, abandoned like a discarded flag of surrender.

Jessica didn’t break her rhythm, her arm rising and falling with disciplined precision.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

One minute in, Ryan’s bottom was a vivid, uniform scarlet, the skin hot and throbbing under the relentless assault. Tears welled in his eyes, spilling over as the pain mounted. His count faltered, dissolving into broken gasps and pleas.

“Forty-one—please—Jess—I’m sorry—forty-two—ahh—I can’t—”

By ninety seconds, the color had deepened to a fierce, throbbing crimson—uniformly livid from the crest of his cheeks down to the tender sit-spots, the skin raised, glossy, and swollen with the cumulative fire of dozens of strokes. Ryan’s body writhed across her lap, his shoulders shaking with sobs, his promises tumbling out in a torrent.

“I’m sorry—Mom—Jess—owww! Seventy-three—I’ll clean everything—I swear—no more messes—seventy-f…f…four— please stop—”

The timer ticked on mercilessly. Jessica kept going, her expression focused and resolute, ensuring the lesson sank deep.

The full two minutes culminated with a final, extra-hard CRACK that arched his back and wrenched a raw, guttural sob from his throat, “A Hundred and Three!” The timer buzzed sharply, its insistent ring cutting through the air like a release valve.

Jessica set the paddle down on the nearby counter with a soft clunk. Ryan’s bottom was a blazing masterpiece of discipline—a deep, uniform crimson that radiated heat, the skin tender and marked with faint outlines of the board’s edges. He lay limp across her lap, shoulders heaving, tears puddling on the tile below.

She rested a cool hand lightly on the scorching flesh; he hissed and whimpered at the touch, his tears flowing freely, his body still twitching with aftershocks.

“Up,” she said softly, though her tone brooked no delay.

She helped him to his feet on trembling legs. He stood naked, barefoot, red-bottomed, face streaked with tears, hands hovering uselessly in a vain attempt at modesty.

Jessica turned him gently but firmly toward Margaret.

“Apologize to your mother. Properly. Make it count.”

Sniffling, his voice thick and broken, Ryan faced his mom, the woman whose growing exasperation had led to this moment. “I’m… I’m so sorry, Mom. For all the messes—not just today, but every time. For making you clean up after me, for ignoring your reminders, for being lazy and disrespectful. I know it’s been building up, and I should’ve listened sooner. It won’t happen again. I’ll do better—I promise. Spotless kitchen from now on.”

Margaret studied her son for a long, silent moment. The kitchen light caught the wet tracks on his cheeks, the way his lower lip still quivered between each shaky inhale. His arms hung limp at his sides now—no more futile attempts to cover himself—because the shame had burned so deep it left no energy for modesty.

His sex, now soft and shrunken from the ordeal, dangled limply between his trembling thighs, the head slightly retracted, the whole organ swaying gently with each uneven shift of weight from one bare foot to the other. Every tiny movement made his genitals bob and swing in the most undignified way imaginable—small, helpless, utterly exposed.

Ryan sniffled loudly—once, twice—then dragged the back of his wrist under his dripping nose in a childlike motion that made his shoulders hitch again. Fresh tears welled immediately and spilled over, carving new clean paths through the mess already streaking his face. His eyes were puffy, bloodshot, the lashes clumped together in wet spikes. He couldn’t quite stand still; his weight kept shifting from one foot to the other in a slow, miserable little dance—left, right, left, right—each transfer making his sore bottom clench involuntarily (which only hurt more) and sending another pathetic jiggle through his dangling genitals.

He looked exactly like what he was in that moment: well and truly contrite. Not performing contrition. Not bargaining for leniency with half-formed promises. Just… broken open. Raw. Small.

Margaret let the silence stretch another few seconds, letting him feel the full weight of being seen—really seen—like this.

Then she spoke, voice soft but carrying the calm authority that had once ruled this house without ever needing to be raised.

“I accept your apology, Ryan. But don’t think for even a second you didn’t deserve every last swat your wife gave you, because you certainly did. Now, actions speak louder than words. I expect this kitchen spotless before this afternoon—no shortcuts, no excuses.”

Another sniffle from him—louder this time, almost a sob trying to climb out.

Jessica stood, her hand brushing once over the scorching cheeks—eliciting a fresh whimper from him.

“Twenty minutes in the corner, just as you are,” she declared. “Hands on your head. No rubbing, no peeking. Think about why you’re there. Then you’ll clean—in just those little briefs, under your mom’s supervision. Every crumb, every smudge. If it’s not done right, the briefs will come right off again for a round two.”

She delivered one final, crisp smack with her open palm to the center of his crimson bottom, the impact reigniting the fire.

SMACK!

Ryan yelped, fresh tears springing to his eyes.

“Go.”

Completely bare, backside glowing scarlet from the punishment, and utterly humbled, he shuffled to the corner by the fridge. He laced his hands atop his head, elbows out, legs slightly apart, the vivid evidence of his discipline on full display under the unforgiving kitchen lights.

Jessica bent to retrieve the wayward briefs from the floor, folding them neatly and placing them beside the paddle on the counter. She leaned down and planted a soft kiss on Margaret’s cheek. “Thank you for the board—and the timer, Margaret. I think we’ve got this under control now.”


Poolside Payback

Emma, Lily, and Sophia, all 18 and glowing in their bikinis, were sprawled on lounge chairs when the sharp wolf whistle cut through the chatter of the public pool. It came from the 40-year-old man in the speedo-style trunks. His eyes had locked onto Emma as she adjusted her top after a swim, and the smug little grin on his face made their skin crawl.

His wife was on her feet in an instant. “You did not just do that!” she hissed, seizing his ear in a vise grip. “I warned you!” He yelped, stumbling as she yanked him upright and began marching him across the hot concrete toward the family changing rooms. The girls exchanged stunned looks, then—without a word—followed at a distance.

The wife’s fingers stayed locked around his earlobe like steel pincers, twisting just enough to keep him on the balls of his feet and prevent any real resistance. She forced him forward at an awkward, stumbling half-trot, his upper body bent sharply at the waist. His hands instinctively shot up to grab her wrist; she responded by wrenching the ear harder sideways until he squealed and let go, arms dangling uselessly again.

“Head down,” she snapped, loud enough for nearby sunbathers to turn and stare. “You want to act like a horny teenager leering at girls half your age? Then you can walk like one being dragged to the principal’s office.”

Every few steps she gave the ear another vicious twist-yank, making him lurch and yelp. The position was excruciating: spine curved, hamstrings screaming, blood rushing to his face until it glowed beet-red. His tiny speedo trunks rode up embarrassingly in back with each forced stride, exposing more cheek than they were ever meant to. Droplets of sweat—or maybe humiliated tears—dripped from the end of his nose and pattered onto the concrete.

“I told you the last time,” his wife continued in that same crisp, scolding-mother tone, “one more sleazy whistle, one more lingering stare—and I would treat you exactly like the overgrown child you’re pretending to be. Well, here we are, sweetheart. Believe me now?”

He tried to mumble something—maybe an apology, maybe a plea—but she jerked the ear upward so his head snapped back for a second before she shoved it down again.

“Quiet. Bad boys who catcall don’t get to talk until they’re told.”

By now half the pool deck was watching. Phones were discreetly angled. A few teenage boys near the snack bar hooted and clapped. Older women shook their heads, some amused, some openly approving.

Emma, Lily, and Sophia were walking about ten feet behind the humiliating procession, close enough to hear every word and every yelp. The sight was simply too magnetic—too satisfying—to walk away from.

Lily let out a nervous giggle that was half shock, half delight. “You don’t think… I mean, that she’s about to spank him, do you?” her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

Emma choked on a laugh. “Lily! No way. He’s gotta be forty. She wouldn’t—”

“Wouldn’t she?” Sophia countered, nodding toward the changing rooms they were fast approaching. “She literally just marched him across the entire deck like a misbehaving toddler. Called him an overgrown child out loud. And now she’s headed for the family changing rooms. What else is she gonna do in there—give him a good talking to?”

Emma—the one who’d been the target of the whistle—crossed her arms, but the corners of her mouth kept twitching upward. “I can’t decide if I feel sorry for him or if this is the best thing I’ve seen all summer.”

“Both,” Lily whispered, practically bouncing on her toes. “Definitely both.”

The wife never slowed her stride, her grip on his ear unrelenting as they reached the row of pale-blue changing-room doors. She veered toward the nearest family stall—the one with the wide door and the baby-changing table bolted to the wall—and shoved it open with her free shoulder. The hinges squeaked sharply.

Without breaking rhythm she hauled him forward by the earlobe, twisting it one final, brutal quarter-turn as she forced him across the threshold. He let out a high, strangled yelp that echoed off the tiled walls. Before he could even catch his balance she planted her palm square in the center of his backside and delivered a single, resounding CRACK—so loud it sounded like someone had snapped a wet towel against concrete.

The smack lifted him onto his toes and sent a visible ripple across the exposed lower curve of his cheeks. His whole body jerked forward; only her hold on the ear kept him from pitching face-first into the far wall.

“You,” she said in a low, lethal hiss right against his ear as she shoved him the rest of the way inside with another meaty CRACK to the same spot, “are about to learn a lesson you will never forget.”

He stumbled three clumsy steps into the small room, one hand flying back instinctively to shield his rear. She released his ear at last, stepped fully inside after him, and slammed the door shut with the flat of her hand. The lock clicked home.

The three girls froze just outside the door, close enough that the thin metal and cinderblock walls might as well have been cardboard.

For several long seconds there was only muffled rustling, then the unmistakable sound of her sitting down on the bench.

“Over,” she ordered, voice calm and terribly certain.

A small, pleading whimper. “Please, honey, not here—not like this—”

“Over. Now.”

Emma’s eyes went wide. She mouthed the words oh my god to the others.

Lily pressed both hands over her mouth to trap a giggle that wanted to explode outward. Sophia simply leaned her ear closer to the door, shameless.

The wife’s voice again, lower, almost tender in its cruelty. “You know the deal. You’ve been here before.”

A choked sound—half protest, half surrender.

“As for these…” the wife said.

“Oh no, please!” He responded.

“You don’t think you get to keep these up, do you?”

Another mortified groan from him.

Then silence. Thick, expectant silence.

The girls held their breath.

Then…

SMACK!

A clean, deliberate, bare-hand-on-bare-flesh crack that echoed sharply off every hard surface in the small room. It was unmistakable—no towel, no fabric buffer, just palm meeting unprotected bottom with full force.

He gasped—a high, startled, boyish sound that cracked at the end.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Three more in rapid succession. The sound was wet, sharp, carrying that distinctive crisp-pop of hand against freshly warmed skin.

Lily actually squeaked and grabbed Emma’s forearm, nails digging in.

Inside, his wife didn’t pause for lectures yet. She simply built rhythm.

SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!

Five more, delivered with the calm certainty of someone who had done this many times before and knew exactly how much sting each one carried. His breathing turned ragged between swats; small, involuntary yelps began slipping out on the harder ones. By the tenth or eleventh the yelps had become soft, broken whimpers.

Then she spoke again, voice carrying perfectly through the thin partition.

“You think it’s cute to whistle at college girls? Think it makes you look young? Powerful?” Another vicious CRACK. He cried out openly this time. “It makes you look pathetic. And now everyone out there knows exactly what happens to pathetic little boys who can’t keep their eyes and their behavior under control.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The spanking continued with merciless rhythm, each SMACK landing like a pistol shot in the small, echoey space.

Inside, his cries had evolved from sharp yelps into something softer and more broken: high-pitched “ow!”s and “ah-ah-ah!” gasps that pitched upward at the end like a child who’d finally realized how much trouble he was really in. Every few swats a longer, quavering “pleeease—” would slip out, only to be cut off by the next resounding crack.

Outside, the girls were losing the battle to stay quiet.

Lily’s shoulders shook with silent laughter so violent she had to lean against the wall for support. Her eyes were squeezed shut, tears of glee leaking from the corners. Every time a particularly loud SMACK! landed and he let out that pitiful, ascending wail, she would mouth “ohmygodohmygod” and clutch Emma’s arm harder.

Emma—still flushed from being the original target—had one hand pressed flat to the cinderblock beside the door as if she needed it to stay upright. Her mouth hung slightly open in delighted disbelief. When his wife delivered a rapid-fire barrage—SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!—and he actually sobbed out a tiny, hiccuping “I’m sorry!”, Emma let out a bright, involuntary burst of laughter that she immediately tried to muffle with both hands. It came out as a high, giddy squeak anyway.

Every time he whimpered or begged Sophia gave the tiniest, most satisfied nod, as though mentally cataloguing each sound for later retelling. When his wife finally spoke again—“Look at you, forty years old and bare-bottomed over my knee like a naughty little schoolboy”—Sophia actually bit her own knuckle to keep from whooping out loud.

Another long series of swats rang out—WHAP! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!—and this time the sound changed subtly. His skin had to be glowing crimson by now; the impacts carried a deeper, wetter thwack, the kind that comes when a bottom is thoroughly tenderized and every fresh slap reignites the fire already blazing there.

His pleas grew more frantic, more infantile: “Honey—ow!—please—ahh!—I won’t—owww!—I promise—sniff—I’ll be good—”

Lily couldn’t hold it anymore. A bright, bubbling giggle escaped her despite both hands clamped over her mouth. It came out as a series of muffled “mmph! mmph-hmph!” sounds. Emma elbowed her sharply, but she was grinning so widely her cheeks hurt.

Inside, the wife’s voice cut through another flurry of spanks, calm and almost affectionate in its cruelty: “That’s it, let it out. Everyone outside already knows what a naughty little boy you’ve been. Might as well let them hear how sorry you really are.”

CRAAAACK!

He howled—a long, broken, unmistakably teary wail that echoed off the tiles and slipped under the door like smoke.

Lily actually bounced once on her toes, eyes sparkling with pure glee. “This,” she whispered, voice trembling with joy, “is the greatest day of my entire life.”

Emma wiped at her own laughing tears. “I can’t—I literally can’t breathe. He’s crying.”

Another heavy SMACK! landed, followed by a choked sob so piteous it set all three girls off again—silent, helpless, delighted laughter shaking their shoulders as they huddled together against the wall, listening to every mortifying, wonderful sound.

SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!

A pause… then there was a bustle and the door cracked open. The wife leaned out, scanning, and spotted a woman in her fifties drying off nearby. “Excuse me,” she called politely. “Do you have anything sturdier than my hand? He needs a proper lesson.” The woman grinned, fished in her beach bag, and produced a wide-backed wooden hairbrush. “This should do the trick.” As the wife took it, the door stayed ajar just long enough for the girls to catch a clear, heart-stopping glimpse: the husband standing against the far wall, speedos still tangled around his thighs, bottom already a furious, splotchy red that spread down to the tops of his legs. He was trying—and failing—to cover his bare bum with his hands.

The wife paused in the doorway, hairbrush now firmly in hand. She turned her head slightly, catching sight of the three bikini-clad girls clustered just a few feet away—Emma still flushed, Lily biting her lip to contain fresh giggles, Sophia with arms crossed and one eyebrow arched in open approval.

For a heartbeat her expression flickered—not anger, not embarrassment, but something closer to quiet satisfaction. A small, knowing smile tugged at the corner of her mouth as she recognized them: the very girls her husband had targeted with his whistle. She gave the tiniest nod, almost conspiratorial.

“You three,” she said, voice calm and carrying just enough to reach them without shouting. “I saw what he did.” She hefted the hairbrush once, testing its weight. “If you can wait just a few more minutes, he’ll be coming right back out here to apologize. Properly. Face to face if that’s alright with you?””

Lily let out a tiny, delighted gasp. Emma’s mouth opened, then closed again; she managed a quick, stunned nod yes.

With that, the wife stepped fully back inside and pulled the door closed. The door clicked shut.

From inside: “No! Honey, please! Not that!”

“Back over! Now!”

The first hairbrush stroke landed like a gunshot in the tiny tiled room.

CRACK!

A sound so much heavier, so much meaner than her palm—solid wood meeting already-blistered flesh with merciless authority. His reaction was instant and total: a high, shattered scream that rose and cracked at the top like breaking glass.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Outside, the girls flinched in unison at the first few real hairbrush cracks, then froze, eyes enormous.

Lily’s mouth formed a perfect little O. She actually grabbed Sophia’s wrist so hard her knuckles went white.

Emma whispered, barely audible, “That… that sounds like it hurts.”

Sophia didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Her pupils were blown wide with fascinated glee.

Inside, the wife hadn’t paused.

WHAP! CRACK! WHAP!

Each stroke punctuated by a tiny, involuntary hitch of breath from her own lungs—the only sign the implement required any effort at all. She spoke between swats, voice calm and horribly maternal.

“You’ve had the warm-up, sweetheart. This is when the real learning happens.”

CRAAAACK!

He shrieked—a long, raw, toddler-like wail that went on and on, rising and falling in ugly, hiccupping waves. No words anymore, just pure, infantile sound: “WAAAAH—ahh—WAAAAHHH—!”

The hairbrush cracked again and again.

CRACK! SMACK! WHAP!

“Please—WAAAH!—Mommy—NOOO—!”

The word slipped out before he could stop it.

Outside, Lily actually squeaked—high and delighted—and clapped both hands over her mouth so hard it made a soft smack. Her shoulders shook so violently she had to lean her forehead against the cool cinderblock.

Emma’s eyes were shining. She whispered, “Did he just say Mommy?”

Sophia nodded once, very slowly, lips curved in the wickedest smile any of them had ever worn.

The wife hadn’t missed it either.

“Ohhh, there it is,” she cooed, almost tenderly. “That’s the real little boy finally showing up. Not so big and tough now, are we?”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK-CRACK-CRACK!

A blistering five-stroke flurry right across the center of both cheeks. Each one landed with a wet, meaty thwack that spoke of skin stretched tight and swollen, every nerve screaming. His howls disintegrated into great, gulping, snotty sobs—the unmistakable sound of someone who has completely, irreversibly lost control. No attempt at manly dignity, no more bargaining, just broken, heaving, nursery-style crying.

“Wahhh—huh-huh-huh—sorry—WAAAAHHH—Mommy! I’m s-s-sorry—!”

“You’ll think twice before you whistle at girls again, won’t you, baby boy?”

WHAP! CRACK! WHAP!

“YESSS—WAAAH!—yes ma’am—yes Mommy—promise—huh-huh-huh—!”

Lily was openly crying with laughter now—silent, shaking, tears streaming down her cheeks as she clutched Emma’s arm like a lifeline. Every time he let out one of those long, quavering, toddler wails, she would give a tiny, ecstatic bounce on her toes.

Emma couldn’t stop grinning even as she tried to look shocked. “He’s… he’s actually bawling. Like, full-on toddler meltdown.”

Sophia leaned so close to the door her nose almost touched the metal. When the next barrage landed—CRACK-CRACK-CRACK-CRACK!—and he answered with a fresh, hoarse “WAAAAAHHHHH!” that dissolved into hiccupping sobs, she let out the smallest, most satisfied sigh.

The wife’s voice floated through the door again, sweet and lethal.

“You don’t really think those three pretty girls you whistled at aren’t standing right outside this door, do you?”

His whole body locked. Every muscle. Every sob died in his throat at once.

A tiny, terrified, “…wh-what…?” leaked out—barely a whisper, cracking on every syllable.

The wife leaned down, her mouth right beside his scarlet ear.

“I said,” she repeated, slower, sweeter, infinitely more dangerous, “you don’t really think those girls you leered at aren’t standing right outside this thin little door… hearing every single smack… every yelp… every pathetic little sob you’ve been making… do you?”

A long, keening sound started in the back of his throat—half wail, half horrified denial.

“N-n-n-noooo… no they’re n-not… they c-can’t be—”

Outside the door three pairs of eyes went huge.

Sophia—very slowly—started nodding her head up and down. A huge, delighted, evil grin spread across her entire face.

The wife gave the blazing bottom in front of her one more thoughtful, almost affectionate pat with the hairbrush, then lifted it again.

“Oh yes they are, baby boy,” she told him, voice dripping honey and arsenic. “They’re standing right there. They followed us the whole way across the pool deck. They watched me march you in here by the ear like a naughty little toddler. And they’ve been listening to every… single… humiliating sound you’ve made since I took your big-boy trunks down.”

CRACK!!

The hairbrush snapped down with vicious new purpose, right across the centre of both sit-spots.

He screamed—high, shattered, completely childlike.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“They heard you beg,” she continued, spanking in perfect time with her words.

CRACK!

“They heard you cry.”

CRACK! CRACK!

“They heard you call me Mommy.”

A fresh, broken, “WAAAAAHHHH!!!” tore out of him, loud enough that it rattled the metal door.

Outside, Lily actually had to turn away and press her forehead to the wall, shoulders shaking so hard she was making tiny wheezing sounds. She couldn’t breathe. She literally could not breathe.

Emma had both hands pressed to her flaming cheeks, eyes glittering with the most indecent mixture of pity and triumph.

Sophia just stood there with her arms folded, head tilted, drinking in every sound like it was expensive wine.

Inside, the wife kept going—slow, heavy, devastating strokes now.

“And when I finish turning this naughty little bottom into a deep, throbbing, tomato red lesson… you are going to pull those ridiculous trunks back up and you are going to march your bright-red, freshly-spanked, crying little self right back out this door…”

WHAP!! CRACK!!

“…straight over to those three beautiful young women…”

CRACK-CRACK-CRACK!!

“…and you are going to apologize.”

He was beyond words now. Just huge, gulping, snotty, open-mouthed sobs. His whole face was soaked. His legs kept buckling and jerking. The hairbrush kept falling.

“Say it,” she ordered softly.

A long, quivering, hiccupping whimper.

“Say it, baby.”

A broken, tiny, little-boy voice:

“I’m… I’m g-gonna… apologize… to them…”

“Louder.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Fresh tears poured.

“I’m gonna apologize to them!!” he wailed. “I’m gonna apologize to the girls—WAAAHHH!!—I’m sorry!! I’m so sorry!!!”

The wife smiled—small, satisfied, victorious.

“Good boy.”

She shifted her grip, angled the hairbrush downward, and began to really lay into the already destroyed sit-spots with short, vicious, blistering little cracks.

tap-CRACK-tap-CRACK-tap-CRACK-tap-CRACK!

He went ballistic—kicking, bucking, screaming, completely disintegrating into the loudest, most infantile, most broken tantrum of his entire adult life.

Outside the door, Lily finally managed to wheeze out:

“She’s… she’s actually going to make him… come out here… and talk to us…”

Emma whispered, voice shaking with laughter and disbelief:

“…with his bottom still on fire…”

Sophia’s voice was low, dark, delighted:

“…and still crying.”

All three of them looked at each other at the exact same moment. All three of them nodded. They weren’t going anywhere. They were going to wait. They were going to watch him walk out. They were going to listen to every single word of the most humiliating apology of his entire life. And they were going to remember it forever.

Finally, the pace slowed.

CRACK… CRACK… CRACK…

Three last, deliberate, extra-hard swats, each one held for a full second against the blazing skin before lifting away.

He collapsed over her lap in a shuddering, weeping heap—great, wet, gulping sobs that shook his entire body. No words. No pleas. Just the raw, exhausted crying of a thoroughly broken little boy.

The wife rested the hairbrush on his glowing, throbbing bottom like a crown.

“There,” she said softly. “Lesson learned?”

A tiny, miserable sniffle. Then, barely audible through the sobs:

“Y-yes… Mommy…”

When the door finally opened again, he emerged red-eyed and sniffling, trunks restored. The lower curves of his cheeks and the high inner thighs were tomato-red, the color vivid in the bright sunlight. His wife gripped his upper arm and marched him straight to the girls.

“Apologize. Properly.”

He muttered a sullen “sorry,” eyes on the tiles, shifting his weight like a petulant teenager. His wife’s expression darkened. In one smooth, ruthless motion she hooked two fingers into the back waistband of his speedos and yanked upward—hard. The fabric stretched taut, then tighter still, compressing his penis and testicles into a painful, flattened bulge at the front while the rear seam sliced deep between his cheeks. It rode right up against his butthole, the nylon cutting cruelly into the crack, forcing an involuntary gasp from him as he rose onto his tiptoes.

She held him suspended like that—one hand locked on the wedgied fabric—while the other brought the hairbrush down in five stinging, echoing smacks across his already blazing cheeks. Each crack made the tight material dig even deeper, the front bulge visibly straining. “If the next apology isn’t sincere,” she announced loudly enough for nearby chairs to hear, “I’ll pull these trunks all the way down and finish this right here. And if I have to do that, you’ll say you’re apologies with your swimsuit around your ankles.”

He nodded frantically, tears spilling anew. When she let go, the speedos snapped back—but stayed cruelly wedged. He sucked in a shaky breath and tried again, voice trembling and genuine: “I’m so, so sorry for whistling at you. It was disgusting and disrespectful. I had no right. Please forgive me—I’ll never do anything like that again.” The words cracked with real shame.

His wife gave a curt nod. But the second his hand drifted back to pluck the fabric out of his crack, she caught his wrist. “No.” Another brutal upward yank—deeper this time, the seam grinding mercilessly against his most sensitive spots front and back—followed by four more hairbrush swats. “You do not touch that swimsuit until I say so. Understand?”

He nodded miserably, hands dropping limp at his sides.

She marched him to their lounger, positioned him facing the pool, and ordered him to grip the tall sun-umbrella post with both hands. “You will stand here. You will not let go. You will not sit. And you will not adjust that suit. Not one finger.”

His wife stepped back, surveying her work with cool satisfaction. The bright red splotches peeking from beneath the cruelly bunched fabric of his speedos told their own story; the way he stood—legs trembling, shoulders hunched, fingers white-knuckled around the metal umbrella pole—told the rest.

She turned away without another word and walked the short distance to the woman in the wide sun hat who had so generously loaned the hairbrush ten minutes earlier. The woman was still seated on her own lounge chair, legs crossed, calmly sipping from a plastic tumbler as though public spankings were simply part of the afternoon’s entertainment.

The wife extended the hairbrush handle-first.

“Thank you again,” she said, voice polite and composed. “That was exactly what he needed.”

The older woman accepted the brush with a small, knowing smile and tucked it back into her beach bag.

“What did he do?” she asked, tilting her head toward the miserable figure clutching the umbrella pole.

“He wolf-whistled. Loudly. At three college girls not ten yards from where we were sitting.” She paused, letting the sentence settle. “After I’d already warned him. Twice.”

The woman gave a low, approving chuckle and raised her tumbler in a small toast.

“Good for you,” she said simply. “Some men need the reminder refreshed every so often. Looks like you refreshed it thoroughly.”

The wife’s mouth curved in the faintest of smiles.

“I try to be consistent.”

The woman’s eyes flicked past the wife to the man still standing rigid at the umbrella pole—back turned to them, posture stiff with shame, the high-cut speedo pulled so far upward that essentially all of his glowing, punished bottom was on blatant display. The fabric had become little more than a thin, taut strip disappearing deep between his scarlet cheeks, leaving the full, angry curves exposed to the sun and every nearby gaze.

The woman tilted her head, taking in the sight with open amusement.

“That’s quite the nice little thong you’ve put him in. Really shows off his assets, doesn’t it?” She gave a soft, appreciative chuckle. “And those cheeks—very red, very tender-looking. You’ve done a thorough job back there. They’re practically glowing. He’ll be feeling that for days.”

“I certainly hope so,” the wife said as she waved bye and went back to her own lounger under the sun-umbrella her man was clutching as if for dear life. She reclined and picked up her magazine where she had left off.

Two women in their thirties—clearly having witnessed the entire performance—sauntered past. They stopped, turned, and let out loud, mocking wolf whistles. “Hey, hot stuff!” one called, smirking. “Nice view!” The other blew an exaggerated kiss.

His wife never looked up from her magazine. She simply smiled—a small, satisfied curve of the lips—as her husband stood frozen, publicly spanked, publicly wedgied, and publicly displayed, the perfect, humiliating lesson sinking in deeper with every passing second.

“Please,” he whispered, voice barely carrying over the lapping water and distant laughter. “Honey… please let me just sit. I can’t—I can’t stand here like this.”

A curt “no” from the lounger. She didn’t even look up from her magazine.

Fresh tears—hot, angry, useless—spilled immediately. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I swear I’ve learned my lesson. I’ll never look at another woman again, I’ll—I’ll do anything. Just… please. Everyone’s staring.”

Another curt “no”. This one sharper, edged with boredom. She turned a page.

He swallowed hard, throat clicking. The wedgie was unbearable now—nylon cutting like wire, the front pouch so compressed it felt like his balls were being slowly crushed in a vise. The blazing heat radiated from his sit-spots, pulsing in time with his heartbeat; each throb reminded him exactly how many times that hairbrush kissed the same screaming patch of skin.

He looked around him. Everybody was staring and pointing and talking about him.

He tried one last time, voice cracking like thin ice.

“At least… at least let me put my trunks back into place? Please? Just cover… just cover everything again. I’m begging you.”

This time the “no” came with real annoyance. She lowered the magazine just far enough to fix him with a flat, unblinking stare.

“If you say another single word,” she said, each syllable measured and final, “I will drag those ridiculous little trunks all the way down to your ankles. Right here. In front of the entire pool. And then I will sit back down and let everyone enjoy the view while you stand there holding the umbrella like a naked, crying statue for the next two hours. Is that clear?”

His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. No sound came out.

She waited five full seconds—long enough for the silence to press against his eardrums—then lifted the magazine once more.

“Good boy.”

The girls didn’t stop whispering and giggling about it for the rest of the afternoon.


Waiting For It

It was a perfect summer Saturday—sunny, warm, and full of that last-bit-of-freedom feeling before college started in a few weeks. Eighteen-year-old Ethan had begged his mom for the car keys, promising he’d be careful. “Just a quick drive with the guys,” he’d said, flashing his most trustworthy smile. She hesitated but finally handed them over with a warning look. “No funny business, Ethan. And be back by dinner.”

With three friends crammed in the back seat, music blasting, Ethan felt invincible. He took the back roads too fast, laughing as he pushed the speed, showing off. Then came the sharp curve he knew like the back of his hand. He misjudged it—just a little. The tires squealed, the car fishtailed, and the passenger side scraped hard against an old oak tree. The impact wasn’t catastrophic, but it left a deep, ugly dent and a long scrape along the door.

His friends went pale. Ethan’s stomach dropped.

After dropping them off—muttering apologies—he drove home slowly, the radio off, every bump in the road making him wince. The house looked quiet when he pulled into the driveway. He sat there for a long minute, engine off, gathering courage.

When he finally walked inside, his mom, Sarah, was in the kitchen, chopping vegetables for dinner. She looked up, saw his face, and her expression shifted instantly.

“What happened?” she asked, voice low.

Ethan swallowed. “I… I messed up. The car. I dented it.”

She set the knife down carefully, her face strained. “Show me.”

They walked outside together. The late-afternoon sun glinted off the damaged metal. Sarah circled the car slowly, taking in the deep crease and the paint scratches. Her jaw tightened. When she finally spoke, her voice was quiet but shaking with anger.

“How did this happen, Ethan?”

He told her—haltingly—the speeding, the curve, the tree. He left out how much he’d been showing off. It didn’t matter; the evidence was right there.

She stared at the damage for another long moment, then turned to him. Her eyes were blazing.

“I trusted you,” she said. “I gave you the car because I thought you were responsible enough. And you come home with this?”

Ethan stared at his shoes. “I’m sorry, Mom. Really.”

She exhaled sharply. “I’m too angry to even talk about this right now. I have to leave for a three-day business trip first thing tomorrow morning, I still have to prepare for it, and I do not want to have to deal with this today. You’re going to your room. You will there for the rest of the day. No supper for you. Early bedtime. No phone, no TV, no computer, nothing. I do not want to see you or hear you. We’ll discuss this fully when I get back.”

He nodded mutely and went upstairs, closing his door behind him, banished.

The next morning, he woke to the sound of a car idling outside—an airport limo. He looked out his window just in time to see his mom walking towards the limo, suitcase in hand. The driver opened the back door for her. She got in. He put her bag in the trunk, got into the driver’s seat, and pulled away.

He went downstairs to the kitchen, hungry for having skipped dinner. There, pinned on the fridge was a note in her neat handwriting.

Ethan,

You’re grounded until I get back. No leaving the house except for emergencies. No friends over. No video games, no streaming, no phone calls unless it’s me checking in.

Chores for the next three days:

•  Clean the entire kitchen (cabinets, fridge, oven)

•  Vacuum and mop all floors downstairs

•  Wash, dry, and put away all laundry

•  Clean both bathrooms top to bottom

•  Mow the lawn and trim the edges

•  Wash the windows (inside and out)

I expect everything done well, not half-heartedly.

When I get back, unless you have a very good argument for why I shouldn’t, you’re going across my knee for a good hard long hairbrush spanking on your VERY bare bottom.

I love you, but you need to learn responsibility. Don’t disappoint me again.

Mom

Ethan read the note twice, his face burning. He stared at the second last paragraph, heart pounding. He re-read it once, twice, three times, each pass making his cheeks flush hotter. When I get back, unless you have a very good argument for why I shouldn’t, you’re going across my knee for a good hard long hairbrush spanking on your very bare bottom. — ‘very’ in all caps and underlined.

No way. This had to be a joke. Or a bluff. Right? He sank into a kitchen chair as his mind raced.

He hadn’t been spanked in years—not since he was a kid. The last time? He must have been ten, maybe eleven. It was for sneaking out to a neighbor’s pool after dark, lying about it when he got caught dripping wet on the kitchen floor. Mom had been furious then, too, dragging him to the living room, yanking down his swim trunks, and smacking his bare butt with her hand until he was bawling promises to never do it again. It stung like fire, but more than that, it was the embarrassment—the way she’d lectured him the whole time, her voice steady and disappointed. He’d avoided her eyes for days after.

But that was kid stuff. He was eighteen now. Legally an adult. She couldn’t just… spank him like some little kid. Could she? What if he refused? Would she ground him forever? Kick him out? No, she wouldn’t do that. She loved him, like the note said. This had to be a scare tactic, something to make him sweat over the next three days while he scrubbed the house top to bottom. Yeah, that made sense. She was pissed about the car—really pissed—and this was her way of twisting the knife, making him think about consequences without actually following through. Moms didn’t spank grown sons. It wasn’t… natural.

His eyes flicked back to the words: “across my knee.” God, that was the worst part. He pictured it—him, all six feet of awkward limbs, draped over her lap like he was ten again. In the living room? His room? Her room? The thought made his stomach twist with humiliation. He could feel the heat rising in his face just imagining it, the vulnerability, the loss of control. He wasn’t a kid anymore; he had dignity. Or at least, he thought he did until this note shredded it.

And “very bare bottom”? Why did she have to say that? It was so… specific. So childish and exposing. Not just “spanking” or “punishment”—no, she spelled it out, like she wanted him to visualize the whole embarrassing ordeal. And what did she mean by ‘very’? How can a bottom be ‘very’ bare as opposed to just plain bare? Was it to make it sound more serious? But at eighteen? It felt wrong, invasive. His mind flashed to the logistics: jeans down, boxers too? The cool air, the sting… He shook his head, trying to banish the image, but it lingered, making him shift uncomfortably in the chair.

Then there was the hairbrush. A hairbrush? He’d seen it in old movies or whatever, but Mom had never used one on him before. Her hand had been bad enough as a kid—what would a wooden brush feel like? Hard, unyielding, probably leaving bruises. He rubbed his backside absentmindedly, wincing at the phantom ache. The note said “good hard long”—that implied thorough, drawn-out. Minutes? How many swats? His heart raced; he could almost hear the sharp cracks echoing in his head.

He dropped the note on the table, running a hand through his hair. Okay, calm down. She said “unless you have a very good argument.” That was his out, and hers. He’d think of something—explain how it was an accident, promise to pay for the repairs with his summer job savings, swear he’d never drive recklessly again. By the time she got back, he’d have the house spotless, chores done perfectly. Maybe she’d cool off and laugh it off. But deep down, a nagging doubt crept in: Mom didn’t bluff. She followed through. Always. But she had left them that out, and he would use it.

With a sigh, he stood up and headed to the laundry room. Might as well start on the chores. Three days to think, to worry, to plan his defense.

The day dragged on in a haze of scrubbing, vacuuming, and sweat. By late afternoon, Ethan had finished the kitchen—every cabinet wiped, the fridge organized, the oven spotless—and moved on to the bathrooms. His arms ached, his back hurt, and every time he bent over to clean the tub, that last line of the note flashed in his mind. He tried to push it away, but it kept coming back.

By early evening, he was done the cleaning. Exhausted, he showered, ate a quick sandwich standing at the counter, and trudged upstairs. He told himself he’d just check email or something harmless, but his fingers moved almost on autopilot to the search bar.

He typed: mothers spanking adult sons

He hit enter, heart thumping.

The results were immediate and overwhelming. Forums, Reddit threads, personal blogs, even a few dedicated websites with titles like “Disciplined Sons” and “Maternal Discipline.” He clicked the first one—a long-running discussion board called “Adult Domestic Discipline.” The header read: “Where grown children learn respect the old-fashioned way.”

He scrolled, eyes wide.

One thread was titled “Mom still spanks me at 22—anyone else?”

The original poster wrote:

“I’m 22, live at home while I finish college. Last month I blew my curfew and came home drunk. Mom waited up, marched me to my room, pulled my pants and boxers down, and put me over her knee with the wooden hairbrush she’s had since I was little. It was the worst spanking of my life—long, hard, no mercy. I cried like a baby. Humiliating, but I’ve been perfect since. Anyone else still getting it from Mom as an adult?”

Replies poured in.

One guy:

“Yeah, I’m 19. Mom uses the hairbrush too. She says it’s ‘effective on bare skin.’ Last time was for lying about where I was. She made me strip from the waist down, count each swat out loud, and thank her after. I couldn’t sit for three days. It’s embarrassing as hell, but it works.”

Was that what ‘very’ bare meant? A full waist-down stripping? Not just a discrete underpants lowering once one over her knee? His junk just… out there? In front of his mom??

Another:

“24 here. Mom threatened it for years, then followed through when I skipped classes. She said I was acting like a child, so she’d treat me like one. Over her knee, bare, wooden spoon for a solid ten minutes. I begged, I sobbed, I promised everything. Neighbors probably heard. But I haven’t missed a class since.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. She had said ‘good hard long’. He had assumed that meant a couple of minutes, at the outside. But ten whole minutes??

He clicked another forum—“Moms Who Spank Grown Sons”—and found a pinned post:

Real Stories: My Son’s First Adult Spanking at 20

A mother wrote:

“My son thought he was too old for consequences. He borrowed the car, got a ticket, lied about it. I told him he’d be punished like when he was younger. I sat on the couch, had him lower his jeans and underwear, and spanked him with a short strap until his bottom was bright red and he was crying apologies. It lasted longer than when he was a kid—probably 150 licks. He was shaking when I finished. Now he’s respectful and on time. Discipline works at any age.”

More accounts followed—some from sons, some from mothers. One guy described being 21, home from college for summer break, getting the belt from his mom for failing classes. Another talked about his mom using a hairbrush on his bare bottom in front of his younger sister “to make the lesson stick.” A few mentioned being made to stand in the corner afterward with their red bottoms on display or having to write lines or apology letters.

Ethan clicked out of thread after thread, each one more detailed and real-sounding than the last. Some had photos—blurred or anonymous—of reddened backsides, hairbrushes laid out on dressers, even one of a young man standing in a corner, pants around his ankles. The comments were a mix of support and shock, but too many people chimed in with “yep, same here” or “my mom still does it too.”

He closed the laptop, stomach churning. Some weren’t fake. They couldn’t all be fake. People actually did this. Moms actually did this to grown sons.

He lay back on his bed, staring at the ceiling. The note was still pinned on the fridge downstairs. Across her knee. Very bare bottom. Hairbrush. Good hard long.

Two more days. He had two more days to finish the chores, to think of an argument, to convince himself it was all just a bluff.

But the doubt was louder now. And the humiliation felt a lot more real.

The second day started early. Ethan woke with the note still on his mind, the words burned into his brain. He dragged himself downstairs and tackled the remaining chores with grim determination—washing windows inside and out, scrubbing baseboards, folding the last loads of laundry. He kept going, trying to drown out the anxiety with physical work. By late afternoon, the house gleamed.

He showered, ate dinner alone in the quiet kitchen, and then retreated to his room. The laptop sat on his desk like a temptation he couldn’t ignore. He told himself he was just looking for more “evidence” that this was all a bluff. That’s what he told himself.

He typed in a new search: realistic mother son spanking videos

The results were different this time. Less forum chatter, more… direct. One site kept coming up at the top: Maternal Discipline Videos. The banner promised “Authentic, No-Holds-Barred Maternal Discipline for Adult Sons.” The tagline: “Guaranteed realism. No fake crying. No mercy.”

There was a free preview page. Ethan clicked it.

The preview clips were short—thirty seconds each—but they were enough. A young man, maybe twenty, stripped to his boxers, then ordered to lower them. A stern-looking woman in her forties—clearly an actress, but convincingly maternal—sat on a straight-backed chair and pulled him across her lap. The hairbrush came down hard, fast, and relentless. The sound was sharp, the reactions unmistakable: the boy’s legs kicking, his hands clawing at the carpet, genuine sobs breaking through. No over-the-top acting. Just raw, red-bottomed reality. The preview ended with him standing in the corner, bare, hands clasped behind his back, bottom glowing crimson.

Ethan’s pulse hammered. He clicked “Join Now.” The membership was $29.95 for the month. He hesitated only a second, then entered his card details. He needed to know. Needed to see how bad it could really be.

The member area loaded. Categories: “First Adult Spankings,” “Hairbrush Classics,” “Corner Time & Lectures,” “Bare Bottom Discipline.” Dozens of videos, all professionally shot, all featuring actors who looked convincingly like college-aged sons and their no-nonsense moms.

He started with one titled “Wrecked the Car – Mom’s Hairbrush Lesson” (the title alone made his stomach flip).

The scene opened in a living room. A tall, lanky young man in jeans and a hoodie stood in front of a seated woman. She lectured him calmly, firmly—about trust, responsibility, consequences. Then she ordered him to take down his jeans and boxers. He hesitated, protested softly. She didn’t raise her voice; she just waited. He complied, face burning, stepping out of his clothes until he stood completely naked from the waist down, all his junk fully visible to the “mom”.

She patted her lap. He went over it awkwardly, long legs dangling. The hairbrush—thick, wooden, oval—came down in a steady rhythm. No warm-up. No pauses. The camera caught everything: the way his bottom flattened under each swat, the color blooming from pink to deep red, the way his body jerked with every impact. He tried to stay stoic at first, then broke—gasps turning to yelps, yelps to full-throated howls. He begged, promised, sobbed. She kept going, steady and unrelenting, until his bottom was a swollen, fiery mess. They may have been paid actors, but there was no doubting the reality of that spanking. Red asses and true tears don’t lie.

When it was over, she stood him up. He stood there, hands at his sides, tears streaming, again fully exposed—penis and testicles on full display—as she lectured him again. “You’ll think twice before you’re so reckless again, won’t you?” He nodded frantically, sniffling. Then she sent him to the corner, nose to the wall, hands behind his back, bare red bottom on show. The camera lingered on him suffering for a few minutes before the video ended.

Ethan watched three more videos, each one more intense. In one, the “son” was made to count each swat aloud, thanking his “mom” after every ten. In another, the lecture came after the spanking, while he stood naked, hands clasped on his head, bottom still throbbing. Cornertime was a constant—always bare, always humiliating, always long enough to let the lesson sink in.

By the time he closed the laptop, his face was hot, his heart racing, and a strange mix of dread and fascination churned in his gut. These weren’t cartoons or bad acting. They looked real. They sounded real. And if his mom followed through…

He lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling, the images replaying behind his eyes. One more day. One more day until she got back.

The third day felt endless. Ethan had finished every last chore by noon—grass mowed and trimmed, windows sparkling, laundry folded and put away, even the garage swept out for good measure. The house looked better than it had in months, a silent plea for mercy. He’d showered twice, changed into clean clothes, and tried to eat lunch, but his stomach was a knot.

By mid-afternoon, he was pacing his room, glancing at the clock every few minutes. Mom’s flight was supposed to land at 3:15. She’d texted once, a simple “On my way home” at 3:45. That was it. No warmth, no reassurance. Just the truth: she was coming.

His anxiety climbed with every passing minute. He sat at his desk, pen in hand, and forced himself to write the list he’d been rehearsing in his head for three days. He needed arguments. Good ones. Convincing ones. Something that would make her pause, maybe even smile and say, “Okay, you’re right.”

He titled the page in neat block letters:

Very Good Reasons Why I Shouldn’t Be Spanked

1.  I’m 18—an adult. Legally, I can vote, sign contracts, join the military. Spanking is for children. I’m not a child anymore. It would be inappropriate and humiliating for someone my age.

2.  I’ve already been punished. Three full days of hard chores, no phone, no friends, no freedom. The house is spotless. I’ve suffered consequences. That should be enough.

3.  I’m truly sorry. I know I messed up. I drove recklessly, I risked everyone’s safety, I damaged your car. I feel awful about it. I’ve learned my lesson without needing anything more.

4.  I’ll pay for the repairs. I’ll use all my summer job money. I’ll work extra shifts if I have to. I’ll make it right financially. That’s a real, adult consequence.

5.  I’ll earn back your trust. No more borrowing the car without permission. I’ll follow every rule you set. I’ll prove I’m responsible from now on. Spanking won’t change that; my actions will.

He read the list over and over, tweaking a word here, underlining a point there. His handwriting grew shakier with each pass. He folded the paper carefully, tucked it into his back pocket, and stood up to pace again.

The clock ticked past 4:30. Then 4:45.

He heard the sound of tires on the driveway.

His heart slammed against his ribs. The front door opened, keys jingled in the bowl, suitcase wheels rolled across the tile.

“Ethan?” her voice called from downstairs—calm, controlled, but with that same edge he’d heard three days ago.

He swallowed hard, wiped sweaty palms on his jeans, and forced his legs to move toward the stairs.

She was home.

Sarah took her suitcase and disappeared into her room telling him they’ll talk down in the living room once she’s unpacked. Ethan hovered at the top of the stairs, listening to the faint sounds of drawers opening and closing, zippers being undone. Every noise made his stomach twist tighter. He made his way down to the living room and took a seat in an armchair.

About twenty minutes later, her footsteps came down the stairs—slow, deliberate. She appeared in the living room doorway, hairbrush already in her hand. It was the heavy wooden one she kept on her dresser, oval-shaped, dark oak. She didn’t wave it around; she just held it loosely at her side, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She seated herself on the couch, legs crossed, hairbrush resting on her knee. She patted the spot beside her.

“Come here and sit.”

He got up, walked over nervously, and sat on the edge of the cushion, as far from her as he could without looking like he was trying to escape. His face was burning; he could feel the heat radiating off his cheeks. His hands fidgeted in his lap.

She looked at him steadily. “I’ve had three days to think about this. I’m not angry anymore. But I’m still disappointed. And I still think you need to learn a lesson.”

Ethan’s mouth opened before he could stop himself. His voice came out higher than usual, shaky, almost childish. “M-Mom… you said… you said unless I had a very good argument. And I—I do! I have lots! Really good ones!”

She raised an eyebrow, waiting.

He fumbled in his back pocket, fingers trembling so badly he almost dropped the folded paper. He smoothed it out on his knee, cleared his throat, and started reading, voice cracking on every other word.

“Um… number one: I’m eighteen. I’m an adult. Legally, I can vote and sign contracts and… and join the army. Spanking is for kids. I’m not a kid anymore. It would be… it would be inappropriate and really humiliating for someone my age.”

He glanced up. Her expression hadn’t changed.

He kept going, faster now, words tumbling out. “Number two: I’ve already been punished. Three whole days of chores—hard ones. The house is perfect. I didn’t go anywhere, didn’t see friends, didn’t even use my phone. That’s… that’s consequences, right? That should be enough.”

She tilted her head slightly.

“Number three: I’m really, really sorry. I know I messed up bad. I drove like an idiot, I risked everyone, I dented your car. I feel awful. I’ve learned my lesson. I swear.”

His voice cracked again. “Number four: I’ll pay for the repairs. All of it. From my summer job money. I’ll work extra shifts. That’s… that’s a real grown-up consequence.”

He looked at her pleadingly. She just watched him, silent.

He took a shaky breath. “You said unless I have a very good argument. These are good arguments. Please, Mom. Just… please.”

He looked up at her, eyes wide, hopeful, terrified.

Sarah let the silence stretch for a long moment. Then she sighed softly, almost gently.

“Ethan,” she said, voice quiet but firm. “Those are all very nice points. You’ve clearly thought about this a lot. But they don’t change anything.”

She lifted the hairbrush slightly, resting it across her lap again.

“You’re still going across my knee. Right here, right now.”

Ethan’s eyes went wide, the paper slipping from his trembling fingers onto the carpet. His voice cracked again, higher, more desperate. “Mom, please… please don’t. I—I’ll do anything else. Extra chores for a month. I’ll pay for the whole repair myself. I’ll never touch the car again. I swear, I swear I’ve learned. Don’t… don’t do this. I’m begging you.”

He leaned forward, hands clasped together, tears already pricking the corners of his eyes. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. Please, Mom. I’m not a little kid. I can’t… I can’t go over your knee like that. It’s too much. Please.”

Sarah’s expression softened for just a second—only a flicker of sympathy—before it hardened again into quiet resolve. She set the hairbrush down on the coffee table with a soft thud.

“Ethan,” she said gently, but firmly, “I know you’re sorry. And I know you think you’ve suffered enough. But words and chores aren’t the same as real consequences. You need to feel this lesson, the way you felt it when you were younger. You need to understand that actions have weight—real, physical weight. And you need to remember it the next time you think about being reckless.”

She paused, letting the words sink in. Ethan shook his head frantically, tears spilling over now.

“No, Mom, please—”

She cut him off, voice steady. “Stand up.”

He froze.

“Stand up, Ethan.”

Slowly, legs shaking, he rose from the couch. His face was scarlet, tears streaking his cheeks. He looked down at the floor, unable to meet her eyes.

“Now,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument, “remove your clothing.”

The room went deathly quiet. Ethan’s breath hitched. He looked up at her, eyes huge with shock.

“W-what?”

“Every stitch,” she said calmly. “Everything off. Right now.”

He stared at her, mouth opening and closing like a fish. “All… all of it? Mom, no… please, not… not everything. I—I can’t. That’s… that’s too much.”

She didn’t flinch. “Yes, everything. I’ve thought about this while I was away. You’re going to learn responsibility today, Ethan. But you’re also going to learn humility. You thought you were grown up enough to drive like that, to risk your life and your friends’ lives. You thought you were too old for consequences. So you’ll stand here, completely bare, and take what’s coming.”

She leaned back slightly, waiting. The hairbrush gleamed on the table beside her.

Ethan’s hands hovered uselessly at his sides. His whole body trembled. Fresh tears slid down his face as he realized—truly realized—that she wasn’t bluffing. ‘Very’ bare meant bare naked, everything off. And there was no way out.

His hands shook so badly he could barely grip the hem of his shirt. He looked at his mother one last time, eyes pleading, but her expression was calm, unyielding.

Slowly, miserably, he pulled his T-shirt over his head and let it drop to the floor. His sneakers came off next, then his socks. His jeans followed, the belt buckle clinking as he fumbled with it. He stepped out of them, standing in just his boxers, arms wrapped around his bare torso as if that could shield him from what was coming.

He looked up at her, voice small and broken. “Mom… please. Just… just these? Can I keep my boxers on? Please? It’ll hurt just as much, I swear. I’ll still feel everything. Please don’t make me… don’t make me take them off.”

Sarah shook her head slowly. “No, Ethan. Every stitch. You need to understand how serious this is. And you need to feel completely vulnerable while you learn your lesson. No hiding. No pretending you’re still in control, because you most certainly are not.”

His lip trembled. Fresh tears spilled over. “Mom… please…”

She didn’t repeat herself. She simply waited, hairbrush resting across her lap.

With a choked sob, Ethan turned away from her, back to her, shoulders hunched. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of his boxers. He hesitated for a long moment, then slowly pushed them down. They slid past his hips, down his thighs, and pooled at his ankles. He stepped out of them, kicking them aside with the rest of his clothes.

For the moment he stayed turned away, hunched forward, both hands cupped protectively over his genitals. His shoulders shook with silent sobs.

Sarah watched him in silence, the room so quiet she could hear the faint tremor in his breathing, the soft hitches of suppressed crying. Ethan stood there, back to her, every line of his body screaming mortification—shoulders rounded, spine curved inward, knees pressed together as though he could somehow make himself smaller, disappear into the carpet.

Her eyes drifted—inevitably, unavoidably—down to the pale, unmarked curve of his bare bottom.

The first time she’d seen it in years.

A rueful little smile tugged at the corner of her mouth, soft and private and bittersweet.

Despite all that grown-up architecture, the posture was pure little-boy shame: bottom clenched tight, cheeks drawn inward as though he could will them to vanish, legs trembling, toes curling against the rug.

She remembered the last time—him ten years old, skinny legs kicking, bottom pink and bouncing under her palm while he wailed promises into the air. Back then she’d felt only anger and determination. Now… now there was something else layered beneath it. Recognition. Memory. A strange, aching tenderness for the boy he’d been and the young man he was trying so hard to be.

But tenderness didn’t mean mercy. Not today.

Sarah had done her own quiet research during those three days away—late nights in a sterile hotel room, laptop open, incognito tab after incognito tab. She’d found the same forums he had, the same Reddit threads, the same uneasy mix of nostalgia, shame, and reluctant gratitude. She’d read young men—some older than Ethan—describe in raw, halting detail what really stayed with them years later.

Not the pain. Not really. The embarrassment.

The moment their waistbands slid past their hips. The cool air on suddenly naked skin. The knowledge that their own mother was looking at them—really looking—at the most private parts of their bodies. The way they couldn’t hide, couldn’t posture, couldn’t pretend anymore. That was what carved the lesson deepest. Not the number of swats, not the implement. The naked vulnerability. The stripping away of every last pretense of adulthood. One blogger she had read had called it “birthday suit discipline”. That had stuck with her as something Jason needed.

And she’d read the other stories too—the ones that made her lips press into a thin line. The mothers who’d gone too light. A few quick swats over jeans, a token hand-spanking, something the boys could shrug off later with their friends, turn into a joke. “Yeah, Mom tried to spank me, lol, like I’m still ten.” She’d seen how those boys tested boundaries again within weeks. How the lesson never quite landed.

No. If she was going to do this—and she was—she would do it properly. He would remember. Every second.

The sound of her own slow exhale finally broke the silence. She set the hairbrush down on the coffee table again—deliberate, audible—and spoke, voice low and calm.

“Turn around, Ethan.”

He didn’t move at first.

“Turn around. Hands at your sides.”

With another broken sound, he slowly pivoted to face her. His face was scarlet, eyes squeezed shut, tears dripping from his chin. He forced his hands down to his sides, though every instinct screamed to continue covering himself. He stood there, completely naked, trembling, exposed in every possible way.

His slight frame seemed even smaller now, stripped of every layer of protection. At six feet he had the height of a man, but the body beneath still carried the unfinished edges of late adolescence—narrow shoulders, slim hips, long coltish legs that hadn’t quite filled out with muscle. A light scattering of dark hair dusted his chest, trailed thinly down his flat stomach, and thickened only modestly at his groin. Below that, everything was heartbreakingly bare and vulnerable.

His circumcised penis hung soft and shrunken against his thigh, the pale pink head peeking timidly from the foreskin’s absence, retreating as far as anatomy would allow from the mortifying exposure. His testicles, loose and heavy from the warm room, dangled unevenly—one noticeably lower than the other, swaying slightly with each unsteady breath. The asymmetry only added to the sense of helpless imperfection, as though even this most private part of him couldn’t manage to look composed.

His knees shook visibly, small rapid tremors that traveled up his thin thighs. His hands, obediently at his sides, trembled so violently the fingers jerked like startled insects. Every few seconds his shoulders would hunch further, as if trying to fold his whole upper body inward and shield what little dignity remained. But there was no shielding possible. Not anymore.

His face had gone beyond flushed to a full, blazing tomato red that crept from his collarbones all the way to the roots of his hair. Sweat beaded along his hairline despite the cool air; a few drops slid slowly down his temples to join the steady tracks of tears. His lips quivered, parted slightly, each exhale coming in short, shaky huffs. He couldn’t look at her. Couldn’t look anywhere. His gaze kept dropping—first to the carpet between them, then, helplessly, involuntarily, to her lap.

That lap.

The place he would soon be folded across. The place where he would be reduced to kicking legs and broken sobs and promises he already meant with every fiber of his being. He stared at the soft navy fabric of her slacks, at the slight crease where her thighs met, at the empty space waiting for his long, gangly body to fill it. His eyes lingered there with something between terror and desperate longing for the current part of his naked ordeal to end.

Sarah looked at him steadily, her voice calm and measured.

“You thought you were grown up enough to drive recklessly, to put your life and your friends’ lives at risk. You thought you were too old for consequences. But look at you now. Standing here, bare as the day you were born, crying like a little boy who knows he’s done wrong. This is what happens when you act without thinking. This is what it means to face the consequences of your choices. I’m going to spank you hard, Ethan—long and thorough—until your bottom is bright red and sore, and you truly understand that actions have real, painful results. And when it’s over, you’ll remember this every time you think about being careless again.”

She patted her lap once, firmly.

“Now come here. Over my knee.”

Ethan let out a small, broken whimper. His feet moved almost against his will, carrying him the few steps to her side. With one last, desperate glance at her face, he lowered himself awkwardly across her lap, long limbs dangling, bare bottom upturned and vulnerable.

She adjusted him slightly, settling him into position, one arm securing his waist.

During those three days away—alone in the hotel room after long meetings, when the house and the dented car and her frightened son were hundreds of miles distant—she too had opened her laptop in the dark. She too had searched. Not out of idle curiosity, but with deliberate, almost clinical intent.

She had wanted to know exactly what was possible.

She had wanted to know how much pain a wooden hairbrush could deliver to an adult male bottom—eighteen years old, physically fit, no medical conditions—without crossing into actual harm. Without breaking skin. Without causing bruising so deep it lingered for weeks. Without risking anything that might turn discipline into abuse.

She had found instructional videos first—amateur ones, grainy, poorly lit, but earnest. Then she had found the more polished productions, the same Maternal Discipline site Ethan had stumbled across. She had seen some of the same “mothers” and “sons.” She had watched—carefully, repeatedly—pausing, rewinding, studying angles and reactions and skin color changes.

She watched one particular video three times—a twenty-three-minute scene titled “Reckless Driving Consequences.” The “son” (clearly an actor in his early twenties) received 187 strokes with a thick oval brush not unlike hers. His bottom progressed from pale to flamingo pink to angry scarlet to deep burgundy with distinct oval imprints. By the end he was draped limply across the woman’s lap, sobbing uncontrollably, legs trembling. Yet when the camera zoomed in afterward—clinical, almost medical—there was no broken skin, no lacerations, no blood. Just profound, livid swelling and a surface temperature high enough that the actor winced visibly when the “mother” finally allowed him to stand.

The comments from the poor actor beneath confirmed what she already suspected: after the scene had been filmed he sat gingerly for four days, couldn’t wear tight jeans for a week, but returned to normal activities within hours. No ER visit. No lasting damage. Just memory.

Sarah had closed the laptop each night feeling something close to relief.

She could go quite hard—very hard, in fact—without even a modicum of injury. The human gluteal region was remarkably resilient when struck correctly: broad, flat implement, consistent rhythm, no off center strikes or targeting of bone or coccyx or kidneys. The videos proved it. The anatomy supported it. Her own memory of spanking him as a child supported it too—his little bottom had always turned bright pink under her palm and faded within minutes even, never a bruise.

Bolstered by the confidence of her research, she raised the hairbrush high.

The first swat landed with a vicious, explosive crack right across the fullest part of Ethan’s bare bottom—and the pain was nothing like he’d expected.

It wasn’t just a sting. It was white-hot, blinding, like someone had pressed a red-hot iron brand straight into his flesh and held it there. The shock of it ripped the air from his lungs; his whole body convulsed, legs jerking straight out as if electrocuted. He’d seen the videos—dozens of them, actors taking it, howling, turning red—but nothing, nothing had prepared him for how deep and immediate and unbearable the real thing felt.

This wasn’t pain he could grit his teeth through. This was torture. Pure, searing torture that exploded outward from the impact point and radiated through every nerve in his lower body. His mind screamed one coherent thought: I can’t bear this. I can’t. I can’t.

The second swat followed before he could even draw breath, landing just below the first, doubling the fire, layering agony on top of agony so fast there was no time to recover, no space between strokes to process. Each crack of the hairbrush felt like a fresh betrayal of his own skin—sharp, deep, unyielding. His bottom was already throbbing, already swelling, already screaming for mercy, and she had barely started!

He knew what the actors in those videos had endured now—not pretend, not staged, but the exact same merciless reality he was living. And the thought that flashed through his tear-blurred mind was crystal clear: there wasn’t enough money in the world—not a million dollars, not ten million—to make anyone volunteer for this! Not once. Not ever. The humiliation was bad enough, but the pain… the pain was something else entirely. It stripped away every pretense of adulthood, every shred of composure, reducing him instantly to a kicking, sobbing, pleading boy who would have done anything—anything—to make it stop.

“Mom—oww!—please! Stop! I can’t—I can’t take it!” His voice broke into a high, frantic wail as the brush kept falling, fast and relentless, painting his bottom in overlapping sheets of fire.

But she didn’t speak. Didn’t slow. Didn’t pause. If anything, the spanking only grew fiercer.

Sarah shifted her grip slightly, securing his waist more firmly, and the hairbrush began targeting the most sensitive areas with merciless precision: the tender sit-spots where bottom met thigh, the soft undercurve that made every nerve scream. Each swat now landed with even greater force, the cracks ringing out sharper, faster, overlapping so there was never a second of relief.

The pain transcended anything he had ever known. It wasn’t just burning anymore; it was a deep, throbbing inferno that pulsed with his heartbeat, each fresh impact sending shockwaves up his spine and down his kicking legs. His mind, overwhelmed, simply collapsed inward. All thoughts of arguments, of being eighteen, of dignity, of the videos he’d watched—they evaporated. There was only the fire, the impossible sting, the unbearable reality of being held down and punished like a very small child.

His cries turned raw, infantile. No more coherent begging, no more promises. Just high, hiccupping sobs and wordless wails that rose and fell with the rhythm of the hairbrush.

“Waaah! M-Mommy! Owww! Owww! Nooo!”

The word slipped out unbidden—“Mommy”—and once it did, it kept coming, over and over, a toddler’s desperate cry as the spanking drove him further and further back into helpless little-boy territory.

His legs thrashed uselessly, toes pointed, heels drumming the air in frantic little kicks. His free hand clawed at the couch cushion beside him, fingers scrabbling for something, anything, to hold onto while the world narrowed to the blazing agony across his bottom and the iron grip around his waist keeping him pinned in place. Snot ran from his nose, tears soaked his cheeks and dripped in fat drops onto the fabric below his face. His whole body shuddered with each sob, each convulsive hiccup.

“Mommy—please—waaah!—hurts! Hurts so bad! Sorry! Sorry! Waaah!”

He was gone—completely regressed. No trace remained of the tall, lanky eighteen-year-old who had driven too fast with his friends. There was only a naked, red-bottomed, crying toddler draped across his mother’s lap, kicking and bawling without shame, reduced to the most primitive state of remorse and helplessness.

Sarah kept the same relentless pace, the hairbrush rising and falling like a metronome of correction, until every last illusion of maturity had been scorched away, until the only thing left was a thoroughly punished little boy who knew, beyond any doubt, that he had been very, very naughty and that Mommy was making sure he would never forget it.

Only then—when his bottom was a deep, angry scarlet, swollen and hot to the touch, and his cries had dissolved into exhausted, shuddering whimpers—did the spanking finally, slowly, come to an end.

Sarah finally set the hairbrush down on the coffee table with a soft clack. The room was quiet except for Ethan’s ragged, hiccupping sobs.

She slid her arm from around his waist and gently helped him up, guiding him off her lap until he was standing on shaky legs in front of her. His knees wobbled; he nearly buckled, but she steadied him with a hand on his elbow until he found his balance.

Tears poured down his flushed, blotchy face in steady streams. His mouth hung open in silent, trembling gasps between cries. Both hands flew instantly to his bottom, fingers splayed wide as he clutched the blazing, swollen cheeks, trying desperately to knead away the fire that consumed them. He danced in place—hopping from one foot to the other, hips twisting, knees pumping—completely lost in the frantic need to ease the unbearable sting.

He was utterly oblivious to how exposed he still was: his penis and testicles bounced and spun wildly with every jerky movement, swinging back and forth in helpless little arcs as he pranced and whimpered. Nothing mattered except the throbbing agony across his backside.

Sarah watched him for a full minute, arms folded loosely in her lap, a small, rueful grin tugging at the corner of her mouth. There was no mockery in it—just quiet, almost fond exasperation, the look of a mother who had seen this dance before, though never quite like this.

Finally, she spoke, voice soft but clear.

“Are you done, Ethan?”

He froze mid-hop, chest heaving, tears still sliding down his cheeks. He looked at her through blurry eyes, hands still clamped to his burning bottom, and gave a tiny, miserable nod.

She leaned forward slightly. “I expect you’ve learned your lesson.”

Another small, frantic nod. His lower lip quivered.

“You’re forgiven,” she said simply. “No more punishment. The insurance will cover the car repairs. We’ll get it fixed, and that will be the end of it.”

She paused, letting the words settle.

“But no repeats, right? Ever.”

Ethan sniffled hard, wiped his nose with the back of one wrist, and managed a thick, broken whisper.

“N-no, Mommy. Never. I promise. Never again.”

She studied him for a long moment, then gave a single nod.

“Good boy.”

She reached out and brushed a damp strand of hair from his forehead, her touch gentle now.

“Go upstairs and put something soft on, maybe those nice soft flannel pajamas I got you last Christmas, then come back down. We’ll have some ice cream and we can discuss college courses.”

Ethan stood there another second, still clutching his bottom, still sniffling, then turned and started moving.

She watched as Ethan shuffled slowly toward the stairs, his hands still clamped to his swollen, crimson bottom, each careful step making him wince and hiss softly under his breath. His shoulders were rounded, head bowed, the picture of a thoroughly chastened boy. She let out a quiet breath, the tension of the last few minutes finally easing from her own frame.

She stood up from the couch and bent to gather the pile of clothes he’d left scattered across the floor—sneakers, socks, jeans, T-shirt, boxers—all of them in a haphazard heap, exactly where they’d fallen in his miserable stripping. One by one she picked them up, shaking out the jeans, folding the shirt neatly, rolling the socks into a pair. She smoothed the fabric of his boxers between her fingers for a moment, then folded them too, stacking everything into a tidy bundle she could carry upstairs later.

As she worked, a single thought settled over her with quiet certainty: this spanking had been long overdue.

Not just because of the car, though that had been the final straw. No, it had been building for months—maybe longer. The little lies about where he’d been, the way he’d started talking back with that teenage edge, the growing sense that he thought the rules didn’t quite apply to him now that he was “almost” an adult. She’d let too much slide, hoping he’d grow out of it on his own, hoping college would straighten him out. But eighteen or not, he was still living under her roof, still driving her car, still acting like consequences were optional.

Today had been necessary. Painful for both of them, yes—but necessary. And looking at the neat pile in her arms, at the empty living room, at the memory of his tear-streaked face and kicking legs, she felt a strange, bittersweet relief. The lesson had landed. Deeply. He wouldn’t soon forget it.

She carried the clothes to the foot of the stairs and set them on the bottom step, then turned toward the kitchen. She’d give him a few minutes to compose himself, to pull on those loose pajamas she’d gifted him, to let the first sharp edge of the sting settle into a dull, throbbing ache.

Then they’d sit at the table with ice cream, and she’d talk to him—not as a little boy anymore, but as the young man he was trying (and failing) to become.

And if he ever needed another reminder… well. She walked over to the coffee table, picked up the hairbrush, and looked around. Ah, the mantle. She placed it there, in full view of him or anybody else who might visit. A gentle reminder each time he saw it. It would stay right there until she needed it again. It wasn’t going anywhere.


Sweet Addiction

Emily and Jack had been married for just three months, their honeymoon glow still fresh like the paint on their new apartment walls. They were the picture of young love—sharing everything from morning coffee rituals to a joint bank account, dreaming of their first real vacation together. Emily envisioned sandy beaches in Mexico; Jack nodded along, his mind already wandering to the colorful world on his tablet screen.

It started innocently enough. Jack downloaded Candy Crush Saga one lazy Sunday afternoon, lured by a friend’s recommendation. “It’s just a puzzle game,” he told himself, matching candies and blasting through levels with satisfying pops and explosions. But soon, the game hooked him deeper than he expected. Those tricky levels, the limited lives, the tantalizing boosters—he couldn’t stop. At night, while Emily scrolled through vacation deals on her phone, Jack would sneak off to the couch, his thumb swiping furiously.

The addiction escalated quietly. When lives ran out, he’d buy more. Gold bars for extra moves and boosters—small purchases at first, a dollar here, five there. But as the levels hardened, so did his resolve. In one month alone, the charges piled up: $300 vanished into the digital abyss. Days blurred with $50 spent on a Tuesday frenzy, $60 on a Wednesday binge. He justified it each time: “Just this once to beat the level.” The shared account meant nothing to him in the heat of the moment; it was all virtual, after all.

Emily noticed the anomaly during her monthly budget review. A large payment flagged on the statement—$300 to some app store. Her brow furrowed. “What the heck?” she muttered, logging into the account details. As she scrolled, her eyes widened in disbelief. Charge after charge, timestamped like a diary of obsession: $20 at 2 a.m., $50 during lunch hour, $60 on a weekend afternoon. All to Candy Crush. “This can’t be right,” she whispered, her heart sinking. That money was their vacation fund—the one they’d scrimped for, skipping dinners out and movie nights. Mexico was slipping away, replaced by pixelated sweets.

Fury boiled up as she stormed into the living room, where Jack sat cross-legged on the floor, tablet in hand, oblivious in his candy-coated trance. “Jack!” she shouted, snatching the device mid-swipe. He looked up, startled, his face flushing red.

“What? Hey, I was about to beat that level!”

She thrust the phone screen at him, the charges glaring like accusations. “Beat the level? You’ve been beating our savings! Three hundred dollars in just one month on this stupid game? We share the account, Jack! That was our money—beaches, sunsets, us together. Not… not gold bars for candy!”

He shrank back, the sheepish grin of a caught child spreading across his face. “I… I didn’t realize it added up that fast. It was just to keep going, you know? The game gets hard, and I got hooked. I’m sorry, Em. Really.”

“Sorry? Sorry doesn’t buy plane tickets!” Her voice cracked with anger, but beneath it lurked hurt. This was their new life, and he’d gambled it on a game. “Give me your tablet. Now!”

He handed it over without protest, his eyes downcast. Emily unlocked it—same password as everything else in their shared world—and navigated to the app. With deliberate taps, she held the screen up for him to see, then pressed delete. The icon vanished with a digital whoosh, gone forever in front of his widening eyes. “No more,” she said firmly.

But the anger lingered, unsatisfied. She paced to the kitchen, rummaging through drawers with clattering intensity until her fingers closed around it: a large wooden salad spoon, sturdy and unyielding, the kind meant for tossing greens but now heavy with implication. She returned, holding it like a sceptre, her gaze locked on his.

“Jack,” she said, her tone a mix of resolve and challenge, “do you think you deserve a punishment for what you did?”

Jack’s eyes darted from Emily’s stern face to the wooden spoon in her hand, its broad, flat surface suddenly looking far more menacing than any kitchen utensil had a right to. The realization hit him like a level-ending party bomb in his now-deleted game: she wasn’t just venting anger or making a point. This was a threat—a real, old-fashioned spanking. His throat tightened, and he gulped audibly, shifting uncomfortably on the living room floor. Worry etched lines across his forehead; he’d never been spanked growing up, not once. His parents had favored lectures, leaving him blissfully ignorant of the sting of discipline. But Emily? He knew her stories—strict mom, no-nonsense household where misbehavior meant swift, memorable consequences.

She tapped the spoon against her palm, the soft thwack echoing in the tense silence. “Well? Do you think you deserve a punishment for what you did?” she repeated, her voice steady but laced with expectation.

He looked away, cheeks burning hotter than before. “I… I suppose so,” he mumbled sheepishly, the words tumbling out like reluctant candies in a tough level.

Emily nodded, a flicker of satisfaction crossing her features. “Good. Because if I’d been as irresponsible as you growing up—wasting money we didn’t have on something so stupid—my mom would’ve put me across her knee and beat my bare ass tomato red with a wooden spoon just like this.” She held it up for emphasis, her grip firm.

Jack gulped again, his imagination running wild with vivid, unwelcome images. The room felt smaller, the air thicker, as the weight of his actions—and what might come next—settled over him like a heavy blanket.

Jack’s voice cracked as he sat up straighter, hands clasped in front of him like a supplicant. “Emily, wait—I know I deserve it, okay? I messed up big time. But… but this is the first bad thing I’ve ever done to you. To us. Maybe you could forgive me just this once? Please?”

She shook her head, the wooden spoon still firm in her grasp, her expression unyielding. “Forgiveness comes after punishment and repentance, not before,” she replied, echoing the words that had been drilled into her by her strict mom all those years ago. “That’s how it works, Jack. You can’t skip consequences.”

Jack’s heart pounded in his chest like a drumbeat. He shifted on the floor, his knees digging into the carpet, feeling smaller than he ever had in their short marriage. The wooden spoon in her hand seemed to grow larger with each passing second.

Finally, he relented, his shoulders slumping in defeat. The sheepish admission earlier had been one thing, but this… this was surrender. He looked up at her, his blue eyes wide with a mix of apprehension and resignation. “Okay, Em,” he whispered, his voice barely above a hoarse croak. “I’ll take it. For you. For us. I deserve it. How… how do you want me?”

Emily’s lips curved into a determined smile, not cruel but resolute, the kind of expression that said she was committed to seeing this through for both their sakes. She set the spoon down momentarily on the coffee table with a deliberate clack, then crossed her arms, appraising him like a coach before a big play. “Bare ass naked, over my knee,” she stated matter-of-factly, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. “That’s how it’s done properly. No shortcuts, Jack. You need to feel the full weight of what you did—literally.”

His face flushed a deeper crimson, heat rising from his neck to his ears. Bare ass naked? The words hung in the air, intimate and humiliating in equal measure. They’d been naked together plenty of times, of course—honeymoon bliss and all—but this was different. This was vulnerability stripped bare, pun intended, with no romance to soften the edges. He gulped again, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly, and nodded slowly. “Alright,” he murmured, standing up on shaky legs. The living room felt oppressively warm now, the air thick with anticipation.

Emily moved with purpose, pulling over a sturdy chair from the dining table—the straight-backed armless one, perfect for what she had in mind. She sat down and gestured for him to hurry. “Come on, Jack. Clothes off. All of them.”

He hesitated for a split second, his fingers fumbling at the hem of his t-shirt. This was surreal; part of him wanted to laugh it off as a joke, but her serious gaze told him otherwise. With a deep breath, he peeled off the shirt, revealing his lean torso, the one she’d traced with affectionate fingers just last night. Next came the sweatpants, sliding down his legs in a whisper of fabric, pooling at his ankles. He stepped out of them, kicking them aside, now standing in just his boxers. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on his skin, or maybe it was the nerves. Emily raised an eyebrow, waiting.

“Those too,” she said softly but firmly.

Jack hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out naked as the day he was born. He felt exposed, ridiculous even, his hands instinctively moving to cover himself before he forced them to his sides. The carpet fibers tickled his bare feet, grounding him in the moment. Emily patted her lap expectantly. “Over my knee, Jack. Face down, butt up.”

He approached awkwardly, like a man walking the plank, and lowered himself across her lap. His torso draped over one side, his legs the other, his bare bottom positioned vulnerably in the center. The contact of his skin against her clothed thighs was intimate, a stark contrast that heightened his embarrassment. He could feel the warmth of her body through the fabric, a reminder of their closeness even in this disciplinary act. Emily adjusted him slightly, making sure he was balanced, her hand resting lightly on his lower back for a moment.

“Ready?” she asked, picking up the spoon again. It felt heavier in her hand now, laden with purpose.

“I… yeah,” he replied, his voice muffled by his head’s position near the carpet. But inside, his mind raced: What would it feel like? Would it hurt as much as he imagined? I guess I’m about to find out… He braced himself, muscles tensing.

The first swat landed with a sharp crack, the wooden spoon connecting squarely with his right cheek. It wasn’t gentle—a solid, stinging smack that made him yelp in surprise. The pain bloomed instantly, a hot bloom spreading across his skin. Emily didn’t pause; she delivered the next one to the left cheek, crack, then alternated, crack crack, building a rhythm like a metronome of retribution. Each impact echoed in the room, the spoon’s flat surface leaving red imprints that quickly merged into a broader flush.

“Ow! Em, that hurts!” Jack protested after the fifth or sixth, his legs kicking involuntarily.

“It’s supposed to hurt,” she replied calmly, her arm swinging with measured force. “That’s the point. You wasted our money—our future—on a game. Think about that with every swat.” She intensified the pace, targeting the sit spots where thigh met buttock, knowing from her own childhood memories that those areas smarted the most and lingered longest. The spoon danced across his bare flesh: crack! crack! crack! Each one elicited a gasp or a grunt from him, his body squirming despite his efforts to stay still.

Jack’s initial shock gave way to real discomfort as the spanking continued. Ten swats turned to twenty, the heat building like a bonfire on his backside. He gripped the chair’s legs, knuckles whitening, his mind flashing back to the app store charges—the impulsive taps that had led to this. “I’m sorry!” he blurted out around the thirtieth swat, tears pricking at his eyes. The pain was cumulative, each new strike layering onto the tenderized skin, making it throb with intensity.

Emily paused briefly, rubbing his back soothingly. “I know you are, but we’re not done yet. You need to learn this lesson deep down.” Then she resumed, focusing on the undercurve of his cheeks, the spoon whipping down with precision. Forty swats now, and Jack was openly crying, hot tears soaking the cushion. His bottom felt like it was on fire, swollen and blistering hot, every nerve ending screaming. He kicked his legs more vigorously, but Emily hooked one arm around his waist to hold him steady, her determination unwavering.

Oval-shaped marks emerged from the spoon’s flat head, their centers paling to stark white against the surrounding crimson, like ghostly imprints of each blow, only to darken further with repeated strikes as blood rushed to the surface in futile repair. The deep reds evolved into bruised purples at the edges, mottling his sit spots, the curves of his cheeks, and the striped backs of his thighs in a vivid tapestry of consequence, with hints of bluish hues creeping in where the spoon had overlapped its punishing path. Jack’s reactions intensified with every layer of color; tears welled up early, spilling over as the heat built unbearably, his initial grunts giving way to tearful whimpers and pleas—“Ow! Em, please, it hurts so much!”—his voice cracking with each sob that shook his frame. By the midpoint, he was openly crying, hot tears streaming down his cheeks to dampen the armchair cushion below, his body writhing in a mix of pain and shame, the salty drops mirroring the glistening sweat on his reddened skin as he begged for mercy amid the relentless rhythm.

Emily’s determination fueled every swat; she was resolute in nipping this nascent gambling addiction in the bud, viewing each blooming mark and tearful gasp as a necessary step to etch the lesson deep into his memory, ensuring the fiery ordeal transformed fleeting impulses into a lasting reminder of responsibility and restraint, one that would make him think twice before ever risking their shared future again.

By the hundredth swat, he was a mess—sobbing, promises tumbling from his lips. “I won’t do it again! Never! Please, Em!” The spoon had painted his ass and thighs a deep crimson, mottled with purplish spots where the impacts had been hardest. It was a blistering unlike anything he’d experienced, the kind that would make sitting a distant memory for days.

Satisfied, Emily finally stopped, setting the spoon aside with a satisfied nod. Her own arm ached from the effort, but the catharsis was palpable.

“Up you get,” she said gently, helping him to his feet.

Jack stood shakily, his hands flying to rub his scorched bottom, but even the lightest touch made him wince. Tears streamed down his face, his nose runny, his nudity forgotten in the haze of pain and emotion. He turned to her, still sniffling, and dropped to his knees in front of the chair. “Emily, I’m so, so sorry,” he said through sobs, his voice raw and sincere. “I was stupid and selfish. That money was for us, for our vacation, and I threw it away on a dumb game. I promise I’ll make it up to you—I’ll get a side gig, cut back on everything. Please forgive me.”

She looked at him, her stern facade cracking as she saw the genuine remorse in his tear-streaked face. A soft laugh escaped her lips, unexpected but relieving the tension like a pressure valve. “Oh, Jack,” she said, pulling him into a hug despite his naked state. “You’re forgiven. Come here.” She held him close, rubbing his back as his sobs subsided into hiccups. The absurdity of the situation hit her—the newlywed husband, bare and blistered over Candy Crush—and she chuckled again, louder this time. “Can you imagine telling this story at our anniversary party? ‘Remember when Jack got spanked for Candy Crush?’”

He pulled back slightly, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand, a tentative smile breaking through his misery. “Yeah, hilarious,” he said wryly, though the wince as he shifted told her sitting would indeed be off-limits for a while—maybe the couch with a pillow, or standing at the counter for dinner. But the forgiveness in her eyes warmed him more than any balm could.

“Let’s order pizza,” Emily said, “no cooking tonight. And tomorrow, we’ll start rebuilding that vacation fund. Together.”

“Okay,” he said, reaching for his discarded boxers on the floor, eager to cover up and reclaim some dignity.

“Not so fast,” Emily said, her voice playful but with that underlying firmness that made his stomach flip. She placed a hand on his shoulder, stopping him mid-reach. “We’re not quite done with you yet. Cornertime first.”

“Cornertime?” Jack echoed, blinking in confusion. The word sounded childish, something from old stories or sitcoms. His bottom still throbbed with every shift, a constant reminder of the blistering he’d just endured, and the thought of more humiliation made his cheeks—both sets—burn anew.

Emily nodded, standing up and pointing to the empty corner of the living room, where the walls met beside the bookshelf. “That’s right. Nose to the wall, hands behind your back. No rubbing, no talking. I can’t even tell you how many hours I had to spend in the corner with my big bare bum on display after a shellacking. My mom swore by it—said it lets the lesson sink in. You’ll stay there until the pizza arrives to think about what you did.”

Until the pizza arrives? he thought, a silent panic gripped him as the implications sank in: the delivery guy would ring the doorbell, Emily would answer, and in their small apartment—with the living room corner in full view from the front door—he’d be standing there naked, his punished rear on display like a neon sign of shame. His heart raced, mind spinning in quiet dread. But no, he reassured himself quickly, she’d release him when the doorbell rings. She wouldn’t actually let a stranger see him like this… would she?

He groaned inwardly but didn’t argue; the wooden spoon was still within arm’s reach on the coffee table, a silent threat. He shuffled over naked, the cool air raising fresh goosebumps on his skin. He pressed his nose into the corner, the paint’s faint scent filling his nostrils, and clasped his hands at the small of his back. He could feel the heat radiating from his punished rear.

Emily watched him for a moment, satisfied, then pulled out her phone. “Good boy. I’ll order Hawaiian, your favorite—consider it a peace offering.”

She tapped away on the app, placing the order for delivery. Jack stayed silent in his corner, ears straining to hear, his mind racing with embarrassment at the thought of anyone seeing him like this. The front door was just a few feet from his corner; if the delivery guy so much as glances inside…

Thirty minutes later, the doorbell buzzed, jolting Jack like an electric shock. He tensed, praying Emily would release him to hide.

“Stay put,” she whispered to him with a wink, grabbing her wallet and heading to the door.

“Emily, come on, please!” Jack complained, his voice a desperate whine breaking the no-talking rule, his body twisting slightly in the corner as panic overrode obedience. “Let me go—just for this. It’s humiliating!”

She paused at the door, turning back with a mischievous grin. “Oh, no, sweetie. You’ll eat some humble pie before you eat your pizza pie.” With that, she swung the door open wide—perhaps a bit wider than necessary—revealing a lanky pizza guy in his twenties, holding the steaming box with a standard customer-service smile.

Jack’s mind exploded into a whirlwind of panic—Oh God, she’s really doing this! She’s not letting me move; the guy’s seeing everything, my red ass, all of it. This is mortifying. I deserve it, but damn, the humiliation is worse than the spanking…

“That’ll be $18.50,” the guy said, his eyes flicking past her into the apartment, drawn by the impossible to miss disciplinary tableau layed out before him: Jack, standing naked in the corner like a statue of shame, his blistered bottom on full display. The guy’s smile twisted into a grin, barely suppressed, his eyebrows shooting up in amusement.

Emily handed over the cash, casual as can be. “Don’t mind him,” she said with a chuckle, jerking her thumb over her shoulder. “He just got his butt beat for gambling away our vacation cash. Newlywed life, you know?”

The pizza guy’s grin widened into a full-on smirk, a laugh escaping as he pocketed the money. “No judgment here, ma’am. You sure painted his back porch red. Have a good night!” He handed over the pizza and backed away, still chuckling as the door clicked shut.

Jack’s face burned hotter than his backside, mortification flooding him as Emily set the box on the table. “Okay, time’s up,” she called, her tone affectionate now. “Put some clothes on and come eat. And hey, at least the pizza guy’s got a story to tell his buddies.”

He turned indignantly, arms unclasping from behind his back and immediately flying to rub his blazing bum with both hands. His penis dangled freely as he spun toward her, face scarlet, eyes wide with equal parts shock and wounded dignity.

“How could you?!” he blurted, voice cracking on the last word. “You just—you actually let him see me like this! Naked! Red as a damn lobster! He’s probably texting everyone he knows about the weird couple with the spanked husband in the corner!”

Emily pressed her lips together, clearly fighting laughter, but it escaped anyway—a bright, delighted peal that filled the apartment. She leaned back against the table, arms crossed, openly taking in the ridiculous sight: her tall husband standing there stark naked, hands clutching his punished rear like it was on fire (which, to be fair, it was), tear tracks still drying on his cheeks, and that earnest, indignant pout making him look about twelve years old despite everything.

“Oh my god, Jack,” she managed between giggles, wiping at one eye. “But you’re right. The pizza guy definitely got an eyeful Mr. Candy-Crush Punishment. Something about how I painted a back porch red? He for sure already got a group chat going: ‘Yo, you won’t believe the delivery I just had…’”

Jack opened his mouth to protest again—something about privacy, dignity, marital solidarity—but the mental image hit him too. He could practically hear the exaggerated retelling, the emojis, the inevitable replies. He tried to stay mad, pressing his lips tight, but a small rueful smile escaped anyway.

Emily caught it instantly and lost the battle completely, doubling over with fresh laughter. “See? Even you know it’s hilarious!”

He rubbed harder at his still-throbbing backside, wincing, but the corner of his mouth twitched upward despite himself. “It’s not funny,” he muttered. Then quieter, almost to himself: “Okay… it’s a little funny.”

She stepped closer, still grinning, and gently pulled his hands away from his rear, replacing them with her own much cooler palms. He hissed at the contact but didn’t pull away.

“You’re never touching that cursed game again,” she said softly, thumbs tracing light circles over the hottest, most swollen spots. “And we’re putting every spare dollar back into the Mexico jar starting tomorrow. Deal?”

He nodded, eyes meeting hers, the last of his indignation melting under the familiar warmth there. “Deal.”

Emily laughed again, lighter this time, and pressed a kiss to his damp forehead.

He dressed, carefully, then they ate side by side, pizza slices in hand, him perched gingerly, her tucked comfortably against his shoulder. Between bites he promised—no more impulse buys, full transparency on the shared account forever. She promised to remind him of tonight’s lesson anytime he even looked at a colorful app icon too long.

By the time the box was empty, the sting has dulled to a deep, radiating warmth, and the humiliation has softened into something almost fond—a ridiculous, private story that belonged only to them (and the pizza dude). Jack leaned his head against hers, voice quiet. And somehow, in the quiet after the storm of spoon and shame and shared pizza, their little marriage felt stronger than ever.


Spanked by Wife’s Friend

Mark had known since he was twelve that something in him was wired differently. That was the age where he’d stumbled across an old Western on TV where the stern woman rancher bent a mischievous young man over her knee and delivered a firm, resounding spanking. The scene was meant to be disciplinary, but Mark’s body had reacted in a way that left him flushed and confused. From that day forward, the fantasy took root and grew. He read stories online in secret, watched carefully curated clips with headphones on late at night, and always, always brought himself to release while imagining a strong, confident woman turning him over her knee.

He married Emily eight years ago. She was kind, funny, beautiful in that effortless way, and their sex life was… fine. Sweet, affectionate, entirely vanilla. Missionary under the covers, lights low, the occasional oral if one of them was feeling generous. Mark dropped hints over the years—a playful “I’ve been bad” here, a joke about needing discipline there—but Emily always laughed it off or changed the subject. He never pushed. He loved her too much to risk embarrassing her or making her see him as strange.

So, he kept it inside, a private ache he soothed late at night when she was asleep, or when she was out running errands.

One Tuesday evening in early spring, Mark couldn’t carry it anymore. They were curled on the couch watching a sitcom, Emily’s head on his shoulder. He muted the TV, heart hammering.

“Em,” he started, voice barely above a whisper, “there’s something I’ve wanted to tell you for a long time.”

She looked up, curious, trusting. “Okay…”

He stumbled through it—how the idea of being spanked had been with him forever, how it wasn’t about pain exactly, but surrender, vulnerability, being held accountable by someone he loved. He stressed that it was just him, that he knew it probably wasn’t her thing at all, but if she could ever bring herself to try—even once—he’d be so grateful. He finished red-faced, staring at his knees.

Emily was quiet for a long moment. She reached for his hand. “I… wow. I need to think about this, okay? It’s a lot. I love you. I just need some time.”

Mark nodded, relieved he’d finally said it out loud, even if the answer might be no.

The truth was, Emily felt a cold knot in her stomach the moment he said the word “spank.” The idea repulsed her. It felt violent, childish, weird. She lay awake that night replaying his words, trying to imagine herself doing it and coming up blank. She loved Mark—adored him—but this? This felt like a bridge too far.

The next day she met her oldest friend Sarah for lunch at their favorite café. Halfway through her salad, Emily blurted it out.

“So, Mark told me something he’s been hiding. He… he wants me to spank him. Like, for sexual reasons, I guess.”

Sarah’s fork froze halfway to her mouth, then she burst out laughing. “That’s his big secret?”

Emily frowned. “It’s not funny to me. It feels… gross. I don’t want to hit him.”

Sarah waved a hand. “Come on, Em. It’s a spanking, not torture. Half the guys out there secretly want it. You swat his butt a few times, he’s happy, you’re the best wife ever. It’s not even your ass on the line, it’s his. Just suck it up for the sake of the marriage.”

Emily poked at her food, irritation rising. “Easy for you to say. If it’s no big deal, why don’t you do it? You think it’s so simple—go ahead, spank him for me.”

Sarah’s laughter faded into a slow, mischievous grin. She leaned forward, eyes sparkling with something Emily couldn’t quite read.

“You know what? I’ve spanked guys before. I’m pretty good at it. I like it. Very empowering to spank the patriarchy. Send him over. I’ll spank him. Happily.”

Emily blinked, caught off guard. “Wait… you’re serious?”

“Dead serious.” Sarah’s smile widened, a glint of genuine intrigue in her gaze. “Tell Mark your friend Sarah volunteered to help him out with his little fantasy. I’ll take good care of him.”

Emily opened her mouth, closed it again, a strange mix of relief and something she didn’t want to name fluttering in her chest.

“You’re really serious,” Emily said, voice low. “You’d actually spank my husband.”

Sarah shrugged, sipping her iced tea with perfect nonchalance. “If it saves you from doing something that makes you uncomfortable, why not? Look, I’m not trying to sleep with him or anything weird. Nothing sexual will happen—not on my end, anyway. I’ll stay completely clothed, jeans and a sweater, the whole modest package. No funny business.”

Emily’s cheeks flushed. “But… spanking is kind of sexual for him.”

“Maybe for him,” Sarah said, leaning in with a small, knowing smile. “But not for me. To me it’ll just be discipline—old-fashioned, no-nonsense. If he comes to my door asking for this, he’s going to get the real thing: firm, thorough, bare buns, and a lot of fanny pain to let him know who’s in charge. In fact, if you want any issues addressed, let me know.”

Emily stared at Sarah across the café table, her pulse suddenly loud in her ears. The idea had started as a sarcastic throwaway line—If it’s so easy, you do it—but now it was real, hanging in the air between them like smoke.

“Issues?” Emily repeated, her voice barely above the clink of silverware around them. “What kind of issues?”

Sarah set her glass down with a soft thud, that mischievous grin softening into something almost helpful. “You know… little things he’s been slacking on. Stuff you’ve nagged him about forever but never really sticks. Chores, habits, whatever. If he’s coming to me for discipline, we might as well make it count. Turn it into something useful to you.”

The moment the words left Sarah’s mouth, a whole host of grievances sprang unbidden into Emily’s mind, like a dam finally breaking. The words tumbled out in a rush.

“Oh my god, where do I even start? The recycling—he always says he’ll take it out and then ‘forgets’ until I do it. The dishwasher: he rinses everything and just stacks it in the sink like that counts as loading it. His clothes are never in the hamper, always on the floor right next to it. Toilet seat up every single time. Coffee mugs left until they’re practically growing mold. And don’t get me started on the garage—he promised he’d organize it months ago and it’s still a disaster.”

Sarah raised a hand, laughing softly. “Whoa, slow down there. That’s a beautiful list, but I want to get every detail right.” She reached into her bag, pulled out her phone, and opened the notes app with a deliberate tap. “Start over for me. Nice and clear so I can type it out. I’m not letting a single thing slide.”

Emily felt her cheeks heat, but the small act of Sarah taking notes made it all feel official—serious in a way that was both embarrassing and thrilling. She took a breath and repeated herself more slowly.

Sarah’s thumbs flew across the screen as Emily went over the list again. “Perfect. Keep going if there’s more—that’s already a very spankable list. Anything else?”

Emily opened her mouth, then closed it again, her cheeks warming further. The domestic stuff had been easy; the next layer felt… private.

Sarah leaned forward, reading her friend’s hesitation like a book. “Come on, Em. If we’re doing this, let’s do it properly. What about the bedroom stuff? Anything he’s been lazy about there that you wish was different?”

Emily’s blush deepened. She glanced around the café, lowering her voice to a near-whisper. “I… maybe.”

“Maybe?” Sarah teased gently, her tone encouraging rather than mocking. “You know you can tell me. This is the one chance you get to have someone else hold him accountable for it.”

Emily bit her lip, then sighed. “Okay. Oral. He… doesn’t go down on me nearly as often as I’d like. The few times he has done it, it feels incredible—I really love it. But I don’t do it for him either. Honestly, I don’t enjoy anything about giving it—the taste, the position, the gagging, all of it. It’s just not my thing. And I know it’s not fair to ask it of him when I won’t do it myself, but… I still wish he’d do it. Is that super selfish, or what?”

Sarah added it to the list without hesitation, then looked up with a wickedly satisfied smile. “Done. And listen to me, Em—you never, ever have to do a single thing in bed that doesn’t turn you on. If going down on him isn’t your thing, that’s totally fine; you don’t owe it to him. But given his hidden little subby nature, he damn well will learn to love getting on his knees for you—enthusiastically, generously, and as often as you want. By the time I’m through with him, the second you snap your fingers he’ll be begging for the privilege of eating you out.”

Emily laughed, a nervous, breathless sound, covering her face with her hands for a second before peeking through her fingers. “I can’t believe I just told you that.”

“Believe it,” Sarah said, pocketing her phone with a decisive snap. “Tell him your friend Sarah is happy to help with his request, but we’ll be addressing some real issues with his behavior. Give him my cell and have him text me to setup a time. And Em?” She leaned in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “You just sit back and wait for the new, improved—and very well-disciplined—Mark to come home with a sore bottom and a whole new attitude.”

When the bill arrived, Emily paid it before Sarah could even reach for her purse, sliding her card into the machine with a decisive flourish.

“My treat,” she said, grinning. “Consider it payment for services about to be rendered.”

Sarah arched a brow, amused. “Happy to be your hired disciplinarian, Em. This is going to be fun.”

They hugged goodbye on the sidewalk, and Emily practically floated to her car. She slid behind the wheel, started the engine, and pulled away from the curb with the windows cracked just enough for the spring air to rush in. The lightness in her chest was intoxicating—like she’d just handed off a backpack full of bricks without even realizing how heavy it was.

What a great wife I am! The thought made her laugh out loud, a bright, giddy sound that echoed in the empty car. She was giving Mark exactly what he’d dreamed about, with a beautiful strange woman even, and in return she was going to get a husband who finally picked up after himself, took out the recycling without being reminded seventeen times, and—her breath caught at the next thought—went down on her whenever she wanted.

The image hit her so suddenly she had to grip the steering wheel a little tighter. She pictured Mark on his knees in their bedroom, flushed and freshly spanked, his bottom still hot and pink from Sarah’s spanking. Sarah’s voice—cool, firm, unmistakable—ringing in his ears: “You’re going to crawl between your wife’s legs as soon as you get home and show her exactly how grateful a well-disciplined husband can be. And you’re not going to stop until she tells you to.”

Emily squirmed in the driver’s seat, heat flooding low in her belly. She could almost feel his mouth on her—eager, thorough, desperate to please because Sarah had told him to. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips. God, she was wet just thinking about it—actually, deliciously, wet. She shifted again, pressing her thighs together at a red light, a flush creeping up her neck. All those years of wishing she could ask for more without feeling selfish… and now Sarah was going to make it happen with nothing more than a stern lecture and a sore backside.

She giggled again, louder this time, shaking her head in delighted disbelief. All the faults she’d never wanted to share with him—the ones that made her nag and then feel bad about nagging—were about to be addressed by someone who genuinely enjoyed addressing them. It was perfect. Wicked, brilliant, perfect.

By the time she pulled into the driveway, the giddy feeling had settled into a warm, smug satisfaction. She was going to be the best wife in the world without lifting a finger. Mark would get exactly what he’d been craving for years, and she would get a delicious bonus too: a husband who behaved and put her sexual needs first.

That evening, after dinner, Emily found Mark in the living room, scrolling absently on his tablet. She took a deep breath and sat beside him on the couch.

“Mark, honey… I’ve thought about what you asked. A lot. Can we talk?”

He set the tablet down at once, hope flickering in his eyes. “Of course. Whatever you decide, Em. I love you. I don’t want this to come between us.”

She took his hand. “That’s exactly why I can’t do it myself. I tried to picture it—really tried—and every time, it just felt wrong to me. Forced. Like I’d be acting, and you’d know it. If I spanked you while feeling repulsed, it wouldn’t bring us closer. It would damage things. I’m afraid the resentment would build on both sides.”

Mark’s face fell. He squeezed her fingers. “I don’t want that either. I thought… maybe if you just tried once—”

“I can’t,” she said gently. “I’m sorry. I really can’t get into it. At all. It’s not you; it’s me. This just isn’t something I can give you.”

He nodded slowly, eyes dropping to their joined hands. “Okay. Then… let’s just forget I ever mentioned it. I love you and would never want to push you into doing anything you don’t want to do.”

Emily cupped his cheek, turning his face to hers. “I know you love me, and I love you, very much, and I’m sorry I can’t give you what you want. But keeping this bottled up forever isn’t good for you—or for us. That’s why I talked to Sarah at lunch today.”

Mark froze. “Sarah? Your friend Sarah?”

“Yes,” Emily continued softly. “I vented to her today, and… she volunteered. She’s willing to spank you. Nothing sexual—she made that crystal clear. She’ll stay fully clothed, no touching beyond the spanking itself. But it will be real discipline: over her knee, firm and thorough. No getting out of it after it starts, no erotic extras. If it works out for everyone, it doesn’t have to be just once. It could become a regular arrangement if that feels right.”

The idea of Sarah—confident, attractive Sarah—doing this to him hit Mark like a bolt of lightning. His stomach flipped, a rush of heat flooding his face and neck. Until that exact moment, the fantasy had always been Emily, only Emily. Now a vivid, humiliating picture exploded into his mind: himself draped helplessly over Sarah’s lap at Emily’s behest, bottom bared, while she scolded and spanked him.

He covered his face with his hands. “Oh God, Em. Sarah knows? I’m so embarrassed you even talked about this. And the thought of her doing it… it’s mortifying.”

Emily’s lips curved into a small, almost teasing smile. She gently pulled his hands away so she could look at him. “Good. You should be embarrassed. A grown man asking to be turned over a woman’s knee and spanked like a naughty little boy? That’s exactly the kind of thing you ought to feel embarrassed about.”

Mark groaned, cheeks burning even hotter, but he couldn’t deny the way her words made his pulse race.

Emily softened again, stroking his hair. “And come on… you can’t tell me you’ve never noticed how pretty Sarah is.”

He swallowed, unable to meet her eyes. “She’s… yeah. She’s very pretty.”

“I trust her completely, and I trust you completely,” Emily went on. “This doesn’t have to threaten us. It’s safe. Sarah’s happy to help, and if it gives you what you need without forcing me to do something I can’t enjoy, then we all win. But Mark… the alternative is nothing. I can’t do it, and pretending I can will hurt us more than letting Sarah step in ever could.”

He opened his mouth, closed it, then tried again. “You’re… you’re really okay with this? With Sarah doing it?”

Emily nodded, her expression a mix of tenderness and something firmer, almost amused. “I am. More than okay, actually. I think it’s the perfect solution. And there’s one more thing you should know before you decide.”

Mark’s heart was already pounding; now it skipped a beat. “What’s that?”

Emily leaned back slightly, folding her arms as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “Well, to keep everything real and not just some fantasy game, Sarah asked me for a list of the things you’ve been slacking on around here. So, expect a thorough lecture along with the spanking. She’s going to go through every item while you’re over her knee.” She paused, her voice taking on a quiet but unmistakable edge of authority. “And Mark… if your behavior doesn’t actually improve afterward, I’ll tell Sarah the spankings clearly aren’t working, and I’ll end the arrangement completely.”

Mark stared at her, a fresh wave of heat flooding his face. A list. Of his faults. The everyday things he’d let slide—the recycling, the dishwasher, the clothes on the floor—that Emily had nagged him about for years. And now Sarah knew them all. Sarah was going to scold him for them, personally, while she held him accountable in the most humiliating way possible.

He swallowed hard, a nervous grin tugging at the corners of his mouth despite himself. “A list, huh? Like… what kind of stuff?”

Emily’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “You know exactly what kind of stuff, Mark. All those little habits that drive me crazy. Sarah took very careful notes. This isn’t play-acting—it’s real consequences with real expectations.”

The words landed like a delicious punch to the gut. Mark’s grin widened involuntarily, even as embarrassment burned through him. He could picture it all too vividly in broad strokes: standing awkwardly in Sarah’s living room while she read from the list in that calm, no-nonsense voice of hers; the quiet authority as she decided it was time, guiding him into position over her lap; the sting and the lecture blending together until he was promising—really promising—to do better. The thought of Emily pulling the strings, the silent partner behind it all, holding the ultimate power to either have him spanked or end it all if he didn’t shape up only heightened the stakes, making the whole thing feel deeper, more serious, and far more intoxicating.

Mark shifted on the couch, suddenly aware of how tight his jeans had become. He nodded dumbly, pulse racing, the grin still lingering on his face. For the first time in years, the private ache he’d carried felt within reach—not just a fantasy, but something real, imminent, and deliciously terrifying.

She leaned in and kissed him softly. “Think about it tonight. If you decide you want this, text Sarah tomorrow and set it up. I’m sending you her contact info. She’s expecting to hear from you tomorrow either way.”

Mark sat in stunned silence, heart pounding, the humiliating new possibility swirling in his head. Emily rested her head on his shoulder, holding him close, letting the weight of her words settle over him. His mind was a whirlwind—embarrassment, arousal, disbelief—but Emily’s thoughts had already drifted somewhere else entirely.

She pressed her thighs together discreetly, savoring the lingering throb of arousal that had started in the car and hadn’t fully faded. She’d deliberately left the most intimate item off the version of the list she’d admitted to Mark. The chores, the coffee mugs, the garage—those were safe, everyday complaints. Easy for him to imagine her venting about over lunch.

Imagine his surprise, she mused wickedly, when Sarah finally gets to the last item on her list. When she pauses mid-spanking, leans down close to his ear, and tells him he needs to go down on his wife whether he wants to or not…

Emily bit her lip to keep from laughing out loud at the mental image: Mark draped helplessly over Sarah’s lap, bottom already blazing red, stammering out promises while Sarah’s palm cracks down again and again for emphasis. He’d be mortified—absolutely mortified—that she’d shared something so private. That Sarah knew exactly how lacking he’d been at pleasing her orally. That his secret fantasy was now tangled up with his most intimate shortcomings.

She shifted slightly against Mark’s side, letting her hand rest possessively on his thigh. He jumped a little at the touch, still lost in his own nervous excitement, and she hid her smile against his shoulder.

Oh yes, she thought, deliciously smug. Imagine his face when Sarah makes him say it out loud—promising, right there over her knee, to spend as much time between my legs as I want. He’ll be so embarrassed… and so, so grateful.

The anticipation sent another slow, liquid rush of heat through her. She couldn’t wait for him to text Sarah tomorrow. And she really couldn’t wait for him to come home afterward—sore, chastened, and ready to get on his knees the moment she crooked a finger.

That night, Mark barely slept. The sheets tangled around his legs as he tossed and turned, every position uncomfortable. His mind refused to shut off. One moment he was replaying Emily’s calm, matter-of-fact words—Sarah’s going to spank you, real discipline—and the next he was imagining it in vivid, mortifying detail: Sarah’s steady voice listing his faults, her hand rising and falling, the sharp sting across bare skin while he squirmed and promised to do better. He’d drift toward sleep only to jolt awake, heart racing, erection throbbing painfully against the mattress. He felt guilty, exhilarated, terrified, and utterly certain all at once.

By the time the first gray light crept around the curtains, Mark had made up his mind completely. He wanted this—no, he needed it—even if the reality of facing Sarah made his stomach knot. He lay there listening to Emily’s soft, even breathing beside him and felt a rush of love mixed with nervous gratitude. She was giving him something huge, something he’d never dared hope for, even if it came wrapped in layers of humiliation.

When Emily stirred and went downstairs an hour later, Mark was already sitting with his coffee in the kitchen. She stretched, smiled sleepily, and reached for him.

“Morning,” she murmured, pulling towards him for a lazy kiss. “Sleep okay?”

“Not really,” he admitted, cheeks warming. “Too much… thinking.”

She sat at the counter and propped herself on an elbow, studying him with that gentle, knowing look. “And? Have you decided?”

He nodded, unable to meet her eyes for long. “If you’re still sure you’re okay with it… yeah. I want to text Sarah. I want to do this.”

Emily’s smile widened, bright and genuine, though something flickered behind it—relief, excitement, maybe a hint of triumph. She cupped his cheek. “I’m more than okay with it, sweetheart. I’m happy we found a way for you to get what you need without me having to force something that isn’t me.” She kissed him again, softer this time. “Text her. She’s expecting it.”

Mark nodded and went into the study. His fingers trembled as he opened the new contact Emily had added last night—simply “Sarah D.” with a phone number. He stared at the blank message screen for a full five minutes, face burning. What was he supposed to say? Hi Sarah, your best friend’s husband here, the one who wants his bottom spanked like a naughty boy…

He deleted and retyped a dozen versions.

Hi Sarah, it’s Mark. Emily talked to you yesterday. If you’re still willing, I’d like to set something up.

Too formal.

Hey Sarah, Emily gave me your number. About what we… what Emily mentioned… I’m interested if the offer still stands.

Too casual.

Sarah, this is Mark. Emily said you offered to help with the thing I asked her about. I’ve thought about it and I’d be grateful if we could arrange a time.

He groaned at every attempt, pacing, pulse racing. Finally, he settled on something simple and direct, before he could overthink it further:

Hi Sarah, it’s Mark (Emily’s husband). She said you were kind enough to offer to help with what I talked to her about. I’ve thought about it overnight and I’d very much like to take you up on that, if you’re still willing. Thank you.

He hit send before the wave of humiliation could stop him, then immediately shoved the phone in his pocket like it might burn him. Thirty seconds later it buzzed. His heart leapt into his throat.

Good morning, Mark. I’m definitely still willing—and honestly, looking forward to it. Emily gave me quite the list, so we have plenty to discuss. Are you free tomorrow evening? Say 7:30 PM at my place? We’ll get everything taken care of properly then.

Mark stared at the screen, a helpless little sound escaping him. Tomorrow. Less than thirty-six hours. And that casual mention of the list made his knees weak.

He typed back with shaking thumbs: Tomorrow at 7:30 PM works perfectly. Thank you, Sarah. I really appreciate this.

You’re welcome. One rule upfront: once you walk through my door, you’ll do exactly as you’re told, no arguing, no backing out. If at any point you genuinely need to stop, say “red” and everything stops immediately—no judgment, but no second chances either. Not then. Not ever. Otherwise, you’ll take the full spanking you’ve earned. Understood?

Mark’s mouth went dry. He pictured her saying those words in person, calm and unwavering, and felt himself harden instantly.

Understood. Thank you.

Good boy. See you tomorrow.

He stood there for a long moment, phone clutched in his hand, face on fire. Good boy. The simple phrase sent a shiver down his spine that settled hot and low in his belly.

When he emerged from the study, Emily was pouring coffee. She glanced up, eyebrow raised in silent question.

“It’s set for tomorrow night,” he said, voice a little hoarse. “Seven-thirty at her place.”

Emily’s smile was slow and satisfied. She handed him a second mug. “Perfect. You’re going to be fine, honey. Better than fine.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek, then added softly, “And afterward, when you come home nice and sore and ready to be on your very best behavior… maybe I’ll let you show me just how grateful you are.”

Mark nearly dropped the coffee. Emily just laughed, low and delighted, and swatted his butt playfully as she passed him—light, teasing, nothing like what waited for him tomorrow, but enough to make him blush scarlet and throb all over again.

The rest of the day crawled by in a haze of nervous anticipation. At work he could barely concentrate; every time his phone buzzed he jumped, half expecting another message from Sarah. None came. By evening he was a wreck—jumpy, distracted, stealing glances at Emily across the dinner table and wondering exactly how the conversation with her friend had gone down.

That night in bed, Emily curled against him, her hand drifting lazily over his chest.

“Nervous?” she whispered.

“Terrified,” he admitted, voice muffled against her hair.

“Good,” she said, and he could hear the smile in it. “You should be. From what she told me, I don’t think Sarah is going to mess around. She’s going to blister your backside, Mark—really make it hurt so the lesson sticks.” She pressed a kiss to his collarbone.

Mark groaned, burying his burning face in the pillow. Emily just laughed again, soft and wicked, and held him tighter.

Tomorrow, he thought dizzily as sleep finally started to pull him under. Tomorrow Sarah would take him in hand—literally—and everything would change.

He couldn’t wait.

The next day—Wednesday—dragged on like molasses for Mark. He sat through meetings on autopilot, nodding at the right times while his mind replayed Sarah’s texts in an endless loop. Good boy. The words echoed every time he shifted in his chair, making his stomach flip and his face heat. He caught himself staring at the clock more than once, counting down the hours until 7:30 like a man awaiting both execution and salvation.

By the time he pulled into his own driveway at six o’clock sharp, his palms were slick on the steering wheel. Emily met him in the hallway before he could even kick off his shoes, her expression a mix of excitement and something almost maternal.

“There you are,” she said, taking his laptop bag from his shoulder. “Perfect timing. You need to hurry—shower and change. Sarah texted me a little while ago; she wants you fresh and clean. No excuses.”

Mark’s throat went dry. “O-okay.”

Emily followed him up the stairs, her voice brisk and matter-of-fact. “Pay extra attention down there, Mark. Wash thoroughly. I don’t want Sarah thinking I send her a husband who can’t even bathe properly before a spanking.”

He froze on the landing, cheeks flaming. “Em…”

“I’m serious,” she said, giving his backside a light, proprietary pat. “She’s doing us both a big favor. The least you can do is show up spotless. I’ve already laid your clothes out on the bed—nice and simple, nothing fancy. You’ll look respectable when you walk in, even if you won’t be leaving that way.”

Mark glanced into the bedroom. On the duvet lay exactly what she’d described: crisp white dress shirt, charcoal-grey slacks, black socks folded neatly, and—laid on top like a deliberate statement—a pair of his tighty-whities, freshly laundered and folded with sharp creases. The ones Emily sometimes teased him about. Seeing them chosen for this occasion made his stomach somersault.

He showered in record time, heart hammering as he followed her instructions to the letter—scrubbing everywhere, twice, until his skin tingled. When he stepped out, towel around his waist, Emily was waiting. She looked him over with a critical eye.

“Drop the towel and give me a spin,” she ordered softly.

He obeyed, mortified, as she inspected his back, his legs, the curve of his bottom still pink from the hot water, his penis and testicles.

“Good,” she said at last. “Now, have you gone to the toilet? Everything out?”

Mark’s face burned hotter than the shower. “Yes, Em. God.”

“And you wiped properly? Thoroughly? Sarah’s not going to be happy if there’s any… evidence of carelessness when she bares you.”

“Oh my God, yes,” he groaned, covering his face with both hands. “I’m clean, I swear.”

Emily laughed—a low, delighted sound—and pulled his hands away so she could kiss him. “Poor baby. So embarrassed already, and you haven’t even left the house.” She reached for the underwear and held them out. “Step in.”

He did, cheeks blazing as she tugged the snug cotton up his legs and settled it into place herself, giving the waistband a little snap against his skin.

“There,” she murmured, smoothing the fabric over his hips. “Nice and tight. They’ll come down easy when it’s time—and they will come down, Mark. Sarah was very clear with me about that.”

Mark swallowed hard, arousal and nerves twisting together until he could barely think straight. Emily dressed him the rest of the way: socks, slacks, shirt—her fingers lingering as she buttoned him up, tucking the shirttail in with deliberate care.

“You look very handsome,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Very proper. Like a grown man who’s about to get the spanking he’s needed for a long, long time.”

She walked him downstairs and kissed him deeply at the door.

“Drive safely.” Her eyes sparkled with something wicked. “I’ll be waiting for you to get home. And Mark? Whatever Sarah tells you to do… you’ll do it without hesitation. Understood?”

He nodded dumbly, throat too tight for words.

“Good boy,” she whispered, echoing Sarah’s text and sending a fresh shiver down his spine. Then she opened the door and gently pushed him out into the evening air.

The drive to Sarah’s house took twenty minutes—twenty minutes of white-knuckled grip on the steering wheel, every stoplight giving him another chance to talk himself out of it. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. He parked in front of her tidy bungalow at 7:28 exactly, took one trembling breath, and walked up the sidewalk before the rational part of his brain could catch up and rang the doorbell.

Sarah opened the door almost right away, as if she’d been watching for him. She looked effortlessly in charge: dark jeans, a soft gray sweater, hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. Her smile was warm, but there was steel behind it.

“Right on time,” she said, stepping aside. “Come in, Mark. We have a lot to discuss… and a lot to take care of.”

He stepped over the threshold, pulse roaring in his ears, and the door clicked shut behind him with soft, unmistakable finality.

Sarah led him into her living room—simple, tidy, the kind of space that felt calm and controlled. A straight-backed wooden chair had already been pulled out from the dining table and placed in the center of the rug, facing the couch. It looked sturdy. Purposeful. Mark’s stomach lurched at the sight of it.

“Sit,” she said gently, gesturing to the couch. “You look like you could use a minute.”

Mark lowered himself onto the edge of the cushion, hands clasped tightly between his knees. His face was burning; he could feel the heat radiating off his cheeks. Sarah disappeared into the kitchen for a moment and returned with a glass of ice water. She pressed it into his trembling fingers.

“Here. Drink. Slowly.”

“Thank you,” he managed, voice cracking slightly. He took a grateful sip, then another, the cold shock of it grounding him just a little.

Sarah sat in the armchair across from him, legs crossed, perfectly at ease. She studied him for a long moment with that calm, unflappable gaze he’d always found a little intimidating.

“Let’s go over the rules one more time, Mark, so there’s absolutely no misunderstanding.”

He nodded quickly, clutching the glass like a lifeline.

“This is discipline, nothing more. I’ll stay fully clothed, there will be no erotic touching, no gratification for either of us beyond the correction itself. I know this is something you’ve fantasized about, and it may very well feel sexual to you—that’s perfectly normal—but you are not to act on it. No touching yourself, no grinding, no pleading for anything other than mercy if you need it. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sarah,” he whispered.

“Good. This will be a real spanking. Thorough, on your bare bottom, and it will hurt. A lot. I’m not going to go easy on you just because it’s your first time. Emily gave me a long list of things you’ve been slacking on, and we’re going to address every single one. You’ll take everything you have coming, and you’ll take it properly. Understood?”

Mark swallowed hard. “Understood.”

“Your safeword is ‘red.’ If you say it, everything stops immediately. I’ll help you get dressed, you’ll leave, and that will be the end of this arrangement—forever. No second chances, no rescheduling. Emily and I agreed that if you can’t handle a proper spanking, then this isn’t the right solution for any of us. So only use it if you truly can’t go on. Can you repeat that back to me?”

“If I say ‘red,’ everything stops, I go home, and this never happens again,” he recited, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Exactly.” Sarah’s tone softened just a fraction. “But I hope you won’t need it. I think you’re braver than that.”

She let the silence settle for a beat, watching him squirm.

“Stand up.”

Mark set the glass carefully on the coaster with shaking hands. Then he rose, legs unsteady.

“Strip to your underwear,” Sarah instructed, calm and matter-of-fact. “Shirt, slacks, socks—everything off except your underpants. Fold each item neatly and stack them on the side table. I want to see that you can follow simple instructions without being told twice.”

Mark’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of his white shirt. His face was scarlet, ears burning as he worked. He shrugged the shirt off his shoulders, folded it with exaggerated care, and placed it on the table. The slacks came next; he stepped out of them, folded them along the creases Emily had pressed that morning, and added them to the pile. Socks last, one at a time, balled neatly inside each other.

He stood there in nothing but the snug white briefs, arms awkwardly at his sides, feeling more exposed than if he’d been completely naked. The cotton hugged him tightly, doing nothing to hide the nervous tension in his body—or the unmistakable bulge that had been there since Emily snapped the waistband into place.

Sarah let the silence stretch just long enough for Mark to feel every inch of his near-nakedness under her steady gaze. Her eyes traveled deliberately from his flushed face, down the slight softness of his chest, lingering on the small swell of his belly, then lower to the unmistakable tent in his briefs.

She tilted her head, lips curving into a small, almost sympathetic smile that somehow made it worse.

“Turn around for me, Mark. Slowly.”

He obeyed, pivoting on bare feet, arms still hanging uselessly at his sides. When his back was to her, Sarah rose from the armchair and stepped closer. He could feel the warmth of her presence behind him, the faint scent of her perfume—something crisp and clean—filling the small space between them.

Her fingers brushed the waistband of his briefs, not pulling yet, just resting there lightly. Then she reached around and pinched the soft flesh at his waist, gathering more than an inch between her thumb and forefinger.

“A bit flabby,” she declared, giving the pinch a gentle but firm squeeze. “Definitely more than an inch. You’ve let things slide, haven’t you?”

Mark’s face burned, but as Sarah stood there—so close behind him—he couldn’t help noticing the contrast. Her forearm brushed his side as she held the pinch, and he felt the hard, sculpted muscle beneath her sleeve. Even through the soft sweater and jeans, her body radiated strength: toned arms, a solid core, powerful thighs that pressed lightly against the backs of his legs as she leaned in. She was the living proof of discipline—lean, strong, effortlessly athletic from years of CrossFit.

Sarah released the pinch and stepped back, circling him once more until they were face-to-face. She caught the way his eyes flicked involuntarily over her physique and gave a small, knowing smile.

“See something you like?” she teased lightly. “That’s what commitment looks like, Mark. Emily and I don’t let ourselves get soft. We show up, we push ourselves, and we stick to it. From now on, I’m going to expect the same kind of discipline from you—not just around the house, but with your body too.”

Mark swallowed, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.” Sarah sat back down in the armchair, crossing one jean-clad leg over the other, the denim stretching tight over her muscular thigh. “I’m not going to dictate some rigid gym schedule for you. You’re a grown man. You decide what exercise regime you’re going to follow, whatever you think you can actually stick to. But once you decide, that’s it. No excuses, no skipping, no half-measures. You will commit, and you will follow through. If I hear you’ve been slacking, we’ll be right back here—with your pants down and my belt reminding you what real commitment feels like. Understood?”

Mark nodded quickly, the weight of her words settling over him like a promise and a threat all at once. “Understood, ma’am.”

Sarah’s expression softened just a fraction, but the authority in her voice never wavered. “Excellent. We’ll add that to the list of things you’re going to improve.”

She reached for her phone on the side table, unlocked it, and opened the note Emily had sent—his long list of shortcomings glowing on the screen.

“Now,” she said. “For this part, let’s have those underpants at your knees and your hands by your sides. A little humility while we discuss your faults.”

Mark’s breath caught in his throat as Sarah’s words hung in the air. He stared at her for a moment, the room suddenly too quiet except for the faint ticking of a clock somewhere down the hall. His fingers trembled as they hooked into the waistband of his briefs—the same tight white cotton Emily had tugged into place just an hour ago.

“Mark,” Sarah said calmly, raising one eyebrow. “I’m not going to repeat myself more than this once. Underpants down to your knees. Now.”

The gentle but unmistakable command snapped him into motion. He pushed the briefs down his thighs, the elastic catching briefly on his erection before sliding lower. He stopped when the waistband banded tight just above his knees, stretching the cotton taut and trapping his legs close together. The fabric hung there like a half-masted flag of shame, framing his rigid, bobbing arousal and leaving his bottom completely bare and vulnerable.

Sarah’s gaze flicked down briefly, unhurried, then back up to his burning face. She gave no reaction to his obvious excitement—just a small, almost clinical nod, as if confirming something she’d fully expected.

“Good,” she said. “Leave them exactly like that. They’ll stay right there until I decide otherwise—a nice little reminder of why you’re here.”

Mark shifted his weight, the tight elastic biting lightly into his skin and forcing him to take small, awkward steps. The position felt even more humiliating than having them off completely: restrained, hobbled, the white cotton a glaring symbol of his surrendered modesty.

Sarah held up her phone so he could see the screen—the list Emily had dictated glowing brightly.

“We’re going to go through every single item,” she said, her voice steady and conversational, as if they were discussing the weather. “And for each one, you’re going to look me in the eye, admit that you’ve been lazy or careless, apologize sincerely, and promise—out loud—that it will never happen again. Then I’m going to hear exactly how you plan to make sure it doesn’t. Clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mark whispered.

Sarah scrolled slowly, deliberately.

“First: the recycling. Emily says you promise to take it out, then ‘forget’ until she does it herself. Is that accurate?”

Mark’s throat worked. “Yes, ma’am. I’ve been lazy about it. I’m sorry. I promise I’ll take it out every single week without being reminded. I’ll set a reminder on my phone every Sunday night so I never forget again.”

Sarah nodded once. “Good. Next: the dishwasher. You rinse things and leave them in the sink like that somehow counts as loading it.”

He shifted his weight again, the briefs around his knees pulling tighter with the movement. “I… yes. That’s true. I’ve been taking the easy way out. I’m really sorry, Sarah. From now on I’ll load everything properly as soon as I’m done with it—no more leaving dishes in the sink.”

“Next: clothes on the floor right next to the hamper instead of in it.”

Mark’s face felt like it was on fire. “I do that all the time. It’s careless and disrespectful. I’m sorry. I promise I’ll put every single item in the hamper from now on—no exceptions.”

Sarah’s eyes never left his. “Coffee mugs left until they’re practically growing mold.”

“I leave them by the TV or my desk,” he admitted miserably. “I keep meaning to bring them to the kitchen and just… don’t. I’m sorry. I’ll rinse and load them right away, every time.”

“And the garage,” Sarah continued, scrolling. “You swore you’d organize it months ago and it’s still a disaster.”

Mark swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am. I kept putting it off. I’m sorry I let Emily down. I’ll spend this Saturday cleaning and organizing it completely—no excuses.”

Sarah studied him for a long moment, letting the silence stretch until he wanted to sink through the floor.

“Very good,” she said at last. “Those promises sound sincere. And because I want them to stick, you’re going to get a proper spanking in three instalments. First with my hand over my knee, to warm you up and drive the lesson home while it’s fresh. Then we’ll move to the hairbrush for some serious correction. And finally, with those underpants still banded around your knees exactly where they are now, you’ll bend over the back of the couch for a taste of my belt. That last one will make absolutely sure you remember every promise you just made.”

Mark’s knees nearly buckled. The calm, matter-of-fact way she laid it out—three separate, escalating punishments—sent a fresh wave of heat through him, equal parts terror and desperate need.

“Before we begin,” Sarah said, rising smoothly from the armchair, “go to the mantel and bring me the hairbrush. The big wooden one on the left.”

Mark’s heart stuttered. He took a hesitant, hobbled step, the elastic biting into his skin, forcing him to shuffle awkwardly across the room like a child in some humiliating timeout. The hairbrush was exactly where she’d said—solid oval oak, the back broad and polished, the handle thick and easy to grip. He picked it up with trembling fingers, the weight of it surprisingly heavy, and carried it back to her, eyes fixed on the floor.

Sarah took it from him without a word, then sat down on the straight-backed chair she’d placed in the center of the room. She set the brush deliberately on the rug to her left—close enough that, once he was over her lap, his face would be inches from it, a constant reminder of what was coming next.

“Now,” she said, voice calm but edged with steel, “you’re going to ask me for the spanking you’ve earned.”

Mark’s throat went dry. He swallowed once, twice. “Please… please, Sarah, will you spank me?”

She arched a brow. “That’s not nearly specific enough, Mark. Try again. Tell me exactly what you need, why you need it, and where it’s going to be.”

His voice cracked. “Please, Sarah… please spank me hard on my bare bottom for all the ways I’ve let Emily down. I’ve been lazy and careless, and I deserve a real spanking to teach me better.”

“Better,” she said. “And you’re going to thank me for it afterward, aren’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you for spanking me.”

Sarah gave a small, satisfied nod. “Good boy. Now come here.”

She patted her jean-clad thigh once, the sound crisp in the quiet room. Mark shuffled forward until he stood at her right side, the briefs still trapping his legs. Sarah reached up for his arm and then guided him down.

He folded himself awkwardly over her lap, the position forcing his bottom to jut up high, his toes barely brushing the rug on one side, his hands reaching instinctively for the floor on the other. Sarah adjusted him with firm, impersonal efficiency—shifting him forward until his hips rested squarely over her right thigh, his erection trapped uncomfortably against the hard muscle of her leg. Her left arm settled across the small of his back like an iron bar, pinning him securely. With her right hand she gave his bare cheeks a few preliminary pats—almost gentle, almost clinical—then rested her palm there, letting him feel the heat and strength of it.

Mark couldn’t believe how solid she felt beneath him. Her thighs were like carved oak from years of CrossFit squats and deadlifts, not an ounce of give. He felt small, helpless, completely at her mercy—and the reality was so much sharper than any fantasy.

“Let’s begin,” Sarah said quietly.

The first smack landed with a loud, resounding CRACK that echoed off the walls. Mark jerked, a startled yelp escaping him. It wasn’t playful, wasn’t tentative—it was a full-armed, deliberate blow from a woman who knew exactly how to use her strength. Her palm was shockingly hard, calloused from lifting, and the sting bloomed instantly across his right cheek.

“That one,” she said evenly, “was for the recycling. You promised Emily you’d take it out every week, then conveniently ‘forgot’ until she did it herself. Tell me again what you’re going to do.”

Another thunderous smack on the left cheek made him gasp.

“I’ll—I’ll take it out every Sunday night without being reminded!” he managed, his voice already higher than usual.

“Good.” Two more swats, fast and hard, right across the center. “And you’ll set that phone reminder tonight, won’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am! I promise!”

Sarah settled into a steady, relentless rhythm—slow at first, letting every single smack land fully and sink in before the next one fell. Left cheek, right cheek, alternating, then a pair low on the undercurve that made his legs kick involuntarily despite the briefs hobbling him. Each impact sounded like a pistol shot, her palm striking bare skin with merciless precision.

Mark squirmed, his breath coming in short, shocked bursts. This wasn’t the gentle, erotic tapping he’d sometimes imagined—it was real punishment, and Sarah’s hand felt like a board. He couldn’t believe how much it hurt already, how quickly the sting built into a blazing heat.

“And the dishwasher,” Sarah continued, never breaking her cadence. Smack. Smack. Smack. “Rinsing dishes and leaving them in the sink like that somehow counts. Tell me exactly what you’re going to do from now on.”

“I’ll load everything properly right away—no more sink piles!” he cried, his voice cracking as a particularly hard swat landed on an already-tender spot.

“Louder, Mark. I want to hear that promise.”

“I’ll load the dishwasher properly every single time!”

Sarah paused just long enough to rub a brief, almost soothing circle over his glowing skin—then resumed twice as hard. “That’s better. And your clothes—right next to the hamper instead of in it. How many times has Emily asked you about that?”

Smack-smack-smack-smack—four in rapid succession that had him gasping, his bottom bouncing under the onslaught.

“Too many times! I’m sorry—I’ll put every single thing in the hamper from now on!”

The spanking continued, thorough and methodical. Sarah varied the pace and placement just enough to keep him off balance—sometimes slow and heavy, sometimes a flurry of sharp, stinging swats that made him yelp and clench helplessly. She scolded steadily the entire time, her voice calm, almost conversational, as if she weren’t turning his backside brighter and brighter red.

“Coffee mugs left until they’re disgusting—how lazy is that, Mark? Say it.”

“I’ve been lazy! I promise I’ll rinse and bring them to the kitchen right away!”

“And the garage,” she said, shifting him slightly forward so his bottom was presented even higher. A barrage of hard, deliberate smacks peppered the sensitive crease where thigh met cheek, making his legs jerk and his breath hitch on a sob. “You swore you’d organize it months ago. When are you doing it?”

“This Saturday! All day if I have to—I swear!”

Sarah’s palm never seemed to tire. Her CrossFit conditioning showed in every swing—full power, perfect follow-through, no hesitation. Mark’s bottom was on fire, a deep, throbbing burn that radiated outward with every heartbeat. He couldn’t believe how hard her hand was; it felt like seasoned oak itself, and the sting was rapidly becoming overwhelming. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, and he found himself wondering, in a dazed, desperate corner of his mind, why he had ever wanted this—why he’d spent years fantasizing about exactly this kind of pain and humiliation when the reality was so much more intense than he’d ever imagined.

Sarah paused again, resting her scorching palm on his blazing skin. “Almost done with my hand,” she said quietly. “But first, one more promise. Repeat after me: I will choose an exercise plan this week and stick to it—no excuses, no slacking.”

Mark’s voice was hoarse, broken with sniffles. “I will choose an exercise plan this week and stick to it—no excuses, no slacking.”

“Good boy.” She delivered a final ten swats—slow, measured, excruciatingly hard—each one punctuated by a quiet “This is what happens when you let yourself get soft, Mark,” until he was openly crying out, his bottom a deep, uniform crimson, the heat pouring off it in waves.

When she finally stopped, Mark lay limp over her lap, breathing in shaky sobs, his entire world narrowed to the throbbing ache in his rear and the cool wood of the hairbrush waiting inches from his tear-streaked face.

Sarah let him catch his breath for a moment, her left arm still pinning him securely.

“Now,” she said, “hand me the hairbrush.”

Mark’s hand shook violently as he reached down, fingers brushing the cool, smooth handle of the hairbrush. The oval back looked enormous from this close—polished oak, heavy and unforgiving. He lifted it with a whimper and passed it back to Sarah, feeling her take it from him with calm certainty.

“Thank you,” she said politely, as though he’d just handed her a cup of tea instead of the instrument that was about to set his bottom truly ablaze.

She rested the flat back against his scorching skin for a moment, letting the threat sink in. Mark tensed instinctively, every muscle in his body clenching.

“Relax your cheeks, Mark,” Sarah ordered, tapping lightly. “If you clench, it’ll only hurt more—and I’ll just add extra strokes until you learn to take them properly.”

He tried—God, he tried—but the moment the brush lifted away, panic took over. The first crack landed dead-center across both cheeks with a sound like a gunshot. The pain was immediate, white-hot, far beyond anything her hand had delivered. Mark’s whole body jerked forward, a strangled cry tearing from his throat.

“That one was just to get your attention,” Sarah said conversationally. “Now we’ll continue driving the point home.”

The brush rose and fell in a steady, merciless rhythm—CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!—each impact flattening his already-roasted flesh before it sprang back, angrier and redder than before. Sarah wielded it with frightening precision, covering every inch of his bottom from the crest down to the tops of his thighs, then starting over again.

Mark lasted less than a dozen strokes before the pleas started spilling out.

“Sarah—please—oww!—that’s too hard—please, no more!”

He twisted desperately, trying to shield himself with his right hand, but Sarah simply caught his wrist and pinned it firmly to the small of his back.

“No more?” she echoed, pausing just long enough for him to hope. “We’re barely halfway through the hairbrush portion, Mark. You begged Emily for a spanking, and now you’re begging me to stop? Is this really too much for you already?”

Another blistering CRACK underscored the question, right across the tender undercurve. Mark howled.

“I—I can’t—it hurts so much—please!”

Sarah brought the brush down again—CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!—in rapid succession, painting fresh oval imprints over the darkening crimson.

“Do you want to use your safeword, Mark?” she asked calmly, resting the brush against his throbbing bottom. “Say ‘red’ and this all ends right now. You’ll pull your underwear up, get dressed, and go home. No second chances. Is that what you want?”

He sobbed over her lap, tears dripping onto the rug, bottom bouncing with every hiccupping breath. The pain was overwhelming, a deep, fiery ache that pulsed with his heartbeat, but beneath it—humiliatingly, undeniably—was the knowledge that this was exactly what he’d craved for years. The surrender. The loss of control. The knowledge that a strong, no-nonsense woman had taken him firmly in hand and was giving him precisely what he deserved.

“N-no,” he managed, voice cracking. “No safeword. Please… just… not so hard.”

Sarah gave a soft, almost sympathetic laugh. “Oh, sweetheart. That’s not how this works. You don’t get to decide how hard. You earned a proper blistering, and that’s exactly what you’re going to get.”

With a seemingly practiced ease, she draped her right leg over the backs of his thighs, trapping his kicking legs completely, then pulled his right wrist high up between his shoulder blades in a secure hold. The position left him utterly immobilized, bottom thrust up high and helpless, every private inch exposed and vulnerable.

“There,” she said, settling her weight. “That should keep you still for the rest.”

Mark barely had time to register the new, terrifying helplessness before the brush cracked down again—this time in a continuous, rapid-fire flurry that took his breath away. CRACK-CRACK-CRACK-CRACK-CRACK! The strokes came too fast to count, overlapping, searing, relentless. Sarah’s arm moved like a piston, the heavy oak slamming into his already swollen cheeks with merciless force.

He screamed into the rug, body bucking uselessly against her iron grip. Tears streamed down his face; his pleas dissolved into incoherent sobbing. The pain built and built until it felt as if his bottom must be blistered raw, every nerve ending shrieking in protest.

“And this,” Sarah said over the staccato rhythm of the brush, “is what a real spanking feels like, Mark. Not the pretty little fantasy you’ve been dreaming about all these years. This is what happens when a grown man behaves like a lazy little boy—he gets his backside blistered until he can’t sit down for a week.”

CRACK-CRACK-CRACK-CRACK!

“Isn’t that right?” she prompted, never slowing.

“Yes, ma’am!” he wailed. “I’m sorry—I’ll be good—I promise—please!”

The flurry went on and on, far longer than he thought possible, until his entire world narrowed to the exploding pain across his bottom and the iron restraint of Sarah’s body holding him down. Only when his cries turned to broken, exhausted sobs did she finally ease up, delivering a last half-dozen slow, deliberately hard strokes across the most tender spots.

Then, mercifully, the brush stilled.

Mark lay limp and trembling over her lap, chest heaving, bottom an inferno of throbbing agony. Sarah rested the brush on the small of his back like a trophy and let him cry it out for a long moment, her right hand rubbing slow, impersonal circles on his bum.

“Shhh,” she murmured. “It’s all right. You took that very well, Mark. I’m proud of you for not safewording.”

He could barely process the gentle tone through the haze of pain and endorphins. All he knew was that the worst of the hairbrush was over… but the belt still waited.

Sarah set the hairbrush aside and loosened her hold on him. Mark lay draped over her lap for a few more seconds, limp, sniffling, his bottom throbbing with a deep, ferocious heat that felt twice its normal size.

“Up you get,” she said at last, her voice steady but not unkind. She helped him with a firm hand under his arm as he struggled to his feet, legs wobbling, the tight band of his briefs still stretched just above his knees. Tears streaked his flushed face; his erection had long since wilted under the onslaught of real pain.

Mark stood there swaying, hands instinctively hovering behind him, wanting to rub but knowing better.

Sarah rose from the chair and looked him over—his crimson, swollen bottom, the trembling in his thighs, the way he couldn’t quite meet her eyes.

“On second thoughts, underpants off the rest of the way,” she instructed calmly. “Step out of them, fold them neatly, and place them on the pile with the rest of your clothes.”

Mark’s fingers shook as he bent awkwardly, pushing the white cotton down his calves and over his feet. He folded the briefs with exaggerated care—the last remnant of his modesty—and set them on top of his slacks. Completely naked now, he felt more exposed than ever, the cool air of the room kissing his blazing skin and making him shiver.

“Good,” Sarah said. “Now, over the back of the couch. Hands and forearms flat on the seat cushion, elbows down. Bottom well up and out.”

The couch was a low, modern piece with a firm back. Mark shuffled forward, every step sending fresh jolts through his roasted cheeks. He bent over the back as instructed, the leather cool against his chest and forearms. His toes barely touched the rug on the far side; most of his weight rested on his elbows and the tops of his thighs where they pressed against the couch’s rolled edge.

Sarah moved behind him.

“Legs wider, Mark.”

He inched his feet apart, mortified at how it lifted his bottom higher and parted his cheeks slightly.

“Wider,” she repeated, tapping the inside of one thigh with her fingers. “I want those feet at least shoulder-width. Actually, even further than that. Until you’re really stretched. That’s it… more.”

Mark whimpered as he obeyed, spreading until he was practically on tiptoe, the muscles in his thighs trembling. The position left his genitals dangling freely over the edge of the couch back, swaying with every shaky breath, utterly exposed. Cool air brushed his asshole, now unmistakably on display, and he felt a wave of heat rush to his face that had nothing to do with the spanking.

“Perfect,” Sarah murmured, giving his burning bottom a proprietary little pat that made him flinch. “Stay exactly like that. Don’t move a muscle.”

She walked slowly around the couch, coming to stand in front of him. Mark’s eyes were beneath her hips; he watched, head raised, heart hammering, as her fingers moved to the heavy brass buckle of the thick brown cowboy belt threaded through the loops of her jeans. The leather was well-worn, supple but substantial—at least an inch and a half wide, with a satisfying weight that promised real authority.

Schhhlick… schhhlick… schhhlick.

She drew the belt free inch by deliberate inch, doubling it in her hands with a soft snap that made Mark’s stomach drop straight through the floor.

“We have one more thing on Emily’s list to discuss,” Sarah said conversationally, looping the belt once around her fist so the folded end hung ready. She rested the leather across his shoulder blades for a moment, letting him feel its weight. “One very important item she was almost too shy to mention… but she did mention it. And I promised her I’d address it thoroughly.”

Mark’s mind raced, panicked. He’d already confessed to every chore, every bad habit, the exercise thing—everything he could think of. What else could possibly be left? His voice came out small and hoarse, muffled against the couch cushion.

“W-what is it? I—I don’t know what else there could be…”

Sarah leaned down slightly, close enough that he could feel her breath near his ear, the belt still resting across his back like a promise.

“Oh, Mark,” she said softly, almost pityingly. “It’s about how rarely you go down on your wife… and how much she wishes you did it more—longer, more enthusiastically, more often. She told me she loves it, but you hardly ever do it. And that changes tonight.”

Mark’s eyes went wide, fresh humiliation flooding him so intensely he nearly lurched upright. Emily had told her that? Sarah knew? His face burned against the leather cushion; he wanted to sink through the floor and disappear forever.

Sarah straightened, trailing the belt off his back and letting it swing gently at her side.

“After I finish with this belt,” she continued, voice calm and matter-of-fact, “you’re going to learn exactly how important it is to put Emily’s pleasure first. And when you get home tonight, sore and sorry and very well-disciplined, the very first thing you’ll do is get on your knees with your head between her legs and show her just how grateful a properly spanked husband can be. You’ll stay there as long as she wants—no rushing, no half-measures—until she’s completely satisfied. As many times as she wants. Is that clear?”

Mark could only manage a broken, mortified whisper.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy.” Sarah stepped back behind him, and positioned herself to Mark’s left, one hand resting lightly on the small of his back to steady him, the other gripping the folded belt with calm assurance. She raised her arm, the leather hissing faintly through the air on a short practice swing.

“This belt whipping,” she said, her voice low and edged with steel, “is specifically for neglecting Emily’s pleasure. Every time you’ve skimmed over going down on her—or skipped it entirely—you’ve been selfish. Tonight, that ends. You’re going to learn to crave putting her first.”

The first stroke cracked down with a sharp, explosive WHAP! The broad leather landed squarely across both cheeks, driving the air from Mark’s lungs in a strangled cry. A thick, rectangular welt rose instantly—angry red, perfectly outlined—burning far deeper than the hairbrush had managed.

“You will go down on your wife whenever she wants,” Sarah scolded, raising the belt again. “Enthusiastically. Generously. For as long as she wants.”

WHAP! The second stroke landed just below the first, overlapping slightly. Mark’s hips jerked forward; his toes scrabbled uselessly against the rug.

“You will beg for the privilege of tasting her,” she continued, voice rising in anger now, each word punctuated by another searing lash.

WHAP! This one curled viciously around his left cheek, the tip snapping into the tender crease between his spread buttocks. Mark shrieked, his whole body bucking.

WHAP! The next wrapped lower, the leather kissing the sensitive inner thigh on the left side, leaving a fiery stripe that felt like it had bitten straight to the bone.

“You selfish little boy—making Emily feel she had to go without just because you couldn’t be bothered!”

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! She settled into a relentless rhythm, the belt cracking down again and again, each stroke leaving another broad, overlapping rectangle of pure fire. Some landed flat across the fullest part of his bottom, raising swollen, ridged welts that throbbed in perfect parallel lines. Others curled at the last second—some snapping deep into his ass crack, making him clench and sob; others lashing the tender inner thigh so sharply he danced on his toes, legs trembling from the effort of staying spread.

Sarah kept the belt moving with the same terrifying precision she’d shown with her hand and the hairbrush—never rushed, never sloppy, each stroke placed exactly where it would hurt the most and be remembered the longest.

WHAP!

“You will learn to love the taste of her,” she said, voice low and deliberate. “You will bury your face between her thighs like it’s the only place you belong.”

WHAP! WHAP!

Mark’s sobs had turned raw, animalistic. His bottom was a latticework of angry red welts now, the skin swollen and hot enough that even the slightest shift of air felt like sandpaper. The belt kept finding fresh territory—high on the crest, low where the curve met thigh, then cruelly diagonal so the tip whipped into the cleft and made his hole clench in helpless panic.

Sarah didn’t pause this time. She simply changed the cadence—slower now, heavier, letting each stroke land with full, deliberate force so he could feel every word sink in along with the leather.

“And don’t think for even one second that she owes you anything in return! Not all girls like cock shoved down their throats.”

WHAP!

The sentence cracked through the room like an extra lash. Mark’s whole body jolted, a fresh, humiliated sob ripping out of him even before the pain of the stroke finished blooming.

Sarah raised the belt again, voice calm, almost gentle in its cruelty.

“Emily told me how much she hates giving you oral. The taste. The stretch. The gagging. She despises every second of it.”

WHAP!

Mark’s hips bucked forward involuntarily; tears streamed faster.

“She shouldn’t have to do something that repulses her just because you think wives are supposed to ‘reciprocate.’ She doesn’t owe you her mouth. Ever. Not once. Not even on your birthday. Not even if you beg. Not even if you sulk. She says no—and that’s the end of it.”

WHAP! WHAP!

Each stroke punctuated the declaration, the leather snapping across already-raised welts, deepening the crimson to near-purple in places.

“But you?” Sarah continued, never breaking rhythm. “You do owe her yours. Not because it’s ‘fair.’ Not because it’s tit-for-tat. Because she asked for it. Because she loves it. Because it makes her feel adored, desired, worshipped—and you have spent years short-changing her on that.”

WHAP!

“From tonight forward, your mouth belongs between her legs whenever she wants it. Full stop. No negotiation. No ‘but I just came.’ It makes no difference. Even if you’ve just come inside her—pumping her full of your mess—you’ll get right down there on your knees and lick her out. You’ll swallow every drop of your own cum down if that’s what it takes to clean her up and make her come again. If she says now, it’s now. If she says again, it’s again. If she wants three orgasms before breakfast on a Tuesday, you will give them to her with a smile and a thank-you afterward.”

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

Mark was beyond coherent speech now—just broken, keening cries and promises that dissolved into sobs. His legs trembled violently, toes scrabbling against the rug as he fought to stay in position, the visceral image of his tongue delving into Emily’s cum-slick folds—his own salty spend coating his mouth, forced down his throat while she ground against his face—burning through the haze of pain like acid humiliation. Tears dripped onto the couch cushion beneath him; his bottom felt enormous, a blazing, welted furnace he could no longer sit on, maybe ever again.

“Tell me what you’re going to do from now on!” Sarah demanded, pausing only long enough to let the belt rest menacingly across his striped backside.

“I’ll—I’ll go down on Emily every single time she wants!” he wailed, voice cracking. “I’ll stay there as long as she needs—I’ll make her come as many times as she wants—I swear!”

Another vicious WHAP! right across the undercurve made him howl.

“Louder, Mark. And be specific.”

“I’ll get on my knees the second she snaps her fingers! I’ll lick her and suck her, even if I’ve just cum in her, and never stop until she’s completely satisfied—I promise, Sarah, please!”

Sarah delivered six more scorching strokes in rapid succession—each one curling wickedly, painting fresh welts that wrapped from cheek to crease to inner thigh—until Mark was a sobbing, babbling mess, repeating his promises over and over like a mantra.

Only then did she stop. The belt hung at her side; Mark’s bottom was a lattice of thick, raised rectangles, some already darkening to purple at the edges, the skin hot and tight and utterly punished.

Sarah set the belt on the coffee table with a soft clunk and walked around the couch to crouch in front of him. Mark’s face was a wreck—red, tear-streaked, nose running—but she gently lifted his chin with two fingers, forcing him to meet her eyes. Her expression was stern, unyielding, but there was a flicker of satisfaction in them too.

“Look at me,” she ordered softly. “Tell me again—exactly what you’re going to do from now on.”

Mark’s voice trembled, barely audible through the sobs. “I’ll go down on Emily whenever she wants… as long as she wants… enthusiastically… until she’s completely satisfied. Every single time.”

Sarah nodded once. Then, still holding his chin, she raised her right hand in front of his tear-blurred eyes and formed a deliberate downwards V with her first two fingers—the universal gesture for exactly what he’d just promised.

“Show me,” she said quietly, her voice brooking no refusal. “Show me what you’ll do between Emily’s legs from now on.”

Fresh humiliation flooded Mark’s face, hotter than any welt on his bottom. Trembling, he opened his mouth and extended his tongue, pressing it obediently into the V she held steady, licking slowly up and down the narrow space between her fingers—mimicking the motion he now knew would become a regular, expected part of his life at home.

Sarah watched him for a long, silent moment, letting the shame sink in deep.

“Good boy,” she murmured at last, lowering her hand. “That’s exactly how eager you’re going to be for your wife. And if I ever hear you’ve slacked off—even once—we’ll be right back here, and next time the belting will be twice as long and twice as hard. Understood?”

Mark could only nod, still crying softly, his punished bottom throbbing with every heartbeat.

Sarah let the silence stretch just long enough for Mark’s shame to settle fully into his bones. His tongue had retreated, his lips trembling, tears still dripping from his chin onto the leather cushion. The room smelled faintly of polished wood, her perfume, and the sharp, unmistakable scent of a thoroughly punished bottom.

She stood, walked back around the couch, and rested one cool hand on the small of his back. The simple touch made him flinch; every inch of his skin felt raw and hypersensitive.

“We’re almost finished,” she said, her voice calm again, almost kind. “But I want us to be very clear about one last part. I want you to understand—truly understand—that pleasuring Emily is a privilege, not a chore. And privileges have to be earned.”

Mark’s breath hitched. He couldn’t imagine anything worse than what he’d already endured, yet the way Sarah said it made his stomach knot all over again.

“Ten more with the belt,” she announced. “Hard ones. And after each one, you’re going to do exactly what I tell you. You’re going to look straight ahead, stick your tongue out, and lick the air—like you mean it. Like Emily is standing right in front of you, legs spread, waiting for your mouth. Then you’re going to speak directly to her—say it to Emily, as if she’s here watching—as if she can hear every word. Tell her what a privilege it is to be allowed to lick her pussy. Tell her you want nothing in return. Tell her that her pleasure is your only reward.”

Mark made a broken, mortified sound—half sob, half whimper. The position already left everything on display; now she wanted him to address his own wife out loud, to perform this obscene little ritual while his bottom was striped and swollen, pretending Emily was right there witnessing his humiliation.

Sarah waited.

“Do you understand the instructions, Mark?” Sarah asked sharply.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” he whispered, voice cracking.

“Good. Count them for me. And remember—who are you speaking to?”

“To… to Emily,” he choked out, fresh tears welling.

Sarah stepped back, raised the belt, and brought it down with a thunderous WHAP! across the fullest part of his already-welted cheeks. Fresh fire exploded across his skin; the overlapping stripes felt like molten iron.

“One!” he gasped, then—face burning hotter than his bottom—he stuck his tongue out and licked the air in slow, deliberate strokes, eyes fixed on the empty space in front of him as if Emily stood there, robe open, watching him with a triumphant little smile.

“Emily… it’s such a privilege to be allowed to lick your pussy,” he said to the invisible woman, voice trembling with shame and sincerity. “I want nothing in return. Your pleasure is my only reward.”

WHAP! The second stroke landed lower, curling viciously into the tender undercurve.

“Two!” Another desperate lick—longer this time, more eager, as though he could already taste her. “Emily, please… it’s a privilege to be allowed to lick your pussy. I want nothing in return. Your pleasure is my only reward.”

Sarah didn’t rush. She let each stroke land fully, waited for the words and the shameful performance, then measured the next one carefully. By the fifth, Mark was openly sobbing again, his tongue working frantically between the required phrases, hips jerking forward with every searing impact as he addressed his wife over and over.

WHAP!

“Six!” He licked the air like a starving man—slow, reverent laps that left no doubt he meant every syllable. “Emily… it’s a privilege to be allowed to lick your pussy. I want nothing in return. Your pleasure is my only reward…”

His voice broke on the last word, but Sarah simply waited until he finished.

The final four were the worst—deliberately placed across the sensitive tops of his thighs and the swollen crests of his bottom, each one raising a new, throbbing ridge. Mark’s promises to Emily grew hoarse, frantic, almost feverish with gratitude by the end, his tongue never still, licking and lapping at the empty air as though her taste was already flooding his mouth.

When the tenth stroke finally cracked down—harder than all the rest—Mark nearly collapsed over the couch, a raw, guttural cry tearing from his throat.

“Ten,” he sobbed, then immediately began licking again, slower now, worshipful. “Emily… it’s a privilege to be allowed to lick your pussy. I want nothing in return. Your pleasure is my only reward. I’m so sorry I’ve been selfish… thank you for letting Sarah teach me…”

Sarah let the belt hang at her side for a long moment, watching him tremble, watching the way his punished bottom clenched and quivered with every hiccupping breath.

“Very good, Mark,” she said quietly. “I think the lesson’s sunk in.”

She gave him a minute—just one—to cry it out, then helped him straighten. His legs barely held him; fresh tears streaked his face as he stood naked and utterly humbled before her.

Sarah picked up his folded briefs from the pile, shook them out, and held them open at his feet.

“Step in.”

He did, wincing as the soft cotton slid up over his devastated bottom and settled into place. Even the gentle fabric felt like sandpaper against the welts. She tugged them carefully into position, then handed him the rest of his clothes one piece at a time, watching as he dressed with slow, shaking movements.

When he was fully clothed again—shirt tucked in, everything neat despite the storm inside him—Sarah cupped his chin and made him meet her eyes.

“You’re going straight home now,” she said firmly. “No detours, no sitting down to ‘rest’ in the car. As soon as you walk through the door, this is exactly what you will do:

You’ll find Emily wherever she is. You’ll walk right up to her, look her in the eye, and without a word you’ll unbuckle your belt, drop your pants and your underpants to your knees, and turn around to present your bottom to her. You’ll stay like that—bent slightly, legs apart—so she can see every single mark I put there for her. You’ll let her look as long as she wants, touch if she wants, and you’ll thank her for arranging it.

Then you’ll turn back to face her—pants and underwear still bunched at your knees, everything on display—and you’ll tell her, clearly and in detail, every single thing you’re going to improve from now on, and exactly how you’re going to do it. Everything we went over tonight. You’ll look her in the eye while you promise, and you won’t pull your pants up.

After that, you’re to go on your knees and beg her to be allowed to show her just how grateful you are. Understood?”

Mark’s face burned scarlet, fresh tears threatening at the thought of the scripted humiliation. He nodded, throat tight.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered.

Sarah smiled with deep satisfaction and opened the front door.

“Then go home and be the husband she deserves.”

The drive was pure agony; every shift on the seat sent fire through the welts and ridges crisscrossing his bottom. By the time he pulled into the driveway he was trembling with pain, shame, and desperate need.

Inside, the house was softly lit. Emily sat on the couch in her silk robe, wine glass in hand, music low. She had clearly been waiting—watching the door, anticipation bright in her eyes the moment he stepped inside.

Mark crossed the room on unsteady legs. He stopped directly in front of her, took one shuddering breath, and began.

Without a word he unbuckled his belt, unfastened his slacks, and let them drop to his knees. His white briefs followed immediately, pushed down to join the puddle of fabric that hobbled him. He turned slowly, presenting his ravaged bottom—deep red handprints layered with darker brush marks and thick, raised belt welts striping him from crest to thigh.

Emily’s soft, satisfied inhale was the only sound. She leaned forward, inspecting every mark, tracing a few of the hottest welts with cool fingertips that made him flinch and whimper.

“Thank you, Em,” he managed, voice cracking. “Thank you for arranging this… for letting Sarah punish me the way I needed.”

He turned back to face her—pants and briefs still at his knees, everything exposed—and met her gaze.

“I’m going to do better,” he began, words tumbling out in a rush. “Every Sunday night I’ll set a phone reminder and take the recycling out before you ever have to think about it. I’ll load the dishwasher properly the moment I’m finished with a dish—no more leaving things in the sink. My clothes will go straight into the hamper, never on the floor again. Coffee mugs will be rinsed and brought to the kitchen immediately. This Saturday I’ll spend the whole day organizing the garage top to bottom. And I’m starting an exercise plan this week—running and weights three times a week, no excuses, no slacking. I promise, Emily. I swear I’ll never let you down like that again.”

Emily listened, eyes gleaming, a slow smile spreading across her face. When he finished, she reached out and cupped his cheek.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Was there anything else Sarah wanted you to change?”

Mark didn’t wait for further permission. The words Sarah had burned into him all night spilled out on their own. He sank to his knees right there, the fabric bunching tighter around his knees, and looked up at her with tear-reddened eyes.

“Please, Em,” he whispered hoarsely, voice thick with desperation and gratitude. “May I please have the privilege of being allowed to lick your pussy. I want nothing in return. Your pleasure is my only reward. Please… please let me taste you. I need to show you how sorry I am… how grateful I am…”

Emily’s smile turned wickedly triumphant. She had been ready—more than ready. She set her wine glass aside, leaned back against the cushions, and slowly parted her thighs. The silk robe fell open on its own, revealing that she wore nothing underneath. Her pussy was already glistening, beautifully bare and waiting for him.

“I’ve been thinking about this all evening,” she said softly, voice husky with arousal. “Get in there, sweetheart. Show me exactly how grateful you are that I allowed you to be spanked by Sarah.”

Mark leaned forward with a broken, reverent moan and buried his face between her spread thighs, licking and sucking with desperate, worshipful devotion—like his life truly depended on it. Emily threaded her fingers through his hair, sighed in pure satisfaction, and let her thoroughly punished husband devote himself entirely to the pleasure she had waited years to claim.


A Shared Space

Evan, twenty-two and newly graduated, moved into his cousin Amanda’s downtown apartment to save on rent while job-hunting. Amanda, twenty-eight, was a graphic designer with a sharp wit and a commanding aura. They meshed well—shared takeout, traded sarcastic jabs, and kept their personal lives private in the small, stylish apartment. Privacy was an unspoken rule, and Evan was usually careful to keep his habits behind closed doors.

One humid afternoon, with the AC broken and Amanda supposedly at a client meeting, Evan left his door open for the breeze. Stripped naked, he sprawled across his bed, his lean frame tense with anticipation. He had his earbuds in listening to a sexy story read aloud. He grabbed a bottle of lotion from the nightstand, squirting a cool dollop into his palm. Rubbing his hands together, he warmed the slick liquid, then wrapped his right hand around his shaft, fingers loose just below the sensitive head. His thumb grazed the underside, sending a jolt through him. He stroked slowly, the lotion making each glide wet and smooth, a soft squelching sound punctuating the quiet. His left hand cupped his balls, gently tugging as his rhythm built. As he listened to the story, his mind filled it in with a certain blonde woman, confident and strict, her voice commanding him. Eyes closed, he quickened his pace, his grip tightening, lost in the fantasy.

The door creaked. “Evan, you—oh.” Amanda’s voice slashed through.

His eyes snapped open. She stood in the doorway, smirking, one eyebrow arched. Evan froze, his lotion-slick hand still gripping his throbbing cock, the flushed tip glistening. “Shit, Amanda, get out!” he choked, his face burning as he tore the earbuds from his ears with the hand that had been cupping his balls, pausing the story playing on his device.

Amanda stepped fully inside, closing the door with a soft click. “Relax,” she said, her tone light but laced with mischief. “Not my first time catching a guy mid-stroke.”

Evan’s heart hammered, his erection softening slightly under the weight of humiliation. “This isn’t funny. Please—”

“Nope.” Amanda crossed the room and stood at the edge of his bed, casual as if they were discussing dinner, blocking him from getting up. Her dark eyes flicked to his cock, then back to his face, her smirk widening. “Keep going. I’m curious. What’s got you so worked up?”

He gaped, mortified. “Amanda, this is weird. I can’t—”

“You can.” She said, her gaze unrelenting. “Don’t stop. And tell me who’s in your head. What’s she doing?”

Humiliation seared him, but her commanding presence pinned him in place. His cock twitched despite himself, still slick with lotion. “It’s… just some girl,” he mumbled, avoiding her eyes. “Blonde. From a video.”

Amanda’s smirk didn’t budge. “Uh-huh. And what’s she up to?”

His throat tightened. He grasped for something safe. “She’s… giving me a blowjob.”

Her eyes narrowed. Something about his demeanour said he wasn’t being truthful. She looked down at his device. She glanced at the paused title. She let out a soft, skeptical laugh. “Bullshit. You’re holding out. Tell me the truth, Evan. What’s really going on in that head of yours?”

He squirmed, his face scorching. His hand, still loosely gripping his shaft, felt heavy under her stare. “I’m serious,” he insisted, but his voice cracked.

“Nope. Try again.” She leaned closer, her voice low and teasing. “Spill it, or I’m not leaving.”

Evan’s pulse thundered in his ears. The lotion had started to cool on his skin, making the grip of his own hand feel sticky and obscene under her unwavering attention. He tried to shift backward on the mattress, but there was nowhere to go—Amanda’s knees pressed lightly against the edge of the bed, caging him without touching.

“I…” His voice came out thin. “It’s private, okay? It’s—kind of… fucked up.”

Her head tilted, the tiniest spark of genuine curiosity flashing behind the teasing. “Now you’ve really got my attention.”

He swallowed hard. His cock, traitor that it was, had thickened again at the low register of her voice, the head darkening as blood rushed back. He could feel the slow, involuntary flex of it against his palm.

Amanda noticed. Of course she did.

“Private and fucked up,” she repeated slowly, tasting the words. “That’s a hell of a combination. You gonna make me guess?”

Evan squeezed his eyes shut for a second, then forced them open again. Looking away felt worse—like he was hiding from something inevitable.

“It’s… not a blowjob,” he admitted, barely above a whisper. “She’s not… doing anything nice.”

“Go on…” she prompted.

Cornered, he broke. “Fine,” he whispered, barely audible. “She’s… spanking me. Okay? She’s got me over her lap, and she’s… you know.”

Amanda’s smirk bloomed into a grin, and she laughed—a sharp, delighted sound. Her eyes caught the way his cock twitched at the admission, the faint tremor in his hand. “Oh, that’s good. Kinky little Evan.” She tilted her head, her voice dropping to a teasing purr. “You like the idea of a spanking, do you?”

Evan’s face burned hotter, his breath catching. “Well, I—”

And then a thought occurred to Amanda. “Oh my God!” she suddenly said. “Tell me that ‘blonde girl from some video’ isn’t me!” Her grin stretched wider, predatory and gleeful all at once. “No. Fucking. Way.”

“I didn’t say that,” Evan blurted, too fast. “That’s not—I never said—”

“You didn’t have to.” She laughed again, the sound bright and merciless. “Look at you. Blushing. Shaking. Squirming.”

Evan tried to roll onto his side, instinctively curling to hide himself, but Amanda planted one palm flat on the mattress right beside his hip—close enough that he felt the dip of the bed, close enough that the heat of her hand radiated against his bare skin. He stilled instantly.

“Don’t,” she said, softer now, but no less commanding. “You already showed me the goods. No point playing shy now.”

He couldn’t look at her. His gaze fixed on a random spot on the ceiling, cheeks flaming so hot he was sure they’d leave permanent marks. His cock, the absolute traitor, gave another helpless throb right in front of her. A thick, glistening bead of precum welled at the slit, swelled, and then—under the weight of her stare—slowly squeezed out, sliding down the flushed head in a slow, deliberate drip before pooling against the top of his clutched hand.

Amanda’s eyes locked on it immediately. She let out a low, delighted “Ohhh,” drawing the sound out like she’d just been handed a particularly delicious secret.

“Look at that,” she murmured, voice thick with amusement. “One little drop just… oozed right out the second I called you on it. That’s adorable. Your poor cock can’t even pretend it’s not me.”

Evan made a strangled noise, somewhere between mortification and a whimper. His hand twitched, fingers flexing involuntarily around his shaft, and another tiny squeeze of precum welled up and trickled down to join the first.

Amanda tilted her head, watching the slow descent with clinical fascination. “Did you see that? It literally squeezed out like it was answering me. Like your dick’s raising its hand going, ‘Yes ma’am, I’m guilty, it’s you!” She laughed softly, the sound warm and wicked. “That’s the cutest thing I’ve seen all week.”

He finally risked a glance up at her. Mistake. Her eyes were sparkling with pure, delighted amusement—and something darker, hungrier, flickering just underneath.

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled. “I’ll—I’ll stop. I won’t do it again. Just… Please.”

She eased back just enough to sit on the very edge of his mattress, one knee bent, her thigh brushing the outside of his. The proximity made his skin prickle.

“Keep going,” she said.

Evan blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.” She nodded toward his lap, where another slow bead was already forming. “You were doing so well before I interrupted. Don’t let me stop you.”

“I can’t—” His voice cracked. “Not with you watching.”

“You can,” she countered, voice dropping into that low, velvet register. “And you will. Because if you don’t…” She let the threat hang, then finished with a wicked little smile. “I might have to take matters into my own hands. And trust me, Evan—I spank a lot harder than you’ve been imagining. I’ll make sure you aren’t sitting for a week.”

His breath hitched audibly. His cock jerked in his grip like it had been slapped, and—right on cue—another fat pearl of precum welled up and slid down the shaft.

Amanda made a considering little hum. “There it goes again. God, you’re responsive. Keep going. Show me exactly how much you like being teased about it.”

Evan’s hand gave a tentative, experimental slide—slow, uncertain. The friction felt obscene under her scrutiny, especially with the fresh slick of precum now mixing in. He swallowed hard.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

The praise hit like a live wire. His hips twitched upward before he could stop them. Another slow squeeze, another glistening drop.

Amanda laughed under her breath. “Oh, you really like that, don’t you? Being told you’re doing good while your cock keeps crying little tears for me.”

Evan’s strokes faltered, then picked up again—faster, more desperate. His breathing turned ragged. Every nerve felt exposed, raw, pinned under her amused, predatory stare.

Amanda watched, utterly unruffled, chin resting on her hand like she was enjoying particularly good theatre.

“Eyes on me,” she said quietly.

He obeyed instantly.

Amanda held his gaze without blinking, her expression calm, almost serene, while everything below his waist burned with frantic urgency.

Evan’s hand moved faster now—slick sounds filling the small room again, louder than before because the precum kept coming, smearing over his knuckles, making every glide wetter, messier. His balls drew up tight against his body. The muscles in his thighs trembled. He was close already—too close—and she knew it.

“Don’t you dare finish yet,” she said, voice soft but steel-edged. “Not until I say.”

A broken sound escaped him—half groan, half plea. His rhythm stuttered, trying to obey even as his body screamed otherwise.

Amanda leaned in a fraction closer. Her breath brushed his cheek when she spoke again.

“You were thinking about me bending you over my knee, weren’t you? My hand coming down hard, turning that pale ass of yours pink. Maybe red.” She paused, letting the words sink in. “And every time your cock jumped against my thigh, I’d laugh and do it harder.”

Evan’s eyes fluttered shut for a second before snapping open again—he couldn’t look away, couldn’t disobey the quiet command still hanging between them.

His strokes had slowed to long, deliberate pulls now, each one dragging a fresh bead of precum up the shaft only for it to spill immediately over the head and down the back of his fingers. The slit stayed parted slightly, flushed and shiny, like it was panting right along with him.

Amanda’s voice dropped even lower. “That’s it. Nice and slow. Let me see every inch of what you’ve been hiding.”

He whimpered—actually whimpered—and the sound seemed to please her immensely.

She reached out then. Not to touch his cock. Not quite. Instead, her fingertips brushed the inside of his wrist—light, barely there—and guided his hand to a slightly different angle, so the underside of his shaft faced her more directly. The new position made the upward curve of him even more obvious, made every vein stand out under the slick sheen.

“Better,” she murmured. “I like seeing the whole show.”

Evan’s breathing hitched into something dangerously close to sobs. His hips rocked up into his own fist despite himself, chasing the friction, chasing release, chasing her approval.

Amanda’s thumb traced one slow circle over the delicate skin of his inner wrist—still holding him loosely, still controlling the tempo without ever wrapping around his cock.

“You know,” she said conversationally, as though they were discussing rent or groceries, “now that I know exactly what floats your boat… I just might have to put it to good use.”

His eyes widened.

She smiled—slow, wicked, utterly sure of herself.

“A little discipline,” she continued, letting each word roll off her tongue, “if you leave the place a mess like you have been—if you leave the kitchen looking like a bomb went off, or you ‘forget’ to clean the bathroom for a week—I’ll sit on the couch, pull you naked across my lap like a naughty little boy, I’ll have my hairbrush. The wooden one with the flat oval back. You’ve seen it on my dresser. I’ll spank you until your ass is hot enough that you’ll feel it every time you sit for the rest of the week. You’ll be begging me to stop long before I’m done.”

Evan’s hips jerked upward involuntarily; another fat pearl of precum welled up and spilled over his knuckles.

Amanda’s lips curved against his ear.

“And… who knows? I might just invite a couple of my girlfriends over first. I’m sure they’d love to see my cocky cousin get taken down a peg. They’d sit on the loveseat across from us, wine glasses in hand, laughing and pointing while I spank you bare in front of them.”

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes again, her own dark with satisfaction at the way his whole body was trembling now, cock throbbing helplessly in his grip.

“Look at that,” she murmured, glancing down at the fresh slick coating his fingers. “One little fantasy about being spanked in front of an audience and you’re already crying more tears for me. You’re going to be so easy to keep in line, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t answer. Couldn’t form words. Only a low, desperate keen.

She finally released his wrist—but only so she could rest her palm flat against his bare thigh, high enough that the edge of her little thumb just grazed the sensitive skin right beside his balls. Not touching them. Just close enough to make every nerve there scream for contact.

“Ask me,” she said quietly.

Evan’s voice cracked on the first try. “P-please…”

“Please what?”

“Please… let me—”

“Let you what, Evan?” Her thumb stroked once—slow, deliberate—along the crease where thigh met groin. “Use your words. You’ve already shown me everything else.”

His hips jerked upward again, helpless. “Please let me come. Please, Amanda.”

She considered him for a long, agonizing heartbeat.

Then she leaned in until her lips were right beside his ear again.

“Come,” she whispered. “Right now. All over yourself while I watch. And look right into my eyes as you do.”

His eyes locked onto hers—wide, glassy, pupils blown so dark they swallowed the hazel almost completely. The whites were stark against the flush that had crawled up from his chest to his hairline, tiny beads of sweat glittering at his temples in the slanted afternoon light.

Amanda held his gaze without flinching, calm and unblinking, the faintest curve of satisfaction playing at the corners of her mouth. She didn’t move. Didn’t speak again. She simply watched, letting the single whispered command—come—detonate inside him like a match struck in dry grass.

His hand gave one final, desperate downward stroke—slick, loud, knuckles whitening—and then his whole body locked.

The orgasm crashed through him like lightning striking bone.

His mouth fell open on a raw, soundless gasp—lips parted wide, tongue visible for a heartbeat before his teeth snapped shut. His eyes stayed riveted to hers, but the focus shattered; pupils pulsed wildly with each devastating wave. Tears welled instantly at the inner corners and spilled over, streaking down his flushed cheeks in bright, helpless tracks. Not from pain. Not from shame. From the sheer, obliterating intensity of it.

His cock kicked violently in his fist—once, twice—and the first spurt erupted with ferocious power. It rocketed upward in a thick, white arc, clearing his chest entirely and landing hot and wet across his own open mouth and cheek. A heavy rope painted a glistening stripe from the corner of his lips, over the bridge of his nose, and into his left eyebrow. The shock of it made his eyes flutter, a broken whimper escaping as the second spurt followed almost immediately—another forceful jet that caught him square on the chin and dripped immediately downward in warm, sticky threads.

He made a shattered, keening sound—half sob, half moan—and his hips snapped upward so hard his lower back arched off the mattress, chasing nothing, held suspended only by the brutal contractions ripping through his core. The third and fourth pulses landed in heavy, pearlescent puddles across his quivering stomach and chest; the fifth and sixth were still strong enough to dribble thickly over his knuckles and down the shaft, mixing with lotion and precum into a glossy, obscene mess. Then the aftershocks took over—smaller, weaker twitches that simply oozed the last of it out in slow, syrupy pulses until his cock was just feebly jerking against his palm, spent and slick.

His entire body trembled through the wreckage. Breathing came in harsh, uneven rasps, chest heaving. The tears kept falling silently, sliding into his hairline, pooling in the shell of his ear. Come dripped from his cheek, his chin, the tip of his nose; a thick strand hung suspended from his eyebrow before finally breaking and falling onto his collarbone.

He couldn’t look away from her. His eyes stayed glued to Amanda’s—red-rimmed, dazed, pupils still huge—as though she were the only thing tethering him to the planet.

She let the silence stretch, luxuriating in the sight of him: utterly undone, painted in his own release, trembling and tear-streaked.

Then she reached out—slowly, deliberately—and dragged two fingers through the thickest rope still clinging to his cheek. She gathered a generous smear of it, warm and viscous, and lifted her hand to his parted lips.

“Open,” she said quietly.

Evan’s breath hitched. His lips trembled, but they parted wider on instinct.

Amanda slid her fingers inside—slow, careful—letting him taste the salt and musk of himself. His tongue moved hesitantly at first, then pressed against her fingertips as she curled them gently, feeding him every last bit she’d collected. She watched his throat work as he swallowed, watched the fresh flush that crawled back up his neck.

“Good boy,” she murmured, voice soft as velvet. She withdrew her fingers with a faint, wet sound, then brushed her thumb across his lower lip, wiping away the final glistening trace. “Such a pretty mess. And so obedient.”

She leaned down until her lips brushed the shell of his ear.

“You’re going to remember the taste of this every time you look at me from now on.”

She straightened, stood, and walked towards the door without another word—leaving him sprawled, shaking, streaked with come and tears, cock softening against his thigh in a cooling pool of everything he’d just surrendered.

She reached the doorway and paused.

Without turning fully, Amanda glanced back over her shoulder. Her hair spilled across one cheek; her lips curved in that same calm, predatory half-smile that had just forced him to come harder than he ever had in his life. Her eyes locked onto his—steady, amused, utterly in control.

Then she reached back with her right hand.

Palm met denim with a sharp, resounding crack. The sound bounced off the walls of the small apartment, crisp and deliberate. The impact sent a visible ripple through the tight curve of her ass; she let her fingers dig in for a slow, possessive squeeze, kneading the flesh until it dimpled under her grip.

Evan’s spent cock gave one feeble, oversensitive twitch against his sticky thigh. A final thin bead of cum welled up and trickled down the shaft like a last, exhausted sigh.

Amanda’s smile sharpened. Her voice purred, voice low and teasing,

“Remember, Evan. If you’re naughty… Spanky spanky.”

She gave her own ass one more firm, theatrical slap—harder this time, the smack echoing louder

The two little words landed like a promise wrapped in velvet. Playful on the surface, but laced underneath with the exact same steel she’d used to command his orgasm minutes earlier.

She held his gaze another long heartbeat—letting him feel the full weight of the warning, letting him picture exactly what those two words could mean the next time he left dishes in the sink, socks on the living-room floor, or forgot to take out the trash.

Then she released her grip, turned away, and stepped through the doorway.

The door closed behind her with a soft, final click.

Silence rushed back in.

Evan lay there, trembling, heart still hammering against his ribs. His skin felt too tight, every nerve still buzzing with the aftershocks of her voice, her fingers, her stare. Come was drying in tacky patterns across his chest and stomach; tears still clung to his lashes. The apartment suddenly felt too quiet, too still—except for the faint, lingering echo of that last sharp smack and the two words that would now live rent-free in his head forever.

Spanky spanky.

He swallowed hard. His throat still carried the faint, musky aftertaste she’d made him swallow.

Beyond the closed door, he could hear the soft clink of a glass in the kitchen, the rustle of her sketchbook being opened on the couch. Normal sounds. Everyday sounds.

As though nothing at all had changed.

As though she hadn’t just rewritten every rule of their shared space in the span of twenty minutes.

Evan closed his eyes for a long moment.

When he opened them again, he stared at the closed door—and knew, with bone-deep certainty, that the next time he stepped even slightly out of line…

She’d be waiting.

Hairbrush in hand.

And she’d make damn sure he remembered exactly what spanky spanky really meant.


A Lesson at Home

The sprawling elegance of their suburban mansion was a stark contrast to the tension brewing inside Elena and Daniel’s bedroom. The couple had just returned from a glitzy awards show, where Elena had turned heads in her mint-green gown, its plunging neckline adorned with intricate floral embroidery. But the night had taken a sour turn when Daniel, her husband, let his temper flare at the afterparty—snapping at a waitress, humiliating Elena in front of colleagues, and storming off in a huff. It wasn’t the first time, but Elena was determined it would be the last.

As they stepped into their bedroom, Elena closed the door behind them, her heels clicking sharply on the hardwood floor. The room was softly lit by a chandelier, casting a warm glow over the king-sized bed with its silk sheets. She turned to Daniel, her arms crossed, her voice low and commanding. “Ready for your spanking?”

Daniel’s face paled, his attempt at a dismissive laugh faltering. “Elena, please not again, you’re not serious—”

“Yes, again,” she cut him off, her tone icy. “You had a little problem with your temper, didn’t you?”

He shifted uncomfortably, avoiding her gaze. “I… I didn’t mean to—”

“And you weren’t thinking that’s okay, were you?” she pressed, stepping closer, her voice rising with controlled anger. “Not something we should have happening around here, is it?”

Daniel opened his mouth to argue, but Elena silenced him with a look. “And when these things happen, should I just ignore them? Am I supposed to allow you a certain number that I just put up with?”

He swallowed hard, realizing there was no escape. Elena’s eyes narrowed as she pointed to the floor in front of her. “Before we start, I want every stitch of clothing off. Strip. Now.”

Daniel hesitated, his cheeks flushing with embarrassment, but the steel in her voice left no room for defiance. With trembling hands, he began to undress, starting with his suit jacket, then his tie, shirt, and pants. He kicked off his shoes and socks, and finally, with a deep breath, he slid off his boxers, leaving him completely naked. The cool air of the room prickled his skin as he stood vulnerable before her, his hands instinctively moving to cover himself.

Elena’s gaze was unyielding as she walked to the antique dresser in the corner, retrieving a heavy wooden hairbrush—its wide, flat back polished to a menacing gleam. She sat on the edge of the bed, patting her lap firmly. “Over my knee, Daniel. Now.”

Outside the bedroom door, the two housemaids, Maria and Sofia, lingered in the hallway, their cleaning duties forgotten. They had heard the couple arguing and sensed something entertaining was about to happen. Maria, the older of the two, pressed her ear to the door, her eyes wide with curiosity. “She’s going to spank him again,” she whispered to Sofia, who stifled a giggle.

“He never learns, does he?” Sofia replied, her voice hushed. “Last time, I could hear him crying from the kitchen.”

Inside, Daniel reluctantly positioned himself over Elena’s lap, naked. The real shock came, as it always did, when the first smack of the hairbrush landed with a resounding crack.

The sound echoed through the room—and beyond. Maria winced at the noise, her hand flying to her mouth. “Dios mío, she’s not holding back,” she murmured. Sofia nodded, her eyes gleaming with a mix of shock and amusement. “It must be her hairbrush. The big one. That brush sounds like it hurts.”

Elena delivered the spanking with unrelenting force, the hairbrush striking Daniel’s bare skin over and over. The smacks turned his pale cheeks first a bright pink, then a deep, angry red. The pain was immediate and intense, a stinging heat that built with every strike. Daniel gritted his teeth at first, trying to hold back, but after the first dozen smacks, he couldn’t help himself. “Elena, please!” he gasped, his voice breaking. “I’m sorry—I’ll do better, I swear!”

But Elena was unmoved. “You always say that,” she said, her voice steady despite the effort of swinging the brush. “And yet here we are again. You need to learn, Daniel.” She adjusted her grip and focused on the same spot for several rapid, hard smacks, drawing a sharp cry from his lips.

Outside, the maids listened as Daniel’s cries grew louder. “He’s already begging,” Sofia whispered, shaking her head. “She’s going to break him again tonight.”

Maria nodded, her expression a mix of sympathy and fascination. “He deserves it, though. He’s been in a mood all week.”

The spanking went on for what felt like an eternity to Daniel. Elena was thorough, covering every inch of his backside, from the tops of his cheeks to the sensitive spot where his thighs met his rear. His skin burned, the pain searing through him with every strike. His legs kicked involuntarily, his hands gripping the silk sheets as he tried to hold himself together. But Elena was determined to break him down completely. After what must have been hundreds of smacks, his resolve shattered. Tears streamed down his face, hot and unstoppable, and soon he was wailing, his sobs filling the room. “I’m sorry, Elena! I’m so sorry—I’ll never do it again, I promise!”

Outside, Maria and Sofia exchanged a look. “He’s crying like a baby,” Sofia said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I almost feel bad for him.”

“Almost,” Maria replied with a smirk. “But I’m sure he brought this on himself.”

Finally, Elena set the hairbrush aside. Daniel’s backside was a deep, throbbing crimson red, radiating heat as he lay limp across her lap, sobbing uncontrollably. She let him cry for a moment, her hand resting on his back, before guiding him off her lap and onto his knees on the floor in front of her.

Elena stood, her expression softening but still commanding. She slipped out of her gown, letting it fall to the floor, revealing the black lace lingerie she’d worn beneath. She placed herself on the bed, leaning back against the headboard, and removed her panty. Her thighs parted slightly as she looked down at Daniel, his face streaked with tears, his eyes red and puffy. “You’re not done yet,” she said, her voice low and firm. “You’re going to make this up to me.”

Daniel nodded shakily, still sniffling, and climbed onto the bed on his hands and knees. He moved closer, his breath hitching with the remnants of his sobs. His hands trembled as he placed them on her thighs, knowing what was expected of him after a spanking, knowing the humiliation that was coming was as much his punishment as the spanking itself.

Elena sighed softly as his lips met her sex, his tongue tentative at first, then more eager as he sought to please her. She tilted her head back, her fingers tangling in his hair, guiding him as he licked and sucked at her sensitive folds. His tears continued to fall, dripping onto her pussy, the warm, wet sensation mingling with the heat of his mouth. The saltiness of his tears mixed with her own taste, a stark reminder of his punishment as he worked to satisfy her.

Elena moaned softly, her hips shifting slightly as Daniel’s tongue found her clit, circling it with desperate precision. His sobs had quieted to soft whimpers, but the occasional tear still fell, sliding down her inner thighs as he buried his face between her legs. The combination of his submission, the feel of his tears, and the movements of his tongue sent waves of pleasure through her, building steadily toward a climax.

Outside, the maids were still listening, their ears pressed to the door. “He’s… he’s doing that now,” Sofia whispered, her cheeks flushing. “Even after all that crying.”

Maria chuckled softly. “She’s got him well-trained, I’ll give her that.”

Sofia leaned closer to Maria and made the universal “pussy-whipped husband” gesture: an imaginary whip-crack through the air, complete with a tiny, theatrical “tchhhh” sound effect.

Maria instantly returned it—same motion, same little sound, perfectly synchronized. For a heartbeat they stared at each other, then both dissolved into completely silent laughter, shoulders shaking, hands clamped over their mouths.

When the worst of the giggles passed, they leaned in again, foreheads almost touching.

“Pussywhipped,” Sofia mouthed, barely a breath.

Maria echoed it back, eyes sparkling. “Pussywhipped.”

Another silent laughing fit.

Inside, Elena’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as Daniel’s tongue worked tirelessly between her thighs. Her fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, pressing his face firmly against her as waves of pleasure built within. The intensity of the moment—the power she held over him, the heat of his submission—pushed her closer to the edge.

Her hips bucked involuntarily, grinding against his mouth as the first tremors of her orgasm began to ripple through her. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice a mix of command and need. Daniel obeyed, his tongue flicking faster, his lips closing around her clit as he sucked gently, coaxing her toward her peak, knowing what was in store for him. Elena’s thighs clamped around his head, holding him in place as her body tensed, the pleasure building to an unbearable crescendo.

Outside, Maria’s expression shifted—something mischievous sparking behind her amusement. She pulled back just enough to meet Sofia’s gaze, then slowly, deliberately, mimed grabbing an invisible head with both hands. She brought it down between her own legs, pressing it firmly against her crotch through her uniform skirt. Her hips rolled forward in a slow, exaggerated grind, then bucked once, twice, three times—short, sharp thrusts that made her thighs flex under the fabric. She bit her lip to keep from laughing out loud, eyes half-lidded in mock ecstasy.

Sofia’s eyes widened for a split second before she clapped a hand over her own mouth again, this time to stifle a fresh burst of laughter. Her shoulders shook harder.

Maria kept the pantomime going for another few seconds—grinding, bucking, then tilting her head back in silent, theatrical bliss—before releasing the imaginary head with a dramatic flourish and fanning herself.

Sofia finally let out the tiniest, most strangled wheeze of laughter, tears pricking the corners of her eyes. “You’re terrible,” she mouthed, but her grin said the opposite.

Maria shrugged, still smirking, then nodded toward the door. She raised her eyebrows in clear question: You agree?

Sofia hesitated only a heartbeat—then nodded firmly. Yes. Absolutely. Pussywhipped didn’t even begin to cover it.

Inside, it finally hit Elena fully: a powerful, shuddering orgasm that tore through her like a tidal wave. She was a gusher, and as she came, she let go completely. A rush of warm, slick fluid gushed from her, soaking Daniel’s face, his lips, and his chin. The force of her release splattered against him, drowning his mouth, going up his nose, drenching his tear-streaked cheeks and dripping down his neck. Her silk sheets beneath them weren’t spared either; the luxurious fabric darkened as her juices soaked into it, creating a wet, glistening stain that spread beneath her hips.

She held his face tight to her pussy, her fingers gripping his hair so hard it must have hurt, but she didn’t care. Her body convulsed with each wave of her climax, her moans turning into sharp cries of ecstasy as she rode out the pleasure. Daniel sputtered, overwhelmed by the flood, but he didn’t pull away—couldn’t, with her iron grip keeping him in place. His tongue kept moving, slower now, as he lapped at her, finalizing his punishment, drinking in her release, his face a mess of tears and her juices.

Finally, as the last shudders of her orgasm faded, Elena’s grip loosened. Her thighs relaxed, and she let out a long, satisfied sigh, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. She looked down at Daniel, his face glistening with her release, his eyes still red from crying, and a slow, triumphant smile spread across her lips. The silk sheets beneath her were ruined, but she didn’t care—every drop of her pleasure was a mark of her dominance, a reminder of the lesson she’d just taught him.

She looked down at him, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Good boy,” she murmured, wiping a tear from his cheek. “Maybe now you’ll remember to behave.”

Maria stepped back from the door, a grin spreading across her face as she turned to Sofia. “Looks like we’ll have to change the sheets again,” she said, her voice low but laced with humor.

Inside, Elena stood up, smoothing her black lace lingerie, and pointed to the bare wall. “Get up,” she commanded, her voice firm but calm. “Nose to the wall, hands on your head. You’ll stay there until I say otherwise.”

Daniel, still trembling from the ordeal, nodded weakly and shuffled to the wall, his bare feet dragging across the hardwood floor. His backside was a deep, throbbing red from the hairbrush spanking, and every step sent a fresh wave of pain through him. He positioned himself as instructed, his hands on his head, his nose pressed to the wall, his naked body on full display. The humiliation burned as much as his punished skin, but he didn’t dare disobey.

Elena removed the rest of her lingerie and reached for her silk robe hanging on a nearby chair, slipping it over her shoulders and tying it loosely at the waist. The soft fabric clung to her curves. She cast one last glance at Daniel, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips, before heading toward the door. She didn’t bother closing it behind her, leaving it wide open as she stepped into the hallway. Maria and Sofia, who had been lingering nearby with fresh linens in hand, straightened up immediately, their expressions a mix of professionalism and barely concealed amusement.

“Ladies,” Elena said, her tone casual but with a playful edge, “the sheets need changing. They’re… a bit of a mess.” She gave them a knowing wink, her eyes sparkling with mischief, before sauntering down the hall towards the indoor pool and jacuzzi.

Maria and Sofia exchanged a look, their grins widening as they stepped into the bedroom. The scent of Elena’s release still lingered in the air, and the silk sheets on the bed were visibly soaked, the dark stain a testament to her powerful orgasm. Daniel, standing in the corner, froze as he heard their footsteps. His face burned with mortification, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t dare turn around or speak—not after the last time he’d been rude to Maria. The memory of that punishment still haunted him: a brutal 24-stroke caning while the maids watched, their presence adding a layer of humiliation that had left him sobbing for hours. He wasn’t about to risk a repeat.

The maids set to work, stripping the bed with practiced efficiency. As they pulled the wet silk sheets free, Maria glanced over at Daniel’s naked form against the wall, his crimson bottom on full display. “Look at that backside,” she said to Sofia, her voice dripping with amusement. “It’s as red as a ripe tomato—she really gave it to him this time.”

Sofia nodded, her eyes glinting with curiosity. “I bet his face is a mess too,” she murmured, folding the soiled sheets and setting them aside. “All those tears… and whatever else she left on him.”

“I’m sure he got a mouthful; more than one!” Maria added.

“And up his nose, and in his eyes, …” Sofia added, playfully.

Maria paused, a mischievous idea forming. She straightened up and called out to Daniel, her tone firm but playful. “Turn around, sir. Let’s see you.”

Daniel’s stomach dropped, but he knew better than to disobey. With a shaky breath, he turned slowly, keeping his hands on his head as required during timeout. His face was a disaster—streaks of tears ran down his cheeks, mingling with the sticky, glistening remnants of Elena’s release that coated his chin and neck. His eyes were red and puffy from crying, and his lips were swollen from his efforts to please her. But what drew the maids’ attention most was the unmistakable erection jutting out prominently, a clear sign of his unmet need despite the punishment he’d endured.

Maria and Sofia burst into laughter, their giggles filling the room as they took in the sight. “Oh my goodness,” Maria said, covering her mouth with her hand. “Look at that little stiffy! Looks like all that time between Mistress’ legs got you excited, huh? My, my, you’re in quite the state.”

Sofia tilted her head, her grin turning teasing. “Guess bad boys don’t get their needs met, do they? All that excitement, and sir still has to suffer with that little problem until she decides otherwise.”

Daniel’s cheeks burned with shame, his eyes fixed on the floor as their teasing washed over him. The implication that his time pleasuring Elena had aroused him so visibly only deepened his humiliation, but he didn’t dare move or speak. The memory of the caning kept him silent, his body trembling with the effort to hold his position.

Maria nodded, her laughter bubbling up as she pointed at his face. “And look at that sticky face! She drenched you, didn’t she? You’re a mess, sir.”

As Maria’s teasing words landed, Daniel’s face contorted in a fresh wave of mortification. His eyes squeezed shut for a moment, as if he could will himself invisible, and a shudder ran through him, making his erection bob slightly, much to the maids’ amusement. His lips quivered, and he bit down hard on the lower one, trying to stifle the whimper that threatened to escape. The flush on his cheeks deepened, spreading to his ears, which glowed a bright pink against his dark hair. He wanted to protest, to order them to stop, but the memory of the caning—and the maids’ presence during it—kept his mouth shut. His gaze dropped fully to the floor, his shoulders hunching as if he could shrink into himself, every muscle tense with the effort to endure their laughter and jibes. The humiliation burned hotter than the throbbing pain in his backside, and a single, traitorous tear slipped down his cheek, cutting a new path through the sticky mess on his face, a silent testament to his broken pride.

Maria and Sofia, still chuckling, began gathering the fresh linens to remake the bed, their eyes occasionally flicking back to Daniel’s pitiful form. Maria paused, one hand on her hip, and fixed him with a mocking grin. “Don’t you dare turn back to that wall yet, sir,” she said, her voice dripping with playful authority. “We’re not done enjoying the show: your little soldier standing at attention, quivering like it’s begging for mercy!”

Sofia giggled, tossing a clean sheet onto the bed. “Poor thing,” she added, her tone teasingly sympathetic. “All worked up and nowhere to go. Bet he’ll be dreaming of Mistress’ thighs tonight, his little thing straight up in the air like a tiny flagpole!”

As Maria and Sofia smoothed the fresh silk sheets over the bed, their soft chuckles gave way to sly, whispered speculation, their eyes flicking toward Daniel’s trembling, naked form. Maria tucked a sheet corner with a quick tug, then glanced at Sofia, her voice low and teasing. “How long’s she ‘gonna keep him squirming this time, you think? A few days of no relief, or drag it out for longer?”

Sofia smirked, fluffing a pillow with a flourish. “Days? No, she’s too strict for that. I’m betting a couple of weeks, at least. Remember how he was after that dinner party fiasco? She had him pent up for ten days straight, and he was a jittery mess.” She cast a glance at Daniel’s twitching erection, her grin widening. “Wonder if she’ll lock him up in that chastity cage again, just to make sure he behaves.”

Daniel’s breath caught, his sticky cheeks burning as the mention of the cage dragged him back to humiliating memories. The last time was two weeks last year, after he’d snapped at Elena’s business partner, she’d locked him in a tight, unyielding chastity cage. The maids, Maria and Sofia, had been given the spare key to allow him to unlock himself for a brief daily cleaning, standing over him in the bathroom with folded arms and mocking smiles, ensuring “no monkey business.” He could still feel the cold metal basin under his fingers, the sting of their giggles as they watched him fumble with soap and water, his hands shaking under their scrutiny. One wrong move, Maria had warned, and they’d report it to Elena, earning him more punishment. The memory made his erection pulse, a cruel reminder of his current vulnerability, and he fought to keep his eyes on the floor, fingers digging into his scalp.

Maria laughed softly, shaking her head as she smoothed the bedspread. “A cage? No need for that. He wouldn’t dare defy her after this. Look at him—crying like a baby, standing there all stiff and desperate. Mistress Elena’s got him so pussywhipped he’ll keep his hands to himself for weeks, cage or no cage.” She leaned toward Sofia, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

Sofia nodded, her eyes gleaming with amusement as she adjusted a corner of the sheet. “True, she’s got him trained. Still, I’d wager two weeks of nothing, maybe three if she’s feeling extra cruel. She’ll probably parade around in that tiny bikini, knowing it’ll drive him up the wall.” She shot Daniel a teasing look. “Poor sir, all that need and not a drop of mercy.”

Daniel’s face burned hotter, his tear-streaked cheeks twitching as he fought to keep his composure. His erection, traitorously defiant, trembled with every heartbeat, and he stood frozen, hands still on his head, too humiliated to move. The maids’ laughter lingered as they finished their work, their teasing comments lingering in the air. As they gathered the soiled linens to leave, Sofia turned back to Daniel, her voice mockingly sweet. “Now you may turn back to the wall, sir, like the bad little boy you are. Nose right up to it, hands on your head—don’t want Mistress catching you out of position and fetching her cane, do you?”

Daniel’s face flushed even deeper, but he obeyed instantly, turning back to face the corner, his hands still on his head. He pushed his nose into the wall. The tip of his hard penis also bumped against the wall. The sudden cool contact made him flinch. The maids, who had just turned to leave with the armfuls of soaked sheets, froze mid-step.

Maria’s eyebrows shot up. She set the linens down on the dresser with exaggerated care, then crossed her arms and tilted her head, studying the sight like an art critic.

“Well, well,” she drawled. “Look who just introduced himself to the paint job.”

Sofia stepped closer, bare feet silent on the hardwood, until she was standing directly to Daniel’s right side. She bent slightly at the waist, craning her neck for a better view of the contact point.

“Aw, pobrecito,” she cooed, voice dripping honeyed cruelty. “Even your cock wants attention so bad it’s saying hello to the wall.”

Daniel’s breath hitched. Every tiny shift of weight made the swollen head drag—barely—an eighth of an inch along the smooth, cool surface. The friction was maddening: too light to bring relief, too present to ignore. A fresh bead of pre-cum welled at the slit and smeared a tiny glistening trail on the paint. He squeezed his eyes shut so tightly that fresh tears leaked from the corners.

Maria clicked her tongue. “Careful now, sir. You know the rules. If you start humping the wall like a desperate puppy, Mistress will consider that unauthorized stimulation.”

Sofia picked up the thread instantly, voice lilting with mock solemnity. “And unauthorized stimulation means…” She let the sentence hang, then answered herself in a singsong whisper, “first a big caning then straight back into the cage. For a month. Minimum.”

Daniel made a tiny, broken sound—half sob, half strangled moan.

Maria stepped to his left side now, completing the symmetrical trap. The two women stood like sentinels, close enough that he could smell the faint lavender of their uniforms and the clean sweat of a long day’s work.

“Think about it,” Maria continued, voice low and reasonable, the way one explains a parking ticket to a child. “A whole month. No touching, no rubbing, nothing. Just that tight little steel tube squeezing you every time you get hard—which, let’s be honest, is going to be constantly if Mistress keeps parading around as she does.”

Sofia reached out—slowly, deliberately—and used one fingertip to flick the very tip of his cock, right where it kissed the wall. The sudden sting made Daniel’s hips jerk forward involuntarily. Another smear of pre-cum painted the paint.

“Oops,” Sofia said, not sorry at all. “See? You can’t even control it when we’re just standing here. Imagine a whole month like this. You’d be climbing the walls—literally.”

Maria leaned in until her breath ghosted over his burning ear. “And you know she’d make us check it. Every. Single. Day. We’d have to unlock you, wash you, dry you, oil the skin so it doesn’t chafe inside the cage… and then lock you right back up while you’re leaking and begging. You remember how that felt that time a couple of years ago?”

Daniel’s knees trembled. He remembered. He remembered every humiliating second of it.

Sofia traced one lacquered nail lightly along the underside of his shaft—never quite enough pressure, never quite enough speed—just enough to make the entire length jump and tap the wall again like a nervous metronome.

“Shhh,” she soothed, as though comforting a frightened animal. “Don’t rub too hard now. We wouldn’t want you to have an… accident. Mistress would be so disappointed. And a disappointed Mistress means extra-hard caning and extra-long cage time. Maybe even the small cage. The really, really small one.”

Maria’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial murmur. “You’re already dripping on her nice wall, sir. Imagine what she’ll say when she sees the little shiny streak when she lets you out. ‘Did my naughty boy polish the paint with his cock while he was supposed to be reflecting on his behavior?’”

Daniel’s whole body was shaking now. His thighs quivered, his calves cramped from holding the rigid posture, and the head of his cock kept kissing the wall in tiny, helpless bumps with every ragged breath he took.

Sofia leaned close enough that her lips nearly brushed his earlobe. “You can do it,” she whispered, voice velvet cruelty. “Just… hold… still. No rubbing. No thrusting. No coming all over Mistress’s pretty wall like some untrained dog. Be good for her.”

Daniel let out a long, shuddering whimper. His cock flexed hard—once, twice—then stilled, trapped between the unyielding wall and the even more unyielding will of the three women who owned him completely.

Maria gave a satisfied little hum. “Good boy.”

Sofia patted his blazing-red bottom once—light enough not to really hurt, hard enough to reignite every nerve ending the hairbrush had scorched.

“Stay,” she said simply.

They picked up the soiled sheets again and glided toward the door, hips swaying in perfect time.

His crimson backside remained on display as the maids walked out, their laughter echoing down the hallway. Maria glanced at Sofia, shaking her head with a grin. “He’ll never learn,” she said, and the two disappeared with the soiled sheets, leaving Daniel alone in his shame, his erection still throbbing with what he knew would be an extended period of sexual servitude, unmet need, and teasing humiliation from the maids.


Wintertime Blues

The snow fell in thick, silent sheets all morning, blanketing Willowdale in a deceptive hush. By the time Laura and her younger sister Megan trudged up the front walk, cheeks flushed from the cold, the world looked soft and innocent—pure white curves over every surface.

Laura stopped short at the edge of the porch steps.

The driveway and walkway were untouched. A smooth, unbroken layer of fresh powder sat on top of what she already knew was last night’s frozen rain. The ice underneath had hardened overnight into a glassy sheet; the new snow simply hid it like a trap.

She let out a sharp, incredulous breath that fogged the air.

“Are you kidding me?” she muttered, then louder, turning to Megan. “Look at this. Just look. He was supposed to shovel and salt before we got back. He promised. Again.”

Megan peered past her sister’s shoulder, eyebrows lifting. She tentatively slid her foot along the first step. “Yikes. That’s… slick.”

“‘Slick’ is putting it mildly.” Laura’s voice climbed half an octave. “It’s a lawsuit waiting to happen. Or a broken hip. Or—God forbid—someone’s neck.” She gestured furiously at the pristine white deception. “He’s inside probably watching football or playing some stupid game on his phone while I’m out here wondering if we’re going to make it to the front door without concussions.”

Megan gave a small, sympathetic grimace. “Want me to go first?”

“No. Just—walk like you’re on eggshells. Tiny steps. Keep your weight forward. If you feel it start to give, grab the railing harder.”

They started up the three steps together, Laura leading, one hand on the cold iron rail, the other outstretched like a tightrope walker. Megan followed, mimicking the cautious shuffle.

Halfway up the second step, Megan’s boot found the exact wrong angle.

There was a soft, almost polite scrape—then a startled yelp. Her legs shot out from under her in perfect cartoon physics. She landed hard on her backside with a muffled whump, the snow cushioning the fall just enough to keep bones intact but doing nothing for dignity or ass cheek.

“Ow—shit—owww.”

Laura spun around so fast she nearly lost her own footing. “Megan!”

“I’m okay, I’m okay.” Megan stayed seated a moment, palms pressed to the snowy step, breathing through her teeth. “Just… bruised my ass. Like, really bruised it. Jesus, that smarts.”

Laura’s face went from worried to furious in the space of one heartbeat. She grabbed her sister under the elbow and helped her up, both of them wobbling until they reached the porch proper.

“That’s it,” Laura said, voice low and lethal. She fished her keys out with shaking fingers, unlocked the door, and shoved it open so hard the storm door banged against the siding.

“JASON!”

Her shout echoed through the foyer and up the stairs.

“Get down here. NOW.”

A muffled thump came from the living room, followed by the creak of the recliner. Jason appeared at the top of the stairs in sweatpants and an old hoodie, game controller still in one hand.

“What’s wrong? You okay?”

Laura kicked the door shut behind them, snow cascading off their boots. “No, we are not okay. The walk and the steps are an ice rink because you didn’t shovel. Or salt. Again. And this time—” she jabbed a finger toward her sister, who was gingerly rubbing the seat of her jeans “—Megan fell. Flat on her ass. She could have broken her neck, Jason. Her neck.”

Jason’s eyes widened. He trotted down the stairs, looking properly alarmed now. “Meg—are you hurt? Do we need to go to emerg?”

Megan waved him off, still wincing every time she shifted weight. “I’m fine. Just bruised my butt, I think. It’ll be sore tomorrow, but nothing’s broken. I don’t think.”

Laura folded her arms, eyes blazing. “Her ass is bruised. And yours—” she pointed straight at her husband’s chest “—is about to be bruised also!”

Jason blinked. “Wait—what?”

“You heard me.” Laura’s voice dropped to something dangerously calm. “This isn’t the first time. It’s not even the third. You keep saying ‘I’ll get to it,’ and then you don’t, and now my sister is limping because of it. So congratulations—this time you’ve earned more than a lecture.”

He opened his mouth, closed it, glanced at Megan—who gave a tiny, pained shrug as if to say don’t look at me, I’m just collateral damage—and then back at his wife.

“Laura, come on, I didn’t mean—”

“No,” she said, cutting him off. “Living room. Now. You’re getting a spanking, and you’re going to feel every swat while you think about how close we came to a hospital visit today.”

Jason’s face went from defensive pink to full-on scarlet in about three seconds flat. He actually took a half-step backward, eyes darting toward Megan.

“Laura—please,” he said, voice cracking on the second syllable. “Not… not with Megan here. Come on. That’s—I mean, she doesn’t need to see that.”

Laura tilted her head, regarding him like he’d just suggested something genuinely baffling.

“After what she just went through because of you?” she said sweetly. “After she ate ice with her backside because you couldn’t be bothered to spend ten minutes with a shovel? Oh, I think she has every right to watch what happens to your backside when promises get broken in this house.”

Jason’s gaze flicked desperately to his sister-in-law. “Meg. Tell her. You don’t want to see this. Right? You don’t want to sit there and watch me get… you know.”

“Actually,” she said, voice quiet but clear, “I kind of do.”

Jason’s mouth opened. Nothing came out.

Laura didn’t smile, but the corner of her mouth twitched in grim approval.

“Living room,” she said, pointing. “Now.”

Jason’s hands came up like he could physically push the words away. “Laura, please. I’m begging you. Not like this. Not in front of—”

“Jason.” Her voice cracked like a whip. “We are not arguing this. No backtalk from you. GO! NOW!”

Jason stood rooted to the spot for one long, agonizing heartbeat. Then, slowly—every movement telegraphing surrender—he turned toward the living room archway.

The trek from foyer to sofa felt like crossing a football field under stadium lights. Ten steps. Maybe twelve. Each one slower than the last.

Megan limped behind and lowered herself onto one side of the sofa. The descent was visibly painful: she braced both hands on the arm, teeth clenched, and eased down millimeter by millimeter. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped when her weight finally settled. She exhaled through her nose, long and shaky.

Laura followed two paces behind her, arms folded, expression unreadable.

Megan lifted one hip, wincing again. “Ow. Yeah. That’s… ‘gonna be black and blue tomorrow.”

Laura reached the sofa, plucked the thick cable-knit throw pillow from the opposite end, and handed it to her sister without a word.

Megan accepted it with a small, grateful nod. She rose just enough to slide the pillow underneath herself, then sank back down more gently. The cushion gave under her, cradling the worst of the bruising. She let out a soft, relieved breath and arranged her legs carefully in front of her, hands resting lightly on her thighs like she was settling in for a performance.

Jason reached the center of the room and stopped.

Laura’s voice came from directly behind him, calm and terrible. “Put your spanking chair in the middle of the room. Facing the couch. So Megan has a good clear view.”

The spanking chair—an old, sturdy oak ladder-back that lived in the corner unless it was being repurposed—waited exactly where it always did when Laura decided someone needed “a reminder.” He stared at it like it might bite.

He swallowed audibly. The sound seemed to echo.

Moving like his joints had rusted, he dragged the chair across the hardwood. The legs scraped loudly—each screech another little stab of humiliation. When it was positioned dead center, maybe six feet from where Megan sat, he stepped back and stood beside it, shoulders hunched, looking utterly defeated.

He gets spanked, Megan thought. My sister’s husband. Actually gets spanked. Like… regularly. Enough that there’s a whole routine. A special spanking chair even. I’ve known him for—what, eight years? Nine? Never once did I picture this. Never once imagined Laura could crook her finger and reduce him to stammering surrender. With a look. With four words.

Megan shifted on the pillow, the ache in her own backside a dull counterpoint to the strange thrill humming under her ribs.

That’s why he’s always so quick to smooth things over when she gets that tone. Why he jumps to do whatever she asks before she even finishes the sentence. It’s not just love. It’s not just “happy wife, happy life.” It’s fear. Respect. Whatever you call it when you know exactly what happens if you disappoint her one too many times.

Her eyes traced the line of Jason’s hunched shoulders as he stood beside the chair, hands flexing uselessly at his sides.

She pressed her lips together, fighting the smile that wanted to creep in.

God, the look on his face when she said my name. When she made it clear I was staying. That was pure panic. Not just embarrassment—terror that I now know his secret. That he’s actually a man who gets taken over his wife’s knee. Will it be bare butt? I hope so!

Megan exhaled slowly through her nose, the ache in her own butt almost forgotten.

Laura spoke low, almost conversationally, but every word landed like a stone.

“I’m going upstairs to fetch the spanking paddle.”

Jason’s head jerked up. His eyes—already wide—went saucer-round.

“No—Laura, please,” he blurted, voice pitching high with sudden desperation. “Not the paddle. Please. I’ll take the hand, I’ll take anything, just—not the paddle. Not today. Not with—”

She pressed one finger to his lips, silencing him instantly.

“Shhh.”

The sound was soft. Almost tender. It made the room feel ten degrees colder.

“I’m going upstairs,” she repeated, slow and deliberate, “to get the paddle. And by the time I get back down here you will have lost the hoodie and every single stitch below your waist. You will be standing right here—” she tapped the floor in front of the spanking chair with her toe “—facing Megan, hands glued to your sides. No covering. No fidgeting. No excuses.”

Jason’s mouth worked soundlessly. His Adam’s apple bobbed like he was trying to swallow a golf ball.

“If I come back down,” Laura continued, voice velvet over steel, “and even one thing is still on you below the waist—or if your hands aren’t exactly where I told you they’ll be—you’ll get double. And I do mean double. With the paddle. In front of Megan. Understood?”

He gave the tiniest, most miserable nod imaginable.

Laura studied him another long second, then turned on her heel towards the stairs.

She didn’t look back.

The moment her foot hit the first tread, the room seemed to shrink around Jason. Silence pressed in, thick as the snow outside. Only the faint creak of the old house settling and Megan’s soft exhale broke it.

He stood frozen—shoulders rigid, fists half-curled, face burning so hot it hurt.

Megan tilted her head, watching him with the calm curiosity of someone who’d just been handed front-row seats to a show she never expected to see.

“Better do it,” she said quietly. “She sounds serious.”

Jason flinched at her voice, as though he’d forgotten she was there. His gaze darted to her—then skittered away just as fast. He looked at the ceiling. The window. The stupid throw pillow she was sitting on. Anywhere but her face.

Seconds ticked by. From upstairs came the faint sound of a drawer opening.

His hands moved before his brain fully caught up.

He yanked the hoodie over his head in one frantic motion, static snapping in his hair. It hit the floor in a heap. Socks next—awkward one-footed hops that nearly toppled him. Then the trackpants, shoved down and kicked off in a tangle around his ankles. The briefs followed so quickly they almost turned inside out.

He stood there in nothing but the faded gray T-shirt that barely covered his belly button. Everything below was bare—shriveled from cold and shame, goosebumps racing across pale skin. His cock and balls hung small and vulnerable in the warm living-room air, utterly exposed.

His hands clenched into tight fists at his sides. He forced them flat against his outer thighs, fingers rigid, nails digging into palms. Exactly as ordered.

He faced Megan.

But he stared at a spot on the wall three feet above her left shoulder.

Megan let her eyes travel over him slowly—unhurried, unapologetic. From the red blotches high on his cheeks, down the trembling line of his throat, past the hem of the too-short shirt, to the quivering thighs and the pitifully shrunken evidence of his manhood.

She felt a bubble of something wicked and delighted rise in her chest.

Well, she thought, lips curving just enough to show teeth, it certainly will be bare butt. And bare everything else that matters, apparently.

Jason’s breathing was shallow, audible. Each exhale came with the faintest tremor.

Megan shifted again on the pillow, the ache in her own bruised backside a distant hum now. She crossed one leg over the other—careful, graceful—and leaned back slightly, settling in.

Footsteps started down.

Jason made a tiny, broken sound in the back of his throat—half sob, half prayer.

Laura descended the stairs. In her right hand she held the small paddle—hand-sized, no larger than a generous hairbrush, but heavier than it looked. Thick, dark hardwood, almost black with age and use, the surface glossy from countless applications. The handle was wrapped tightly in supple black leather, worn smooth where fingers had gripped it over the years.

She reached the bottom step and paused in the archway, letting the sight sink in.

Jason stood exactly where she’d ordered: naked from the waist down, T-shirt hem barely skimming his navel, hands flat against his thighs, trembling. His chest rose and fell in shallow, rapid bursts—hyperventilation setting in. His eyes locked on the paddle the instant it came into view. The color drained from his already flushed face, leaving him ghostly pale around the mouth. A thin sheen of sweat broke across his forehead despite the chill still clinging to the windows.

Megan noticed it immediately. She tilted her head, studying him with frank fascination.

“Jesus,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Look at him. He’s practically wetting himself just looking at it.”

Laura stepped fully into the room, closing the distance to the spanking chair in three unhurried strides. She held the paddle loosely at her side, letting it dangle so the leather-wrapped handle brushed rhythmically against her thigh.

“He should be afraid,” she said calmly, answering her sister without taking her eyes off Jason. “This isn’t a playful little swat with my hand. This is the paddle. And he knows exactly how much it stings—how deep it burns, how long it lingers. Don’t you, Jason?”

He couldn’t speak. His throat worked convulsively. A tiny, high whimper slipped out—barely audible, but enough to make Megan’s eyebrows lift.

Laura circled him slowly, once, appraising. “Breathe through your nose,” she instructed, voice low and even. “In… out. You’re not going to faint.”

She stopped directly in front of him, close enough that he had to tip his chin down to meet her gaze. The paddle came up between them—not threatening, just present. She turned it slowly so he could see the broad, flat business side, the wood gleaming dully under the living-room lamp.

“You earned this,” she said. “Every single swat. Megan’s bruised ass? That’s on you. The ice you didn’t clear? On you. The promises you broke—again—on you. So yes. You should be scared. Because this is going to hurt. A lot. And you’re going to take it all with your bare bottom right over my knee, where Megan can see every twitch, every clench, every pathetic little kick and cry.”

Jason’s knees buckled for a fraction of a second before he caught himself. His cock—already shrunken from shame and cold—gave a helpless twitch against his thigh.

Megan let out a soft, surprised laugh—not cruel, just startled delight. “Oh my God. He’s actually shaking. Like, visibly.”

Laura didn’t smile, but her eyes softened with something almost like affection as she looked at her husband’s terrified face.

Laura stepped around behind him. With one smooth motion she seated herself on the edge of the chair, thighs parted just enough. She patted her lap once—firm, expectant.

“Over.”

He hesitated—only a heartbeat—but it was enough.

The paddle cracked once against the center of his right cheek, sharp and startling. Not full force, just a warning snap.

Jason yelped, lurching forward.

“Over. My. Knee. Now.”

He scrambled, clumsy and desperate, draping himself across her lap. His bare bottom upturned, pale and goosebumped, quivering already. His toes barely brushed the floor; his hands scrabbled for purchase on the rug. The T-shirt rode up his back, exposing the small of his spine.

Laura adjusted him with practiced ease—twisting his farther arm behind his back, pinning it there with her left hand. Then she shifted her right leg over both of his, locking him down.

Perfectly helpless.

She rested the paddle against his bare cheeks for a moment—letting the cold wood kiss warm skin. He flinched at the contact, a full-body shudder.

Megan leaned forward slightly on the sofa, pillow still cradling her own sore backside. Her eyes were bright, cheeks faintly pink.

Before he could settle, Laura spoke, voice low and deliberate.

“Before we really begin, you’re going to tell us—both of us—what you did wrong. Use your words. Clearly.”

Jason’s face was already flushed deep red; now the color crept down his neck. He swallowed several times before managing to croak out:

“I… I didn’t shovel the walk. Or salt it. Even though I promised. I let it get dangerous… and Megan fell because of me. She got hurt. I was lazy. Selfish. I put a game over your safety—both of you.”

His voice cracked on the last word.

Laura tapped the paddle once against the fleshiest part of his right cheek—light, warning.

“And how are you going to change that going forward?”

He sucked in a shaky breath. “I’ll check the walk first thing. Before anything else. No excuses. No ‘I’ll get to it later.’ I’ll make it a priority. I swear.”

A long silence. The paddle hovered.

Laura’s voice softened, but only fractionally. “Good. Now turn your head. Look at your sister-in-law. Look right at her. And apologize. Properly.”

Jason’s whole body tensed. For a moment it seemed he might actually refuse—but then, slowly, painfully, he twisted his neck until his wet, humiliated eyes met Megan’s.

“I’m… I’m so sorry, Megan,” he whispered. The words trembled. “I’m sorry you fell. Sorry you’re hurting because I was careless. I never wanted you to get injured. I feel awful. Please forgive me.”

Megan studied him for several seconds—his scarlet face, the way his lip quivered, the sheen already gathering in the corners of his eyes. She gave the tiniest nod.

“I accept your apology,” she said quietly. “But I’m still sitting on a pillow because of you, so… yeah. I’m glad Laura’s handling this.”

A single tear slipped free and tracked down Jason’s cheek. Then another.

Laura made a soft tsk sound.

“If you want to cry,” she said, voice hardening again, “I’ll give you something to cry about.”

She raised the paddle.

The first real swat landed with vicious speed—crack!—square across both cheeks.

Jason’s howl was immediate and raw.

The paddle didn’t pause.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Fast. Hard. Merciless rhythm.

Each impact flattened the flesh, left a vivid white imprint that instantly bloomed scarlet. The sound filled the room—sharp wood against bare skin, punctuated by Jason’s increasingly desperate cries.

“OW! Laura—please—!”

He bucked, kicked both calves wildly, toes curling and pointing. His pinned arm strained uselessly against her grip.

Crack! Crack! CRACK!

The pace was brutal. No warm-up, no mercy strokes. The paddle seared like fire—deep, throbbing heat that built with every overlapping swat. His sit spots—where thigh met cheek—took the worst of it; already the skin there was purpling, mottled and angry.

“You think about Megan’s fall every time this burns for the next week!” Laura scolded, punctuating each phrase with another resounding swat. “You think about how close we came to an ambulance! About broken bones! About your lazy, selfish choices!”

Jason was sobbing openly now—great, heaving, childlike sobs that shook his whole frame. Tears streamed steadily; his nose ran; his face was a mess of shame and pain.

“Pleeease—Laura—I’m sorry—sorry—!”

She didn’t slow.

The barrage continued until his bottom was a uniform, blazing crimson, the lower curves shading into deep bruised violet at the tender sit-spot crease. Every muscle in his legs trembled; his kicking had weakened to feeble twitching.

Finally—after what felt like forever—she stopped.

The sudden silence was deafening except for Jason’s ragged, hiccupping sobs.

Laura rested the paddle on his scorching cheeks—letting him feel the threat still present.

“Again,” she said. “Tell us. What did you do wrong? How will you fix it going forward?”

Jason’s voice was wrecked—hoarse, nasal from crying.

“I didn’t shovel… didn’t salt… broke my promise… Megan got hurt because of me… I was lazy… irresponsible…” Each word came between sobs. “I’ll check first thing… no excuses… priority… I swear… I swear…”

Laura gave his blazing bottom one firm swat with the paddle—CRACK! making him yelp anew.

“Now look at Megan. Apologize again. Mean it.”

He turned his head—slowly, painfully—cheeks wet, eyes swollen and red-rimmed.

“M-Megan…” His voice broke completely. “I’m so sorry… I really am… I hate that you’re hurt… because of me… I’m sorry… please…”

Megan’s expression had softened just a fraction—still stern, but the earlier wicked delight had tempered into something quieter, almost solemn.

“I hear you,” she said. “I believe you’re sorry. But actions matter more than tears.”

Laura nodded once.

“Twenty more,” she announced. “Hard ones. To make sure the lesson sticks.”

Jason let out a broken, keening wail—pure despair.

Laura raised the paddle again.

And brought it down.

Crack!

The final twenty were deliberate. Measured. Each one delivered with full force, spaced just long enough for the burn to crest before the next landed.

Jason screamed through most of them.

He thrashed—uselessly.

He begged—hoarsely, incoherently.

He sobbed so hard he could barely breathe between swats.

By the last five his voice had shredded to whimpers; his body sagged limp across her lap, trembling, spent. The only movement left was the involuntary clench and quiver of his ravaged cheeks with each fresh crack.

When the twentieth finally fell—lower curve, dead center sit spots—he arched once, gave a final shattered sob, and collapsed completely.

Laura set the paddle on the floor beside the chair.

She rested her cool palm against the furnace of his bottom—feeling the deep, pulsing heat radiating off the ruined skin.

“Shhh,” she murmured, softer now. “This part is over.”

She let him cry there for several long minutes—great, shuddering sobs gradually winding down to exhausted sniffles.

Megan watched in silence, pillow still under her own sore backside, expression unreadable.

Finally, Laura helped him upright—slowly, carefully—until he stood on shaking legs in front of her, hands hovering uselessly near but not touching his scorched flesh. He couldn’t stand still; tiny shifting movements betrayed how badly it hurt.

Laura looked up at him, eyes steady.

“Turn around,” she said quietly. “Show Megan the damage.”

Jason made a small, broken sound—half sob, half plea—but he didn’t argue. He shuffled in a slow, painful half-circle until his back was to the sofa. His hands stayed glued to his sides; he knew better than to cover.

Megan leaned forward on her pillow, studying the wreckage with clinical interest.

The color was savage: angry scarlet across the full rounded cheeks, darkening to violent plum at the sit spots where the paddle had overlapped most cruelly. The skin looked hot even from six feet away—swollen, glossy in places, ridged with faint welts where the edge of the paddle had bitten. Tiny pinprick bruises had already begun to speckle the lower curves like spilled ink. He couldn’t stop the minute, helpless clenching; every twitch made the abused flesh ripple and flare anew.

Megan let out a low whistle.

“Jesus, Laura,” she said, almost admiring. “You really didn’t hold back.”

“That was the point,” Laura replied matter-of-factly. She stood, brushing imaginary lint from her jeans, and stepped closer to her husband. One cool hand rested lightly on his blazing left cheek—just enough contact to make him hiss and rise onto his toes. “He needed to feel this for days. Every time he sits, every time he bends, every time he even thinks about putting the game controller before his responsibilities—he’ll remember.”

Jason’s shoulders shook with a fresh wave of silent tears.

Laura gave the scorched flesh a single, gentle pat—more promise than comfort—and stepped back.

“Are you satisfied, Meg?” she asked, turning toward her sister.

Megan considered him another moment, head tilted.

“Yeah,” she said slowly. “I think I am.” Her gaze flicked from the ruined bottom up to Jason’s tear-streaked face, then back down. “Actually… I think he’s bruised worse than me.”

Laura’s mouth curved—just the smallest, satisfied quirk.

“That was the point,” she repeated, softer this time.

Megan shifted experimentally on her pillow, wincing as the movement tugged at her own tender spot.

Laura pointed toward the hall closet.

“Now, get dressed. Bundled up. Layers. Coat zipped. Toque. Mitts. Boots. Everything. You’re going out there to do the job you should have done earlier—and you’re going to do it right.”

Jason nodded quickly, already moving to get his clothes—slow, ginger steps that made his bottom bounce with every stride.

“And Jason?” Laura’s voice stopped him cold as he was pulling up his underpants.

He turned, eyes wide and red-rimmed.

“If I look out that window,” she continued, calm and deliberate, “and I don’t see you hustling like your ass depends on it—because it does—you’ll come straight back inside and go right back over my knee. Paddle. Full force. Double what you got earlier. In front of Megan. And then you’ll do it again. Understood?”

“Yes, Laura,” he whispered, voice cracking. “Understood.”

He dressed in frantic silence. Every layer pressed and chafed; the jeans alone were torture, the seam riding directly into the deepest, most swollen part of his sit spots. He moved like an old man—stiff, careful, wincing with each bend.

Megan watched from the sofa, pillow still tucked under her, a small, satisfied smile playing at her lips.

Laura opened the front door. Cold air rushed in again, carrying fresh snowflakes.

“Out,” she said. “Shovel. Salt. Every inch of the walk, the steps, the driveway. No shortcuts. No breaks until it’s done. Go.”

Jason stepped onto the porch. The wind bit at his face; he pulled the toque lower and shuffled down the steps—each one a fresh jolt through his bottom. The snow shovel leaned against the railing where he’d left it last week. He grabbed it, the wooden handle cold even through his mitts.

He started at the top step.

The first scoop was agony: bending at the waist pulled every bruised muscle taut. He grunted, teeth gritted, and tossed the snow aside. Scoop. Toss. Scoop. Toss. Faster. Harder. He could feel Laura’s eyes on him from the window—he didn’t dare look back to check. Sweat broke under his layers almost immediately, dampening his back, his forehead. The cold air burned his lungs, but the fire in his ass was worse—impossibly sore, throbbing deeper with every swing of the shovel, every scrape against ice.

He worked his way down the steps, then along the walk, piling snow in frantic heaps. The jeans chafed mercilessly; the seam felt like a knife edge grinding into purple flesh. He was panting now, breath fogging in thick clouds, sweat trickling down his temples despite the freezing temperature.

He reached the driveway—longer, wider, more snow. Scoop. Toss. Scoop. Toss. His arms burned, his back ached, but nothing compared to the relentless, pulsing agony in his bottom. Every time he bent to load the shovel, the bruises flared white-hot. Every time he straightened, the motion tugged the skin taut and made him whimper under his breath.

He could picture it too clearly: Laura at the window, arms folded, watching. If he slowed—even for a second—she’d call him back inside. Strip him. Paddle him again. Harder. Longer. Still in front of Megan.

The thought made him swing faster.

He finished the walk, the steps, most of the driveway. Then he grabbed the bag of rock salt from the porch, tore it open with shaking mitts, and began spreading it—wide, even arcs, making sure every treacherous patch was covered. The granules stung his nose; his fingers were numb inside the mitts. Sweat soaked his shirt under the coat, freezing almost instantly against his skin when the wind gusted.

He glanced toward the house once—just once.

The curtain twitched.

Laura was watching.

He swallowed hard, straightened as best he could, and picked up the salt again. One more pass. Just to be sure.

Hustling.

Because his ass did depend on it.


Peeper Punished

Eighteen-year-old Ethan had been at his Aunt Laura and Uncle Mark’s house for three days, and the quiet suburban rhythm was starting to feel like a cage he both resented and craved. His cousin Sophie, nineteen and freshly back from her first year away at university, moved through the house like she owned every inch of it—confident, casual, maddeningly unaware of how often his gaze lingered.

That afternoon she’d come in from a run, sweaty and flushed, and disappeared upstairs to change. Ethan told himself he was just heading to the bathroom. He told himself he’d keep walking past her door.

But then he noticed the old-fashioned keyhole. He knelt in the hallway, heart slamming against his ribs, and pressed his eye to it.

Sophie stood with her back to him, peeling off her damp sports bra. The smooth dip of her spine, the flare of her hips as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and pushed them down—Ethan stopped breathing. She stepped out of the fabric, naked now except for the small black thong she was sliding off next. She turned slightly and he caught the curve of her breast, an exposed nipple.

A floorboard creaked under his shifting weight.

Sophie froze. Her head tilted slightly, listening. She stepped sideways, out of the narrow line of sight from the keyhole, moving toward the robe hanging on the back of her door. Ethan’s pulse roared in his ears; he couldn’t see her anymore, but he stayed glued to the tiny circle, straining.

Silk whispered against skin. The robe tied with a soft rustle.

Then, without warning, the door flew open. Sophie stood just inside the threshold, one hand still on the knob, robe cinched tight but the neckline loose enough to show the tops of her breasts. Ethan, off-balance and still kneeling, pitched forward onto his hands and knees, tumbling halfway into her room.

For a heartbeat, silence.

Then Sophie’s voice cracked like a whip.

“Mom! Dad! Get up here—quick!”

Ethan scrambled to push himself up, face burning, stammering apologies that died in his throat. Footsteps pounded up the stairs—Uncle Mark first, heavy and fast, Aunt Laura right behind.

“What the hell is going on?” Mark barked, filling the doorway.

Sophie pointed down at Ethan, still on all fours just inside her room. “He was watching me change. Through the keyhole. I heard him, stepped out of sight, put my robe on, and opened the door. He fell right in.”

Laura’s hand flew to her mouth. Mark’s face turned thunder-dark.

“Stand up,” Mark said, voice dangerously quiet.

Ethan tried. His legs shook so badly he nearly fell again. “Uncle Mark, I—I’m sorry, I didn’t—”

Mark hauled him bodily up by the upper arm, fingers like iron. Ethan’s feet barely touched the floor as he was half-dragged, half-carried the three steps to the edge of Sophie’s neatly made bed.

Mark sat. Hard. The mattress dipped under his solid weight. Before Ethan could twist free or even draw breath to beg again, Mark yanked him forward and threw him facedown across his knee. Ethan’s torso landed on the quilt, his hips balanced precariously over the thick thigh, legs kicking uselessly in the air behind him.

“Stay still,” Mark growled.

Ethan felt the man’s broad left forearm clamp down across the small of his back like a steel bar. Panic spiked hot in his chest. He tried to push up on his palms; Mark simply pressed harder, pinning him flat.

With his right hand, Mark reached under Ethan’s body. Thick fingers found the buckle of the boy’s belt and worked it open. The metal clinked. Next came the button of the jeans, then the zipper—teeth parting with a swift, humiliating rasp. Mark hooked a hand into the back waistband of jeans and briefs together and jerked them down in one rough motion, dragging denim and cotton to mid-thigh in a single yank. Cool air hit bare skin. Ethan’s face flamed against the quilt; he could feel every inch of exposure, the humiliating tangle of fabric hobbling his legs.

Sophie stood frozen just inside the doorway, robe still clutched closed at her throat, eyes wide. Laura hovered behind her, one hand pressed to her sternum, lips parted in shock—but neither woman moved to intervene. Neither one spoke.

Mark raised his right hand.

The first smack cracked across Ethan’s bare backside like a pistol shot.

Ethan yelped, body jerking involuntarily. The sting was immediate, vicious, blooming outward in a hot wave.

“You think you can spy on your own cousin?” Mark’s voice was low, measured, each word punctuated by another hard, deliberate slap. SMACK. “In her own bedroom?” SMACK. “While she’s undressing?” SMACK-SMACK.

Ethan’s legs kicked uselessly; his hands scrabbled at the quilt, fingers twisting in the fabric. “I’m sorry—Uncle Mark—please—”

“You don’t get to be sorry yet.” Another barrage—fast, heavy, no pause between. The sound bounced off the walls, sharp and rhythmic. “You get to learn what happens when you disrespect someone in this house. Especially a woman in this house.”

Laura made a small sound in her throat—not quite a protest, not quite approval. Her eyes flicked to Sophie. Sophie’s knuckles were white around the robe’s lapels, but her gaze stayed locked on the scene: Ethan’s bare, rapidly reddening bottom bouncing under Mark’s broad palm, the boy’s face buried in shame against the bedspread, the helpless little kicks of his legs still trapped in half-lowered jeans.

SMACK-SMACK-SMACK.

Mark didn’t let up. His hand rose and fell in a steady, punishing tempo. “You think this is a game? You think you can sneak around and take what isn’t yours to look at?” SMACK. “You’re eighteen, Ethan. Old enough to know better. Old enough to be treated like you know better.”

Ethan’s apologies had dissolved into choked gasps and small, broken whimpers. The sting had long since turned to fire; every fresh slap layered pain on top of pain until his whole world narrowed to the blazing rhythm across his backside.

Mark paused—just long enough for Ethan to suck in a shuddering breath—then shifted his grip, tilting the boy slightly farther forward so the tender undercurve of his cheeks was exposed. The next volley landed lower, sharper. Ethan cried out, voice cracking.

The position was mercilessly revealing. From where Sophie and Laura stood, the view was unobstructed: Ethan’s bare bottom—already a deep, angry pink—was lifted high, the cleft parted just enough to expose the tight pink pucker between his cheeks and, lower still, the small, vulnerable sac squeezing out helplessly between his thighs.

He looked absurd.

Eighteen years old yet sprawled like a toddler mid-tantrum across a grown man’s knee. His skinny legs—still tangled in the half-down jeans and briefs—kicked in weak, uncoordinated jerks, feet flailing uselessly off the floor. The denim bunched at mid-thigh acted like childish hobble socks. His narrow back arched instinctively away from each smack, only to be forced flat again by the immovable bar of Mark’s forearm.

Mark himself was a wall of muscle and authority. At six-three and two-forty, his shoulders alone seemed wider than Ethan’s entire torso. The arm pinning the boy down was corded with veins and dusted with dark hair; the hand delivering the punishment was broad enough to cover nearly all of Ethan’s slim backside with a single palm print. Each time that hand landed, the crack rang out louder than Ethan’s yelps, and the boy’s whole slight frame jolted forward—ribs visible under thin skin, shoulder blades sharp little wings flapping uselessly against the quilt.

Ethan’s face was a ruin of humiliation. Cheeks scarlet, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a continuous, high-pitched wail that had slipped from words into the wordless, hiccupping sobs of a much younger child. Tears and snot smeared across his upper lip; every few smacks his head jerked up, mouth gaping in a silent scream before collapsing again into the bedding with a muffled sob. “P-please—please—Uncle—M-Mark—” he managed between howls, voice cracking into a childish register that made the whole scene even more ridiculous. A grown boy, supposedly a man, reduced to bare-assed, bawling infancy over a man’s knee.

SMACK-SMACK-SMACK.

The rhythm never faltered. Mark’s face remained grim, focused, almost detached—like a carpenter planing a stubborn piece of wood until the surface was perfectly smooth. Sweat gleamed along his hairline, but his breathing stayed even. His free hand never once hesitated; it rose and fell with the same deliberate force, turning the boy’s bottom from flushed pink to mottled red to a deep, throbbing crimson that seemed to glow against his otherwise ghostly-pale skin.

Sophie finally moved. One small step closer. Her eyes were still wide, but something else flickered there now—something curious, something almost satisfied.

Laura’s hand dropped slowly from her chest. She crossed her arms, head tilted, watching her husband’s methodical work with an expression that hovered somewhere between stunned and quietly approving.

Mark kept going, voice never rising, never softening. “This isn’t about me being angry. This is about you learning boundaries. This is about respect. And if it takes a week of reminding you every single day what happens when you cross them, then that’s exactly what you’ll get.”

He punctuated the last sentence with five especially hard smacks, right where thigh met cheek. Ethan’s legs straightened involuntarily, toes pointing, a strangled sob escaping before he could stop it.

CRACK-SMACK-SMACK-CRACK-CRACK.

Mark’s hand finally stilled, resting heavy and warm against the boy’s throbbing, scarlet skin. Ethan’s whole body trembled; shallow, hiccuping breaths shook his shoulders. The room was suddenly too quiet—only the soft rustle of Sophie shifting her weight, the faint creak of the floor under Laura’s feet, and Ethan’s own ragged breathing.

Mark leaned down slightly, speaking close to the boy’s ear.

“You like looking at naked girls, do you?” The question was soft, almost gentle. Rhetorical.

Before Ethan could answer the impossible question, Mark’s hands were moving again—brisk, businesslike, merciless.

He started with the socks. Thick white athletic ones. Mark simply hooked two fingers under the cuff of each and peeled them off in turn, leaving Ethan’s feet bare and curling against the sudden chill. Next came the t-shirt. Mark gathered the hem in both fists and dragged it upward; Ethan’s arms flailed uselessly for a second before he finished yanking the shirt over his head. It caught briefly on Ethan’s nose, then was tossed aside.

Ethan tried to curl in on himself, but Mark’s knee and forearm kept him stretched and helpless. The jeans and briefs—already bunched humiliatingly at mid-thigh—were next. Peeled down his legs, off his ankles, and discarded in a heap. Mark then stood, hauling Ethan upright by his upper arm in one rough motion. The boy’s legs nearly buckled. Mark didn’t wait for him to find his balance.

Ethan’s hands flew down instinctively, cupping himself, fingers splayed protectively over his genitals. His face was crimson, eyes squeezed shut, shoulders hunched as though he could disappear into them. He made a small, broken sound—half sob, half plea—but Mark was already steering him toward the door. Bare feet slapped against the hardwood. Ethan tried to drag his heels; Mark simply tightened his grip and kept walking.

Mark took him down the stairs to the living room. Ethan stumbled on every step, bare feet catching awkwardly on the risers, one hand still pinned uselessly in front trying to shield what little dignity remained, the other arm in his Uncle Mark’s iron grip. The cool air of the hallway raised gooseflesh across his exposed skin; every movement made his freshly scorched bottom bounce and flare with renewed heat. Behind them the women followed—Sophie first, robe still cinched and barefoot, then Laura, arms folded, expression unreadable. In the living room, Mark steered him straight past the furniture to the far wall.

“Nose against the wall,” he ordered. “Hands on your head. Lace your fingers. Elbows back.”

A choked sob tore out of the boy’s throat. Slowly, agonizingly, he shuffled forward until the tip of his nose brushed cool plaster. He raised trembling arms, laced his fingers behind his head. The position lifted his chest, arched his back slightly, thrust his punished bottom out behind him. Every line of his body screamed vulnerability.

Mark stepped back, folded his arms, regarded the sight for a long moment.

“You’ll stay exactly like that for the next hour,” he said. “No moving. No speaking. No covering yourself. You can think about the belting you have coming right after, right here, over the back of the living room couch. And you can think about why looking without permission is something you will never do again in this house.”

He turned slightly toward the women.

“Sophie, Laura—either of you needs to pass through here, you pass through. He doesn’t get to flinch or turn away. He stays exactly as he is.”

Sophie’s lips parted, but no sound came out at first. Then, very quietly: “Yes, Daddy.”

Laura simply nodded once, eyes still on her nephew’s trembling, naked form.

Mark gave Ethan one last long look—naked, cornered, hands locked behind his head, red bottom on full display—and walked out of the room without another word.

The grandfather clock in the hall began to chime the half-hour.

Sixty minutes to go.

And the leather belt was waiting.

Laura busied herself in the kitchen, the familiar sounds of running water and cupboard doors opening and closing drifting through the archway. She didn’t glance back toward the living room once.

Sophie lingered only a moment longer. Her eyes travelled over him once more, slow and deliberate, taking in the blazing red of his bottom, the helpless hunch of his shoulders, the way his thighs quivered with the effort of staying still. Then, without a word, she turned and headed upstairs, the soft pad of her bare feet on the stairs the last sound she made as she left him.

The house settled into an uneasy quiet.

The grandfather clock ticked. The sheer curtains stirred faintly in the late-afternoon breeze coming through the slightly open window. Outside, a car passed slowly on the street; Ethan flinched at the sound of tires on asphalt, certain someone will look in and see him like this—stripped, punished, exposed. His arms ached. His bottom throbbed in relentless waves. Every small shift of weight sent fresh heat blooming across the skin.

The time crept by in agonizing increments and his mind kept circling the same unbearable loop.

Eighteen. I’m eighteen. And I’m standing here like a six-year-old who wet the bed—naked, nose in the corner, red ass sticking out for anyone to see.

The humiliation wasn’t just the spanking. It was the theater of it. The way Uncle Mark had upended him across his knee like he weighed nothing. The way the jeans and briefs had been yanked to his thighs like training pants. The way his own cousin—Sophie, nineteen, beautiful, untouchable Sophie—had stood three feet away and watched every smack land, watched his bottom bounce and darken, watched his legs kick like a toddler’s. She hadn’t laughed. She hadn’t even smirked. She’d just… watched. Quiet. Steady. As though this were simply what happened when boys misbehaved in her house.

And Aunt Laura hadn’t stopped it. Hadn’t said a word of protest. Had only stood there with her arms folded, eyes flicking between Ethan’s writhing body and her husband’s methodical hand, as if silently agreeing: Yes. This is appropriate. This is what he needs.

Ethan’s throat closed. Fresh tears slipped down his cheeks and dripped onto the baseboard. He couldn’t wipe them away. Couldn’t even sniffle too loudly without risking movement. All he could do was stand there leaking quietly while the clock ticked and his punished flesh pulsed in time with his heartbeat.

He tried—God, he tried—not to think about the belt.

But the thought kept forcing its way in anyway.

Ethan had seen it looped through his uncle’s jeans a hundred times, had never once imagined it uncoiled and doubled over in that massive hand. Now the image wouldn’t leave him: the way the leather would hiss through the air, the way it would wrap around the already blistered curve of his cheeks, the way the tip would bite into the tender skin, leaving perfect, raised welts that would throb for days.

He’d heard stories. Whispers from other boys at school whose fathers still “corrected” them the old way. The belt was different from a hand. Sharper. Deeper. It left marks that lasted. It left you limping. And Uncle Mark had promised it was coming right here, over the back of the living-room couch, in full view of the front window if anyone cared to look.

A car door slammed outside.

Ethan’s whole body locked. His bare toes curled against the hardwood. He heard footsteps on the front walk—two sets, maybe three—then voices, cheerful, muffled by the glass. Neighbors? Delivery? Someone coming to borrow a cup of sugar? He couldn’t turn. Couldn’t check. All he could do was stand frozen, every inch of naked skin prickling with terror, praying the sheer curtains were enough, praying no one glanced through the gap between them and saw a teenage boy stripped bare and cornered like a naughty child.

The voices faded. Footsteps receded. The car started again and pulled away.

Ethan let out a shaky breath that ended in a sob.

They could have seen. Anyone could have seen.

The clock chimed the hour.

Footsteps on the stairs again—light and quick. Sophie reappeared in the archway.

She’d changed into soft black yoga pants that hugged her legs and a cropped white tank top that left her midriff bare. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, still slightly damp from the shower. She was barefoot, toenails painted pale pink. She paused just inside the living room, arms folded loosely, and regarded him from several feet away.

Then she smiled—a small, private curve of her lips.

“Still here,” she said softly, almost to herself. “Still bright red. Still crying a little, I can tell.”

She tilted her head, studying him.

“Got a nice, long look earlier, didn’t you?” Her voice carried across the room, low and clear. “I knew you were there the second that floorboard creaked, you perv.”

She let the words settle.

She repositioned, moving to the same wall as he, and pushed her cheek against it to look him in the eye.

Ethan’s face burned hotter. He squeezed his eyes shut, but he could still feel her stare—steady, unblinking, amused.

She could see the tear tracks glistening on his cheeks, the way his lashes clump, the miserable quiver of his mouth. And lower, the pathetic little cock and balls drawn tight against his body.

“Look at you,” she said, voice dripping mock pity. “Crying like a little boy who got caught with his hand in the cookie jar. And that…” She nods toward his groin. “God, it’s tiny.”

She stayed where she was, arms still loosely crossed, weight shifted to one hip.

“You were kicking and bawling over Daddy’s knee like a toddler,” she continued. “All those big, wet sobs. So loud. So pathetic. And now here you are—nose to the wall, bottom on fire, nothing left to hide behind.”

She circled to his back and let her gaze linger on his punished backside next—the deep, even crimson, the faint handprints still visible in places.

“That color’s impressive,” she said almost conversationally. “Bright red like a traffic light. Bet it hurts.”

Ethan made a small, broken sound—half sob, half whimper. His knees trembled harder.

Sophie didn’t move closer. She simply tilted her head the other way, studying him from a fresh angle.

“You’ve still got that belting coming,” she said. “Right over the back of the couch. I hope Daddy takes his time with it. I hope he makes it hard and long—covers every inch until you can’t sit for days. I hope you scream until your throat’s raw.”

She paused, letting the image hang in the air between them.

Then she glanced at the grandfather clock.

“Twenty-five more minutes,” she said brightly. “Try not to drip on the floor. Or make any more of those sad little noises. It’s embarrassing.”

She turned smoothly on her heel and walked out of the room without another glance.

The remaining twenty-five minutes stretched into eternity.

Ethan’s arms burned from the enforced position, shoulders screaming, fingers numb where they clutch each other behind his head. His nose stayed pressed to the wall until the plaster felt branded into his skin.

He heard them before he saw them.

First Laura’s measured footsteps returning from the kitchen, then the softer, quicker tread of Sophie descending the stairs again. They didn’t speak at first. They simply entered the living room together and stopped a few feet behind him—close enough that he could sense their presence like pressure on the back of his neck.

The grandfather clock chimed the end of his timeout. Mark’s heavier tread followed a moment later. Deliberate. Unhurried.

Ethan’s stomach lurched. His knees nearly gave way.

Mark stopped well behind him.

“Hands stay on your head,” Mark said, voice flat and final. “Turn around. You will face the women in the house that you offended.”

Ethan’s heart seized. A tiny, panicked whine escaped before he could choke it back.

He didn’t want to turn. Didn’t want them to see the pathetic little thing that hung so limply between his legs, his red tear-streaked face, the snot running from his nose, his trembling mouth. But his Uncle Mark’s tone left no room for refusal.

Slowly—agonizingly—he pivoted on bare feet until his back was to the wall and he was facing the three of them.

Sophie and Laura stood side by side near the couch. Sophie had her arms folded again, one hip cocked, lips curved in that same small, knowing smile. Laura’s expression was calmer, almost clinical—watching, assessing, one eyebrow faintly raised.

Ethan couldn’t meet anyone’s eyes. His gaze darted to the floor between their feet. Fresh heat flooded his face and neck until it felt like his head might burst.

Mark stepped into his line of sight. The big man stood less than six feet away—broad shoulders filling the space, sleeves rolled to the elbows, forearms corded and strong.

Without breaking eye contact with Ethan, Mark reached down to his own waist.

The metallic clink of the buckle was shockingly loud in the quiet room.

Ethan’s breath caught audibly.

Mark worked the heavy leather belt free with slow, deliberate motions—pulling the long strap through each loop one at a time. The belt was thick, well-worn, dark brown, the kind made for holding up heavy work pants. It made a soft, heavy slithering sound as it slid free.

He doubled it in half, leather sliding over leather with a whisper that made Ethan’s stomach flip. The looped end hung down like a promise; the buckle dangled near Mark’s thigh, glinting dully in the late light.

Mark’s eyes never left Ethan’s face.

“You chose to disrespect Sophie in the worst possible way,” Mark said quietly. “In her own room. While she was vulnerable.”

Ethan’s legs shook so violently he thought they might collapse. His knees knocked together; he swayed.

Mark snapped the belt together once. SNAP.

“And now you’re going to learn, little man—right here, right now, right in front of these women—what happens when you act like a filthy peeping pervert in this house.”

Another SNAP.

“Over the back of the couch,” Mark ordered. “Bend over. Legs apart. Hands flat on the seat. You’re going to take every stroke I give you. Understood?”

Ethan’s head jerked back and forth in tiny, frantic no’s. “Please—please—Uncle Mark, I’m begging—”

Laura shifted her weight. Her arms were still crossed, but the line of her mouth had softened—just a fraction. She glanced at her daughter, then at her husband, then finally at the naked, quivering boy in front of them.

“Mark,” she said quietly.

He turned his head toward her, eyebrows lifting in question.

“He made a disgusting, invasive mistake—yes. But you’ve already blistered him once today with that big hand of yours. He’s cried himself hoarse. He’s stood naked in our living room for an hour thinking about the belt. Look at his face. Look at how he’s shaking.” She paused. “Maybe… maybe what he’s already received is enough for one day?”

The room went very still.

Ethan’s head jerked up at the words, eyes wide and swimming, disbelief warring with fragile hope.

Mark exhaled through his nose. He looked down at the belt in his hand, then back at his wife. Then at his daughter.

“Sophie,” he said. His voice was calm, almost gentle now. “This happened to you. You caught him. You called us. You watched the whole thing. So you tell me.” He lifted the belt slightly. “Is this still necessary? Or has he had enough for today?”

Sophie’s lips parted. For several long seconds she said nothing. Her eyes travelled over Ethan again—slowly this time, taking in the full picture: the tear-streaked face, the hunched shoulders, the way his knees kept threatening to buckle, his shrivelled genitals. She saw the raw fear in his eyes. Saw how small he looked.

Sophie’s lips curved—just a fraction.

“Whip him good, Daddy,” she said. Calm. Certain. No trace of hesitation.

Laura drew a short, soft breath through her nose. Her shoulders eased a fraction; whatever flicker of doubt had stirred seemed to settle again under the weight of her daughter’s clarity.

Mark gave a single, decisive nod.

“Over the couch,” he said, the words final but not harsh. “You heard her.”

Ethan’s sob ripped free—high, broken, childish. “Please—Sophie—I’m so sorry—I swear I’ll never—”

“Time for your whipping…” Sophie said with a sing-song lilt in her voice.

“No! No, please!”

“Enough talk,” Mark said. With that, he stepped forward, closing the distance in two strides, and bent at the waist. A massive arm hooked around Ethan’s bare waist. In a single, effortless motion—like lifting a sack of laundry—he scooped the eighteen-year-old boy up and tucked him sideways under his left arm. Ethan’s naked body dangled helplessly, feet kicking uselessly in the air, bottom still flaming red and thrust upward.

Ethan’s hands flew out instinctively, scrabbling at his Uncle Mark’s thigh, but it was like clawing at oak. A strangled yelp escaped him as the world tilted; blood rushed to his head, his bare genitals swinging freely beneath him.

Mark carried him across the living room as if he weighed nothing at all—three long strides—and stopped at the back of the wide, overstuffed couch. Without ceremony he bent forward and deposited Ethan facedown over the high, rounded back of the couch. The thick upholstery pressed into Ethan’s stomach, forcing the air from his lungs in a sharp whoof. His bare feet scrabbled for purchase on the hardwood, toes barely brushing the floor; his punished bottom was lifted high, vulnerably presented, already a dusky rose from his earlier hand spanking.

Mark adjusted him with brisk, impersonal hands—nudging Ethan’s legs wider apart until they were spread nearly shoulder-width, then pressing down between his shoulder blades so his chest and face flattened against the seat cushions. Ethan’s arms flailed for a second before Mark caught his wrists, pulled them forward, and pinned them flat against the seat on either side of his head.

“Hands stay there,” Mark said. “You move them, we start over from the beginning. And I’ll double the strokes.”

Ethan’s face was mashed into the couch fabric, muffling his sobs into wet, hiccuping gasps. The position stretched him taut—back arched, bottom presented like an offering, every inch of him exposed and trembling. The late-afternoon sun slanted through the sheer curtains, painting golden bars across his scarlet skin.

Mark stepped back one pace, studying the boy’s position with the detached appraisal of someone inspecting work about to be done. Ethan’s body formed a perfect, humiliating arch: chest and face crushed into the couch cushions, arms stretched forward and pinned by his own desperate grip on the fabric, waist bent sharply over the high rounded back, bare feet scraping uselessly for traction on the floor. His punished bottom—already a deep, mottled rose—was lifted obscenely high, the cheeks parted just enough by the severe bend to expose the small, puckered ring of his anus to plain view. Below that, his cock and balls dangled back between spread thighs like ripe, helpless fruit—small, shrivelled from terror and cold shame, swaying slightly with each violent tremor that ran through his legs.

Sophie let out a soft, incredulous huff of laughter.

Mark stepped back half a pace. He shook the belt out to its full length once, then doubled it again, the leather whispering ominously. He rested the folded strap lightly across the center of Ethan’s blazing cheeks—just resting there, letting the boy feel the weight, the coolness of it against the fire.

Ethan jerked at the contact, a fresh sob wrenching out of him. “Please—please—I’m sorry—Sophie, tell him I’m sorry—I won’t look, I won’t ever—”

Sophie tilted her head, lips curving. “You already looked,” she said softly. “And now you pay the price.”

Mark raised the belt.

The first stroke landed with a flat, thunderous CRACK that seemed to echo off every wall in the house.

Ethan’s entire body convulsed. A raw, animal scream tore from his throat—high and shattered. His legs kicked wildly; his fingers clawed at the cushions. The pain was white-hot, a vicious line of fire that striped diagonally from the crest of one cheek down to the tender undercurve of the other.

Before he could even draw breath, the second stroke fell—lower, overlapping the first, doubling the agony. CRACK.

Ethan’s scream broke into sobs. “No—no—no—please—!”

Mark didn’t pause. The belt rose and fell in a slow, deliberate rhythm—never rushed, never frantic, each stroke measured and heavy. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. The leather bit deep, raising vivid welts that bloomed instantly across the already punished skin. Ethan bucked and writhed, but it didn’t slow Marc down.

Sophie watched every stroke. Her breathing had quickened just slightly; the tip of her tongue touched her upper lip once, unconsciously. When a particularly vicious lash landed right at the crease where thigh met cheek, making Ethan’s whole body arch and his scream choke off into a strangled gasp, she let out a small, involuntary sound—half sigh, half satisfied hum.

Laura remained silent, but her arms had uncrossed; one hand now rested lightly at the base of her throat, fingers pressed there as though measuring her own pulse.

Mark spoke only once during the first dozen strokes, voice calm and even.

“This is for Sophie. Every single one.”

CRACK CRACK CRACK.

Ethan was beyond words now—only raw, broken cries and heaving sobs. His bottom was a latticework of angry red welts overlapping into dark, swollen stripes; the skin looked almost bruised in places. His legs trembled violently, feet drumming uselessly against the floor.

Mark paused after twenty. He rested the belt across Ethan’s ass—hot leather against even hotter skin—and let the boy feel the pause, let him suck in ragged, shuddering breaths.

“Do you understand, boy?” he asked quietly.

Ethan could only sob—great, wrenching, childlike sobs that shook his whole frame.

“Last ten,” Mark said quietly. “Count each one. Loud. Clear. And after every stroke you’re going to thank me for teaching you respect. Understood?”

Ethan’s mouth worked soundlessly for a second. Then, barely audible: “Y-yes, Uncle Mark.”

The belt snapped through the air once—warning—and then the first of the final ten landed with vicious precision across the already ravaged undercurve. The CRACK was deafening.

Ethan screamed, body jerking forward so hard his toes left the floor.

“One!” he gasped, voice cracking. “Th-thank you, Uncle Mark, for teaching me respect!”

Mark didn’t acknowledge the words. He simply raised the belt again.

Two. Three. Four. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. Each stroke drew a fresh, broken scream, each count torn from Ethan’s raw throat, each thank-you more desperate, more slurred with tears and mucus. By the sixth his voice had climbed into a high, childish wail; the words blurred together—sixthankyouUncleMarkplease—but he forced them out anyway, knowing silence would be worse.

Seven landed diagonally, crossing older welts. CRACK! Ethan’s legs buckled completely; only the couch kept him upright. His genitals slapped wetly against the couch back with the impact.

“Seven—thank you—Uncle Mark—for teaching—respect—please—”

Eight was lower still, biting into untouched skin at the very tops of his thighs. CRACK. Ethan howled, hips snapping forward, anus clenching so hard it pulled visibly inward before fluttering open again.

“EIGHT,” he sobbed. “Thank you—thank you—”

The ninth cracked across both cheeks at once, a perfect, searing line. CRACK! Ethan’s whole body seized; a thin, keening sound escaped him, endless and pitiful.

“NINE! Nine! Oh! Ohhhhh! Thank you… thank you for…”

“Last one,” Mark said, voice flat.

The final stroke was the hardest yet—delivered with full, measured force across the center of both swollen globes. The sound was like a cannon shot. CRACK!!! Ethan’s scream shattered into silence; for a heartbeat he couldn’t breathe. Then the air rushed back in a great, choking sob.

“Ten,” he whimpered, barely audible. “Thank you… Uncle Mark… for teaching me… respect…”

Mark let the silence stretch. Then he stepped forward, gripped Ethan under the arms, and hauled him upright in one rough motion. The boy’s legs folded like wet paper; Mark had to hold most of his weight. Ethan swayed, dizzy, vision swimming with tears. His backside felt twice its normal size—impossibly hot, impossibly tender. Every shift of muscle sent agony ripping through him.

Mark turned him bodily until he faced Sophie.

She stood a few feet away, arms loosely folded, expression calm but eyes bright with interest. The cropped tank and yoga pants made her look effortlessly casual, almost innocent—except for the small, knowing tilt of her mouth.

“Hands on your ass,” Mark ordered. “Rub it. Let her see how sorry you are.”

Ethan’s arms moved before his brain caught up—shaking hands reaching back, fingers splaying gingerly over the blazing, ridged flesh. The first touch made him hiss through his teeth; the skin was fever-hot, swollen, ridged with welts that felt like raised cords under his palms. He started rubbing in small, tentative circles—winces and whimpers escaping with every pass.

Mark’s voice came low at his ear.

“Apologize to your cousin. Properly. Look her in the eye. Tell her exactly what you did wrong, why it was wrong, and what you’ll never do again. And you better make it convincing, Ethan. Because if I don’t believe you mean every word—if Sophie doesn’t believe you—then we’re doing this again.”

Ethan’s knees nearly gave. Fresh tears spilled immediately.

He lifted his head—slow, agonizing—until his red-rimmed, swollen eyes met Sophie’s. His hands kept moving, rubbing slow, humiliated circles over his punished bottom, each pass making him flinch and gasp.

“I—I’m so sorry, Sophie,” he started, voice thin and trembling. “I… I spied on you. While you were changing. I looked through the keyhole like—like some disgusting pervert. I had no right. None. I took something that was private and yours and I made it dirty. I’m—I’m ashamed. I hate that I did it. I hate that you saw me like this. I deserved every smack. Every stroke. I deserve worse.”

His voice cracked; he swallowed hard, hands still rubbing, fingers trembling against the fiery welts. Sophie raised an eyebrow as if expecting more.

“I promise—I swear on everything—I will never look at you like that again. I won’t look at you without permission. I won’t sneak around. I won’t invade your privacy. Ever. Not you, not anyone. I’ll knock. I’ll wait. I’ll leave if I’m not wanted. I’ll respect you. I’ll respect every woman in this house. Please… please believe me. I’m so sorry. I’ll do anything to make it right. Just… please don’t let him belt me again. I can’t—I can’t take it. I’m begging you.”

The last words dissolved into hiccuping sobs. His hands never stopped rubbing—slow, mechanical circles over the swollen, dark-purple mess of his backside. The motion only made the burning worse, but he didn’t dare stop.

Sophie studied him for a long moment—his tear-streaked face, his shaking body, his dangling little cock, the pathetic way his fingers clutched and kneaded at his own punished flesh. Then she stepped forward once, close enough that he could smell the faint citrus of her shampoo.

“I believe you’re sorry right now,” she said softly. “Whether you stay sorry… we’ll have to see.”

Then she looked past him to Mark.

“He sounds sincere, Daddy.”

Mark exhaled once through his nose.

“Punishment’s over,” he said. “Go to your room. No clothes. No covers. Door wide open. Sleep on your stomach. And if I hear one word of complaint—or if Sophie tells me tomorrow that you so much as looked at her wrong—you’ll be right back over this couch before breakfast for a double dose of what you just got. Understood?”

“Y-yes, Uncle Mark.”

Mark released his arm. Ethan stumbled forward two steps, legs barely holding him, hands still pressed to his blazing bottom. He didn’t dare stop rubbing—not yet.

Sophie watched him shuffle toward the stairs—naked, trembling, red-bottomed, tear-soaked, rubbing himself like a chastised child.

He went upstairs to his bedroom, through himself face down on his bed, and cried.

About half an hour later, Mark’s low rumble could be heard from downstairs: “We’re heading over to the Smiths’ for the barbecue. Shouldn’t be more than a couple of hours.”

Laura, cheerful: “Sophie, sweetheart, keep an eye on things. Ethan is confined to his room. If he disobeys, you text us immediately. We’ll come straight back.”

Sophie’s voice—light, almost singsong: “Got it, Mom. Don’t worry. I’ll make sure he behaves.”

The front door opened. Closed. Car doors. Engine starting. Tires crunching over gravel. Then silence.

The house felt suddenly enormous. Empty. Breathing.

Sophie, with a wicked grin, decided that Ethan’s lesson was not over quite yet. She went to the bathroom where she soaked a washcloth in cool water, then also picked up a hand towel and walked over to Ethan’s room.

She leaned one hip against the doorframe, arms loosely crossed, and looked over at him sprawled naked on his stomach.

He was uncovered as instructed, facedown on his bed, arms folded under his pillow, face buried deep in the thin cotton case. His legs were slightly parted, not from comfort but because closing them pressed too hard against the swollen, ridged flesh between his thighs. Every shallow breath made the welts pulse in fresh, vicious waves.

He was still crying.

Not the loud, broken howls of earlier—those had burned themselves out—but a soft, continuous, almost inaudible weeping. Small, wet hiccups muffled against the pillow. Shoulders trembling in tiny, exhausted shudders. Tears had soaked the fabric beneath his cheek; snot dripped from his nose in slow strings. He kept his face pressed hard into the pillow as though he could smother the sound, the shame, the memory of everything that had just happened. Every few seconds a fresh sob would catch in his throat and escape as a pitiful, kitten-like whimper.

Sophie stood in the doorway for a long moment, silent, simply watching the gentle rise and fall of his narrow back, the way his fingers clutched the pillow edges until the knuckles showed white. The cool washcloth dripped softly onto the hardwood between her bare feet.

Finally, she spoke, voice low and calm.

“Still crying, huh?”

Ethan’s whole body flinched at the sound of her. His shoulders hunched tighter; he pressed his face deeper into the pillow as though he could disappear into it. A fresh, muffled sob answered her.

She stepped inside, bare soles whispering across the floor. The mattress dipped under her weight as she sat on the edge near his hip—close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her yoga-panted thigh, but not touching him. She laid the hand towel across the small of his back; he jerked at the contact.

“Hey, little spy,” she said, voice low and almost gentle. “Still so red. Still so sore. Poor thing.”

She lifted the washcloth. Very slowly, giving him time to tense, she lowered it to the worst of the damage.

The first touch made him gasp—a sharp, indrawn hiss that ended in a broken sob. The cool of the cloth sank immediately into the deepest, most swollen welts, the ones that had already turned a dark, angry plum where the belt tip had wrapped cruelly around the curve. Ethan’s hips twitched involuntarily, trying to curl away; Sophie simply laid her free hand on the back of his thigh—not pressing, just resting there—and held him still.

“Stay,” she murmured. “Let it sit.”

The cloth was almost too cold at first, a freezing contrast to the fire raging beneath his skin, but after a few seconds the cool began to draw the worst of the sting outward, loosening the vicious tightness. Ethan’s sobs grew softer, more ragged. His fingers flexed and unflexed in the pillow. Tears kept leaking, slower now, pooling in the hollow beneath his closed eyes.

Sophie studied the ruined state of his bottom with the same quiet focus she’d shown during the punishment itself.

The hand-spanking had left a uniform, angry crimson base layer—still hot, still tender—but the belt had painted chaos across it. Thick, raised welts crisscrossed both cheeks in dark, swollen stripes, some overlapping into ugly purple bruises where the leather had bitten twice in the same place. The undercurves—those soft, vulnerable shelves where thigh met glute—were the worst: deep wine-red tramlines, the skin raised and shiny, looking almost blistered in spots.

Lower still, the tops of his thighs bore several stray lashes—thick, vicious red rectangles that would make sitting agony for days. Even the delicate skin of his inner thighs was mottled from the way his legs had kicked and rubbed together in panic. Everything glistened faintly with sweat; the room smelled of salt, heat, and the sharp metallic tang of over-stressed skin.

Sophie tilted her head, considering.

“It’s really pretty in a messed-up kind of way,” she said softly, almost to herself. “Daddy knows his business.”

Ethan made a small, shattered sound into the pillow—half sob, half humiliated denial.

She lifted the cloth and laid it back down, this time centering it over the worst of the overlapping welts at the crest of his cheeks. He whimpered again, hips giving another helpless twitch.

“You’re going to feel this every time you move for at least a week,” she told him matter-of-factly. “Every time you sit, every time you pull your pants up, every time the shower water hits it. You’ll remember exactly why. And you’ll think twice before you even think about looking where you’re not supposed to.”

She let the cloth sit another long minute, then lifted it away. Ethan shuddered hard from head to foot.

Sophie set the cloth aside on the nightstand. She picked up the dry hand towel instead and began—very lightly, almost clinically—to dab at the moisture that had pooled along his lower back and the tops of his thighs. The terry cloth rasped softly against the raised welts; each pass made him flinch and whimper, but he didn’t try to pull away.

When she was satisfied he was as dry as she could get him without aggravating the damage further, she folded the towel neatly and set it beside the washcloth.

Then she simply sat there for a while, one hand resting lightly on the untouched skin at the small of his back, the other braced on the mattress. Ethan’s crying had quieted to soft, exhausted sniffles—face still buried, shoulders still trembling, but the worst of the storm had passed out of him.

“Turn over,” she said. Not a request.

“Sophie… please…”

Her voice sharpened—strict, parental, unmistakable. “Turn. Over. Right now. Or I text them that you’re refusing to stay in your room. That you’re being difficult. You want Daddy back here before the barbecue’s even started? Belt hot in his hand?”

The threat landed like ice. Ethan rolled—slow, gasping, every shift scraping fresh agony across the welts. When he finally settled onto his back, legs trembling, hands moving instinctively to cover his groin, Sophie caught his wrists and pinned them gently but firmly to the mattress at his sides.

“No hiding,” she said. “Hands stay down. Palms flat.”

Tears spilled sideways into his hair immediately. He stared at the ceiling, chest heaving.

She studied him—small genitals drawn tight with shame and cold. Her lips curved faintly.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So tiny.”

She picked up the warm washcloth again. Let a few hot drops fall onto his lower belly first—tiny patters that made him flinch—then lowered it.

“Legs up,” she ordered.

He hesitated only a heartbeat. Her eyebrow lifted. He lifted them—shaking, knees bent, feet toward the ceiling. The position pulled every stripe taut; he sobbed openly, high and childish.

Sophie hooked her left arm (the one with the dry towel) under both his knees, folding him higher until his thighs pressed toward his chest, ankles framing his ears. His punished bottom lifted clear of the mattress; the welts gaped slightly, the cleft parted, everything exposed. The small pink ring between his cheeks twitched with each hiccuping breath.

“Exactly like a baby,” she said softly, almost to herself.

She started at the top. Pressed the cool washcloth to his lower belly, wiped in slow, deliberate circles—down over his pubic bone, then forward along the delicate skin of his shriveled shaft. The soft, wet pressure dragged slowly along the underside, coaxing the tiny length to stir despite everything.

Ethan’s breath hitched. His hips jerked once—small, involuntary—before he could stop them. Beneath the cloth, his cock betrayed him completely: it thickened, lengthened half an inch, then another, lifting away from his body in a slow, helpless swell. The head fattened, flushed pinker than the rest of him, a single clear bead welling at the slit and trembling there. By the time the washcloth circled once more—gentle, thorough—the little thing stood rigid, quivering against his lower belly, small but unmistakably hard.

Sophie paused. She lifted the cloth just enough to look. A soft, delighted laugh escaped her—bright, surprised, almost fond.

“Ohhh,” she said, voice dripping amusement. “Look at that. Your little pee-pee likes being washed like a baby’s.”

Ethan’s face burned crimson; fresh tears spilled faster. He tried to twist his hips away, but her arm kept his legs pinned high and open. There was nowhere to hide.

She tilted her head, studying the small, stiff erection with open curiosity. Then she lowered the washcloth again—deliberately slower this time—dragging the warm fabric up the full length in one long, languid stroke. The shaft jumped under the touch; another bead of clear fluid welled and slid down the underside.

She laughed again, softer, closer to his ear.

“Was it hard like this while you spied on me?” she whispered, teasing, velvet. “When you were kneeling at my keyhole, watching me peel off my shorts? Watching my thong slide down? Was your little pee-pee standing up just like this, all twitchy and leaky, while you stared at my bare ass and my tits?”

Ethan made a broken, mortified sound—half sob, half whine. His cock throbbed visibly in response, betraying him again.

Sophie pressed the cloth lower now, cupping it around his tight sac, lifting gently to wipe underneath, then dragging it slowly back between his cheeks—cool pressure gliding over the tender pucker, circling once, twice, wiping every crease with the same unhurried care. All the while his erection bobbed helplessly in the air, flushed and straining, the head glistening.

When she was satisfied, she set the washcloth aside on the edge of the mattress. She unfolded the small dry towel with her free hand and patted him dry—gentle dabs first over his belly, then careful presses along his still-hard shaft, around the sac, between his cheeks—blotting away every trace of moisture until his skin felt warm, soft, and perfectly clean. She finished with a final light pat directly over his erection, making it twitch one last time.

She eased his legs down slowly until his feet rested flat again. His cock stayed stubbornly upright, twitching with every ragged breath, a small, shameful flag of his humiliation.

Sophie leaned over him, close enough that her loose hair brushed his tear-wet cheek.

“There,” she whispered. “All clean and dry. Fresh for bedtime. And look how excited your little pee-pee got just from being babied. Pathetic.”

He turned his face away, cheek mashed into the damp pillow, fresh tears leaking sideways onto it. He couldn’t look at her. Couldn’t bear to see the amused curve of her mouth, the bright curiosity in her eyes.

She tilted her head, studying the tiny, straining penis as though it were a mildly interesting specimen.

“Poor little pee-pee,” she murmured, voice soft and almost tender. “All worked up and nowhere to go. Bet it’s aching almost as much as your bottom right now.”

Ethan made a small, strangled noise—half sob, half plea. His hips gave the tiniest, involuntary twitch upward, as though chasing a touch that wasn’t coming.

Sophie’s lips curved higher.

She lifted her hand from his belly, allowing her fingertips to hover just above the rigid little shaft—close enough that he could feel the faint heat of her skin, the whisper of air disturbed by her movement, but not touching. Ethan’s cock jumped at the nearness, thickening another fraction, the head darkening as fresh blood rushed in. A clear bead welled at the slit and trembled there, threatening to spill.

She laughed under her breath—soft, delighted.

“See that?” she whispered. “Every time I get near, it just stands taller. Like it wants me to tell Daddy and Mom exactly what a naughty, perverted little boy you are.”

Ethan’s whole body shuddered. A broken whimper slipped out. His erection throbbed visibly in response—once, twice—lifting higher off his belly, the underside flushed a deeper pink, veins faintly visible along the slender length. Another bead of fluid welled up and slid slowly down the shaft, leaving a thin, glistening trail.

Sophie straightened slowly, gathering the damp washcloth in one hand and the dry hand towel in the other. She folded the washcloth once, twice, tucking it neatly under her arm. The towel she kept loose in her fingers, letting it dangle as she bent at the waist again, bringing her face close to his.

She spoke very quietly, every word clear and deliberate.

“I’m going to leave now, little spy. You’re going to stay exactly like this—on your back, door wide open, no covers, hands by your sides. And you are not going to play with that pathetic little pee-pee. Not even once.”

Ethan’s eyes squeezed shut. Another tear slipped free. His cock gave another helpless twitch at her words, standing prouder still, the head now shiny and swollen.

“If I peek in and find you touching it, I will tell Mom and Dad the second they walk through the door. I’ll tell them I caught you red-handed, lying here with your tiny stiff pee-pee in your fist, probably thinking all kinds of filthy, perverted things about me while you did it. About what you saw through my keyhole. About how my bare tits looked when I turned.”

She paused, letting each image land.

“I really wouldn’t want to be in your place if that happened,” she finished softly. “Another trip over Daddy’s knee. Another dose of Daddy’s belt…”

Ethan’s breathing fractured into tiny, panicked gasps. His erection strained upward at the threat, rigid and quivering, another bead of precum sliding free and pooling in the shallow dip of his navel. The small shaft jerked once more, as though the very words were stroking it.

Sophie gave a final, soft tsk of amusement.

“Look at it,” she murmured. “Standing so tall just from hearing what’ll happen if you’re bad. Pathetic.”

She straightened fully. With one last lingering glance at the uncovered, straining little erection—flushed, glistening, trembling with every heartbeat—she turned and walked out, bare feet whispering across the hardwood. She left his bedroom door standing wide open, just as her Daddy had ordered. The hallway light spilled in across his naked body, painting a long golden stripe over his trembling chest, then catching the proud little flag of his cock still pointing skyward between his parted thighs.

Then she padded away down the hall, washcloth and dry towel in hand, leaving him alone with the burn, the shame, and the strict command still ringing in his ears.

Do not dare play with your little pee-pee.

He didn’t.

But it stayed hard anyway—aching, leaking, and utterly helpless—for a very long time after she was gone.


His Pantied Shame

Evan was eighteen, a lanky kid with a mop of dark hair and a quiet demeanor that made him blend into the background of his suburban home. He lived with his parents and his twenty-year-old sister, Lily, who was home from college for the summer. Their house was a cozy, cluttered space—laundry baskets in the hallway, dishes stacked in the sink, and the faint hum of the TV always in the background. Evan was in that liminal space between high school and whatever came next, unsure of who he was or who he wanted to be.

Lately, something had been stirring in him, a fascination he couldn’t quite name. It started innocently enough: flipping through a magazine, his eyes would catch on an ad for women’s lingerie—a cascade of lace, soft colors, delicate straps. The images sparked something in him, not just desire but curiosity, a pull toward the unknown. He’d linger on the thought of silk against skin, the way a bra might frame a body, the way panties might hug curves. It wasn’t just about women; it was about the garments themselves, their intimacy, their secrets.

At home, when no one was around, Evan found himself drawn to Lily’s room. She was at her part-time job or out with friends, and his parents were often at work. The house was still, sunlight filtering through the blinds. Lily’s room smelled faintly of her floral perfume, and her dresser stood against the wall, a Pandora’s box of temptation. He’d open her underwear drawer, heart pounding, fingers brushing over neatly folded panties—cotton, lace, satin—and bras with delicate clasps. He told himself he was just looking, satisfying a curiosity, but the thrill was undeniable.

One humid afternoon, the house was empty, and Evan’s restraint crumbled. He stood in Lily’s room, the drawer open, his pulse racing. He picked out a pair of soft pink panties and a matching bra, their fabric cool against his trembling hands. The air felt charged, like he was crossing a line he couldn’t uncross. He stripped off his clothes, leaving them in a heap on the floor, and slipped on the panties. The silkiness sent a shiver through him, foreign and electrifying. He fumbled with the bra, struggling with the clasp before it settled awkwardly on his chest.

Evan stepped in front of Lily’s full-length mirror, his reflection a stranger’s. The pink lingerie softened his angular frame, the panties hugging him in a way that felt both alien and exhilarating. His body reacted, a hard pulse of arousal that made his face burn. The sensation of the fabric—smooth, intimate—unlocked something in him. His mind spiraled into uncharted territory, vivid and raw. He imagined himself as a woman, not just in body but in experience, yielding to a lover’s touch. He thought of being penetrated, the act both daunting and intoxicating—a surrender, a filling, a loss of control that made his breath hitch. The fantasy was sharp, visceral, his erection straining against the silk as he pictured himself open, vulnerable, desired.

He stood there, transfixed by his reflection, the lingerie a second skin. The mirror held him captive, showing a version of himself he didn’t fully understand. Guilt flickered at the edges of his mind—for using Lily’s things, for the invasion—but it was drowned out by the rush of discovery. The panties clung to him, the bra’s straps biting softly into his shoulders, and he felt alive in a way he hadn’t before. He didn’t move, didn’t touch himself, just let the moment stretch, his thoughts a tangle of silk and longing. In the mirror, he saw not just Evan but a question, a possibility, a desire he couldn’t yet name. He was so lost in the moment, the mirror’s spell, that the world beyond it faded.

He didn’t hear the front door open, or the muffled footsteps on the stairs, or the low murmur of voices. He didn’t notice Lily and her friend, Amara, standing in the doorway until a soft giggle pierced the haze. Evan froze, his heart lurching into his throat. He spun around, eyes wide, and there they were: Lily, his sister, with a smirk that hovered between amusement and disbelief, and Amara, a striking young Black woman with warm brown eyes and a grin she was barely containing.

“Oh my God, Evan,” Lily said, her voice cutting through the silence, sharp with mockery but laced with a sting of betrayal. Her eyes flicked downward, catching the unmistakable outline of his erection beneath the pink panties, the satin stretched taut. “Are you serious? You’re in my room, wearing my stuff, and—” She gestured toward his groin, her smirk twisting into a grimace. “You’re actually into this? That’s my underwear, you perv!”

Amara’s giggle erupted into a full laugh, her eyes following Lily’s gesture to the bulge in the panties. She leaned against the doorframe, her grin widening with playful mischief. “Well, damn, panty boy,” she said, her tone teasing but with a pointed edge. “You’re really enjoying yourself, huh? Look at that—those things are barely holding you in!” Her laughter softened, but her gaze lingered, her amusement tinged with curiosity, making Evan feel as though every inch of him was under scrutiny.

Evan’s face burned, a tidal wave of shame crashing over him. His hands moved instinctively to cover his panty-tented erection. The bra’s straps seemed to tighten, the lingerie transforming from a source of thrill to a mark of his exposure. “I—I didn’t—” he stammered, his voice cracking, his eyes darting between Lily’s betrayed glare and Amara’s teasing smirk. The words died in his throat, his fantasies—once intoxicating—now a humiliating trap.

Lily crossed her arms, her smirk fading into something harder, her eyes still flicking to the bulge before meeting his gaze. “You didn’t what? Didn’t think you’d get caught? And you’re standing there, all…” She trailed off, shaking her head, her disgust palpable. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

Evan’s knees felt weak. He backed toward the mirror, his reflection now a cruel reminder of his recklessness. “I’m sorry,” he managed, his voice barely a whisper. “I didn’t mean… I just…” He didn’t know how to finish the sentence, how to explain the pull of the lingerie, the fantasies that had consumed him. The words felt too big, too raw, to speak aloud.

“Didn’t mean to raid my panty drawer and play dress-up?” Lily interrupted, her smirk faded into something harder, her eyes narrowing. “Those are mine, Evan. Or, you know what? Keep them. I’m never wearing them again after this.” She paused, her tone turning curt. “You owe me forty bucks for them, though. That set wasn’t cheap.”

Evan’s stomach knotted, the idea of “keeping” the lingerie both a reprieve and a mark of his transgression. “Okay,” he mumbled, barely audible. “I’ll pay you back.”

Amara tilted her head, her grin taking on a sharper edge. “Hold up, Lily. He don’t get to pay and walk away. He stole your stuff. That’s not cool.” She crossed her arms, her voice a mix of tease and challenge. “He needs a good ass whoopin’. I’ll whoop his ass for you.”

Evan’s eyes widened, his pulse spiking. The suggestion hit like a shockwave, part threat, part tease, and he couldn’t gauge how real it was. He looked to Lily, hoping for dismissal, but her expression shifted, a calculating look crossing her face. “You know what, Amara? You’re right,” she said, her voice firm. “He can’t just mess with my stuff and think it’s fine.” She turned to Evan, her gaze unrelenting. “Here’s the deal, Evan: either Amara whoops your pantied ass, or I tell Mom and Dad. Your choice.”

Evan’s breath caught, panic surging. The idea of his parents knowing—his mother and father’s disappointment—was unbearable. But Amara’s “ass whoopin’” loomed, vague and intimidating, her playful grin now laced with something unreadable. “Lily, please,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “I said I’m sorry.”

“Not good enough,” Lily snapped. “You crossed a line. Pick, or I’m calling them right now.” She pulled out her phone, her thumb hovering over the screen, the threat palpable.

Amara stepped forward, her smirk softening slightly but still sharp. “I’m not gonna, like, hurt you, Evan,” she said, her tone almost reassuring but with a teasing edge. “Just a little wake-up call. Better me than your parents, right?” She glanced at Lily, who nodded, her expression unyielding.

Evan’s mind raced, trapped between two unbearable options. The weight of his choice pressed down, his shame amplified by the lingerie still clinging to him. “Okay,” he said finally, his voice barely audible. “Amara.” The words felt like a surrender, his cheeks burning as he avoided her gaze.

Lily’s expression had hardened with satisfaction. “Good. And you’re still paying me forty bucks.” She glanced at Amara. “Make it quick, okay? I don’t want this turning into a whole thing.” She stepped into the hall, pulling the door half-closed, her footsteps fading but her presence lingering in the threat of her return.

Evan stood frozen, his heart pounding, the lingerie leaving him exposed in every sense. Amara’s grin, once playful, now carried a quiet authority. She stepped toward Lily’s dressing table, her eyes scanning the cluttered surface—lipsticks, a perfume bottle, a tangle of necklaces. Her fingers closed around a heavy wooden hairbrush, its broad, flat back gleaming under the light. She turned it in her hand, testing its weight, and glanced at Evan with a raised eyebrow. “This’ll do,” she said, her voice calm but resolute.

Amara pulled the dressing table chair into the center of the room, turning it to face the open space. She sat down, her posture relaxed but commanding, the hairbrush resting on her lap. She beckoned Evan with a slow, deliberate gesture, her eyes locking onto his. “Come on, panty boy,” she said, her tone low and steady. “Across my knee. Let’s get this over with.”

Evan’s breath hitched, his legs leaden. The scene felt surreal, his fantasies colliding with a looming nightmare. He wanted to protest, but Lily’s ultimatum—the specter of his parents’ disappointment—outweighed his fear of Amara’s hairbrush. His cheeks burned as he took a hesitant step forward, then another, his eyes flicking to the half-closed door, dreading Lily’s return.

Amara’s gaze softened slightly, but her resolve held firm.  “This is how I was raised—how I was punished growing up. Still am, if I step out of line at home.” She tapped the hairbrush against her palm, the gesture deliberate. “You decided to dress like a girl, sneaking into Lily’s stuff, so you’re gonna be punished like one. That’s how it works. Actions have consequences.”

Her words hit like a jolt, framing his curiosity as a choice with rules he hadn’t known. He swallowed hard, his pulse deafening, and lowered himself awkwardly across her lap, the intimacy of the posture intensifying his humiliation. The panties stretched tight, the bra’s straps biting into his shoulders, every sensation heightened by his exposure. He braced himself, hands gripping the chair’s edge, face turned toward the floor, avoiding the mirror’s accusing gaze.

Amara rested the hairbrush against his backside, the cool wood a stark warning. Then she paused, her voice dropping to a matter-of-fact tone. “Now,” she said. “When I get my ass whooped, my panties come down. So, yours are too.” Her fingers hooked the waistband of the pink satin panties, tugging them down to his thighs with a swift motion. The air hit his bare skin, a shock of vulnerability that made his face burn hotter, his earlier arousal now a humiliating memory against the stark reality of the moment.

“Don’t mess with her stuff again,” Amara said, her voice steady, no longer teasing. The punishment began with a sudden, searing crack, the hairbrush landing with a force that jolted Evan’s entire body, the sharp sting radiating across his skin. There was no pause, no reprieve; the strikes came in a continuous barrage, a relentless rhythm of wood meeting flesh, each smack blending into the next. The sound filled the room, a crisp, unyielding cadence that drowned out his ragged breaths. The first few strikes were a shock, the heat building quickly, a prickling sting that spread like wildfire. His skin warmed, then burned, each impact layering a deeper ache, the hairbrush’s flat surface unforgiving as it struck the same tender spots repeatedly.

Evan’s fingers dug into the chair, his legs trembling as the barrage continued. The pain shifted from sharp to throbbing, a pulsating heat that seemed to seep into his muscles. His breath came in short gasps, each strike a fresh wave of fire, the satin bra rubbing against his chest, the bunched panties at his thighs a constant reminder of his exposure. The hairbrush found every curve, every sensitive inch, the strikes varying slightly—some landing high, others low, some catching the juncture of thigh and backside with a bite that made him flinch. His skin felt alive, raw, the heat building to an intensity that overwhelmed his senses.

As the punishment stretched on, Evan’s composure began to crack. His gasps turned to whimpers, his body squirming against Amara’s lap, his legs kicking reflexively, feet scuffing the floor in a desperate, childlike attempt to escape the unrelenting sting. Tears prickled his eyes, then spilled over, hot and humiliating, streaming down his face as he choked on a sob. The barrage didn’t slow, the hairbrush’s rhythm steady, each smack a scorching reminder of his transgression. His kicks grew frantic, his body twisting, but Amara’s free hand pressed lightly against his back, holding him in place with calm authority.

Amara’s voice cut through his sobs, sharp and unyielding. “You’re acting like a baby,” she said, her tone firm, laced with a hint of disdain. “Take it like a woman. You wanted to dress like one, so own it.” She paused briefly, the hairbrush resting against his burning skin, her voice taking on a pointed edge. “You think this is bad? I’ve been through worse. When my mama decides I need an ass whooping, I don’t cry and kick like this. You’re learning what a Black girl goes through when she steps out of line, and you’re not even close to handling it.” Her comparison was unflattering, her words framing his reactions as weak against her own resilience, tying his punishment to a cultural context that felt both personal and foreign to him.

The barrage resumed, the hairbrush striking with renewed purpose, each smack a searing punctuation to her words. The pain was now a deep, throbbing ache, his skin tender and raw, each impact sending a jolt through his body. His sobs grew louder, his kicks weaker, his energy sapped as he surrendered to the rhythm of the punishment. The tears soaked the floor beneath him, his face a mess of shame and exhaustion, his body trembling with each strike. The hairbrush continued its relentless work, the sound of wood on flesh a constant, the heat a living thing that pulsed with every heartbeat. His mind blurred, the pain and humiliation merging with Amara’s words—punished like a girl, like a Black girl, his reactions falling short of her standard.

Finally, the barrage slowed, then stopped, the hairbrush resting against his skin one last time before Amara set it on the dressing table with a soft clink. “That’s enough,” she said, her voice steady but softer, a hint of empathy breaking through. Amara’s hands moved with deliberate care, her fingers hooking the waistband of the pink satin panties. She tugged them gently upward, restoring them to Evan’s hips with a slow, almost nurturing motion, as one might dress a toddler after a correction. The satin grazed his raw, tender skin, the friction eliciting a sharp wince, the fabric settling against the burning flesh with a mix of discomfort and an odd, intimate comfort. As she smoothed the panties into place, adjusting the lace trim with a practiced touch, she mused softly, almost to herself, “Just like a bad little girl.” Her voice was low, tinged with a blend of amusement and authority, the words carrying a weight that echoed her earlier comparisons—punished like a girl, now dressed like one in the aftermath.

Evan rose painfully to his feet, his legs shaky, his face streaked with tears, the sting a constant, throbbing pulse as he avoided her gaze. His backside burned, each movement a jolt of pain, the satin panties now an awkward friction against the tender flesh.

Amara stood, brushing her hands together as if closing a chapter. “Get dressed,” she said, her voice quieter now, carrying a note of finality. She turned toward the door, her posture relaxed but still commanding.

Evan nodded mutely, his hands trembling as he reached for the bra’s clasp, fumbling to undo it, desperate to shed the lingerie that had become both a symbol of his curiosity and his downfall. The satin straps slipped off his shoulders, the fabric loosening, but before he could remove it, Amara’s voice cut through the silence, sharp and unyielding.

“Oh no,” she said, turning back to face him, her eyebrow raised, a faint smirk tugging at her lips. “The bra and panties are yours now, panty boy. Lily said so, and I’m not letting you off that easy. You’re keeping them on.” Her tone was firm, laced with a mix of tease and challenge, as if daring him to argue. “You wanted to wear them, you deal with it. Own it.”

Evan froze, his hands still on the bra, the straps half-off. His heart pounded, a fresh wave of humiliation washing over him. The idea of keeping the lingerie on—not just as a debt to Lily but as a mandate from Amara—felt like an extension of the punishment, a public mark of his transgression even in the privacy of this moment. His backside throbbed, the satin panties rubbing against the raw skin with every slight movement, the bra’s presence now a weight he couldn’t escape. He opened his mouth to protest, but the memory of Amara’s hairbrush silenced him. He let his hands fall, the bra settling back against his chest, the straps biting into his shoulders once more.

Amara’s eyes swept over Evan’s body, a slow, deliberate up-and-down glance that took in the pink satin panties clinging to his hips, the bra framing his chest, his tear-streaked face, and his trembling posture. Her lips curled into a faint, provocative smirk, her gaze lingering with a mix of amusement and challenge. “You know,” she said, her voice low and teasing, carrying a dangerous edge, “you’re lucky I don’t flip you over and make you into a real woman.” She let the words hang, her smirk widening as Evan’s eyes widened, his breath catching. “If you ever want me to, just ask, I have everything we need.” Her tone was laced with a playful menace, the implication clear—a pegging session—a bold, intimate act that echoed the fantasies he’d been grappling with, now thrust into the open as a taunt, a dare.

Evan’s face burned hotter, his heart pounding, a mix of shame, fear, and an unbidden spark of curiosity swirling in his chest. The suggestion was both terrifying and electrifying, Amara’s words cutting through the haze of his pain and humiliation, amplifying the complexity of his desires. He couldn’t speak, his throat tight, his body frozen under her gaze. Amara’s smirk softened, her eyes flickering with something unreadable—empathy, perhaps, or satisfaction at his reaction—before she turned away. “And think before you borrow stuff.” She stepped into the hall, leaving the door ajar, her footsteps joining Lily’s muffled voice downstairs.

Evan stood alone, the room suffocating with the aftermath. His backside throbbed, the raw skin a searing reminder of the hairbrush’s barrage. His face was still streaked with tears, his breath uneven as he tried to process the weight of Amara’s words—her punishing comparison, her mandate to keep the lingerie on, and now her provocative dare to “make him a real woman.” He took a shaky step toward the full-length mirror, each step a jolt of pain, the satin panties rubbing against his raw skin, the bra’s straps biting into his shoulders. The lingerie was his now, a forty-dollar debt and a mandate from Amara, a symbol of his transgression and his uncharted desires.

Over the next weeks, Evan’s life resumed its quiet rhythm, but his mind was a storm. Amara’s voice haunted him, her up-and-down glance and suggestive “threat” replaying in vivid loops: flip you over… make you a real woman. The words stirred the same fantasies he’d explored in Lily’s room—surrender, vulnerability, penetration—now amplified by the memory of her authority, her teasing smirk, the sting of the hairbrush. He couldn’t shake the image of her standing over him, the weight of her gaze, the challenge in her invitation to “ask.” Shame battled curiosity, each sleepless night spent wrestling with the question: was her offer real, or just a taunt to deepen his humiliation? The lingerie, now hidden in his room, became a talisman of that moment, its satin and lace whispering possibilities he both feared and craved.

One Saturday afternoon soon after, Evan was in his room. He heard Lily’s laugh from downstairs, followed by a voice that made his heart lurch—Amara’s. She was back, visiting Lily, her presence sudden and electrifying. Evan froze, his pulse racing, the memory of her words flooding back with dizzying clarity. The opportunity was here, unmissable, a chance to confront the obsession that had consumed him. His mind churned: would she expect him to wear the lingerie, to “own” it as she’d demanded? The thought was reckless, but the pull was stronger than his fear.

He moved quickly, hands trembling as he undressed and retrieved the pink panties and bra from his drawer. The satin felt cool against his skin, a forbidden thrill as he slipped them on under his jeans and T-shirt, the fabric hugging him in secret, a silent declaration of intent. He checked his reflection, ensuring no telltale lines showed, his cheeks already flushing with anticipation and dread. What was he doing? The question gnawed, but the need to face Amara, to test her words, propelled him forward.

Descending the stairs, Evan’s heart pounded, each step amplifying his nervousness. In the living room, Lily and Amara lounged on the couch, chatting over a bowl of chips, the TV humming in the background. Lily glanced up, her expression neutral, but Amara’s eyes met his, a flicker of recognition sparking in her warm brown gaze. Evan’s blush deepened, his throat tight as he hovered in the doorway, hands fidgeting at his sides. The lingerie beneath his clothes felt like a secret burning through him, its presence a silent nod to the moment they’d shared.

Evan’s heart thudded in his chest, his cheeks burning a vivid red as the words tumbled out: “Umm, Amara. Can I… can I have a word with you? In private?” His voice was a shaky whisper, barely audible over the hum of the TV in the living room. He stood in the doorway, hands fidgeting, the pink satin panties and bra hidden beneath his jeans and T-shirt. The lingerie felt like a silent vow as he faced her, his blush betraying the weight of his request.

Amara’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile, her warm brown eyes sharpening as if peeling back his layers to the satin beneath. She leaned back on the couch, studying him, the air crackling with unspoken history. Lily, sprawled beside her with a bowl of chips, glanced up, her eyebrow arching as a smirk tugged at her lips. Her eyes flicked between Evan and Amara, a glint of suspicion dancing in her gaze, as if she knew the undercurrent of his request, the shadow of that day in her room. She said nothing, but her smirk deepened, a silent acknowledgment that she knew more than she’d let on.

Amara stood, brushing chip crumbs from her hands with a casual grace, her movements deliberate. “Lily’s room,” she said, her voice firm, a command wrapped in nonchalance. “Now.” She didn’t wait for a response, striding past Evan toward the stairs, her confidence a magnetic pull that left no room for hesitation.

Evan’s stomach lurched, his nervousness spiking at her words. Lily’s room—the place where it had all unfolded, where the chair and the heavy wooden hairbrush had become instruments of his humiliation. The memory flooded back: the relentless barrage of the hairbrush, the searing pain, the pink panties lowered, Amara’s voice calling him a “bad little girl” as she restored them, her taunt about making him a “real woman.” His legs felt leaden, the lingerie beneath his clothes a secret that now felt dangerously exposed, as if Amara’s choice of location was deliberate, a test of his resolve. He glanced at Lily, her smirk still fixed, her eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and curiosity, as if she suspected his blush held more than embarrassment. She popped a chip into her mouth, saying nothing, but the weight of her gaze pushed him to follow.

He trailed Amara up the stairs, each step amplifying his anxiety, the presence of his bra and panties a constant reminder of why he was here. His mind raced: was she expecting the lingerie, as he’d assumed? Was her directive to Lily’s room a signal she’d revisit the punishment, or something else entirely—her “threat” to “make him a real woman”? The possibility of pegging, hinted at in her earlier words, sent a shiver of both fear and exhilaration through him, his fantasies warring with the memory of the hairbrush’s sting.

They reached Lily’s room. Amara pushed the door open and stepped inside, her presence filling the space as she turned to face him. The room was unchanged: the cluttered dressing table, the full-length mirror, the chair still positioned where she’d sat weeks ago, the hairbrush resting innocently among lipsticks and necklaces. Evan’s breath caught, his eyes darting to the chair, the brush, the mirror that had reflected his shame and arousal. The lingerie beneath his clothes felt like a beacon, his blush deepening as he hovered in the doorway, his hands clenched to still their trembling.

Amara crossed her arms, her smile fading into a look of calm authority. “Well?” she said, her voice low, carrying a challenge that made his pulse race. “You wanted a word, panty boy. What’s on your mind?” Her eyes flicked to the dressing table, catching the quick, nervous glance Evan cast at the hairbrush, its wooden gleam a silent threat. Her lips twitched, a teasing glint sparking in her gaze. “What’s that look for?” she said, stepping closer to the table, her fingers brushing the brush’s handle. “You need another reminder to behave? ‘Cause I can arrange that, you know.” Her tone was playful but edged with menace, the memory of the hairbrush’s sting flashing through Evan’s mind.

“No!” Evan blurted, his voice cracking, his blush deepening as he shook his head hastily. “No, I—I don’t. I’m good.” His hands clenched, his body rigid, the lingerie beneath his clothes a secret that felt dangerously close to exposure under her scrutiny.

Amara’s smirk widened, but she didn’t touch the brush yet, instead leaning against the table, her eyes narrowing. “Alright, then. Spit it out. What’s this private word you’re so shy about?” Her tone was coaxing, almost gentle, but there was a stubborn edge, as if she knew exactly what he wanted and was determined to make him say it.

Evan’s throat tightened, his words tangling as he tried to speak. “I… uh… I was thinking about… what you said,” he stammered, his voice barely audible, his eyes darting to the floor. “You know… before. When you… when you said…” He trailed off, his face burning, the weight of her gaze unbearable.

Amara tilted her head, her expression mockingly puzzled. “Said what?” she pressed, her voice dripping with feigned innocence. “I say a lot of things. You’re gonna have to be specific.” She took a step closer, her presence looming, forcing him to confront the request he’d been rehearsing in his mind for weeks.

He swallowed hard, his breath shaky. “When you said… you could… make me a real woman,” he mumbled, the words tumbling out in a rush, his blush spreading to his neck. “If I asked. I… I’m asking.” The admission felt like a plunge, his fantasies—surrender, penetration, the intimacy of pegging—laid bare, his voice trembling with a mix of fear and longing.

Amara’s eyes widened slightly, a flicker of surprise giving way to a slow, predatory smile. “Oh, that,” she said, drawing out the word, her tone teasing as she pretended to consider it. “You’re gonna have to say it clearer, panty boy. Make you a real woman how? I’m not a mind reader.” Her voice was a challenge, her smile daring him to spell it out, to own the desire he’d been grappling with.

Evan’s heart raced, his hands sweating as he forced the words out. “I… I mean… what you meant,” he stammered, his voice cracking. “Like… you know… pegging, I guess. If you were serious. I want… I want you to.” The confession left him dizzy, his face a furnace, the lingerie beneath his clothes a silent testament to his intent, his vulnerability exposed under her unrelenting gaze.

Amara’s smile deepened, satisfaction glinting in her eyes. She stepped away from the table, circling him slowly, her movements deliberate, like a predator sizing up prey. “Well, well,” she said, her voice low, almost a purr. “Look at you, stepping up.” She paused behind him, her eyes sweeping over his body, then leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. “You wearing what’s expected of you, panty boy? ‘Cause you know I don’t play unless you’re all in.”

Evan’s breath hitched, his body tensing as her fingers brushed the waistband of his jeans. With a swift, confident tug, she pulled out the edge of the pink satin panties, the lace trim peeking above the denim. “Good,” she said, her voice a mix of approval and amusement, letting the waistband snap back. She moved to his front, her fingers grazing the collar of his T-shirt, tugging it down just enough to glimpse the bra’s strap against his shoulder. Her eyes met his, a knowing glint in them. “Very good. You’re learning.”

She stepped back, her demeanor shifting to businesslike focus. “Here’s what you do,” she said, her voice firm. Her hand moved to his pocket, deftly slipping his phone out before he could react, her fingers brushing against the denim with casual confidence. “Book a hotel room. Somewhere decent, not a dump. You’re gonna text me the location.” She began typing, her thumbs moving swiftly. “I’m putting myself in here,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact, a smirk playing on her lips. “Under ‘Mama.’ So you don’t forget who’s in charge.” She slid the phone back into his pocket, her touch lingering just long enough to make him shiver. “We’ll meet there at 8pm sharp. And Evan?” Her voice dropped, a pointed edge to it. “Be all cleaned out for me. You know what I mean. I expect you ready.” Her words were direct, a clear reference to the preparation needed for pegging, delivered with a mix of authority and teasing that sent a jolt through him.

Amara turned to the dressing table, her fingers closing around the hairbrush, lifting it with a casual grace. She glanced back at him, a teasing smirk playing on her lips. “Will I be needing this to properly put you in the mood?” she asked, tapping the brush against her palm, the sound a sharp echo of his punishment weeks ago.

Evan’s eyes widened, his nervousness spiking. “No,” he said quickly, shaking his head, the memory of the hairbrush’s sting still vivid, his backside tingling at the thought. “No, I… I don’t need that.”

Amara chuckled, a low, throaty sound, but slipped the hairbrush into her bag anyway. “Just in case,” she said, her tone light but with a hint of menace, as if keeping the option open. She strode toward the door, pausing to glance back. “8pm, panty boy. Don’t mess this up.” With that, she stepped into the hall, her footsteps fading as she rejoined Lily downstairs.

Evan stood alone in Lily’s room, his heart racing, his cheeks flushed from his encounter with Amara. He glanced at his phone: 3:47pm. The clock was ticking, and Amara’s directive loomed. He vaguely understood she meant hygiene for pegging, but the specifics were a mystery, filling him with embarrassment and urgency. There was no time to hesitate; he needed to act before doubt overwhelmed him. Grabbing his wallet and keys, Evan slipped out of the house, avoiding Lily and Amara in the living room, their laughter a distant hum as he hurried to his bike.

The drugstore was a ten-minute ride, the spring air cool against his flushed skin, but it did little to calm his racing thoughts. The lingerie shifted beneath his clothes, the panties rubbing against his hips, the bra’s straps a constant reminder of his mission. What did he need? How would he ask? The thought of explaining himself to a stranger made his stomach churn, but Amara’s words—“I expect you ready”—left no room for failure. He locked his bike outside the small chain pharmacy, its fluorescent lights and Muzak humming overhead, and stepped inside, his hands sweating, his blush already creeping back.

The aisles were a maze of unfamiliar products—laxatives, suppositories, medical supplies that deepened his confusion. He scanned the shelves, his eyes darting over boxes and bottles, none clearly labeled for his needs. The variety was overwhelming, and the clinical packaging offered no clarity. Time was slipping—4:15pm now—and panic set in. He couldn’t guess and risk failure. Swallowing his pride, he made his way to the pharmacy counter at the back, where a middle-aged woman in a white coat stood sorting prescriptions. Her nametag read “Marlene,” and her no-nonsense demeanor only heightened Evan’s dread.

He approached the counter, his throat tight, his hands fidgeting in his pockets. “Uh… excuse me,” he started, his voice a whisper, cracking under his embarrassment. Marlene looked up, her eyes sharp but not unkind, a faint curiosity in her expression as she took in his flushed face. “I… I need something… for, um…” He faltered, his blush deepening, the lingerie beneath his clothes feeling like a beacon. “For… cleaning out.”

Marlene’s lips twitched, a smirk breaking through her professional facade, her eyes glinting with knowing amusement. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the counter, her voice low and probing. “Cleaning out, huh?” she said, her smirk widening. “You’re gonna have to be more specific. What’s the purpose? Medical? Personal? Something… particular?” Her tone was teasing, her gaze pinning him, as if she sensed the weight of his request and enjoyed watching him squirm.

Evan’s face burned, his eyes dropping to the counter, his hands clenching in his pockets. “It’s… personal,” he mumbled, his voice barely audible. “For… you know… hygiene. For… um… intimacy.” The words felt like a confession, each syllable amplifying his shame, the lingerie and Amara’s directive flashing through his mind.

Marlene’s smirk softened into a chuckle, her expression a mix of amusement and recognition, reminiscent of Lily’s knowing smirk weeks ago. “Got it,” she said, nodding. “Sounds like you’re prepping for anal play.”

She stepped out from behind the counter, gesturing for him to follow. “Come on, I’ll show you,” she said, her voice brisk but with a lingering teasing edge. Evan trailed behind, his legs shaky, the lingerie a constant pulse beneath his clothes as they navigated to Aisle 7. Marlene stopped in front of a shelf, her eyes scanning the products before picking up a blue and white box labeled “Fleet Enema, Saline.” She turned to him, placing the box firmly in his hands, her smirk returning as she met his gaze. “This is what you want,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “Simple, effective, gets you cleaned out for your… activities. Follow the instructions, and you’ll be good to go. And, well, have fun.” She winked, her amusement clear but tempered by professionalism.

Evan clutched the box, its weight heavier than its size, his face still burning under her knowing look. “Thanks,” he muttered, his voice barely audible, his eyes fixed on the floor as he nodded.

“And just so you know, make sure your boyfriend uses a condom, alright? Safety first.”

Evan’s blush deepened, his eyes widening as he shook his head hastily. “No, I—I’m not gay,” he blurted, his voice cracking, the clarification spilling out in a rush. “It’s… it’s for p…p…pegging. With… a woman.” The admission felt like a second confession, his shame compounding as the lingerie beneath his clothes seemed to scream his secret.

Marlene’s chuckle erupted into a full laugh, her hand rising to cover her mouth as her eyes sparkled with amusement. “Oh, honey, my bad!” she said, her tone warm but still teasing as she caught her breath. “Sorry for the mix-up. Pegging, huh? Well, good on you.” Her smirk returned, but it was softer now, almost approving. “The Fleet enema will work just fine for that, too.”

Marlene’s smirk lingered as she turned back toward the counter, leaving him in the aisle, the box a tangible step toward Amara’s expectations.

At the checkout, Evan avoided eye contact with the cashier, the Fleet enema tucked into a small plastic bag, its purpose a silent scream in his mind. Outside, he checked his phone: 4:40pm. There was still time to get home and book the hotel room. He pedaled home, the drugstore bag swinging from his handlebars, each turn bringing him closer to the unknown.

Back at home, Evan slipped upstairs, avoiding Lily. In his room, he locked the door and pulled out his laptop, his hands trembling as he opened a booking site. Amara had said “somewhere decent, not a dump,” and he scrolled through options, balancing her expectations with his limited budget. The cheapest motels looked seedy, their reviews hinting at grime and neglect—unacceptable for this. He settled on a big chain hotel a few miles away, clean and modern but affordable with his savings. The rate—$120 for the night—stung, but it felt right, a commitment to the moment. He booked a standard room for that evening, receiving a confirmation email with a check-in time anytime after 3pm. He held off texting Amara, his nerves demanding he complete the preparations first, the enema looming as a critical step.

Evan grabbed a small backpack, stuffing in the enema kit, a change of clothes, and toiletries, the lingerie still on beneath his outfit. He checked his phone: 5:10pm. The hotel was a 20-minute bike ride, leaving time for check-in and preparation. He slipped out, biking through the suburban streets, the spring air doing little to cool his flushed skin.

At the hotel, the lobby was bright and welcoming, with a polished counter and a young clerk who barely looked up from her computer. Evan approached, his voice shaky but steady enough. “Checking in… reservation under Evan Carter,” he said, sliding his ID and credit card across the counter. The clerk processed it quickly, handing him a keycard for Room 312, third floor, with a bored “Enjoy your stay.” Evan’s blush deepened, the lingerie and enema in his backpack making him feel exposed, though no one could know. He took the elevator, his heart pounding, and found the room: clean, modern, with a king bed, a desk, and a bathroom that gleamed under fluorescent lights.

Inside, he locked the door and dropped his backpack on the bed, checking his phone: 5:45pm. Two hours and a bit until Amara’s arrival. His hands trembled as he undressed, peeling off his jeans, T-shirt, and finally the pink satin panties and bra, folding them carefully on the bed. Naked, he felt both vulnerable and purposeful. The enema kit waited, its purpose a bridge to Amara’s expectations, his fantasies now within reach.

In the bathroom, Evan closed the door, the small space amplifying his nervousness. The tiles were cold under his bare feet, the mirror fogging slightly from his anxious breaths. He opened his backpack, retrieving the Fleet enema kit, its blue and white box revealing two plastic bottles with nozzles, a detail that heightened his resolve to be thorough. He tore open the packaging, reading the instructions carefully, his blush deepening at the explicit steps: Lie on your side, insert nozzle, squeeze gently, hold for 1-5 minutes, then release. The process was clinical but intimate, tied to Amara’s command.

Evan laid a towel on the floor and positioned himself, his heart racing as he used the first bottle. The nozzle was cool, the saline solution a strange sensation as he squeezed, his breath hitching at the fullness. He held it for the maximum five minutes, counting the seconds, his mind swirling with shame and anticipation—Marlene’s laugh, Amara’s voice, the hotel room waiting. After releasing on the toilet, he felt a partial cleanse, but the second bottle beckoned. He repeated the process, the second enema’s fullness more intense, holding it again for five minutes, his body trembling with the effort. The release was thorough, leaving him with a sense of complete cleanliness, his body prepared as Amara had demanded.

He stepped into the shower, the hot water a soothing contrast to the cold tiles. He washed carefully, scrubbing every inch, the soap’s scent grounding him as he processed the enema’s intimacy, the lingerie waiting, the 8pm deadline. His hands lingered on his skin, the act of washing a ritual to steady his nerves, the water washing away the last traces of doubt. He dried off, and got dressed, his reflection in the mirror showing a boy poised on the edge: flushed, determined, ready.

He checked his phone: 6:55pm. Sitting on the bed, he opened his messages and texted “Mama”: Happy Inn Express, 2450 Oak Street, Room 312. 8pm. His finger hovered over the send button, his heart lurching as he pressed it, the message delivered, no turning back.

Minutes later, his phone buzzed with Amara’s reply:

Happy Inn Express? Big spender, panty boy. 😏 Leave the door just off the latch. Be waiting for me, bra and panties only, bent over all the pillows stacked in the middle of the bed. I might be early, so don’t you dare not be like that when I walk in or I turn around and leave.

Her teasing tone, the “big spender” jab, and the explicit instructions sent a shiver through him, her playful dominance amplifying his nervousness and excitement. The image she painted—bent over pillows, exposed in the lingerie—mirrored his fantasies, now a command he couldn’t ignore.

Evan moved quickly, stacking the bed’s pillows in the center, a makeshift platform that heightened his vulnerability. He adjusted the door, leaving it slightly ajar, the latch off as instructed, the faint hum of the hallway a reminder of the world beyond. He stripped off his outer clothes, leaving only the pink satin panties and bra, their delicate fabric a stark contrast to the clinical hotel room. Climbing onto the bed, he positioned himself as directed, bent over the stacked pillows, his hips elevated, the satin stretching tight, his heart pounding. The clock read 7:10pm—50 minutes until Amara’s arrival. His breath was shallow, his body trembling with anticipation, shame, and a stubborn spark of desire, the lingerie, the enema, and Amara’s words all converging as he waited for her to make him a “real woman.”

The unlatched door loomed in his thoughts, a sliver of light from the hallway seeping through the gap. Anyone could push it open—housekeeping, a curious guest, or, worse, someone who might recognize him. The thought sent a fresh wave of panic through him, his cheeks burning as he imagined a stranger’s eyes on him, sprawled in Lily’s lingerie, his position unmistakably submissive. He strained to listen, every creak of the building or distant footstep making him flinch, his body tensing against the pillows. The satin panties rubbed against his hips, the bra’s straps biting into his shoulders, each sensation grounding him in his humiliating attire, a choice he’d made to chase Amara’s provocative promise.

As he lay there, the faint sound of voices drifted from the hallway, low and indistinct, growing closer. Evan’s breath caught, his pulse spiking as the voices—two, maybe three people—paused near the door. He couldn’t make out their words, but their tone was casual, punctuated by a soft laugh that felt like a blade against his nerves. Were they hotel staff? Guests? Did they notice the door ajar? His mind raced with scenarios: a cleaner nudging the door open, seeing him splayed across the bed, or a passerby peering in out of curiosity. The voices lingered, one rising slightly—a woman’s, sharp and amused—before fading as the footsteps moved on, leaving only the hum of the hallway’s silence.

Evan exhaled shakily, his body trembling, the relief fleeting. The door remained unlatched, a silent command from Amara that he didn’t dare disobey. He shifted slightly, the pillows pressing into his stomach, the satin stretching tighter across his hips, amplifying his exposure. His earlier arousal, sparked by the lingerie and Amara’s teasing words, had faded under the weight of his nervousness, replaced by a churning mix of shame and anticipation. What if Amara didn’t come? What if this was another test, her “threat” to leave if he wasn’t ready a trap to deepen his humiliation? The clock on the nightstand read 7:32pm—still time, but each minute stretched, his mind spiraling.

Another sound jolted him: a cart’s wheels rattling in the hallway, accompanied by a soft hum, maybe a housekeeper. Evan froze, his eyes locked on the door’s gap, his heart hammering so loudly he was sure it could be heard. The cart paused, a clink of bottles or supplies, then rolled on, the humming fading. He swallowed hard, his mouth dry, the lingerie feeling heavier, its pink satin a mark of his surrender. Amara’s voice replayed—panty boy, be ready—and he clung to it, her authority a strange anchor amidst his fear.

The minutes ticked by, each one heightening his awareness of his position: bent over, vulnerable, the unlatched door a constant threat. At 7:45pm, more voices approached, this time louder, a group of men, their conversation boisterous, slurred with alcohol. Evan’s stomach knotted, his body rigid as their laughter echoed, one voice joking about “checking out the rooms.” They passed close to the door, a shadow flickering across the gap, and Evan held his breath, his face burning, tears prickling his eyes. The satin bra felt like a cage, the panties a spotlight on his shame. The men moved on, their voices fading into the distance, but the encounter left him shaken, his hands gripping the bedspread, his body trembling.

He shifted slightly, the pillows firm beneath him, his breath shallow as he tried to steady his nerves. The room’s sterile modernity—the crisp white linens, the sleek desk, the faint scent of cleaning products—contrasted sharply with his vulnerable state, the pink satin a bold declaration in the muted space. He checked his phone: 7:55pm. No messages from “Mama.” His mind raced, replaying Amara’s teasing voice, her “big spender” jab, her command to be ready. Was she serious? The hairbrush she’d taken “just in case” loomed in his thoughts, a reminder of her authority, her ability to shift from playful to punishing. He adjusted his position, ensuring the pillows kept him elevated, the satin rubbing against his skin, amplifying his awareness of every sensation.

By 8:00pm, the appointed hour, Evan’s anticipation peaked, his eyes darting to the door, expecting the soft creak of it opening. But the hallway remained silent, the door unmoved. He checked his phone again: 8:10pm. No texts, no sign of Amara. A flicker of doubt crept in, his heart sinking as he wondered if he’d misread her. Was this a game, a cruel extension of her teasing from Lily’s room? The lingerie felt heavier, the position more humiliating with each passing minute. He shifted, his body aching from the sustained position, but stayed in place, clinging to the hope she’d appear.

At 8:30pm, the doubt hardened into dread. Still no messages, no sound from the hallway. Evan’s breath grew uneven, his mind spiraling. Had Amara set him up, laughing with Lily about the fool who’d biked to a hotel, bought and administered an enema, and waited half-naked for a promise she never meant to keep? His cheeks burned, shame overtaking anticipation, the satin panties and bra a mockery of his reckless trust. He considered getting up, dressing, leaving, but the thought of missing out kept him frozen, bent over the pillows, clinging to a fading hope.

By 8:45pm, Evan was nearly convinced he’d been played. His phone remained silent, the clock a relentless accuser. He exhaled shakily, his body sagging slightly, the pillows shifting under his weight. Just as he began to straighten, a sound jolted him—the faint creak of the door, followed by a voice with a thick Puerto Rican accent calling out, “Maid service!” The words hit like a shockwave, his heart lurching into his throat. Panic surged, his mind racing: a maid, now, seeing him like this—bent over, in pink lingerie, exposed. He rose from the bed and froze, caught like a deer in headlights, his body rigid, unable to move or speak, his breath trapped as the door swung open.

Amara stepped inside, her warm brown eyes glinting with mischief, a wide grin spreading across her face as she dropped the fake accent. Her laughter filled the room, rich and unrestrained, her hand clutching her stomach as she took in Evan’s petrified expression. “Oh my God, panty boy, your face!” she said, her voice bubbling with amusement. “You should’ve seen yourself—thought you were gonna pass out!” She closed the door behind her, the latch clicking, her laughter softening but her grin remaining, sharp and teasing.

Evan’s panic gave way to a flood of relief, his breath escaping in a shaky gasp, his cheeks burning anew. The lingerie felt impossibly exposing under her gaze. “I—I thought—” he stammered, his voice cracking, but Amara cut him off, her tone shifting to commanding authority.

“Back down!” she ordered, pointing at his pillows, her voice firm, her eyes locking onto his with a mix of amusement and control. She stepped closer, her presence filling the room, her laughter fading into a smirk that promised she was in charge. “You didn’t think I’d let you off that easy, did you? Get that ass back over those pillows, panty boy. We’ve got work to do.”

Amara’s smirk softened into a look of deliberate focus, her movements confident as she set a small black bag on the desk. “Stay right there, panty boy,” she said, her voice low and commanding, a teasing edge underscoring her authority. She unzipped the bag, her eyes flicking to Evan, ensuring he was watching. With slow, deliberate precision, she began unpacking her items, laying them out on the desk in his direct line of sight, each one a tangible step toward the reality he’d requested. First came a pair of latex gloves, their sterile sheen catching the light, a clinical promise of intimacy. Next, a tube of lubricant, its label stark and functional, amplifying Evan’s nervousness. Then, a leather strap-on harness, its black straps and buckles gleaming with purpose, a symbol of her control. Finally, she placed a large black dildo, ribbed and veined, its size and texture imposing, a stark embodiment of his fantasies of penetration.

Evan’s breath caught, his eyes widening as the items formed a tableau of intent, each one heightening his vulnerability. The dildo, in particular, drew his gaze—its ridges and veins a daunting promise, its presence tying directly to Amara’s earlier taunt to “make him a real woman.” His body tensed, the pillows firm beneath him, the satin panties and bra a silken cage that left him exposed under her scrutiny. The room felt smaller, the air thick with anticipation, his earlier doubts—when he’d thought her late arrival was a cruel joke—now replaced by a raw, visceral awareness of what was coming.

Amara picked up the dildo, her fingers wrapping around it with casual confidence, her smirk returning as she caught his wide-eyed stare. She stepped toward the bed, her movements slow and deliberate, the dildo held like a scepter. “Open,” she ordered, her voice firm, leaving no room for hesitation. Evan’s lips parted instinctively, his heart racing, but before he could fully process, she shoved the dildo into his mouth, the ribbed surface pressing against his tongue, its size overwhelming. The intrusion was sudden, the texture foreign and unyielding, filling his mouth and making his jaw ache. His eyes watered slightly, a reflex against the discomfort, his blush deepening as he struggled to accommodate it, the satin bra and panties amplifying his sense of submission.

“Stay like that,” Amara said, her tone a mix of command and amusement, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Don’t move, don’t spit it out. I’m gonna shower and change, and you’re gonna be a good boy and wait for Mama.” She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You wanted this, panty boy. Keep that in your mouth and think about what’s coming.” She straightened, her smirk widening as she turned toward the bathroom, grabbing her bag and leaving the other items on the desk, a visual reminder in Evan’s line of sight.

As a second thought, Amara turned, came back, moved behind him, and with a slow, deliberate tug, she lowered his panties to just below his now bared bum. “Like I said, think about what’s coming.” She left him like that, and the next thing he heard was the bathroom door clicking shut, and then the sound of running water filling the room. He lay bent over the pillows, the dildo heavy in his mouth, its ridges pressing against his tongue, his jaw straining to hold it. His breath came in shallow bursts through his nose, his body trembling with a mix of discomfort, shame, and anticipation.

The cool air hit his bare bum, his tight anus exposed, waving vulnerably in the air, a stark signal of what was inevitably to come. The act drew his attention sharply to his lower body, the sensation of exposure intensifying his awareness of the dildo in his mouth and the promise of penetration it represented.

But panic gnawed at the edges. The dildo’s size was daunting, its texture a reminder of his inexperience. His tight anus, now bared to the air, felt impossibly vulnerable, the anticipation of penetration amplifying his fear. He’d prepared as she’d demanded—cleaned out, ready—but the mechanics loomed. Would it hurt? Would he disappoint her, his body resisting what his mind desired? Amara’s authority, her casual confidence as she’d shoved the dildo into his mouth and lowered his panties, suggested she’d done this before, her experience a sharp contrast to his naivety. The hairbrush in her bag, taken “just in case,” flashed through his mind, a reminder of her punishing side. What if he faltered, and she decided he needed “motivation”? The memory of the hairbrush’s sting, the searing heat it had left, made him tense, his jaw clenching around the dildo, the ache intensifying.

The shower stopped, the sudden silence sharpening Evan’s senses. His heart raced, his eyes darting to the bathroom door. The door opened, and Amara emerged, her presence transforming the room. She wore a translucent black skin-tight bodysuit, its sheer fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin, revealing black panties underneath, their dark outline a teasing contrast. Her large breasts were prominently displayed, the bodysuit’s thin material stretched taut, accentuating their fullness. Her large areolas, a deep, rich brown, were clearly visible through the sheer fabric, their contours bold and unapologetic, her nipples erect and pronounced, pressing against the material in a way that demanded attention. The faint sheen of the bodysuit caught the room’s light, highlighting her form, her damp hair framing her face, her warm brown eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and authority, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as she caught Evan’s wide-eyed stare.

“Like what you see, panty boy?” she asked, her voice low and teasing, a challenge laced with confidence. She stepped toward the desk, her movements fluid, the bodysuit emphasizing every curve, her breasts shifting slightly with each step, a focal point of her commanding presence. With deliberate slowness, she picked up the latex gloves, slipping them on, the gloves snapping against her wrists, the sound sharp in the quiet room. Her eyes never left Evan’s, her smirk widening as she noted the dildo still in his mouth, his flushed face, the satin lingerie that marked his submission. “Good boy,” she said, her tone approving but edged with control. “Keeping that just like I told you. Let’s get you ready for Mama.”

Evan’s breath hitched, the dildo muffling any response, his body tensing as Amara approached the bed. The latex gloves gleamed, a clinical contrast to her provocative attire, their purpose clear as she positioned herself behind him.

Amara’s gloved hands moved with purpose, one resting lightly on his lower back, the latex cool against his skin, grounding him in the moment. “Relax,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind, a command wrapped in reassurance. She tugged gently at the waistband of the pink panties, pulling them down lower, the satin now bunching at his mid-thighs, a mirror of the punishment weeks ago. Her touch was clinical yet intimate, her fingers tracing lightly, examining his readiness. She reached for the tube of lubricant on the desk, squeezing a small amount onto her gloved fingers, the sound of her closing the tube a soft, ominous click. Her hands returned, one steadying his hip, the other applying the lube with careful precision, the cool sensation making Evan flinch, his body tensing against the pillows.

With a slow, deliberate motion, Amara’s gloved finger pressed against him, entering with a gentle but firm push, her touch probing as she rooted around, assessing his preparation. Evan winced, a sharp intake of breath escaping around the dildo in his mouth, the sensation foreign and intense. He’d never done anal before, and even her single finger, deep inside, stretched him uncomfortably, a mix of pressure and slight pain that made his body tense further, his eyes watering slightly from the effort of holding the dildo and processing the intrusion.

Amara laughed, a low, throaty sound, her voice laced with amusement. “Oh my, this is nothing, sweetheart,” she said, her tone teasing but with a hint of challenge, her finger still moving inside him. “You’re wincing already? Wait till we get to the real thing.” She paused, her touch steady, then added, “Nice job, though, panty boy. All cleaned out, just like I asked. You’re ready for Mama.”

She withdrew her finger, her examination complete, the lube a slick promise of the strap-on harness waiting on the desk. Evan’s mind raced, a tangle of discomfort, arousal, and anticipation.

Amara stepped back, her smirk glinting with satisfaction. With a swift motion, she peeled off the latex gloves, their snap echoing as she discarded them into a nearby trash bin, the act a transition from examination to action. She leaned over Evan, her bodysuit catching the light, her breasts shifting slightly. Her fingers hooked the waistband of the pink satin panties, gently pulling them back up to his hips, the satin grazing his sensitive skin, a soft caress that contrasted the intensity of her touch moments ago. The restoration was deliberate, a reclaiming of his submission, the panties settling into place with a faint rustle, amplifying his exposure.

She moved to his head, her hand gripping the dildo in his mouth, its ridges slick from his saliva. “Don’t think you’re done yet,” she said, her voice low and teasing, her eyes locking onto his as she slowly pulled the dildo free. Evan gasped, his jaw aching, his mouth dry, the sudden emptiness a relief tinged with lingering discomfort. He licked his lips, his blush deepening under her gaze, the dildo now in her hand, a gleaming symbol of what was to come.

Amara stepped to the desk, her movements fluid, the bodysuit accentuating her form as she picked up the leather strap-on harness. She inserted the dildo into the harness, and strapped it on, buckling the harness around her hips, the dildo jutting forward, an imposing extension of her dominance. The sight sent a shiver through Evan, his fantasies of penetration now a tangible reality, the harness framing her power, her breasts and visible nipples a provocative backdrop. She paused, her smirk widening, and reached into her black bag on the desk, her fingers closing around the heavy wooden hairbrush she’d taken from Lily’s room. She pulled it out with deliberate slowness, holding it aloft, its polished surface catching the light, a chilling reminder of the relentless barrage that had left his backside red and bruised. Her eyes flicked to Evan, her expression teasing yet menacing, the hairbrush a silent promise of her authority, her “just in case” now a tangible threat in her hand.

Holding the hairbrush, Amara strode to the middle of the room, her legs spread in a stance of unyielding authority, the strap-on a bold declaration, the hairbrush an added layer of menace. She pointed the hairbrush to the floor at her feet, the gesture sharp and commanding, its wooden gleam emphasizing her control. “Come here, panty boy, crawl,” she said, her voice firm, laced with a teasing edge that promised dominance. “Right here. Kneel.” Her eyes locked onto his, daring him to hesitate, the hairbrush’s significance—pain, punishment, her power—weighing heavily on Evan’s mind, amplifying his nervousness.

Evan’s breath caught, his body trembling as he slid off the pillows, He crawled forward, the carpet rough against his knees, his eyes fixed on Amara as he approached. He stopped at her feet, his knees pressing into the carpet, and knelt as directed, his head tilted up to meet her gaze. The dildo was inches from his face, its size and texture overwhelming, the leather harness amplifying Amara’s dominance. Her breasts, with their prominent areolas and nipples, seemed to dominate the space above, the bodysuit’s sheen catching the light, her form both alluring and intimidating. The hairbrush, now held loosely at her side, added a layer of menace. Evan’s heart pounded, his blush a permanent fixture, the satin lingerie exposing him, his vulnerability peaking as he knelt before her.

“Suck,” Amara commanded, her voice a sharp, unyielding order, her smirk widening as she tapped the hairbrush lightly against her thigh, the sound a soft echo of his past punishment. Her eyes locked onto his, daring him to hesitate, the dildo’s proximity and her provocative presence a culmination of the desire he’d chased since Lily’s room.

Evan’s breath was shallow, his eyes flickering up to meet Amara’s, her warm brown gaze glinting with amusement and control. He leaned forward, his lips parting, the dildo’s ribbed surface cool and unyielding as he once again took it into his mouth. He moved tentatively, his mouth enveloping the tip, the leather harness creaking faintly as Amara shifted her hips, her stance unwavering. His hands rose instinctively, resting on her thighs, the bodysuit’s smooth fabric warm under his palms, his fingers trembling in a gesture that felt almost like supplication, a plea for guidance as he navigated the act she’d demanded.

Amara’s smirk widened, her voice low and teasing, laced with a challenge. “You wanted to know what it’s like to be a girl, panty boy?” she said, her eyes locking onto his. “You’re finding out now.” Her tone shifted, a harder edge creeping in as she pushed forward, her hips thrusting slightly, pushing the dildo deeper into his mouth. “Girls ‘gotta go deep, sweetheart. Let’s see if you can keep up.”

Evan’s eyes widened, a muffled sound escaping as the dildo pressed further, its ridges scraping against the roof of his mouth, the tip nudging the back of his throat. Amara’s hand gripped the back of his head, guiding it with deliberate force, her movements rougher now, each thrust demanding more. His jaw ached, the stretch of his lips intensifying, the dildo’s veined surface filling his mouth, leaving little room for breath. He struggled to accommodate it, his tongue flattening against the ribs, his saliva pooling, a slick sheen coating the black silicone. His hands tightened on her thighs, fingers digging into the bodysuit, seeking balance, his touch a silent plea as he fought to please her.

The depth was overwhelming, the dildo’s tip hitting his throat, triggering a gag reflex. Evan’s body jerked, a choked, guttural sound escaping, his eyes watering as he pulled back slightly, gasping around the intrusion. Amara laughed, a sharp, throaty sound, her hand still on the back of his head, holding him in place. “Now you know,” she said, her voice a mix of amusement and command, her smirk unwavering. “Come on, panty boy, you’re not done. Deeper.” She thrust again, the dildo sliding further, its ridges catching on his lips, the veins pressing against his tongue, the size forcing his throat to constrict. Evan gagged again, a louder, more desperate sound, his body tensing, his hands clutching her thighs, fingers splayed in supplication, his nails grazing the bodysuit as he struggled to breathe through his nose.

The physical act, her roughness, the dildo’s unyielding presence, wove together, making Evan feel like a girl, a visceral, transformative sensation that both thrilled and unnerved him. It wasn’t just the lingerie or the act; it was the surrender, the vulnerability, the way Amara’s dominance mirrored the fantasies he’d chased—being a woman, yielding, penetrated. On his knees, mouth full, hands on her thighs, he felt a fleeting, electric connection to that identity, as if the satin, the dildo, and her command had stripped away his usual self, leaving a raw, feminine core exposed.

Amara’s eyes glinted, her smirk softening into a look of calculated focus. She stepped back, the dildo swaying slightly with her movement, her bodysuit catching the light. “Time for the main event, panty boy,” she said, her voice low and commanding, a teasing edge underscoring her intent. Her gaze swept over him, noting his flushed face, his trembling posture, the saliva still glistening on his lips from the oral act. “But based on how poorly you took that,” she added, gesturing to the dildo, her tone mockingly sympathetic, “you’re gonna need some motivation for anal. Can’t have you wincing like that when Mama’s ready to make you a real woman.”

She turned, striding to a chair near the desk. She sat down, legs spread wide, the black dildo jutting upward from the harness, its ribbed surface erect and imposing, a stark symbol of her control. The hairbrush rested in her hand, its wooden gleam a constant threat, her fingers tapping it lightly against her palm. She beckoned him with the hairbrush, pointing it to the floor before her, her smirk widening. “Over here, panty boy,” she said, her voice firm, laced with a playful menace. “Come to Mama.”

Evan’s stomach lurched, his eyes widening at the hairbrush, the memory of its relentless barrage weeks ago—red, bruised skin, searing pain—flooding back. He shook his head, his voice cracking as he pleaded, “No, please, I—I don’t need that. I’ll be good, I swear.” His hands trembled, still resting on his knees, the satin panties and bra exposing him, his vulnerability peaking at the prospect of another spanking.

Amara’s laugh was sharp, her eyes narrowing with amusement and authority. “Girls don’t get to decide what’s good for them, sweetheart, they do as they’re told,” she said, her tone a mix of teasing and command, “You need to be in the right frame of mind to get fucked, and this—” she held up the hairbrush, its surface glinting, “—is gonna make sure you are.” She patted her thigh with the brush, the sound a soft, ominous thud, her legs still spread, the dildo erect, her dominance unyielding.

Evan’s heart raced, his plea ignored, his body moving almost involuntarily as he crawled toward her, the carpet rough against his knees. The sight of her—legs spread, dildo jutting, hairbrush in hand, breasts prominent—was overwhelming, a blend of allure and intimidation. He stopped before her, his eyes flickering up to meet hers, her smirk a silent promise of control. Amara reached out, her free hand gripping his arm, guiding him with firm insistence. “Up you go,” she said, pulling him across her lap, his body draping over her knees.

The big black dildo pressed into his stomach, its hard, ribbed surface a constant pressure, a reminder of the “main event” to come. Evan’s breath hitched, his body tensing as Amara’s hand tugged again at the waistband of the pink satin panties, lowering them to his thighs, the satin bunching, exposing his bare skin.

“Time to get you ready,” Amara said, her voice low, a mix of amusement and purpose. She raised the hairbrush, its wooden back gleaming, and brought it down with a sharp, stinging crack against his bare backside. The pain was immediate, a searing jolt that made Evan gasp, his body jerking against her lap, the dildo pressing harder into his stomach. She didn’t pause, delivering a series of firm, deliberate strikes, each one landing with a crisp smack, the sound echoing in the room. The heat built quickly, his skin prickling, then burning, each impact layering a throbbing ache, a stark contrast to the satin lingerie still clinging to his thighs. Evan’s hands gripped her thigh, fingers digging into the bodysuit, a desperate anchor as he winced, his breath ragged, the pain a sharp reminder of her control.

Amara’s rhythm was steady, her strikes precise, not as prolonged as the punishment weeks ago but enough to “put him in the right frame of mind,” as she’d promised. “There we go, panty boy,” she said, her voice teasing, the hairbrush pausing briefly against his burning skin. “This is what girls need sometimes—a little motivation to take what’s coming.” Another strike landed, then another, each one drawing a muffled whimper, his backside reddening, the pain mingling with the dildo’s pressure, her words, and the anticipation of anal.

She stopped after a dozen strikes, the hairbrush resting against his tender skin, her hand stroking lightly, almost soothingly, over the heated flesh. “That’s enough for now,” she said, her tone satisfied, her smirk widening, her warm brown eyes glinting with satisfaction as she set the hairbrush on the desk, its threat lingering like a shadow. Her fingers hooked the waistband of his pink satin panties. “Time to lose these, slut,” she said, her voice low and commanding, the demeaning term striking like a whip, her tone dripping with gendered control. “Good girls don’t need panties for what’s coming.” With a swift tug, she pulled the panties down his thighs, letting them fall to the floor, leaving him in just the bra, its pink satin framing his chest, his bare skin exposed, the lingering heat of the spanking amplifying his vulnerability. She directed Evan off her lap back to his knees and stood, the dildo swaying with her movement.

She gestured to the bed, her hand pointing to the stacked pillows where he’d waited earlier. “Back over those pillows, sweetheart,” she ordered, her voice a mix of teasing and authority. “Ass high, like a proper little whore ready for her fucking.” The words cut deep, yet they also tethered him to the fantasy he’d chased. Evan’s breath hitched, his legs shaky as he crawled to the bed, the carpet rough against his knees, his body trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation. He positioned himself as directed, bent over the pillows, hips elevated, his bare backside exposed, the bra’s straps a grounding pressure, his skin still tender from the hairbrush.

Amara approached picked up the tube of lubricant from the desk, squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers, the sound a soft, ominous click. “You signed up for the full experience, girl,” she said, her voice firm, a hint of amusement underscoring her dominance. “No backing out now, you little slut.” She positioned herself behind him, one hand steadying his hip, the other applying the lube to hr dildo, her fingers spreading it thoroughly.

“Its gonna hurt like hell, and I need your consent for this. So ask me for it, panty boy. Ask me real sweet and all sexy-like.”

His voice caught in his throat, the words tangled in a mix of shame, desire, and the raw edge of his fantasies. The room felt charged, the air thick with her authority, the faint hum of the hotel’s air conditioning a distant underscore to his racing pulse. He swallowed hard, his lips trembling, his face burning as he forced himself to speak, his voice a shaky whisper, laced with a tentative attempt at the seductive tone she’d demanded.

“Amara… Mama,” he began, his words faltering, the honorific slipping out as a nod to her control, his blush deepening. “Please… I—I want you to… to make me a real woman.” His voice quavered, but he pushed on, trying to infuse it with the sultry edge she’d requested, though it came out more desperate than confident. “Please, fuck me… with the strap-on. I’m ready for you.”

Amara’s laugh was low and throaty, vibrating with amusement, her warm brown eyes glinting as she leaned closer, her hand resting lightly on his hip, her fingers grazing the tender, reddened skin from the hairbrush. “Cute, panty boy,” she said, her voice a teasing purr, “but not quite there. You’re asking like a shy little girl, and Mama likes her big girls bold.” Her smirk widened, her fingers tightening on his hip, a silent reminder of her control. “You want this? You gotta ask for it rough—the way I like to give it. Say it clear, sweetheart. Tell me you want it hard, deep, no mercy. Make it sexy, or we’re done here.”

Evan’s breath hitched, his eyes widening, the new demand sending a jolt of panic and exhilaration through him. Rough? The word echoed, amplifying the intensity of his fantasies—surrender, penetration, being utterly claimed. His throat tightened, his blush spreading to his neck, but her gaze pinned him, unyielding, daring him to meet her on her terms. He swallowed again, his voice trembling but pushing through, a desperate edge sharpening his attempt at seduction.

“Mama, please,” he whispered, his voice cracking but striving for the sultry tone she wanted, “I want you to fuck me… rough. Hard and deep, like you like it. No mercy. Make me your… your real woman.” The words felt like a leap, his shame burning hotter, the demeaning terms she’d used—slut, whore—echoing, tethering him to the role she’d cast him in, now intensified by the promise of her unrestrained dominance.

Amara’s smirk deepened, satisfaction glinting in her eyes. “That’s more like it, panty boy,” she said, her voice a low, approving hum, her hand stroking his hip briefly, a reward for his compliance. “Begging like a proper little slut, ready for Mama to take you apart. Good girl.”

She aligned the dildo, its tip pressing against him, the ridges and veins a tactile threat. Without pause, Amara thrust forward, her hips driving the dildo into him with a forceful, ungentle motion. The intrusion was immediate and excruciating, a searing, tearing pain exploding through Evan as the dildo’s size and texture violated his anal virginity, stretching him far beyond what her finger had prepared. He cried out, a raw, anguished scream, his body convulsing against the pillows, his arms and legs flailing wildly in a desperate, instinctive attempt to escape the agony. His hands clawed at the sheets, fingers scrabbling for purchase, his legs kicking, feet thudding against the mattress, each movement a futile protest against the overwhelming pain. The dildo’s ribs scraped against his inner walls, each vein amplifying the intensity, its girth filling him completely, the burning sensation a relentless assault that brought tears to his eyes, his breath a series of choked sobs.

Amara’s grip tightened on his hips, her hands unyielding, holding him in place as she thrust again, the dildo plunging deeper, the pain a throbbing, all-consuming force. “This is what you asked for, sweetheart,” she said, her voice a mix of command and mockery, her thrusts rough and unrelenting. “The full experience, like a good little whore. Take it.” Her words, laced with slurs, cut through the pain, tying his struggle to the fantasy he’d voiced in Lily’s room. Evan’s arms flailed, his hands slapping the bed, his legs jerking, one foot catching the pillow and nearly dislodging it, his cries louder, more desperate, his body overwhelmed by the violation.

By the fifth thrust, Amara’s rhythm was steady, each plunge driving the dildo to its full depth, the pain a constant pulse that drowned out all else. Evan’s flailing slowed, his energy sapped, his arms trembling as they clutched the sheets, his legs twitching weakly, his body forced to submit to the relentless intrusion. His cries softened to whimpers, his tears soaking the sheets. His inexperience was stark, the dildo’s size and her roughness pushing him beyond his limits, his body struggling to adjust, the pain a searing contrast to the arousal that had driven him here.

Amara leaned forward, her bodysuit warm against his back, her breasts a faint pressure through the fabric, her voice a low purr in his ear. “You’re doing it, girl,” she said, her tone teasing but unyielding. “Taking it like the slut you wanted to be. Keep that ass high for Mama.” Her thrusts grew sharper, each one a deliberate push, the dildo’s full length claiming him, the pain a searing constant, his body trembling, his breath a series of gasps and whimpers. The room was filled with the sounds of her movements—the creak of the harness, the slick friction of the dildo, his muffled cries—Amara’s dominance absolute, her control unwavering.

Evan’s world was a haze of searing pain and overwhelming sensation, the dildo’s relentless intrusion stretching him beyond what he’d imagined, its ridges scraping with every thrust. His body trembled, pinned to the pillows, the bra straps biting into his shoulders, his tear-streaked face pressed into the sheets. His cries had softened to whimpers, his arms clutching the mattress, legs twitching weakly as the agony consumed him. Yet, beneath the pain, a faint, disorienting warmth flickered, a shameful response to Amara’s dominance and the fantasy he’d begged for.

Amara’s thrusts slowed, shifting from brutal to deliberate, each motion calculated to keep him teetering on the edge. She leaned forward, her bodysuit warm against his back, her voice a low purr in his ear. “Keep that ass high, sweetheart,” she ordered, her tone teasing but firm. “You’re flattening out, trying to squirm away. Don’t think I don’t notice. Push it up for Mama, like the good little whore you promised to be.”

Evan’s breath caught, a jolt of shame cutting through the fog. He hadn’t realized—instinctively, his hips had sunk, his body collapsing against the pillows in a desperate bid to lessen the pain. The realization burned, her words pinning him as surely as her hands. Despite the throbbing ache, he forced himself to obey, his trembling muscles straining as he arched his back, lifting his hips to present himself as she’d demanded. The movement drove the dildo deeper, reigniting the sharp pain, but he held the position, his breath hitching, tears spilling anew.

Amara’s laugh was rich with approval, her hand stroking his hip briefly, a reward for his compliance. “That’s it, panty boy,” she purred, her voice warm with satisfaction. “Good girl, keeping that ass nice and high for Mama. You’re learning.” Her praise, laced with mockery, sent a shiver through him, tethering him to the fantasy despite the pain. She resumed her thrusts, slower but deep, the dildo’s veins dragging against his sensitive walls, the pain blending with that confusing warmth as his body began to adjust.

Her hand slid up his spine, fingers grazing the bra strap, tugging lightly. “You wanted to be broken in, didn’t you?” she said, her tone almost conspiratorial. “To feel what it’s like to be fucked like a woman. You’re not just playing now, sweetheart—you’re living it.” Her fingers moved to his hair, gripping gently but firmly, pulling his head back just enough to draw a gasp. “Tell me you’re my woman. Say it like you mean it.”

Evan’s heart pounded, the demand pulling him deeper into surrender. Her grip, her voice, her unyielding control urged him to comply. His voice trembled, hoarse from crying, but he forced the words out, striving for conviction. “I’m… I’m your woman, Mama,” he whispered, the admission raw. “I’m yours.”

Amara’s hum of approval vibrated against him, her hand releasing his hair to stroke his back. “Good girl,” she said, softening with praise. “You’re mine, and I’ll make sure you never forget it.” She withdrew the dildo almost fully before plunging back in, smoother now, his body yielding despite the lingering ache. The pain remained, but the warmth grew, a pulse of heat tightening in his core.

“Push back,” she commanded, her voice firm. “Show Mama you want it. Fuck yourself on my cock like the eager slut you are.” The challenge dared him to embrace the role fully. Evan braced himself, knees digging into the mattress, and rocked back tentatively, the dildo sliding deeper, pain and pleasure blurring. As he moved, Amara’s hand swung down, delivering a sharp slap to his raised ass. The sting exploded across his tender skin, already raw from the hairbrush, making him gasp, his body jerking forward instinctively.

“Keep working it,” she said, her voice a mix of command and amusement, her hand landing another firm slap, the sound cracking through the room. “Don’t stop, girl.” Evan whimpered, the fresh pain mingling with the dildo’s friction, but he obeyed, pushing back again, his movements hesitant but determined. Another slap followed, then another, each one timed with his thrusts, the sharp stings amplifying the heat building inside him. His skin burned, each smack a reminder of her control, his submission, the role he’d begged to play.

“That’s it, girl,” Amara said, her satisfaction clear as she spanked him again, her hand alternating cheeks, the rhythm relentless. “Work that ass for Mama. Show me you need it.” Her slaps grew firmer, the pain a counterpoint to the growing pleasure, his body caught in a dizzying dance of sensations. Emboldened, or too far gone to resist, Evan moved more confidently, pushing back against the dildo, the friction igniting that warmth into something urgent. His whimpers shifted, edged with desperation—for relief, for more. The shame fueled him, driving him to meet her thrusts, each slap urging him deeper into surrender.

The room filled with their rhythm—the bed’s creak, his gasps, the sharp cracks of her hand, her approving murmurs. Amara’s other hand gripped his hip, possessive. “Fucking yourself like a proper whore,” she said, pride and mockery intertwined, punctuating her words with another slap. “Tell me how it feels, baby girl. Tell Mama how much you love her cock.”

Evan’s voice was raw, the words spilling as he rocked back, her hand landing another stinging blow. “It feels… so good, Mama,” he gasped, shame and truth mingling. “I love… your cock. I love being yours.” The admission was a surrender, his body tightening around the dildo, pleasure overtaking pain.

The room filled with their rhythm—the bed’s creak, his gasps, the sharp cracks of her hand, her approving murmurs. Amara’s other hand gripped his hip, possessive. “Fucking yourself like a proper whore,” she said, pride and mockery intertwined, punctuating her words with another slap. “You’re gonna come for Mama, aren’t you? Gonna come like the slut you are, with my cock deep inside you.”

Evan’s movements grew frantic, his body chasing that peak, the words igniting a primal need. But as he rocked back, desperation mounting, he realized something was wrong. Despite the heat, the excitement, the shameful thrill coursing through him, his cock remained soft, unresponsive, the pain and intensity overwhelming his body’s ability to respond. He tried harder, pushing back against the dildo, willing himself to reach that edge, but the disconnect was stark. A wail tore from his throat, raw and anguished. “I can’t, Mama!” he cried, his voice breaking with frustration and shame. “I can’t… I can’t get it up!”

Amara paused, her thrusts slowing, her hand stilling on his stinging ass. She leaned forward, her bodysuit brushing his back, and reached around, her fingers finding his soft member. She stroked it gently, assessing, her touch firm but not cruel. Evan shuddered, humiliation flooding him as her fingers confirmed his failure, his softness a betrayal of the arousal burning in his mind.

“Oh, baby girl,” Amara murmured, her voice a low, knowing purr, devoid of judgment but thick with control. “Mama knows what her little slut needs.” She withdrew the dildo slowly, the sudden emptiness making Evan gasp, his body trembling from the intensity and the abrupt shift. “Kneel up, sweetheart,” she ordered, her voice firm but with a gentler edge. Evan’s body ached, his movements sluggish as he pushed himself up, kneeling on the bed, his bra a silken reminder of his exposure, his backside throbbing with each shift. Amara reached for the pillows, pulling them out from under him with a swift tug, tossing them aside, the bed now flat, a new stage for her plans.

“On your back, baby girl,” she said, her tone commanding yet softer. “Missionary, so Mama can see that pretty face while she makes you hers.” Evan’s heart raced, his breath catching as he obeyed, lying back on the bed, the cool sheets a shock against his heated skin. Amara grabbed a single pillow, her movements deliberate, and stuffed it under his hips, elevating them slightly, the position exposing him further, his vulnerability peaking. She stepped closer, her bodysuit accentuating her curves, the dildo jutting from the harness, a promise of more.

Amara’s hands moved to his thighs, her touch firm as she spread his legs wide, pushing his ankles back toward his ears, folding him into a vulnerable, open position. The stretch was intense, his muscles straining, his bare backside exposed, the bra’s satin rubbing against his chest, his body trembling under her gaze. Evan peered up, his eyes locking onto hers, Amara’s warm brown gaze intense, a mix of dominance and something softer, almost intimate. Her large breasts swayed with her movements, their fullness accentuated by the sheer bodysuit, the deep brown areolas and erect nipples pressing boldly against the fabric, their gentle motion hypnotic as she positioned herself between his legs. The dildo hovered above him, its ribbed and veined surface glistening.

She aligned the dildo, its tip pressing against him, the lube from the previous act easing the way. “Time to make love, you little whore,” Amara said, her voice low, a teasing purr that contrasted her earlier roughness, the term “whore” still demeaning but delivered with a softer cadence. She thrust forward, more gently this time, the dildo entering him with a slow, deliberate push, the pain still sharp but less searing, his body adjusting from the prior violation. Evan winced, a soft gasp escaping, his eyes never leaving hers, the intimacy of the missionary position amplifying his vulnerability, her breasts swaying with each gentle thrust, their areolas a bold silhouette above him.

Amara’s rhythm was steady, her hips moving with controlled precision, each thrust a measured glide, the sensation a mix of lingering pain and a strange, burgeoning warmth. The pain was still present, a throbbing ache from his inexperience, but her gentler approach allowed his body to relax, the lube smoothing the movement, the pillow under his hips angling him perfectly for her. Evan’s breath steadied, his hands resting on the sheets, his legs held back by her firm grip, his view dominated by her eyes, her swaying breasts, the sheer bodysuit that revealed her power and allure.

After a few more gentle thrusts, Amara paused, the dildo still inside him. “Hold your own legs back, baby girl,” she ordered, her voice firm, her eyes daring him to hesitate. “Show Mama you’re ready to be her good little slut.” Evan’s breath hitched, his hands trembling as he reached for his thighs, gripping them tightly. With a surprising effort, he pulled his legs back further than Amara had positioned them, his ankles nearly touching his ears, his flexibility stretching beyond her expectations, opening himself completely, the dildo deep inside, its presence a throbbing anchor. The act of holding himself so exposed, legs splayed, ass vulnerable, intensified his feelings of feminization, a profound sense of gendered submission flooding him.

Amara laughed, a rich, delighted sound, her eyes widening with amusement and approval. “Look at you, ankles by your ears like a good slut,” she said, her tone teasing. “Mama didn’t know you had it in you, girl.” Her laugh softened, her smirk returning as she reached for the tube of lubricant on the desk, squeezing a generous amount into her hand. “Let’s make this good for you, girl,” she said, her voice a mix of dominance and care. She squirted more lube onto his cock, the cool sensation making him flinch, his cock responding despite the pain, a testament to the complex arousal woven through his submission. “Look at that little clitty,” she teased. Her hand wrapped around him, her fingers and his cock both slick with lube, beginning to stroke in a slow, deliberate rhythm that matched her thrusts, the sensation electric, the pleasure sharp against the backdrop of anal pain.

Evan’s view remained fixed on Amara, peering up into her eyes, their intensity holding him captive, a silent command to stay connected. Her large breasts swayed with each gentle thrust, their fullness accentuated by the sheer bodysuit, the deep brown areolas and erect nipples pressing boldly against the fabric, a hypnotic rhythm that drew his gaze, their motion a counterpoint to the dildo’s steady glide. The dildo filled him, the pain a dull ache now, mingling with the pleasure from her hand. Her fingers glided smoothly, her thumb grazing the sensitive tip of his “clitty,” each stroke coaxing a response, his breath hitching, his body caught between pain and ecstasy. His hands gripped his thighs tightly, holding his legs back, the feminized position—ankles by his ears, ass open—amplifying his submission, a physical embodiment of Amara’s narrative.

She leaned closer, her breasts swaying nearer, her eyes never leaving his, her voice a soft command. “That’s it, baby girl,” she said, her hand stroking faster, her thrusts steady. “Take it all for Mama. Every inch. Balls deep.”

Amara’s rhythm was controlled, her hips moving with precision, each thrust a measured push. Her fingers tightening slightly, her thumb grazing the sensitive tip, each stroke building a crescendo of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm the lingering pain. Evan’s view was fixed on her, peering up into her eyes, their intensity a command to stay connected, her swaying breasts a rhythmic counterpoint to the dildo’s glide. The room was filled with the sounds of their act—the creak of the harness, the slick friction of the dildo, the soft squelch of her lubed hand, his gasps—Amara’s dominance tempered with an intimate edge.

She leaned closer, her breasts swaying nearer, her eyes locking onto his, her voice dropping to a commanding purr laced with demeaning feminized taunts. “Cum for me, you filthy little slut,” she ordered, her tone a blend of dominance and encouragement. “Show Mama what a pathetic whore you are, you desperate bitch. Let that little clitty squirt for me, you naughty girl. You’re ‘gonna cum for me sooo good, with my dick so deep up your ass it’ll come out your throat.” Her hand stroked faster, fingers a slick, relentless rhythm, the pleasure surging, a white-hot wave building in his core, his body tensing, his breath catching, the orgasm imminent.

Just as Evan teetered on the edge, Amara’s hand abruptly left his “clitty,” her fingers releasing him, the sudden absence of touch a shock that left him gasping. She grabbed his hips with both hands, her fingers digging into his flesh, her grip unyielding. “Cum now, girl,” she commanded, her voice sharp, her eyes narrowing with intent. With a powerful thrust, she drove the dildo deeply into him, the sudden intensity reigniting a sharp ache that collided with his climax. Evan’s orgasm erupted without her touch, with only her cock deep up his ass, his “clitty” pulsing in waves, his release arcing upward due to his bent-back position, his ankles by his ears angling his body so that the warm, sticky fluid landed on his own face, splattering across his eyes, cheeks and lips, a humiliating shock that deepened his feminized submission.

Amara laughed, a rich, triumphant sound, her eyes glinting with amusement as she thrust deeply again, the base of the strap-on pushing into her, the pressure building toward her own intense orgasm. “Look at you, slut, cumming all over your pretty little face like a proper whore,” she taunted, her voice a mix of mockery and satisfaction, her deep thrust holding, the dildo buried to its full length, its ribs catching, the pain and pleasure a searing confluence for Evan. Her body shuddered, a low moan escaping her lips, her orgasm a shared intensity, her breasts swaying with the final thrust, their areolas and nipples vivid through the bodysuit, her form dominating his view. Evan’s cries were soft, his face wet with his own release, the humiliation of it mingling with the pulsing waves of his climax.

Amara’s moan softened into a smirk, her eyes glinting with satisfaction, her hands still gripping his hips, the dildo buried deep, her bodysuit catching the light, her breasts a commanding presence above. “There’s my good little girl,” she said, her voice a purr, “you made Mama cum.”  Evan’s body sagged, his hands loosening on his thighs, his legs still held back, the extreme position—ankles by his ears, cum on his face—a testament to his feminized submission, his breath ragged, his “clitty” softening.

Amara’s smirk lingered, her eyes glinting with satisfaction as she straightened, her hands releasing his hips, the dildo still deep inside him, its ribs and veins a lingering pressure. She eased back, withdrawing the dildo with a slow, deliberate pull, Evan’s body shuddering, the pain and stretch of the act leaving a throbbing ache. His hands fell from his thighs, his legs lowering shakily, the extreme position finally relaxed, his body sagging against the pillow, the cum on his face a humiliating weight. Amara stood, the harness creaking, her bodysuit catching the light, her breasts a striking silhouette as she stepped away from the bed, her dominance unwavering yet softened by the intimacy of their shared release.

She unbuckled the leather strap-on harness with practiced ease, the dildo glistening with lube, its ribbed surface stark in the room’s light. Setting it on the desk beside the tube of lubricant, she turned to Evan, her voice firm but laced with her characteristic teasing edge. “Clean this up after I’m gone, panty boy,” she ordered, gesturing to the dildo and harness. “Keep it safe for next time. Mama might want to go another round.” The implication of a “next time” sent a shiver through Evan, a mix of apprehension and curiosity, the weight of her control extending beyond this encounter. Her smirk widened, her eyes flicking to his cum-streaked face, a silent acknowledgment of his humiliation and submission.

Amara moved to her bag, retrieving her clothes—a pair of jeans, a black bra matching her panty, and a fitted top—her movements casual, as if the intensity of their act was just another moment in her day. She peeled off the bodysuit, the sheer fabric sliding away to reveal her skin, the black panties a final glimpse before she dressed, her large breasts momentarily bare, then covered by her bra and then top, her form transitioning from commanding to everyday, yet still radiating authority. Evan watched from the bed, his body heavy, his breath uneven, his bra’s satin and the cum on his face anchoring him to the feminized role she’d imposed, his mind reeling with the aftershocks of pain, pleasure, and her parting instructions.

She zipped up her bag, slinging it over her shoulder, and turned to him, her smirk softening into a playful grin. “Thanks for the booty call, you naughty little girl,” she said, her voice dripping with teasing condescension, her wink a final flourish of her dominance. With that, she strode to the door, her footsteps confident, the latch clicking as she exited, leaving the room in a sudden, heavy silence.

Evan remained on the bed, his body aching, the pillow still under his hips, the bra his only covering, the cum drying on his face a humiliating reminder of the act. His “clitty” softened, the lube and his fluids slick on his skin. The room felt cavernous without her presence, the air thick with the aftermath of his submission, his feminized role a complex tapestry of shame, vulnerability, and a strange, lingering empowerment. His breath steadied, his eyes fixed on the ceiling, the memory of her swaying breasts, her intense gaze, and the shared orgasm a vivid imprint, his mind grappling with the reality of what he’d experienced, the “booty call” now a chapter closed, yet open to a future he couldn’t yet fathom.

He sat up slowly, wincing as his sore, stretched anus protested, the sharp pain a vivid reminder of the dildo’s size and her ungentle thrusts. His legs trembled as he stood, the bra shifting, his face sticky and flushed. He shuffled to the bathroom, the tiles cold under his bare feet, and turned on the shower, the water heating to a steaming cascade. Stripping off the bra, he stepped under the hot spray, the warmth enveloping him, a soothing contrast to the ache in his body. He soaped his skin, his hands moving carefully, the lather stinging as he reached his sore anus. He winced, a soft gasp escaping, the tender, stretched flesh burning under the soap’s touch, each rinse a delicate ordeal, the water washing away the lube but not the memory of Amara’s penetration. The long shower was a ritual, the heat loosening his muscles, yet the pain lingered, a constant echo of his degradation, the feminized role she’d imposed still vivid in his mind.

Stepping out, he dried off, his reflection in the fogged mirror a stranger: red-rimmed eyes, flushed cheeks, a boy transformed by the night’s events. Back in the room, he gathered the strap-on harness and dildo, his hands trembling as he followed Amara’s instructions. In the bathroom, he ran warm water, adding soap to create a frothy lather, and washed the dildo thoroughly, his fingers tracing its ribbed and veined surface, the silicone slick under the suds. He scrubbed meticulously, ensuring no trace of lube or use remained, the act both practical and symbolic, a processing of the encounter’s intensity. The harness’s leather straps were wiped down with a damp cloth, each task grounding him, though the weight of “next time” loomed, the equipment a tangible reminder of Amara’s promise. He packed them carefully into his backpack, alongside the bra and panties, his movements slow, each shift a jolt of pain from his sore anus.

Dressing in his jeans and T-shirt, Evan winced as the fabric rubbed against his tender skin, the pain a constant companion. The room felt cavernous, the clock reading 9:45pm. He gathered his belongings and did his “walk of shame” to the front desk and checked out, the lobby clerk indifferent. Outside, the spring night air was cool, but as he unlocked his bicycle, regret surged—he hadn’t considered the hard seat’s torment on his stretched, sore anus. Sitting down, a stabbing pain shot through him, the pressure unbearable against the tender, abused flesh, each pedal a grueling ordeal. The 20-minute ride home was a punishing gauntlet, the seat grinding against him, the pain relentless, a physical echo of the dildo’s size, Amara’s roughness, and his own reckless pursuit. His mind churned with regret—not for the act itself, but for the bicycle, a choice that now felt like self-inflicted torture, his sore bum hole throbbing with every bump in the road.

He arrived home just past 10:15pm, his legs shaky as he locked his bike in the garage, the pain a dull, persistent ache. The house was quiet, his parents likely asleep, but as he slipped inside, Lily was in the living room, sprawled on the couch with her phone, the TV humming softly. She glanced up, her eyes narrowing, a familiar amused smirk curling her lips, the same knowing look she’d given when he’d asked to speak with Amara earlier. Her gaze flicked over him—his flushed face, his stiff, pained movements, the backpack slung over his shoulder—and her smirk deepened, a glint of mischief and certainty in her eyes.

“How’s that booty hole?” she asked, her voice dripping with teasing mockery, the crude question a deliberate, cutting jab, its specificity slicing through his defenses, exposing his shame. The words hit like a shockwave, Evan’s blush surging, his sore anus throbbing at the mention, the pain and humiliation of the night crashing over him anew. Lily’s smirk held, her eyes daring him to respond, her casual cruelty a confirmation of her certain knowledge.


Beachside Witchcraft

The sun hung high over Waikiki Beach on a perfect Hawaiian afternoon, the kind where the water sparkled like turquoise glass and the trade winds carried the scent of plumeria and sunscreen. Candy had shown up late to the group hangout, strutting across the sand in a barely-there string bikini the color of ripe mango. The thin triangles of fabric did little to contain her curves, and the side ties sat low on her hips like an invitation. Heads turned. Phones subtly angled. A few of the boys in the circle—college friends home for winter break—forgot whatever story they were telling mid-sentence.

Across the cluster of towels, Mia watched it all with narrowed eyes. Her boyfriend, Kyle, had his mouth half-open, staring like he’d never seen tits before. Mia’s jaw tightened. Candy always did this—flounced in, flipped her blonde hair, and suddenly became the center of gravity. Mia had warned Kyle before they left the condo: “If you gawk at that girl, you’re sleeping on the lanai tonight.” He was already failing the test.

Mia slipped her hand into the canvas tote beside her, fingers brushing the small leather pouch she kept hidden beneath a beach towel. This time she had come prepared. Inside were a few things her grandmother back on the Big Island had taught her never to mention in polite company: a pinch of sea salt gathered at midnight, a black tourmaline chip, and three white feathers plucked from a gull during last summer’s full moon. Mia wasn’t flashy with the craft; she kept it quiet, practical. But today felt like the right moment for a small reminder about consequences.

She waited until Candy stood up to wade into the shallows, laughing loudly at something one of the boys shouted. Mia murmured under her breath, tracing a quick sigil in the sand with her toe, then scattering the salt in a tiny arc toward the wind. A simple call: borrow the wings of the sky, take what doesn’t belong, return it to the sea.

Two seagulls that had been circling overhead suddenly banked sharply. They dove as one, wings tucked, beaks precise. The first snatched the knot at Candy’s neck in a single tug; the second clamped onto the side tie at her hip. The bright mango fabric fluttered away like startled birds themselves. Candy’s shriek cut across the beach as both pieces vanished into the sky, carried off toward Diamond Head by the laughing thieves.

For a heartbeat, everything froze. Then Candy’s hands flew to cover herself, face flaming scarlet, knees buckling as she dropped into the knee-deep water. The group erupted—some in shocked laughter, others in gasps. Kyle finally blinked, turning bright red when he met Mia’s cool stare. A couple of the girls tried to stifle giggles behind their hands; one guy had the decency to yank off his rash guard and wade out to offer it, but Candy was already splashing backward toward deeper water, mortified tears mixing with sea spray.

The seagulls wheeled once more overhead, dropping the stolen bikini scraps far out over the reef where they vanished into the waves. Mia brushed the sand from her fingers, leaned back on her elbows, and allowed herself the smallest satisfied smile.

Lesson delivered. No words necessary.

By the time the sun dipped toward the Ko‘olau mountains, the group had packed up and scattered. Kyle drove Mia back to their small apartment in Mānoa in near silence, the radio filling the awkward gaps. Mia stared out the window, arms crossed. Kyle kept stealing glances, trying to gauge how deep in trouble he was.

The moment the door clicked shut behind them, Mia rounded on him.

“Really, Kyle? You couldn’t even pretend to be subtle?” Her voice was low, sharp. “I felt your eyes on her like everyone else did.”

Kyle opened his mouth, closed it, then tried again. “Babe, I—”

“Don’t.” She held up a hand. “I warned you. And you still gawked like a teenager who’d never seen a girl in a bikini before.”

He shifted uncomfortably. “I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“It definitely won’t.” Mia’s eyes narrowed, a glint of something colder than anger in them. “You need a reminder that sticks.”

Kyle laughed nervously. “Come on, Mia, Babe, please…”

Mia didn’t smile. She stepped closer, reached into the pocket of her cover-up, and pulled out the small leather pouch. Kyle’s laughter died.

“Mia… come on… no… not that…”

She whispered a short phrase in Hawaiian—something her grandmother had taught her for binding and discipline—and flicked her fingers toward him. The air shimmered faintly.

Kyle’s feet left the floor. Invisible hands seized him with calm, irresistible strength. They stripped him in seconds: shirt peeled upward and off, board shorts tugged down and discarded. Then they folded him into an acutely humiliating, upside-down posture—bent sharply double, head hanging down near the floor, knees bent and forced wide apart. His own hands were pulled back and locked around his ankles in an iron grip he could not release, holding him in place and presenting his bare backside high and completely vulnerable at the top of the arc. His head dangled between his spread knees, face flushed crimson from both blood rush and shame. Every inch of him was exposed: cock and balls hanging heavy and helpless, swaying slightly with each panicked breath; his bumhole stretched wide by the extreme bend, winking involuntarily in the cool air from the ceiling fan.

Mia circled him slowly, barefoot on the hardwood, the hem of her sundress brushing her thighs. She took her time, letting the silence stretch until it felt thicker than the humid Honolulu night pressing against the windows. Kyle tried to speak—some plea, some apology—but the binding tightened just enough to squeeze the words into a strangled whimper.

She stopped behind him, hands on her hips, head tilted as she admired her handiwork. From this angle the view was perfect: the soft weight of his balls dangling like ripe fruit, the shaft of his cock half-hard despite his terror (or perhaps because of it), and the tight pink ring of his asshole spread open, utterly defenseless. A slow, wicked smirk curved her lips.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice velvet and venom. “All that staring at Candy’s private bits, and now I get such a good show of yours.” She reached out and flicked the underside of his sac with one fingernail, just hard enough to make him jolt and gasp. His cock twitched traitorously, thickening further. “Already excited? Pathetic.”

Kyle’s voice came out hoarse and upside-down. “Mia… please… I’m sorry…”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it tonight.” She stepped closer, the faint scent of coconut oil and sea salt still clinging to her skin. One finger traced the seam of his balls, up the sensitive perineum, stopping just shy of that spread, quivering hole. “You wanted to look. So now you get looked at. Thoroughly.”

Mia circled him once more, savoring the way his body trembled in the invisible grip, cock and balls swaying helplessly, his spread bumhole clenching in futile anticipation. The smirk on her lips deepened as she lifted one hand, fingers splayed in a lazy arc.

From the hallway closet her mom’s old sorority paddle slid silently into the air. It floated out like an obedient pet, positioning itself behind him, hovering just inches from the pale curves of his upturned ass. The Greek letters carved into its surface caught the lamplight, gleaming with promise.

Kyle’s eyes widened in horror when he twisted his neck enough to glimpse it. “Mia—no, please, not that—anything but—”

She ignored him. Another slow wave of her hand, almost casual, and the paddle drew back with a soft whistle of displaced air.

CRACK.

The first stroke landed flat across both cheeks, the sound sharp and shocking in the quiet apartment. Kyle’s whole body jerked in its bonds; a raw yelp tore out of him as a bright red imprint bloomed instantly on his skin.

CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.

Three more in succession, each one perfectly placed, overlapping the last. His cries rose in pitch, legs kicking uselessly, cock bouncing with every impact. Tears welled in his upside-down eyes almost immediately.

Mia watched the first half-dozen strokes with calm detachment, arms folded beneath her breasts, head tilted as if admiring a piece of art. The paddle rose and fell with mechanical precision—never too fast, never too slow—painting his ass from pale to pink to angry crimson.

Kyle’s voice cracked into desperate babbling. “I’m sorry! Mia, please, I swear I’ll never—oww—please stop, don’t leave me like this! Please! I can’t—”

She turned away mid-sob, already bored with the performance. As she walked toward the bedroom door, she spoke over her shoulder, voice cool and conversational.

“It stops when the spell feels real contrition, Kyle. Not your fake tears, not your empty promises. When you actually understand who you belong to—and who you don’t get to stare at like a starving dog.”

CRACK. CRACK.

She paused in the doorway, glancing back once. His ass was already swelling, dark red stripes crossing each other in a neat grid.

CRACK CRACK CRACK

“Could be one minute. Could be ten more minutes,” she said sweetly. “Could be an hour. Depends entirely on you.”

Kyle’s wail followed her down the hall, half plea, half sob, swallowed quickly by another loud CRACK.

Mia closed the bedroom door with a soft click, shutting out the rhythmic sounds of wood meeting flesh and the broken apologies echoing behind it.

On the other side of the door, the paddle continued its steady, relentless work—patient, tireless, and utterly unforgiving.

Kyle’s voice rose in desperation, pathetically still addressing his now absent girlfriend.

“I’m sorry… I was so wrong… I swear I’ll never look again… please, Mia, I mean it… I promise…”

The paddle kept its rhythm despite his empty pleas—steady, measured, merciless.

CRACK.

CRACK.

CRACK.

Each impact landed with the same perfect flatness, the sorority wood kissing both cheeks at once so the sting bloomed wide and deep. Kyle’s skin was racing toward angry crimson, the welts rising in hot, overlapping ridges. His thighs trembled violently now, muscles cramping from the impossible position, but the binding held him open and high like an offering.

His pleas only grew louder, more frantic, the words tumbling over one another in rising panic.

“Mia—please—I’m sorry—stop—please, it hurts so much—I swear I’ll never look again—please, babe, I can’t take it—stop—please!”

CRACK.

CRACK.

CRACK.

The paddle answered every desperate outburst with another searing stroke, as though the spell were listening, weighing the words, finding them hollow—fear talking, not heart.

Five minutes in, his voice climbed higher, cracking into shrill yelps with every impact.

“I’ll do anything—anything you want—just make it stop—please, Mia, I’m begging you—please!”

CRACK.

CRACK.

CRACK.

His cock had wilted completely under the onslaught, shrinking small and tight against his balls. His entire body shook with frantic, useless struggling, the bonds creaking faintly but never yielding. The apologies turned into wordless, high-pitched wails that echoed off the apartment walls, raw and animal.

Eight minutes. His throat was hoarse now, the screams thinning into ragged gasps. The frantic energy began to fray at the edges—less fight, more exhaustion. The words slowed, stumbled.

“Mia… I… I didn’t mean to hurt you… I didn’t think… please…”

CRACK.

He flinched hard, a full-body spasm, and the next breath came out strangely quiet. Something shifted. The frantic pleading faltered, as if the pain had finally burned through the panic and reached the softer place underneath.

CRACK.

A single tear slipped free—hot, silent, unforced. Then another. They weren’t the loud, performative tears from before; these fell quietly, steadily, dripping onto the hardwood below his hanging head.

His voice dropped to a broken whisper, barely audible between impacts.

CRACK

“I’m sorry… I made you feel like you weren’t enough… and you are… you’re everything… I hate that I did that to you…”

CRACK.

The paddle paused mid-air, hovering.

The tears flowed freely now, no drama, no volume—just the quiet evidence of something finally real.

“I belong to you,” he said, voice trembling but steady. “Only you. I don’t want anyone else. I don’t want to look at anyone else. I just want you to trust me again… please.”

The paddle hung motionless for a long moment, as though listening. It then drifted silently back to the closet. The invisible grip gently unfolded him, lowering his feet to the cool hardwood before releasing his hands from his ankles. He sank to his knees, trembling, forehead pressed to the floor as quiet, lingering sobs shook him.

From behind the closed bedroom door, Mia’s voice floated through, calm but softer now.

“When you’ve settled, come find me. We’ll put this behind us.”

He stayed there a long while, the deep, throbbing ache and the dizzying memory of that helpless, exposed position burning itself permanently into his mind.

After a long while, Kyle’s breathing evened out. The tears had dried on his cheeks, leaving salt tracks, and the fierce throb across his backside had settled into a steady, reminding heat. He pushed himself up slowly, legs shaky, and padded barefoot and naked to the bedroom door. He knocked once, softly.

“Come in,” Mia called, her voice warm again, the earlier ice melted away.

He opened the door. She was propped against the headboard in the dim lamplight, sheets pulled to her waist, wearing only a loose tank top. Her dark eyes flicked over him—taking in the flushed face, the marked skin, the hesitant posture—and a small, satisfied smile curved her lips.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Come all the way in.”

Kyle stepped into the bedroom, moving with the careful stiffness of someone whose entire backside felt like it had been dipped in fire. Every shift of weight sent fresh pulses of heat radiating from his swollen cheeks, a constant, humiliating reminder of the paddle’s thorough work. He kept his eyes down at first, hands clasped loosely in front of him, cock soft and small now, tucked shyly between his thighs.

“Turn around for me.”

Kyle obeyed, slowly pivoting until his back faced her. He kept his legs slightly apart, hands hanging awkwardly at his sides, every muscle tense with the knowledge that his punished ass was now perfectly framed for her inspection.

Mia shifted forward just a little, elbows on her knees, chin resting in her hands as she studied him from her spot against the headboard. The angle gave her an unobstructed, leisurely view: the deep crimson spread across both cheeks, the raised welts crisscrossing in sharp, overlapping lines, the beginnings of dark purple bruising along the sit-spots and the fullest curves.

She let out a soft, delighted giggle. “Oh my God, look at that. Your poor ass is absolutely wrecked.” Her voice was light, almost playful, as if she were admiring a particularly dramatic sunset. “Those welts are so neat—like someone took a ruler to you. And the color… it’s practically glowing.”

Kyle’s ears burned. He could feel the heat radiating off his skin, knew exactly how wrecked he must look back there. His shoulders hunched slightly, but he didn’t dare move.

Mia leaned a fraction closer, eyes narrowing in mock-serious appraisal. Another soft giggle escaped her. “Honestly, I don’t think I’ve ever seen it this thoroughly beaten. Beautiful work, if I do say so myself.”

Kyle swallowed hard, the humiliation sinking deeper as her teasing words washed over him. His cock gave an involuntary twitch against his thigh despite the lingering pain.

Mia sat back against the pillows again, smile warm and wicked. “Turn around. Have you learned your lesson, baby?”

He turned and nodded shyly, voice low and earnest. “Yes, Mia. I swear I have.”

“Tell me,” she prompted softly.

“I’ll never stare at another woman like that again. Not Candy, not anyone. My eyes are only for you. I’m yours—completely. I’m so sorry I made you feel anything less than perfect. It won’t happen again. I promise.”

Mia studied his humbled, trembling form for a long moment, the playful edge softening into something tender. “Good boy,” she said at last. “I believe you. Now come here and apologize properly.”

Kyle crossed the room and climbed onto the bed. Mia parted her knees beneath the sheet, letting it fall away, revealing she wore nothing below. She threaded her fingers into his hair and guided him downward without a word. He settled between her thighs, hands sliding under her hips, and began to lick her slowly, reverently—long, deliberate strokes that made her sigh and arch slightly.

She let him worship her like that for several minutes, eyes half-lidded, one hand stroking his hair in lazy approval. Then her smile sharpened just a touch.

“Just so you remember who’s boss,” she said softly.

Her free hand moved in a small, familiar gesture—two fingers tracing a quick sigil in the air above his back. She whispered a single low word in Hawaiian.

Kyle felt it instantly: strong, invisible male hands clamped firmly onto his hips, holding him steady. Between his cheeks, a thick, hot pressure — slick with generous lube — nudged insistently against his tender entrance. The phantom cock felt enormous, heavily veined, its bulbous head already gliding as it began to push forward.

His eyes flew wide. He tried to lift his head, panic surging.

“No—Mia, please, not this, not again!” he begged, voice cracking with desperate memory of earlier phantom fuckings.

Mia laughed — low, amused, utterly unyielding — and tightened her fingers in his hair, pressing his mouth back down against her.

“Yes, this again. You clearly need a reminder of who owns this ass…”

The air itself seemed to press forward. His rim yielded slowly at first, blooming outward around nothing visible—yet the stretch was unmistakable. The delicate ring of muscle widened impossibly, inch by inch, into a perfect, straining circle as the thick, invisible shaft sank deeper. The skin pulled taut and shiny, pale flesh turning pink, then deeper rose, as it accommodated a girth that should have been beyond enduring. Every ridge and vein that Kyle felt dragging inside him left its ghostly imprint on the outside: subtle ripples and bulges distorting the smooth skin of his entrance as the unseen cock advanced, relentless and slick.

He wailed into Mia’s heat—a high, broken sound that rose and cracked with each fraction it pushed deeper. The cry vibrated through his entire body, making his thighs tremble and his toes curl against the sheets. His back bowed harder, trying instinctively to escape the overwhelming invasion, but the invisible hands on his hips held him mercilessly in place, forcing him to take every last inch of the phantom length until the unseen balls pressed flush against his own.

All that moved in the air was the faint shimmer of magic and the obscene, hypnotic sight of his body yielding to something that wasn’t there—stretched wide, filled deep, and utterly claimed.

“Don’t stop,” she reminded, voice velvet over steel.

He immediately resumed licking as the invisible cock began to thrust—long, deep strokes that matched the rhythm of his tongue on her pussy. Every withdrawal dragged those textured veins across sensitive spots inside him; every push forward seated it to the hilt, slick lube easing the way yet doing nothing to dull the overwhelming fullness.

Kyle’s tongue moved in slow, worshipful circles around Mia’s clit, each swirl deliberate, desperate to please. The phantom cock mirrored him perfectly—when his tongue flicked upward, the thick shaft drove in hard, bottoming out with a deep, grinding pressure that made his eyes water. When he flattened his tongue for a long, broad lap, it pulled back almost to the rim before sliding home again, slow and inexorable. The synchronization was flawless, cruelly precise, as if the magic had wired his mouth directly to his own violation.

Realizing this, he tried to be gentle with her—soft, teasing licks that barely grazed her clit, hoping to draw things out, to lessen the pounding in his ass. The cock responded in kind: shallow, lazy thrusts that nudged but didn’t punish. His stretched rim fluttered in relief, the burning ache easing just a fraction.

Mia noticed. Her fingers tightened in his hair, yanking his head back and the cock out with it so he had to look up at her from between her thighs, bumhole suddenly empty. Her eyes glittered, dark and dangerous.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said, voice low and silky with warning. “I can feel you holding back, baby. Trying to cheat your poor little hole out of what it deserves.” She traced another small sigil in the air with her free hand, and the invisible cock entered with one brutal, punishing thrust that slammed so deep Kyle’s vision whited out for a second. He cried out against her, the sound muffled into a wet sob.

“I can disconnect that cock from your tongue,” she continued, almost conversational, “and let it fuck you however it wants. Fast. Slow. Relentless. For hours. No rhythm, no mercy—just pounding away at that sore, swollen asshole until you’re begging me to let it sync back up again. You won’t like that one little bit.”

Kyle’s whole body went rigid with terror. He remembered the paddle—how it had kept going long after he thought he’d break—and this was worse. Infinitely worse. The idea of that thick, invisible shaft reaming him endlessly, without pause or pattern, while he lay there helpless… A panicked whimper escaped him.

Mia released his hair and settled back against the pillows, thighs spreading wider. “Now get me off properly,” she ordered softly. “No saving that little hole of yours. I want to feel how sorry you are with every single lick.”

Terrified, Kyle dove back in.

He attacked her pussy with desperate, reckless fervor—tongue lashing her clit in fast, frantic circles, then flattening to lap hard from entrance to hood in long, greedy strokes. He sucked her clit between his lips, flicking it rapidly, then soothed it with slow, swirling figure-eights. Every motion was fervent, almost violent in its need to please.

And the cock followed mercilessly.

Each frantic swirl drove it deep in matching spirals, the thick head grinding against his prostate in dizzying circles that sent sparks exploding behind his eyes. Every hard lap bottomed it out with a wet, obscene pressure that made his stretched rim burn and flutter. The faster he licked, the faster it fucked him—deep, punishing strokes that slapped invisible balls against his own, the slick drag of phantom veins raking his insides raw. His ass was on fire, the earlier paddling turning every thrust into agony layered on agony, but he didn’t dare slow down.

Mia’s breathing hitched. Her hips rolled up to meet his mouth, thighs trembling. “That’s it,” she gasped, fingers digging into his scalp again. “Just like that—fuck—don’t you dare stop—”

Kyle sobbed into her, tears mixing with her wetness as he devoured her. His tongue worked without mercy now, flicking and swirling and sucking until her back arched off the bed. The cock pounded him in perfect sync, stretching him wider, filling him deeper, until his entire world narrowed to the taste of her on his tongue and the brutal, rhythmic reaming of his ass.

Mia’s breathing grew ragged; her thighs trembled around his ears. When her orgasm hit, it rolled through her slowly and powerfully, drawn out longer than usual by his frantic devotion. Her back bowed, a low, throaty moan filling the room as she ground against his mouth.

At that exact moment, the phantom cock buried itself deep and stilled—then began to pulse violently inside him. Thick, hot jets of phantom cum erupted in massive quantity, flooding him in heavy, twitching spurts that seemed to go on and on, each one accompanied by a hard throb of the shaft and a slap of invisible balls against his skin.

Kyle’s eyes flew wide. A muffled, frantic cry vibrated against Mia’s clit as his body jerked and shuddered. The sudden, impossible sensation of being filled so completely, so realistically, sent panic and raw pleasure crashing through him at once. He tried to pull back, overwhelmed, but Mia’s hand in his hair turned iron—holding his face firmly to her cunt, forcing him to keep licking through her extended climax.

Mia rode the waves of her orgasm shamelessly, thighs clamped around his head, rolling her hips in slow circles to prolong every last shudder while the phantom cock finished emptying itself inside her contrite boyfriend.

Only when her breathing finally slowed and her grip loosened did the invisible hands release his hips. The spent phantom shaft withdrew slowly, leaving him clenching around sudden emptiness and the lingering warmth of its load.

Mia stroked his hair gently, guiding his dazed, trembling face up to rest against her thigh. Kyle exhaled shakily, still reeling from the lingering fullness and warmth deep inside him.

Before he could fully catch his breath, an invisible force took gentle but firm hold of his jaw. His head was turned sideways against her thigh, cheek pressed to her warm skin. His mouth opened involuntarily—lips stretching into a wide, perfect O that forcibly folded over his teeth as the same thick, slick phantom cock nudged forward again, now hot and rigid against his tongue.

Kyle’s eyes widened in fresh panic. A muffled, desperate sound escaped around the invading shaft as it slid deep in one smooth glide, the bulbous head bumping the back of his throat. He could taste the hot salt-sweet cum that coated it, every vein and ridge dragging over his tongue just as realistically as before. The invisible hands that had gripped his hips now cradled the back of his head, holding him steady so he could not pull away. The phantom cock elicited no gag reflex, so the cock slid right down his throat, the phantom balls tickling his chin.

Mia watched with calm, benign amusement, fingers still idly threading through his hair as though petting a well-behaved puppy. She studied the obscene sight of his lips stretched taut around nothing visible, cheeks hollowing slightly with each subtle throb of the phantom member.

The cock pulsed once, twice—then erupted.

Thick, hot ropes of phantom cum flooded his mouth in heavy, forceful spurts. There was no escaping it; the invisible grip kept him sealed around the shaft, forcing him to swallow convulsively, throat working again and again as the voluminous load coated his tongue and slid down. Some had the sensation of escaping the corners of his stretched lips despite his efforts, and trailing down his chin.

Kyle’s muffled whimpers vibrated along the shaft, his hands clutching at the sheets as the climax seemed to go on forever—spurt after endless spurt until he was swallowing on pure reflex, eyes watering anew.

Only when the last twitch faded and the phantom cock slipped free did the invisible hold release his jaw. He gasped, coughing once, lips feeling swollen and shiny, chin wet, the feel of the phantom cum merging with and replaced by her actual juices that still covered his face.

Mia cupped his cheek, thumb brushing away a stray tear with surprising tenderness.

“Now,” she said softly, voice warm and final, “we’re even.”

She drew him up into her arms at last, letting him collapse against her chest. He curled into her without protest, sore in every possible way, trembling faintly as the taste lingered on his tongue and the deep, unmistakable reminder settled into his bones.

Having a witch as a girlfriend had its upsides, but its downsides too.


That Time of the Month

It had been three long years since that fateful day when Emily discovered Mark’s secret visits to massage parlors. The betrayal stung, but instead of ending their marriage, she channeled her anger into a new dynamic—one that ensured his undivided loyalty. Mark had been locked into a chastity device ever since, a constant reminder of his indiscretion. The small, unyielding cage kept him in check, and any stray sexy thought triggered a sharp, aching pain in his testicles, like a vice tightening with every forbidden fantasy. It was her way of reprogramming him, and it worked. He was devoted, attentive, and utterly dependent on her mercy.

Release came only once a month, on the very last day, under strict conditions. Emily would unlock him, but if he wanted to ejaculate—and oh, how he always did—he had to do it across her lap while she delivered a firm, no-nonsense spanking. The ritual was humiliating, painful, and intoxicating all at once. As soon as the cage came off, his body would betray him: he’d grow rock-hard instantly, leaking precum in desperate anticipation. But he couldn’t just take matters into his own hands; it had to be earned through pain, punishment, humiliation, and submission.

This month, however, threw everything into chaos. Emily’s mother, Barbara, had come for a visit that was supposed to have lasted a week but had stretched on due to a delay in some renovations back at her home. Mark had watched the calendar with growing dread as the end of the month approached. The pressure in his balls had built to an unbearable level—three years of this routine had conditioned him like clockwork. By the 28th, even mundane thoughts had edged toward the erotic, sending jolts of pain that had made him wince and shift uncomfortably.

On the morning of the 31st, with Barbara still ensconced in the guest room, Mark cornered Emily in the kitchen while her mother was out for a walk. He was sweating, his voice a low whine. “Em, please. Your mom’s still here. We can’t… you know, do the thing tonight. It’s the last day—I’m dying here. The pain is constant now. Can’t we just move it to right after she leaves instead of waiting a whole other month? Please. Just this once?”

Emily turned from the coffee maker, her expression cool and unyielding. She crossed her arms, eyeing him with that mix of amusement and authority that always made his stomach twist. “No, Mark. The rules are the rules. You know that. If we skip today, you wait until next month. End of discussion.”

He paced, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “But… but it’s been 31 days already! I’m leaking just thinking about it, and the ache—God, Em, it hurts so much. Please, I’m begging you. I’ll do anything. Extra chores, whatever you want. Just bend the rule this one time.”

She shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “Begging won’t change it, darling. You earned this routine, with your cheating, remember? This is how you atone.”

Mark dropped to his knees right there on the kitchen floor, his face flushed with desperation. “Em, I can’t wait another month. I’ll explode. Please, please reconsider.”

Emily sighed, tilting her head as if considering. Then her eyes lit up with a mischievous glint. “Oh, how you go on. You can still have your release today. But it’ll just be in front of Mother. She’s family, after all. She might think it’s cute.”

His heart plummeted. “What? No! That’s… that’s insane. I can’t— she can’t see me like that. Em, please, anything but that.”

“Take it or leave it,” she said firmly. “Your choice.”

The rest of the day was torment. Mark tried to distract himself with work calls and errands, but the pain gnawed at him relentlessly. By evening, as the three of them sat down to dinner, he could barely sit still. Barbara chattered away about neighborhood drama, oblivious, while Emily shot him knowing glances. The pressure was too much—his balls throbbed with every heartbeat, and the cage felt like it was shrinking. Humiliation or another month of agony? He couldn’t bear the latter.

As the clock ticked toward 9 PM, his appointed ritual time, Mark slipped away to the bedroom and ensuite bathroom. He stripped naked, leaving only the chastity device in place, his skin prickling with shame.

He stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. The tight metal cage gleamed coldly under the light, biting into his flesh with every futile attempt at erection. The head of his engorged penis bulged obscenely through the narrow bars, flushed dark red and slick with the steady drip of precum that had been leaking all day. Below the base ring, his testicles were pulled forward and stretched taut, swollen and heavy, an angry bluish tint spreading across the skin from the relentless pressure.

I can’t do this. The thought of walking into the living room like this—completely naked, locked in this cruel device, his pinched off arousal on grotesque display—made his face burn with a shame so intense it almost overwhelmed the physical pain. His mother-in-law Barbara was out there. Barbara, with her polite smiles and harmless small talk, was sitting on the couch mere feet from where the ritual always took place. She’ll see everything: the cage, the bulging head straining through the bars, the swollen balls, the pathetic evidence of how desperately he needed release. She’d watch him being released from his cage, see him drape himself submissively over Emily’s lap like a scolded boy. She’ll hear every gasp, every whimper, every crack of the paddle. She’ll see the inevitable humiliating grinding over her lap. If he doesn’t get himself off, he won’t be getting off. She’ll see his ejaculation over his wife’s thighs. And what comes next. Then she’ll see him locked back in securely for another month. It’s too much!

His stomach twisted at the image. He pressed a hand to his mouth to stifle a mortified groan. No one should see me like this. No one. Especially not my mother-in-law!

But the ache in his balls was merciless, a deep, grinding throb that radiated up into his gut. He knew from bitter experience that once he reached this point, nothing short of release would ease it—not cold showers, not distractions, not time. Another full month of this building torment would break him.

He drew a shaky breath, dropped his gaze from the mirror, and turned off the light. The hallway was dim, the glow from the living room spilling across the carpet like an invitation he dreaded accepting. His bare feet made no sound as he walked, each step tugging painfully at the ring and sending fresh jolts through his overstuffed testicles.

Barbara’s teacup froze halfway to her lips as Mark stepped into the living room doorway, completely naked, blushing furiously, the harsh overhead light catching every unforgiving detail of the steel chastity cage clamped around his genitals. The small brass padlock glinted mockingly. Her eyes went wide, pupils dilating in shock, and the cup rattled against the saucer as her hand trembled.

“Oh my God!” she blurted, voice cracking. Hot tea sloshed over the rim and onto her fingers, but she barely noticed. “Mark! What in heaven’s name are you doing?” She leaned forward involuntarily, staring in open-mouthed horror at the swollen, discolored flesh bulging through the bars, the angry blue tint of his overstuffed testicles. “You’re… locked up like some kind of sexual pervert! Emily, tell me you didn’t know about this! Have you both gone completely mad?”

Mark stood rooted to the spot, mortification burning through him. His hands twitched at his sides, desperate to cover himself, but he knew better. The cage shifted with his shallow breaths, tugging painfully at the base ring and sending fresh throbs through his aching balls. He could feel Barbara’s gaze like a physical weight, tracing the obscene outline of the device, the glistening bead of precum at the tip.

Emily sat calmly on the couch beside her mother, legs crossed, cradling her own teacup as though nothing was amiss. She took a slow sip before setting it down.

“Mother, take a breath. Please. It’s not some twisted fetish—well, not entirely.” She gestured toward the ottoman in the center of the room. “Mark, come stand where you belong. Hands behind your back.”

Mark’s legs felt like lead as he moved forward, the device swaying heavily with each step. Barbara’s eyes followed him, still wide, flicking from the cage to his flushed face and back again.

Emily continued once he was in position, voice steady. “Three years ago I found out Mark had been visiting massage parlors for ‘extra services.’ He swore he’d never do it again, but the betrayal was real, and how could he be trusted? I could have walked away. Instead, I chose this.” She nodded toward the cage. “Chastity. A constant, physical reminder that his body—and his loyalty—belong to me now.”

Barbara’s mouth opened and closed several times. “You locked him up… for cheating with massage girls?” She glanced again at the swollen, trapped flesh, the padlock, the obvious strain. “Three years of this?”

“Exactly,” Emily said. “And if he wants release, he can only have it on the last day of the month while across my knee getting his fanny blistered. Then it’s right back in the cage until the next last day of the next month. If he behaves, that is. Otherwise it’s two months, or maybe three.”

“Well,” Barbara said slowly, “when you explain it like that… sneaking off to massage parlors for a happy endings is pretty sleazy. Disgusting, really. If this is what keeps him faithful…” She gave a small, reluctant nod. “I suppose the punishment fits the crime.”

Emily smiled faintly. “I’m glad you see it that way.”

Barbara set her teacup down with deliberate care, then patted the cushion beside her.

“Mark,” she said, voice softer now but carrying an unmistakable note of command, “come here, please.”

Mark froze. His eyes darted to Emily, pleading silently for rescue. Emily merely raised one eyebrow and gave the tiniest tilt of her head toward her mother—go.

He shuffled the last few steps until he stood directly in front of Barbara, knees practically touching hers. The heat radiating from his face could have warmed the room. Up close, the details were impossible to ignore: the way the steel bars pressed cruelly into the shaft and tip, forcing the head to mushroom outward in a dark, glossy bulge; the thin, glistening thread of precum that stretched from the slit; the scrotum itself, pulled forward by the tight base ring until the skin looked glossy and almost translucent, veins standing out in angry relief, the whole sac swollen to an unhealthy plum color.

Barbara reached out without hesitation. Her fingers—surprisingly cool—curled gently around the cage.

Mark sucked in a sharp breath. The sudden contact sent a violent twitch through his trapped cock; the flesh tried to swell instantly and met unyielding metal. A fresh spike of pain lanced up through his balls.

“My goodness,” Barbara murmured, almost to herself. She turned the device slowly, inspecting it like a piece of fine jewelry. “This really is ingenious, isn’t it? The way the lock is set right at the top here—” Her fingertip traced the small brass padlock. “—so there’s no way to slip it off without the key. And these bars…” She slid one fingernail lightly along the narrow gaps. “So tight. Look how the skin bulges out between them. Like dough rising through a grate.”

She paused, tilting her head as she studied the proportions more closely.

“And it’s so… small,” she added, a note of genuine surprise creeping into her voice. “I mean, truly tiny. It barely seems big enough to hold anything at all when he’s soft, let alone when he’s trying to get hard like this. No wonder he’s bulging out so dramatically—the poor thing has nowhere to go.”

She gave the cage a gentle tug—experimentally, almost playfully.

Mark’s hips jerked forward involuntarily. A strangled sound escaped his throat.

“Does that hurt, dear?” Barbara asked, glancing up at his face for the first time since he’d approached.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” he managed.

“Good,” Emily interjected calmly from the couch. “It’s supposed to.”

Barbara ignored her daughter for the moment. Instead she cupped his scrotum from below, lifting the heavy, discolored sac in her palm as though weighing ripe fruit.

“And these poor things,” she said, voice dropping into something almost tender. “They’re practically navy blue. So full they look ready to burst. How long since you last let him out, Emily?”

“One month,” Emily replied. “Same as always.”

Barbara nodded thoughtfully. She rolled his testicles very gently between her fingers, feeling their density, their heat.

“And when you finally let him out… does he stay hard the whole time you’re spanking him?”

“Usually,” Emily said. “Sometimes he starts to soften from the pain, but the moment the spanking stops he’s rigid again. The humiliation keeps him leaking the entire time.”

Barbara gave a small, knowing hum. She gave the cage another light tug—this time more deliberate.

Mark whimpered. His cock surged uselessly against the bars; the head turned an even darker shade of plum.

“Look at that,” Barbara said softly. “He’s still trying so hard to get erect. Even now, with me holding him like this. The flesh just keeps pushing, doesn’t it? Poor thing doesn’t understand it’s not allowed—especially not in something this ridiculously small.”

She looked up at Mark’s face again. His eyes were glassy, cheeks flaming, lips parted on shallow pants.

“Does it ache terribly when you try to get hard, Mark?”

He swallowed. “Yes… ma’am. It… it squeezes. And it pulls my balls… Like they’re being wrung.”

Barbara’s expression softened—just a fraction.

“I can feel that,” she said. “They’re so pulled out and tight. Like little stones.” She gave them the lightest squeeze—not cruel, but enough to make him gasp and rise onto his toes. “There. That’s the spot, isn’t it? Right where it hurts the most.”

Mark nodded frantically, tears pricking the corners of his eyes.

Emily watched the exchange with quiet satisfaction.

“And how long does this ‘sentence’ last, then?” Barbara asked Mark.

Mark’s voice was barely above a whisper. “Indefinitely, ma’am. Until Emily decides I’ve truly learned my lesson.”

Barbara lifted an eyebrow at her daughter. “Indefinitely. My word. A life sentence.” She studied Mark for another moment—the faint tremor in his thighs, the sheen of sweat on his chest, the way he shifted to ease the relentless ache. Something in her expression softened further, a spark of intrigued authority taking its place.

Barbara turned to Emily as though Mark were merely a piece of furniture in the room.

“So, darling,” she began, voice conversational, “let me understand this properly. He gets unlocked, goes over your lap, gets a thorough spanking, during which… he’s allowed to rub himself off against your thigh like a randy teenager? While you smack his bottom red?”

Emily nodded, unperturbed. “That’s the rule. He has to earn it. No hands. If he can’t finish from the spanking alone, he waits another month.”

Barbara gave a small, incredulous huff. “And what about your needs in all this, Emily? I mean, really. Don’t you ever want… well, something for yourself?”

Emily tilted her head, a faint smile curling her lips. She glanced briefly at Mark—still standing naked, hands clasped behind his back, cheeks flaming—then looked back at her mother.

“Honestly? I’ve never been particularly fond of the male member.” She shrugged lightly. “But his mouth… that’s another story. Three years of daily practice have made him wonderfully trained. Attentive. Patient. Thorough. He knows exactly how I like it, how long to stay between my legs, how to use just the right pressure with his tongue. I receive pleasure whenever I want it. Besides, why would I want a penis in me that’s been God knows where?”

Barbara let out a short, startled snicker, hand rising to cover her mouth. The sound was half shock, half delighted recognition. “Oh, my goodness. So you make him do all that oral service for you while he’s locked up like that? Good lord, it must be absolute torture for him. Knowing he can please you, taste you, make you orgasm… and never get any relief for himself. No wonder he’s leaking like a little faucet.”

As Barbara said this she gave the cage a little flick with her finger which made the bead of precum jiggle.

Emily giggled, a soft, wicked sound. “He does tend to run off for a cold shower right afterwards, don’t you, dear?”

Mark groaned low in his throat, a mortified, animal sound. His head dropped further; he could feel the heat radiating off his face and chest. The cage gave another painful little jerk as his trapped cock tried—and failed—to swell even further at the humiliating truth being aired so casually.

Barbara’s eyes gleamed with something dangerously close to amusement. “Poor boy,” she said, almost tenderly. “All that pentup desire and nowhere to put it. I bet you can still taste her for hours after, can’t you?”

Mark whimpered.

“Speak up, dear. Mother asked you a question.”

Mark’s voice was a strangled whisper. “Yes, ma’am. I can.”

Emily regarded Mark with a calm, expectant smile, letting the silence stretch just long enough for his humiliation to sink deeper. The living room felt smaller now, the air thick with the scent of chamomile and the faint, unmistakable musk of his arousal.

Finally, Emily broke the quiet. “Well, Mark? Is there anything you need to say to me now?”

The question was soft, almost gentle, but it landed like a whip crack. Mark’s shoulders hunched; his breath hitched. He turned to face Emily directly. He knew the script by heart—that is the moment he must confess, must beg, must lay himself bare in every sense. With Barbara’s gaze burning into him, the words felt heavier than ever.

His face flamed scarlet. He stammered, voice cracking. “I—I’m so sorry, Emily. I’m so, so sorry for… for cheating on you. For going to those massage parlors. For betraying you. They were the worst mistakes of my life, and I hate myself for them every single day.” The apology spilled out in a rush, abject and rehearsed yet utterly sincere, honed by three years of monthly repetition. “I don’t deserve your forgiveness, but I’m begging you—please, please forgive me again. I’ll never do anything like that again. I swear.”

Barbara’s eyebrows lifted slightly, a smile coming to her face. “You certainly won’t while locked in that contraption.”

Mark’s voice dropped even lower, trembling. “Please… please, Emily, please release me from my cage tonight. I need it so badly. The pain… it’s unbearable. And please—” He swallowed hard, the next words tasting like ash. “Please give me my spanking. I know I deserve it. I need it.”

“Is there anything else you wish to ask for, Mark?” Emily prompted.

A desperate, needy edge creapt in. “And may I… may I please be allowed to… to,” his voice dropped to a whisper, “…to come,” he said finally, desperately, “while I’m across your lap? Please?”

Emily let the plea hang in the air, savoring it. She tilted her head, pretending to consider. “Hmm. The spanking is going to be very hard tonight, darling. Especially with Mother here watching every smack. I won’t go easy on you just because we have an audience. Just the opposite. But… if you can manage to finish while I’m blistering your bottom that thoroughly… well, by all means. You may go right ahead.”

Mark let out a low, involuntary groan—half dread, half helpless excitement. The thought of that fierce, thick, little, hardwood paddle raining down under Barbara’s steady gaze made his stomach flip, but the promise of possible release sent another thick bead of precum dripping from the cage.

Emily’s tone turned brisk and authoritative. “Very good. Now move the spanking chair into place, Mark. And fetch my paddle from the bedroom drawer, and the baby oil from the bathroom.”

His legs felt unsteady as he obeyed. He dragged the sturdy, armless oak chair from the corner to the center of the room, positioning it precisely where Emily liked it—facing the couch so Barbara will have an unobstructed view. The scrape of wood on hardwood seemed deafening in the quiet room. Then he hurried to the bedroom and en-suite bathroom, returning with the heavy little paddle that had left so many vivid marks on his backside over the years, and the bottle of baby oil. He placed them both on the seat of the chair like an offering, then stood back, hands clasped behind him again, eyes downcast.

Emily rose gracefully from the couch. She reached for the thin gold chain around her neck, lifting it over her head. The small, gleaming brass key dangled from it, catching the lamplight.

Barbara leaned forward slightly. “I’ve always wondered what that necklace was for,” she murmured, almost to herself. “I thought it was just a pretty charm.”

Emily smiled. “It’s the only key, Mother. One copy. I never take it off.”

She stepped close to Mark, who was trembling visibly now. The key slid smoothly into the brass padlock. A soft click—and the small padlock unfastened.

Emily paused for a moment, letting the weight of the ritual sink in. Mark’s breath came in shallow, ragged bursts, his chest rising and falling as if he’d just run a marathon. The air in the living room felt charged, heavy with anticipation and the faint, earthy scent of his desperation. Barbara watched from the couch, her teacup forgotten on the side table, her expression a mix of lingering surprise and growing fascination. She shifted slightly, crossing her legs, as if settling in for a show.

“Spread your legs a little wider, darling,” Emily instructed calmly, her voice like silk over steel. “Hands stay behind your back. I don’t want any fumbling.”

Mark complied immediately, his thighs parting just enough to give her easy access. The movement caused the cage to shift, the base ring tugging at the sensitive skin around the root of his penis and scrotum, sending a fresh wave of throbbing ache through his swollen testicles. They hung heavy and full, the bluish tint more pronounced under the warm light, veins standing out like cords under the stretched, shiny skin. He bit his lip to stifle a whimper, his face a deep crimson that spread down his neck and chest.

Emily’s fingers were cool and deliberate as she grasped the padlock fully and slid it free from the hasp. The tiny metallic clink echoed in the quiet room, making Mark flinch. She set the padlock aside, then hooked her index finger under the top of the cage’s front plate—the rigid steel tube that had confined him so mercilessly for the past 31 days. With a gentle but firm pull, she began to ease the device forward.

The removal was a slow, torturous process, one Emily always drew out to heighten his vulnerability. First, the narrow slits along the sides of the cage released their grip on the sides of his shaft, the metal edges scraping lightly against the compressed skin as it began to expand. Mark gasped, his knees buckling slightly—the sudden freedom was like a dam breaking, blood rushing in where it had been denied for so long. The head of his penis, already bulging obscenely through the end cap’s slotted opening, dragged against the inside of the cage as she pulled it away. It was flushed a deep, angry purple, the glans swollen and glossy from the constant pressure and the steady leak of precum that had built up all day.

As Emily continued to slide the tube forward, inch by agonizing inch, the full length of his shaft emerged. It had been compressed into a stubby, wrinkled nub within the confines of the device—barely two inches long, bent and squished against itself—but now, with the barrier gone, it unfurled like a coiled spring. The skin, pale and slightly indented from the bars, stretched taut as blood surged in unrestricted. Veins that had been flattened pulsed to life, thickening along the underside and sides. Mark let out a low, guttural moan, his hips twitching involuntarily as the sensation bordered on pain—too much, too fast after so long in denial.

“Oh God,” he whispered hoarsely, his voice breaking. His eyes squeezed shut, tears prickling at the corners from the overwhelming rush. The penis straightened and lengthened before their eyes, growing from its imprisoned state to a full, rigid erection in mere seconds. It bobbed upward, slapping lightly against his lower abdomen with a soft thud, the momentum sending a string of precum flinging outward to land on the floor. Now fully engorged, it stood at attention—about eight inches long, thick and throbbing, the shaft a mottled red from the sudden influx of blood. The foreskin, which had been pinned back by the cage, retracted fully on its own, exposing the hypersensitive head completely. It glistened under the light, slick with a fresh sheen of clear fluid that dribbled steadily from the slit, pooling at the base and trickling down over his balls.

But the reaction didn’t stop there. As the cage tube came fully off, Emily set it aside and focused on the base ring—the thick metal band encircling the root of his penis and scrotum. Unlocked when the cage was pulled away, she opened it fully to free his scrotum entirely.

Freed fully at last, his penis reacted with unrestrained vigor. It throbbed visibly, each pulse making it twitch upward, as if celebrating its liberty. A fresh gush of precum oozed from the tip, thick and stringy, dripping down the underside of the shaft in slow rivulets that coated his balls. The entire organ strained, the head flaring wider, veins bulging like ropes. Mark’s hips bucked slightly, unbidden, his body instinctively seeking friction that wasn’t there yet. The ache in his balls eased fractionally with the removal, but the throbbing need only intensified, radiating up into his groin and lower belly like a fire that demanded to be quenched.

Barbara’s breath caught audibly. Her eyes widened again, fixed on the sudden, shocking erection bobbing in front of her son-in-law. “My goodness,” she whispered, unable to look away. “It’s… enormous like that. No wonder you keep him locked up. And the irony,” she added, almost to herself at first. Then louder, turning slightly toward Emily while still gazing at the straining organ in front of her. “The sheer, delicious irony. Look at this thing.” She gestured loosely toward his erection without quite touching it. “It’s huge. Genuinely… impressive. Thick as my wrist, long enough to make most women take a second look. And yet—” Her voice dropped into something drier, almost amused. “—he’s barely allowed to use it at all. Once a month. A single, pathetic little rub against your thigh while you paddle his backside. No penetration. No extracurricular activities. No stroking himself in the shower like a normal man. Nothing. Just… this monthly supervised humiliation session.”

She finally looked up at Mark’s face—his eyes glassy, cheeks blazing, lips parted on shallow, trembling breaths.

“You poor thing,” she murmured, and there was genuine pity threaded through the words, though it was laced with unmistakable satisfaction. “All that equipment… and it’s been reduced to a decoration. A big, desperate, leaking decoration that exists mostly to hurt when it tries to do what it was built for.”

Mark made a small, broken sound in the back of his throat. His cock gave a violent twitch at her words, another fat bead of precum welling up and sliding down the underside in a slow, obscene glide.

Barbara tilted her head, studying the fresh droplet as it traveled.

“See that?” she said to Emily, nodding toward the glistening trail. “He’s responding to being mocked. The more we point out how useless it is to him, the more he leaks. Pavlov would be proud.”

Emily chuckled softly, setting the device aside on the coffee table like discarded jewelry. She moved the paddle to the floor, picked up the baby oil, and settled into the spanking chair with a deliberate poise. She smoothed the fabric of her knee-length skirt once, twice, then gripped the hem and slowly rolled it upward in a single, fluid motion. Inch by inch, her creamy thighs were revealed—smooth, soft, and lightly tanned from summer walks. The skirt bunched high on her lap, stopping just short of indecency, but the thin white lace of her panties peeked into view at the apex, a bright hilight against pale skin.

Mark’s reaction was immediate and uncontrollable. His already-throbbing cock surged harder, lifting another fraction, the swollen head flaring as another thick, clear ribbon of precum welled up and spilled over, dripping in a long strand toward the floor. A soft, wet sound accompanied it as it broke and landed on the hardwood between his feet.

Those thighs—God, those thighs. For three years they had been the center of his universe, the only surface he’d been allowed to rub against, the only source of friction permitted to bring him to the rare, desperately needed climax. He had memorized every dimple, every subtle curve, the way they warmed under his weight, the faint scent of her lotion that lingered on the skin. They were his fetish, his obsession, his salvation and his torment. The sight of them bared, offered so casually in front of his mother-in-law, hit him like a physical blow.

His knees trembled violently. A low, broken moan escaped his throat—raw, animal, utterly shameless. His eyes locked on her lap, pupils blown wide, unable to look away. He shifted his weight foot to foot as he eagerly anticipated his full release.

Barbara, still on the couch with an excellent side view, let out a short, delighted laugh—rich and throaty, tinged with genuine amusement rather than cruelty.

“Oh my goodness, look at him,” she said, shaking her head in wonder. “He’s practically drooling, and it’s just your thighs! Poor boy’s staring at them like they’re the Holy Grail.” She leaned forward slightly, elbows on knees, studying Mark’s desperate fixation with open fascination. “I’ve never seen a man so completely undone by a pair of legs in my life. You’ve really done a number on him, Emily.”

Emily gave a small, satisfied hum at her mother’s observation, then uncapped the baby oil with a soft click. She poured a generous dollop into her palm, the clear liquid catching the light like liquid glass. Slowly, deliberately, she rubbed her hands together, warming the oil, then smoothed both palms down over her bare thighs in long, gliding strokes.

The scent of baby powder and faint mineral oil bloomed in the room—clean, innocent, and perversely erotic in this context. She worked methodically, coating every inch of skin from mid-thigh to the crease where leg meets hip. Her movements were unhurried, almost ritualistic. The oil made her thighs gleam, slick and inviting, the soft flesh shining under the living room lights.

Mark made a sound that wasn’t quite human—a choked, desperate whimper that rose from deep in his chest. His cock jerked upward violently, untouched, as though trying to reach her lap by sheer willpower. Yet another thick rope of precum spilt from the slit and stretched downward in a trembling strand before snapping and falling to the floor with a tiny, wet pat. His entire body was shaking now; his thighs quivered, his stomach muscles rippled with each ragged breath. His eyes were huge, glassy, fixed on the slow, sensual glide of her hands over that oiled skin like a man dying of thirst watching water pour over parched earth.

Barbara covered her mouth with the back of her hand, but the laugh still escaped—soft, delighted, almost giddy.

“Look at that,” she murmured, eyes sparkling. “He’s about to faint just from watching you oil your lap. I swear his poor thing is trying to climb out of his body to get to you.” She leaned back against the couch cushions, utterly relaxed now, one leg crossed over the other as though watching particularly entertaining television.

Emily smiled without looking away from Mark. “The Pavlovian response, as you said. He’s been very well trained, hasn’t he?” She picked up the bottle once more, squeezed another thick dollop into her palm, then beckoned with one glistening finger.

“Come here, Mark.”

He stumbled forward on unsteady legs, stopping right beside her chair so close that his dripping cock hovered mere inches from her oiled thigh. The heat that radiated off her skin was palpable. He was panting openly now, chest heaving.

Emily reached out with her slick hand and wrapped her oiled fingers around the base of his shaft.

The contact ripped a broken, keening moan from deep in his throat. His knees immediately buckled; he swayed forward, one hand shooting out to grip the back of the chair for balance while the other hovered uselessly in the air, fingers flexing with the desperate need to touch her but knowing he was forbidden. His hips jerked involuntarily, pushing his cock deeper into her loose, slippery grip.

Emily stroked once—slowly, firmly, coating every inch from root to glistening tip. The oil made obscene, wet sounds as her hand glided up and down. Mark’s head fell back; a long, shuddering whimper spilled from his lips. His balls drew up tight against his body, visibly pulsing with each heartbeat.

Barbara leaned forward, eyes bright with fascination.

“Careful now, darling,” she said to Emily, voice laced with teasing warning. “He looks like he might just spurt right there in your hand. One more stroke and you’ll have a mess all over you.”

Emily’s laugh was low and confident. She gave Mark’s shaft one last slow, twisting pull before releasing him entirely. His cock bobbed free, shining with oil and precum, twitching helplessly in the open air.

“Trust me. I know exactly what I’m doing, Mother,” she said, unruffled. “He won’t come until I allow him to. Isn’t that right, Mark?”

“Y-yes, ma’am,” he choked out, voice wrecked. “Please… please…”

Barbara nodded approvingly, settling back with a satisfied smile. “Well then. Carry on.”

Emily set the bottle down on the floor. She then picked up the small, thick wooden paddle with her right hand and held it up at shoulder height.

She patted her lap once with her other hand—firm, expectant.

“Over my knee, Mark.”

He didn’t hesitate. Legs trembling, he lowered himself carefully across her lap, positioning himself so his slick, oiled cock nestled directly into the warm, slippery valley between her thighs. The moment the underside of his shaft made full contact with that perfect, oiled cradle, he let out a long, broken moan and instinctively pressed forward, grinding once before he can stop himself.

Emily steadied him with one hand in the small of his back.

“Hands flat on the floor,” she ordered softly. “Feet apart. Bottom up. Be sure to give mother a good view.”

He obeyed instantly, spreading his legs, arching his back to present his bare backside. The position forced his cock deeper between her thighs; every tiny shift of his hips dragged the sensitive underside along slick, warm skin.

Barbara watched with rapt attention, chin resting on her hand, a small, pleased smile playing across her lips.

“Now, Mark,” Emily said calmly, “remember—Mother is watching every single smack. Let’s make sure she sees exactly how a naughty husband gets punished in this house.”

The first resounding CRACK echoed through the room as solid wood met bare flesh. Mark’s back arched; a sharp cry tore from his throat, and his hips jerked forward, dragging his slick length desperately along the smooth, unforgiving warmth of Emily’s thighs.

The paddle rose and fell again—CRACK!—landing with precise, stinging force on the opposite cheek. Mark’s body jolted, a strangled yelp bursting from his lips as the impact sent a white-hot bloom of pain across his skin. His hips bucked involuntarily, grinding his throbbing cock harder against the silky expanse of Emily’s thighs, the slick trail of precum and baby oil easing the frantic slide for only a moment before the next blow landed.

Emily settled into a steady rhythm at first, firm and measured, each smack deliberate and evenly spaced. The heavy oval back of the paddle bit into his flesh with crisp, resounding thwacks that filled the living room, the sound sharp and unmistakable. Mark’s bottom quickly flushed from pale to pink, the heat building layer by layer as he squirmed and gasped over her lap. His shaft pulsed against her skin, already leaking steadily, the desperate friction sending sparks of pleasure shooting up his spine.

Barbara watched from the couch, her teacup forgotten on the table, lips parted in rapt attention. Her initial shock had melted into something closer to wicked enjoyment; a small, appreciative smile tugged at the corners of her mouth as she took in the sight—her son-in-law draped helplessly across her daughter’s knees, naked and erect, his body jerking with every punishing stroke.

“Oh, Emily,” she murmured, voice low and amused, “you’re very good at this. Look how he jumps—straight into your thighs every time.”

Emily didn’t pause, but her eyes flicked to her mother with a glint of pride. She adjusted her grip on the paddle, shifting to lighter, quicker taps—rapid little pats that peppered his warming cheeks without the full force, just enough sting to keep the heat simmering. The change was immediate and deliberate. Mark’s cries softened into breathy moans; his hips began to roll in earnest, slow and rhythmic, humping shamelessly against the soft, yielding warmth beneath him. The slick skin-on-skin glide felt heavenly after a month of denial—each thrust dragged the sensitive underside of his cock along her thighs, the swollen head nudging past the far edge only to slide back with the next desperate push.

“Yes… oh God, yes,” he whimpered, voice muffled against the carpet, lost in the building pleasure. His balls swung heavily between his spread legs, tightening as the pressure coiled low in his belly. He was climbing fast, teetering on that delicious edge, every nerve alight.

Barbara chuckled softly, leaning forward for a better view of his frantic grinding. “He’s really going at it now, isn’t he? Like a dog in heat.”

Just as Mark’s thrusts grew erratic, his breath coming in ragged pants, his body tensing for the inevitable spill—Emily shifted again. Without warning, she brought the brush down in a brutal, full-armed CRACK! right across the tender undercurve where bottom meets thigh. The impact was vicious, the wood flattening his flesh before bouncing away, leaving an instant, blazing welt.

Mark’s back arched violently; a raw, shocked howl rips from his throat—“AHHH! EMILY!”—as pure agony exploded across his skin. His hips jerked forward in reflex, but the pain overrode everything, yanking him brutally back from the brink. His cock throbbed angrily against her thighs, denied, the near-orgasm fizzling into frustrated ache.

Emily didn’t let up. She followed with another thunderous smack on the opposite side—CRACK!—then a third, even harder, right on the crest of his already-stinging cheek. The blows came fast and merciless now, painting deep crimson patches across his bottom, the skin swelling under the onslaught.

Mark sobbed openly, tears pricking at his eyes, his body writhing over her lap. “Please—oww!—it hurts! I’m sorry—please!”

But Emily only smiled, easing off once more as his struggles subsided. The brush returned to those teasing, lighter taps—pat-pat-pat—dancing across the burning surface, just enough to keep the fire alive without overwhelming it. Mark’s sobs turned to shaky gasps; almost against his will, his hips began to move again, tentative at first, then bolder. The slick friction reignited, pleasure creeping back in despite the throbbing pain. He humped desperately, chasing that elusive peak once more, precum smearing thickly across her thighs.

Barbara burst into delighted laughter, clapping a hand over her mouth but unable to hide the glee in her eyes. “Oh, darling, you’re playing him like a fiddle! Look at that—he’s right back at it, humping away even after those wallops. Up to the edge… and then—wham!—you knock him straight off again. It’s masterful.”

Emily’s lips curved in a wicked grin as she glanced at her mother. “He’s learned to associate pain with pleasure. A little mercy, and he can’t help himself.” She demonstrated perfectly: the moment Mark’s thrusts quickened, his moans pitching higher, his balls drawing up tight—she unleashed another barrage. CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! The paddle bit savagely, overlapping previous marks, raising angry blisters on the tender sit-spots.

Mark wailed, kicking his legs helplessly, tears spilling down his cheeks now. “No—no—please, Emily! It’s too much!”

Yet even through the agony, his cock remained achingly hard, trapped between their bodies, twitching with every fresh sob.

The cycle repeated—again and again—Emily’s control absolute. Mild, teasing spanks that coaxed him higher, his frantic humping growing more abandoned each time, only for her to sense the exact moment he’s teetering and bring the paddle down with blistering brutality. His bottom transformed before their eyes: from pink to deep red, then to a furious crimson mottled with raised, angry blisters, the skin hot and swollen, shining under the lamplight.

Barbara watched every second, her laughter soft but frequent, eyes sparkling with vicarious thrill. “He’s crying now—proper tears! And still rutting against your legs like he can’t stop himself. You’ve got him perfectly trained, Emily. Absolutely perfectly.”

Mark was a wreck—sobbing, begging, his voice hoarse from cries—yet each time the pain ebbed and the lighter smacks returned, his hips betrayed him all over again, grinding with shameless, animal need.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of exquisite torment, Emily sensed the shift: his body trembling on the verge of collapse, his bottom a blazing, blistered ruin, his thrusts weaker but no less desperate. She leaned down slightly, voice a low purr near his ear.

“All right, darling. You’ve taken it beautifully. Come for me and Mother now.”

The permission was all he needed. She resumed the lighter rhythm—just firm enough to sting, not brutal—letting the heat feed the pleasure instead of snuffing it. Mark’s hips surged forward in frantic, sloppy thrusts, a broken wail rising in his throat as the long-denied climax crashed over him at last.

His cock pulsed violently against her thighs, thick ropes of cum erupting in powerful spurts, splattering hot and sticky across her skin and dripping to the floor below. He cried out—raw, guttural, utterly undone—body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through him, wave after blinding wave, emptying a month’s worth of conditioned frustration in one overwhelming flood.

Barbara exhaled a soft, wondering laugh as she watched the spectacle. “My word… look at it all. He really needed that, didn’t he?”

Emily stroked his scalding, blistered bottom gently with her free hand as the last shudders wracked his frame, letting him sag limp and spent across her lap.

“Yes, Mother,” she said quietly, satisfaction rich in her voice. “He really did.”

Emily set the paddle aside with a soft clack on the floor. She stroked his scalding rear lightly, almost tenderly, letting her fingertips trace the raised welts and blisters. The touch made him flinch and whimper, but he didn’t pull away.

“There, there,” she murmured, voice low and satisfied. “All done… for now. Do you have something to say to me, darling?”

Mark’s throat worked soundlessly for a moment. Fresh tears spilled as he pushes the words out, hoarse and broken.

“I’m… I’m so sorry, Emily,” he choked, voice cracking. “So sorry for cheating on you… for going to that massage parlor. It was disgusting and selfish and I hate myself for it. I betrayed you, and I’ll never forgive myself.” A sob caught in his chest. “Thank you… thank you for unlocking me tonight. Thank you for the spanking I deserved. And thank you… for letting me come. I needed it so badly. Thank you.”

Barbara watched from the couch, her expression attentive, one brow arched in faint amusement at the ritualized gratitude.

Emily’s hand continued its slow, soothing circles over his punished flesh. “Good boy,” she said softly. Then her tone shifted—firmer, almost playful. “But you’re not quite finished yet, are you?”

Mark stiffened instantly. His head lifted a fraction, eyes wide with renewed panic. “Em… please. No. Not… not that. Not in front of your mom. Please, I’m begging you.”

He tried to push up slightly, but Emily’s free hand pressed gently between his shoulder blades, keeping him in place.

“Mark,” she scolded, voice calm but edged with steel. “You know the rules. Cleanup duty is non-negotiable, and you’ve not being excused just because someone’s watching. Mother’s seen everything else tonight—there’s no point pretending modesty now.”

Barbara gave a soft, knowing chuckle. “He’s blushing even harder than when he walked in naked. Poor thing.”

Mark’s face burned crimson, tears streaming freely as shame flooded him anew. He whimpered, shaking his head against the carpet. “Please…”

Emily’s hand stilled on his bottom. “Enough,” she said firmly. “You’ll do as you’re told. Slide down and get started. Now.”

A broken sob escaped him. After a long, trembling moment, he obeyed. His legs felt like jelly as he slid off her lap, lowering himself awkwardly to his knees on the hardwood floor. The movement jarred his blistered rear; he hissed in pain, tears dripping from his chin.

Emily shifted slightly in the chair, parting her thighs just enough to give him access. The evidence of his climax gleamed wetly on her pale skin—thick, pearly streaks cooling across the smooth expanse he’d humped so desperately minutes ago. Smaller splatters dotted the floor beneath the chair.

Mark’s breath hitched as he leaned forward, face flaming. The scent hit him first—musky, unmistakably his own, mixed with the faint floral of her lotion. Shame twisted in his gut, but his spent cock gave a traitorous twitch at the intimate proximity.

He started with her thighs, as always. His tongue darted out tentatively, lapping at the nearest streak. The taste was salty, bitter, unmistakably semen—his own—and he grimaced, forcing himself to swallow with a visible shudder. Another broad lick followed, gathering a thicker ribbon that clung to her skin. He worked methodically, lips and tongue cleaning every inch, slurping softly despite himself as he sucked the cooling fluid from her warm flesh and swallowed again, throat bobbing.

Barbara, who had been watching in fascinated silence, suddenly let out a low, delighted laugh.

“Oh, Emily, do you hear those little gulps?” she said, voice rich with amusement. “Look at him—swallowing every bit like a good boy. Isn’t it ironic?”

Emily’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she glances at her mother. “Very ironic, Mom. And he does it so obediently.”

Barbara tilted her head, studying Mark’s bowed head as his tongue continued its slow, meticulous path along the inside of Emily’s left thigh. The wet, sucking sounds were unmistakable in the quiet room—small, reluctant swallows punctuating each pass of his mouth.

“He must have had plenty of experience, doing this for so many years,” Barbara said, almost conversationally, “yet looking at him now, you could swear it was his first time!”

Mark flinched at the words, shoulders hunching tighter. His ears burned scarlet; he kept his eyes squeezed shut, focusing only on the task, on not gagging, on finishing quickly so the humiliation could end.

Emily gave a soft, amused hum. “He still gets embarrassed every single month. Even after three years. It’s actually rather sweet.”

Barbara leaned forward, elbows on her knees, chin resting on laced fingers. Her gaze never left the top of Mark’s dark head as it moved between her daughter’s parted thighs.

“Do you suppose,” Barbara asked, voice lilting with curiosity, “that the taste is terribly unpleasant?”

Emily’s smile turned faintly cruel. She reached down and threaded gentle fingers through Mark’s hair—not pulling, just holding—guiding his mouth to a particularly thick streak that had dribbled almost to her knee.

“I don’t know, Mother,” she answered lightly. “I’ve never debased myself like that.”

Barbara let out a surprised, delighted bark of laughter.

“That’s an unusual arrangement,” she said, shaking her head in wonder. “In my understanding it’s usually the woman who has to swallow.”

Emily’s fingers tightened just slightly in Mark’s hair as his tongue faltered for a heartbeat. She gave a tiny tug—enough to remind him to keep going—then met her mother’s eyes with perfect calm.

“Well,” Emily said, “seeing as how I wear the pants now, I guess that makes him the woman.”

Mark froze for a split second at the words, a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over him. His cheeks burned hotter, tears spilling faster, but he didn’t dare stop. If anything, the pointed observation made his cock stiffen visibly again, rising half-hard between his kneeling thighs as he continued licking—long, deliberate strokes across her skin, gathering and swallowing each warm, sticky trace.

When her thighs were pristine, he lowered himself further—chest almost to the floor, blistered bottom high in the air—and began on the hardwood.

Small puddles and stray splatters marked where the excess had dripped. He lapped at them obediently, tongue dragging across the cool wood, slurping noisily as he swallowed each bitter mouthful. The position was utterly degrading—naked, erect again, crying openly while he cleaned his own ejaculation from the floor in front of his mother-in-law.

At last, Mark sat back on his heels, face flushed crimson, lips glistening, stomach churning with the evidence of his complete submission. His cock stood rigid once more, aching and untouched.

Barbara watched the final moments of Mark’s cleanup with undisguised fascination, one eyebrow elegantly arched. When he finally sat back, breathing hard through his nose, tears still tracking down his flushed cheeks, she let out a soft, thoughtful hum. She pointed one manicured finger at a small, glistening spot on the floor, right where Mark had originally been standing when the cage first came off—before he’d even crossed the room to Emily’s lap.

“Emily, darling,” Barbara said, her tone perfectly helpful, almost maternal, “I believe your husband has left another little… contribution… on the floor. Right over there.” She gestured with casual precision. “From when he was standing so obediently at attention earlier.”

Mark’s entire body locked rigid. His eyes snapped to the tiny wet mark she’s indicating—barely more than a dime-sized droplet—and the blood drained from his already scarlet face before rushing back twice as hot.

Emily followed her mother’s gesture, then looked down at Mark with mock disappointment, lips pursed in exaggerated disapproval.

“Mark,” she said slowly, drawing out his name like a disappointed teacher. “Really? You didn’t even notice?” She shook her head, tsking softly. “That’s very careless. Very naughty.”

“I—I didn’t—” Mark stammered, voice cracking. “I’m sorry, I swear I didn’t mean—”

Emily cut him off with a single raised finger. The gesture was small, but it silenced him instantly.

She leaned down, picked up the little hardwood paddle from where it rested on the floor beside the chair. The wood was still warm from use. She tapped it lightly against her palm once, twice—each soft thwack making Mark flinch.

“Chest down,” she ordered, voice suddenly cool steel. “Ass up. Right now.”

Mark whimpered—a small, broken sound—but obeyed without hesitation. He dropped forward lowering his chest all the way to the floor, forehead resting against the hardwood, arms stretched out in front of him. His punished bottom lifted high, the deep crimson surface still radiating heat, the worst of the blisters raised and angry. His knees spread automatically, presenting himself fully, cock hanging heavy.

Emily rose from the chair with deliberate grace. She stepped around behind him, positioning herself at a slight angle so Barbara had an excellent view.

“Two reminders,” she announced calmly, “so you learn to pay attention to where you’re dripping.”

The first CRACK! was vicious—perfectly placed across the tender undercurve of his left cheek, right where the skin is thinnest and most sensitive. Mark’s whole body jerked; a strangled yelp burst from his throat as fresh fire exploded across already ravaged flesh.

Before he could even draw breath, the second landed—CRACK!—mirror-image on the right, overlapping the first just enough to double the agony. The sound was shockingly loud in the quiet room, the impact flattening the swollen skin before it sprung back, leaving two perfect, livid ovals.

Mark sobbed openly, hips twitching, fresh tears splashing onto the floor beneath his face.

Emily crouched beside him, resting the warm paddle lightly across the small of his back like a threat.

“Now,” she said, voice deceptively gentle, “crawl over to that little mess you made when you were standing there so nicely at attention. Lick it up. And while you’re down there, you can thank Mother Barbara for being kind enough to point it out.”

Mark’s shoulders shook with humiliated sobs, but he nodded frantically against the floor.

“Y-yes, ma’am… thank you, ma’am…”

He began to crawl—slow, painful, bottom high and blazing, cock swinging heavily beneath him. Each movement dragged the tender, blistered skin of his backside, making him whimper with every inch. When he reached the original spot—the small, shining droplet Barbara had so helpfully noticed—he lowered his face to the hardwood.

His tongue darted out, tentative at first, then more firmly as shame and obedience took over. He lapped at the tiny puddle, the taste of his own precum sharp and humiliating on his tongue. He swallowed with a visible shudder, throat working, then gave the spot one last slow, thorough lick to make sure nothing remained.

When he finally lifted his head, cheeks streaked with tears, lips wet, he turned toward the couch where Barbara sat watching with bright, amused eyes.

“Thank you, Mother Barbara, Ma’am,” he whispered, voice hoarse and trembling. “Thank you for… for pointing out my mess. I’m sorry I was careless.”

Barbara smiled—slow, warm, almost fond.

“You’re very welcome, sweetheart,” she replied sweetly. “We can’t have you leaving sticky messes all over the house, can we?”

Emily regarded him with calm satisfaction. “Everything clean now?”

He nodded miserably, voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Emily.”

“Good boy,” she said, reaching for the chastity cage on the coffee table. The brass padlock glinted as she held it up. “Now let’s get you secured again before that thing causes any more trouble.”

Mark’s shoulders slumped in defeat, tears still slipping down his cheeks as he rose, waiting for the inevitable click that would lock him away for another long month.

Emily paused, her gaze directed pointedly to his groin. Mark’s erection throbbed visibly, standing rigid and insistent. Despite the exhaustion, the humiliation of his cleanup duty had reignited his arousal, making the shaft pulse with every heartbeat. His hands twitched at his sides, desperate to cover himself, but he kept them still, knowing better. His erection jutted out obscenely, bobbing slightly with every shift in position, pointing accusingly toward the two women.

Emily’s eyes narrowed, her voice laced with scolding amusement. “Look at this. You’ve just had your release—after begging like a desperate puppy—and already you’re hard again? What a greedy little thing you are. Can’t control yourself for even a minute, can you?”

Mark’s face burned anew, his erection giving an involuntary twitch at her words, which only made the humiliation worse. “I’m sorry, Emily,” he mumbled, head bowed. “I didn’t mean to… it just happened.”

She leaned back in the chair, crossing her arms with a theatrical sigh. “Oh, whatever shall we do with you? Here I am, ready to lock you away safe and sound for another month, and you’re standing there like a randy teenager, too swollen to even fit back in your cage. How inconvenient.”

Barbara stifled a chuckle from the couch, her eyes flicking between Mark’s throbbing member and her daughter’s composed expression. “He does seem rather… enthusiastic still.”

Emily tilted her head, studying Mark’s renewed erection with clinical detachment, as though it were a mildly interesting scientific specimen rather than her husband’s desperate, leaking cock.

“Mainly it’s just being out of the cage after being denied for so long,” she said conversationally, addressing her mother rather than the trembling man standing naked in front of them. “If I let him, he’d probably stay hard for hours and cum three or four more times tonight. He’s so backed up the second one would probably be almost as big as the first.” She gave a small, regretful shrug. “But that wouldn’t do at all. What kind of punishment would that be?”

Barbara made a sympathetic little moue, lips pursed in exaggerated pity.

“Oh, the poor darling,” she cooed, voice dripping with mock tenderness. “All that terrible, terrible need. Look at him—he’s practically crying again just thinking about being put away without another go.” She leaned forward slightly, elbows on her knees, studying Mark’s straining erection with the same gentle curiosity one might give a wounded animal. “Those poor swollen balls must be aching something fierce again already. And that sweet, desperate little head, all shiny and purple… it’s really quite tragic, isn’t it?”

Mark let out a broken, involuntary whimper. His cock jerked visibly at Barbara’s words, another thick bead of precum welling up and sliding slowly down the underside of the shaft before dripping in a long, trembling strand toward the floor.

Emily reached out casually and caught the falling droplet on two fingertips, then held them up so both women could see the glistening thread stretch and break.

“See?” she said to her mother. “He can’t even stop leaking long enough for me to get the cage back on. If I tried forcing it now, I’d just pinch all that tender skin and make him scream—and then he’d still be hard five minutes later anyway.” She wiped her fingers absently on Mark’s thigh, leaving a slick trail. “No. He doesn’t get to have another one. Not tonight. Not even close.”

Barbara gave a slow, understanding nod, her expression the very picture of maternal compassion.

“Of course not, darling. You’re absolutely right. He’s had his one allowed treat for the month—more than he deserved, really, considering what a naughty boy he was three years ago.” She clucked her tongue softly. “If you let him come again so soon it would just spoil him. Teach him entirely the wrong lesson. He needs to learn that pleasure is something you ration very, very carefully… like sweets for a child who’s been naughty.”

Mark’s knees trembled. A fresh tear slipped down his cheek. His erection hadn’t flagged in the slightest; if anything, the humiliating sympathy pouring from both women was making it throb harder.

Emily got a mischievous glint in her eye. “Mother, would you be a dear and fetch a bowl of ice cubes from the kitchen? We need to cool this boy’s ardor before he makes an even bigger mess.”

Barbara’s eyebrows lift in surprise, but she rose without hesitation, a small smile playing on her lips. “Of course, darling. Ice cubes it is.” She disappeared into the kitchen, the sound of the freezer door opening and closing echoing faintly. Moments later, she returned with a clear glass bowl half-filled with jagged, frosty cubes, condensation already beading on the sides from the room’s warmth.

“Here you are,” Barbara said, handing it over with a wink. “Should do the trick.”

“Thank you, Mother.” Emily took the bowl, sat, and set it on her lap for a moment, then gestured to Mark. “Come closer, darling. Hands behind your back—no fidgeting.”

Mark stepped forward reluctantly, his erection swaying heavily with the movement. Up close, the chill from the bowl radiated toward his overheated skin, making his balls tighten instinctively.

Emily selected the first ice cube with deliberate care—a small, sharp-edged one, already beginning to melt at the corners and drip coldly onto her palm. She held it up between thumb and forefinger so Mark could see it clearly, letting him register the frosty translucence, the way it glistened under the lamplight like something dangerous and inevitable.

“Now, hold still and relax your bottom, Mark,” she said softly, the command carrying the calm authority of someone who knew exactly how much resistance he could offer and how little it would matter. “This is going inside you. Nice and deep.”

Mark’s entire body clenched at the words. His eyes went wide, pupils blown with sudden panic. A high, incredulous sound escaped him—half whimper, half disbelieving laugh—as though his brain refused to process what she’d just said in front of her mother.

“N-no—Emily, wait—please—you can’t—” His voice cracked into something almost comical, a frantic, boyish protest that rose in pitch until it broke. His hips jerked backward instinctively, even though his hands remained locked behind his back. The movement only made his rigid cock slap wetly against his lower belly.

Barbara immediately burst into bright, delighted laughter, clapping her hands together once in sheer amusement.

“Ohhh, look at him!” she crowed, eyes sparkling with mirth. “Listen to that little squeak! You’d think we’d told him we were about to cut it off, the poor dear. He’s practically dancing in place.”

Emily didn’t smile, but the corners of her mouth twitched with satisfaction. She reached around with her free hand, gripping one scalding, blistered cheek firmly and spreading him open without ceremony. The sudden exposure made Mark yelp again—another absurd, high-pitched sound that only fueled Barbara’s laughter.

“Hold still,” Emily repeated, pressing the ice cube—already dripping—right against the tight, puckered ring of his anus.

The instant cold shocked him like electricity. Mark’s whole body seized; his back arched violently, a strangled, cartoonish “YEEEP!” bursting from his throat as every muscle locked at once. His knees buckled inward, then outward again; his hips jerked forward and back in a frantic, uncoordinated little dance. The ice cube, slick and melting, slipped just inside the first tight ring before he could clench hard enough to stop it. The freezing intrusion made his eyes bulge comically wide; his mouth fell open in a silent, horrified O.

Barbara doubled over on the couch, one hand pressed to her stomach as laughter rolled out of her in helpless waves.

“Oh—oh my goodness—the poor dear!” she managed between giggles, wiping at the corner of one eye. “Did you see his face? He looks like someone just goosed him with a live wire! Keep going, Emily—he’s practically doing a little jig!”

Mark’s voice came out in a series of broken, breathless squeaks. “C-c-cold—oh God—Emily—it’s—it’s freezing—please—take it out—please—”

Instead, Emily pushed gently but firmly with one fingertip, feeding the melting cube deeper. The icy block slid past the second sphincter with a wet little pop, vanishing inside him. Mark’s entire pelvis spasmed; his cock lurched upward so violently it slapped his stomach again with an audible smack. A long, keening wail rose from his throat—somewhere between agony and disbelief—as the cold began to radiate outward through his core, making his balls draw up tight and his shaft throb even harder in furious protest.

Emily withdrew her finger slowly, letting his clenching ring close around nothing, then selected a second, slightly larger cube.

She then pressed the next cube directly against the underside of his shaft, right at the base where it meets his body. The cold was immediate and shocking—a sharp, biting sting that made him gasp and flinch, his hips jerking back involuntarily.

“Ah! Cold—please, Em!” he yelped, fresh tears pricking his eyes.

Emily’s grip on his hip steadied him. “None of that. You brought this on yourself. Stay put.” She slid the cube slowly upward along the length, the melting ice leaving a glistening trail of water. The veins along his shaft stood out starkly against the sudden pallor as the blood vessels constricted from the chill. His erection began to wilt almost immediately, the rigid heat giving way to a numb, shrinking softness.

Not satisfied, she grabbed another cube and circled it around the swollen head, pressing firmly into the sensitive glans. Mark whimpered, his knees buckling slightly as the icy burn radiated deep into his core. “It hurts… oh God, it hurts,” he whined, but his voice cracked with the undeniable undercurrent of submission.

Barbara watched from her seat, arms crossed, a fascinated smile on her face. “He’s shrinking fast now. Look how it deflates—like letting the air out of a balloon.”

Emily nodded, methodically working more cubes over his balls next. She cupped them gently in one hand, lifting the heavy, still-swollen sac, and rubbed a fresh cube across the wrinkled skin. The cold seeped in painfully, making the orbs contract and pull tight against his body, the bluish tint from earlier deepening as circulation slowed. Water dripped steadily now, pattering onto the floor between his feet, each drop a tiny humiliation.

Mark’s breaths came in short, shuddering gasps, his body trembling from the assault. His once-proud erection softened further, retreating inch by inch until it was a limp, shriveled nub—cold, pale, and utterly defeated, barely a quarter of its aroused size. The head retracted slightly under the foreskin, slick with melted ice and residual fluids.

“There we go,” Emily murmured approvingly. “Much better. Now you’re ready.” She set the bowl aside, shaking excess water from her hands, and picked up the chastity cage once more. The steel components felt even colder now against her damp fingers—the base ring, a thick band of polished metal about an inch and a half in diameter; the cage itself, a short, curved tube of interlocked bars with narrow slits for ventilation, ending in a rounded tip with a small slit for urination; and the brass padlock, small but sturdy.

She started with the base ring. “Lift your balls for me,” she commanded softly. Mark complied with a sniffle, his fingers trembling as he gently lifted his chilled sac. Emily maneuvered the base ring behind his balls. The metal was icy against his skin, eliciting another sharp hiss as it settled into place at the root, encircling the base of his genitals snugly. She adjusted it carefully, ensuring the ring sat flat against his pubic bone, the cold steel pressing into the tender flesh and sending residual shivers up his spine.

Next, the cage tube. Emily aligned it with his shrunken member, slipping the tip of his penis into the opening. The bars were unyielding, the interior smooth but confining. She pushed gently but firmly, feeding his soft cock inch by inch into the tube until the head nestled against the end, the slit aligning with the drainage hole. His balls, still numb from the ice, hung below, pulled forward slightly by the ring’s position. The cage clicked into place against the base ring, the connecting pins slotting neatly into their holes with a faint metallic snick.

Mark winced as the confinement registered—the familiar tightness returning, his penis trapped in its diminished state, unable to expand even if the arousal tried to return. A few droplets of water from the ice clung to the bars, dripping slowly as the metal warmed to his body heat.

Finally, the padlock. Emily threaded the shackle through the aligned holes on the cage and ring, the brass gleaming. She pressed it closed with a deliberate click—the sound sharp and final, echoing in the quiet room like a sentence being passed. She tugged gently to test it, ensuring it was secure, the lock unyielding.

“There,” she said, satisfied, giving the caged package a light pat that made Mark flinch. “All locked up again. Safe and sound for another month.” She slipped the chain with the key back around her neck, tucking it beneath her blouse.

Barbara nodded approvingly. “Neat and tidy. He looks much more… manageable now.”

Mark stood there, defeated and sniffling, the cold weight of the cage a constant reminder as the ache in his bottom and the chill in his groin began to settle in for the long wait ahead.

Emily tilted her head, letting the silence stretch just long enough to make him shift uncomfortably.

“Is there anything you’d like to say to Mother, Mark?” she asked, voice deceptively mild.

Mark blinked, confused, his brow furrowing as he glances nervously between the two women. “I… what do you mean?”

Emily’s eyebrow arched. “Really? Nothing at all?” She turned slightly toward Barbara, who sat comfortably on the couch, legs crossed, watching the exchange with quiet amusement.

“Think carefully, darling,” Emily continued. “Mother has just spent the last half-hour watching you parade around naked, locked in your little cage, begging, humping my thighs like an animal, crying while I blistered your bottom, and then licking up your own mess from my legs and the floor. All of it. Every humiliating second.”

Mark’s mouth opened, then closed. Fresh color flooded his cheeks as the full weight of it hit him again.

Emily’s tone sharpened just enough to sting. “Don’t you think she’s owed an apology for having to witness your… little ritual?”

The words landed like a slap. Mark’s shoulders hunched; his eyes dropped to the floor. He swallowed hard, the cage giving a faint, betraying tug as his body reacts to the renewed shame.

“Y-yes, Emily,” he whispered.

He turned slowly toward Barbara, hands awkwardly at his sides. His voice is small, trembling, barely audible.

“I’m… I’m very sorry, ma’am,” he began, the formal address making it somehow worse. “I’m sorry you had to see all of that. It was… inappropriate and embarrassing, and you shouldn’t have had to watch me like that. Naked and… and doing those things. I’m sorry for putting you through it.”

Barbara regarded him for a long moment, her expression unreadable at first. Then the corner of her mouth lifted in a slow, almost gentle smile—not cruel, but unmistakably entertained.

“Well,” she said at last, voice warm but laced with dry humor, “that was quite a show, I’ll give you that. Not every mother gets to see her son-in-law in such… vivid detail.” She paused, letting her gaze flick briefly to the cage before returning to his flushed face. “But I’ll survive. And honestly?” She leaned forward slightly, her tone conspiratorial. “It was rather educational. I had no idea marriages could be managed quite so… firmly these days.”

Mark’s head remained bowed, the humiliation absolute. He managed a weak, “Thank you, ma’am,” unsure whether he was being forgiven or teased—or both.

Emily’s smile widened, a glint of mischief returning to her eyes as she watched him squirm. She let the moment linger, then spoke again, her voice light but deliberate.

“Actually, Mark… there’s one more thing.”

He lifts his head just enough to meet her gaze, eyes wide with fear. “Please… Emily… no…”

She gestured vaguely toward the hallway that led to their bedroom. “We’re not quite finished with tonight’s ritual, are we? There’s still the final part—the bedroom discipline. The part where I make sure you’re properly… reminded of your place before sleep.”

He shook his head frantically. “Em—no, please. Not that. Not tonight. Not with… with your mother still here. I’m begging you.”

His voice cracked on the last word, hands clasping together in front of his chest as if in prayer. Fresh tears threatened at the corners of his eyes.

Barbara, who had been reaching for her teacup again, froze. Her brows lifted in unmistakable intrigue. “Bedroom discipline?” she repeated slowly, savoring the phrase. “There’s more?”

Emily turned to her mother with a casual shrug, as though discussing the weather. “Oh, yes. The spanking and release are only part of it. After he’s locked back up, I like to finish the evening with a proper pegging. Keeps everything in perspective—reminds him exactly who owns that bottom, and who gets to enjoy penetration in this marriage.”

Barbara’s lips parted in a soft “oh” of genuine surprise, followed almost immediately by a slow, appreciative smile. “A strap-on dildo, you mean? My word, Emily. You really do have everything covered.”

“Well, it’s not as though there’s no cock in this marriage,” Emily said, voice silky. “Mine’s just bigger—and I’m the one who gets to use it.”

Mark’s face flamed scarlet.

“Mark,” Emily continued sweetly, “tell Mother Barbara whether you take your wife’s cock willingly every month. Be honest now. No stammering.”

Mark’s throat worked convulsively. His lips parted, closed, parted again. When the words finally came, they were barely above a whisper, cracked and shaking.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” he said to Barbara, though his eyes never left Emily’s. “I… I take it. Every time. Willingly.” A fresh tear slipped free and tracked down his cheek. “I need it.”

Barbara exhaled slowly, the sound somewhere between surprise and dark delight.

“Need it,” she repeated, tasting the phrase. Then, softer: “My goodness.”

Emily released his chin and patted his cheek once, almost fondly.

“He does,” she confirmed. “By the time we get to the bedroom he’s usually so wrung out from crying and coming and cleaning that the fight’s already gone out of him. But even on the nights he’s still sniffling and begging me to skip it—” She shrugged one shoulder. “—he bends over the moment I tell him to. Spreads himself. Arches his back. Says ‘please’ like a good girl. Because deep down he knows it’s the only time he gets to feel anything inside him at all. The only time anything gets to move in him. And after three years… well. Let’s just say his little hole has learned to greet my cock like an old friend.”

Mark made a small, mortified sound—half sob, half whimper—and his knees wobbled dangerously.

Barbara studied him for several long seconds. Then she turned back to Emily, voice conversational.

“And how… large… is this strap-on of yours, darling?”

Emily’s eyes sparkled.

“Eight inches,” she said simply. “Thick. Realistic. Veined. With a nice fat head that pops past his ring and makes him squeal every single time—no matter how many months we’ve done this.” She paused, then added with perfect innocence, “It’s actually about the same size his own cock gets when he’s unlocked and leaking for me. Funny coincidence, isn’t it?”

Barbara let out a soft, incredulous laugh.

“Poetic justice,” she murmured.

Emily then turned to Mark, her voice calm and matter-of-fact. “Upstairs, darling. Go to the ensuite and clean out that little bottom of yours thoroughly. If there’s any mess tonight when I take you, you’ll get the paddle again first thing tomorrow—understand?”

Mark’s face burned scarlet. He nodded once, throat tight. “Yes, Emily,” he whispered, then turned and hurried up the stairs without looking back, bare feet silent on the carpet, the chastity cage swaying heavily with each step.

Emily watched him go, then turned to her mother with a small, tired smile. “Well, Mother… goodnight. Sleep well.”

Barbara rose from the couch, eyes still bright with the evening’s revelations. She stepped close and pressed a soft kiss to her daughter’s cheek. “Goodnight, darling. That was… quite an education. Sweet dreams.”

Emily chuckled quietly. “You too.”




Barbara headed down the hall to the guest room, closing the door behind her with a gentle click. She did her toilette, put on her nightgown, and slipped under the covers. She turned off the lamp, and lay back in the darkness, listening.

After a few minutes, a low, muffled whimper drifted through the wall—Mark’s voice, already trembling—as Emily pressed in slowly, filling him inch by inch with the thick strap-on.

Barbara heard as the headboard began to tap against the shared wall. Gentle at first, then steadier, rhythmic. Thump… thump… thump. Each thrust drew a broken sound from him—soft sobs that rose into choked, helpless whimpers, his body rocking forward with every deep drive.

Barbara breathed slowly, eyes closed, letting the sounds paint the scene: her daughter in the harness, hips rolling with calm authority, claiming him completely.

The tempo built—faster, harder. The headboard knocked insistently now, a steady, insistent thud-thud-thud that filled the quiet house. Mark’s sobs grew louder, more desperate, raw and wordless, muffled into the pillow.

Emily’s voice cut through once, low and commanding: “That’s it… good girl… take every inch… this is what you need, isn’t it?”

The rhythm surged, urgent, unyielding. The headboard pounded against the wall, wood meeting plaster in a quick, forceful cadence.

Mark’s sobs turned into a continuous, broken keening—shuddering, gasping cries. Emily’s breathing quickened, growing ragged, small gasps slipping out between the steady drives.

The headboard kept its rhythm, faster now, almost frantic.

A soft, rising moan from Emily—low at first, then higher, tighter—until it crested into a sharp, shuddering cry of release. Her orgasm rolled through her, clear and unmistakable even through the wall: a long, trembling “Ohhh… yes…” that lingered in the sudden stillness as she held deep inside him, riding the aftershocks.

Silence fell.

Only the sound of Mark’s quiet, hiccupping sobs, soft and exhausted, drifted through the plaster.

Barbara smiled faintly into the dark, turned onto her side, and closed her eyes.

And so, another month begins, she thought to herself.
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