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Three Blistered Boys

The Christmas holidays were Ruth's favorite time of the year. The pressures of running the farm eased for a couple of weeks, as did the workload. She was able to spend time with her sons, Edward and Tomas, who would come home from college, and with her husband, Ted. They all would decorate the house while she baked cookies and cakes.

But this Christmas promised to be even more special. Ruth's older sister and his husband had to go out of state on a business-vacation trip for the last two weeks in December, and Albert, their twenty-three-year-old son, not wanting to spend the holidays alone, was coming to stay with Ruth's family. And she was happy; she loved and thought the world of her nephew.

It was arranged that Albert would arrive on the 18th, the same day Ruth's sons got there from college. The news was greeted with opposing feelings by Edward and Tomas. 19-year-old Tomas couldn't wait for his cousin to arrive. To him, Albert was everything his brother and he weren't. The two were plain farm boys, just of average height and kept fit more by working in the fields than by training in sports. Blond and handsome Albert, on the other hand, was tall and had an athletic build. He went to college, too, and not some small community college like the two brothers. Albert was about to graduate from a primary university, and he was also the captain of the football team. Tomas thought he was the smartest, bravest boy in the world.

The 21-year-old Edward didn't hold his cousin in such high esteem. He liked Albert but thought he was stuck up and conceited, and a bit spoiled, too. His cousin was an only child, and his parents pampered him. Anything Albert wanted, he got. Ted and Ruth assigned chores to their sons, and they had to work for what they had, but Edward doubted Albert had ever washed a car in his life. And the clothes he wore, Edward couldn't remember ever seeing Albert in anything but designer clothes.

Despite his misgivings, once Albert was there with them, Edward greeted his cousin warmly. At supper that evening, he listened while Albert went on and on about college and the football team, almost bragging about his accomplishments. Tomas sat transfixed at the table, waiting for his every word, and Ruth was enamored, telling him how proud everyone was of him. Even reserved Ted showed some sign of interest in those recounts.

The next several days were busy. Albert helped with the Christmas preparations, and Edward noted he had an influence on Tomas. Instead of the usual plain farm appearance, he began taking care of himself, shaving and changing clothes every day. Ruth was impressed. "I'm glad to see you're finally starting to take some pride in your appearance," she complimented her youngest son.

A few days before Christmas, the boys helped Ruth with the shopping. They went from store to store, buying groceries and presents. Edward was beginning to warm up to Albert. He was particularly taken with the way his cousin had pitched in to get ready for the social. Sure, there was the occasional conceited comment, but Edward overlooked them. And Ruth was in heaven, Tomas, Edward, and Albert were acting like brothers, and she couldn't have been happier.

On Christmas Eve, a big breakfast warmed them all up and prepared them for the big day ahead. As soon as Edward had helped his Mother finish the dishes, the baking started. Soon, the house was filled with the aroma of cookies and cakes in the oven, while carols played on the radio. The family had a light lunch together. Everything was nearly done when Ruth asked Ted to accompany her down to town to leave a basket of cookies for the vicar and the boys to please finish setting up the room.

Once husband and wife left, Tomas and Edward began setting the table, but Albert disappeared from the living room. When he returned, minutes later, his cousins nearly dropped when they saw a marijuana cigarette in his hand.

"Let's go out to the barn and smoke," the 23-year-old suggested.

Edward and Tomas exchanged shocked glances. Ted and Ruth strictly forbade even smoking cigarettes, let alone something like...that!

"Where did you get it?" Tomas asked, his voice tinged with excitement.

"I brought it with me from college. Don't tell me you've never smoked a joint? C'mon, let's go to the barn. Aunt Ruth will never know."

Tomas took a few steps towards the back door.

"Where are you going?" Edward demanded. "You've never even smoked a cigarette! Mom will blister your bottom if she ever finds out!"

"Oh, don't be such a goody-two-shoes!" Albert chastised. "You're 21 years old, old enough to do what you want! If you want to be a baby, go right ahead! Stay in here if you want! Let's go, Tomas!"

Tomas turned back to his brother, "Yeah, you're a baby, alright! And a chicken, too!"

He and Albert walked out the door.

Edward's ears burned. Ever since he was a little boy, he'd been called a "goody-two-shoes", and he hated it. Now his brother and cousin were calling him that, too. Well, he'd show them. Maybe it was time to take a chance and walk on the wild side, he thought, so he followed them outside.

In the meantime, Ted, in his truck, was shaking his head. How could Ruth forget her purse? Annoyed, he pulled back into the driveway and stopped in front of the house. Ruth got off and went inside. It was deserted. The table was half done, and the pots and pans were still dirty in the sink. She went upstairs. There was no sign of her sons and nephew.

In the meantime, Ted, seated in his truck, heard loud, coughing sounds, as if someone were almost gagging. They were coming from the barn. He got off the truck and heard more coughing and laughter. 'What is going on in there?' He asked himself. He directed where the sounds came from, the barn door flew open, and three stunned teenagers gasped when they saw Ted standing there. Edward and Tomas looked panicked, while Albert, with the joint dangling from his fingers, just looked stunned. The joint dropped from his hand, igniting some straw at his feet, but the brothers quickly smothered the flames with the soles of their boots.

It was then that Ruth, having found her purse, was coming out of the house and saw the barn doors open. She went there to be greeted by three cowering figures before a mad Ted, anger almost spitting from his eyes.

"I think it's high time you teach your sons some discipline," the mad farmer said to Ruth, concluding the recount of what he had seen happening over there.

Ruth was absolutely livid! She couldn't believe that her sons and Albert smoked pot.

"Get in the house this instant!" She barked, and with her face red with rage, she followed them to the house.

"Don't you dare move!" She gave a command when they got to the kitchen.

Two terrified young men and an embarrassed one stood frozen while Ruth went upstairs to the master bedroom. On top of her dresser was an old wooden hairbrush. Similar in style to the one her own Mother had wielded so successfully when she and her brother were growing up. This one hadn't been used to warm an errant backside for some years now. But that was about to change. The steaming Mom picked it up, tapped her palm with it a few times, and went back down.

Downstairs, Albert, Edward, and Tomas were deathly silent. The two brothers knew their Mother and feared what she would do. Tomas was trying desperately to think up an excuse Ruth would buy. Maybe if he blamed Albert, it wouldn't be so bad. He didn't really believe it would work, but it was worth a try. Edward was cursing himself for allowing to be talked into joining the other two. The 21-year-old tried not to think about the possible consequences, although he knew they deserved whatever they may be. Even Albert was worrying. This was the most trouble he'd ever been in, and he didn't know what to expect from his angry Aunt.

The brothers' hearts started pounding when Ruth returned, hairbrush in hand. There was no doubt what she had in mind, especially after she pulled a chair from under the table and placed it in the center of the kitchen.

Instinctively, Tomas's hands moved to his posterior while his brother gasped for breath.

"No, Mama...please!" Tomas pleaded.

"Don't you even try to get out of this, young man," said Ruth as she took her youngest son by the arm, pulled the struggling boy to the chair, and seated herself. Tomas screamed apologies and promised never to do it again, but deaf to his frantic pleading, his Mother bent him over her lap and with a swift move she dropped his pants to mid-thighs

"No, Mama! I'm sorry! I don't need a spanking!"

Disregarding the pitiful pleas, Ruth pulled Tomas's underwear all the way down too, baring his snow-white, chubby buttocks. Without so much as a word, the hairbrush exploded across his squirming behind.

SMACKKK!

"NO MAMAAA! AIEEEE!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Tomas wailed as his bottom reddened and caught fire. Ruth and his hairbrush visited every inch of the tossing backside, lighting blaze after blaze on his son's buttocks. For four solid minutes, the angry Mom spanked, pausing not once. The flat back of the hairbrush made several trips down the back of Tomas's thighs, leaving red oval welts in its wake. But the severest damage was reserved for the base of Tomas's buttocks, where a crop of gray blisters was raised. Added to the angry red that covered his backside, it was evident that this was a spanking he would remember any time he tried to sit in the next few days.

Once it was over, and the sobbing Tomas was helped to his feet, both of his hands shot back to his bare, smoldering posterior, only to be pulled away from those flaming orbs. His bottom hurt too much to even rub! He then tried to pull his undies and pants up, but even that was impossible. His bum had swollen up to a bigger size, and amid a fresh stream of tears, he realized that the only thing he could do was take his underwear and pants completely off and stand there bashfully.

"Edward, march yourself over here," Ruth ordered to her trembling oldest son.

White like a sheet, with both hands firmly planted on the seat of his jeans, Edward approached Ruth. Even if he didn't remember exactly the last time his Mother had used her horrible hairbrush on his bare bottom, deep inside him, Edward knew he deserved that spanking, if only for being foolish enough to get involved in that nonsense. But to say that he was looking forward to it was out of the question. Edward knew his Mother well; it wasn't easy for her to take out the hairbrush, but when she did, there was hell to pay. And the ordeal his younger brother had just been submitted to had confirmed all his fears. His eyes filled with tears even before he was put across the maternal lap, and once there, the waterfall broke, and he was openly crying while his jeans and boxers were pulled down to his knees. The last thing he remembered before the hairbrush descended was feeling a cool breeze on his vulnerable, bare buttocks.

A raging fire soon replaced the breeze on his bottom cheeks. The pale-white skin reddened quickly under the hot barrage of the hairbrush spanks. Tears flooded his cheeks as the temperature soared in his backside. Any trace of pride vanished, Edward kicked his feet and sobbed just like his younger brother before him, more than that, like a six-year-old brat on the receiving end of a strict maternal punishment.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"BWUHAHAAA! MOMMYYY! ARGHGHGGG! AIEEEEE!",

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The screaming did no good whatsoever, and Ruth kept smashing down the scalding back of her hairbrush, flattening, in turn, the wobbling buttocks and top of thighs of her older son. When his spanking was over, Edward, too, had a complete beet-red rear end and a blistered sit-spot.

Once back over his trembling legs, Edward didn't even try to rub his smoldering bottom. He just stood there, with his jeans and boxers around his calves, one hand trying to cover his hardened manhood, and the other drying the tears and snot from his face.

Ruth then pointed the hairbrush at her nephew.

"Get over here, young man!"

Albert, already devastated after seeing his cousins get spanked, slowly shuffled to his Aunt.

"I'm sorry for causing all... all of this..." the young man began to say, but was silenced by a wave of Ruth's hairbrush.

"Be quiet, you have no right to apologize, not yet anyway. Look what you've done to your cousins," and the angry Aunt pointed to the two figures still sobbing with their bare, wounded bottoms on fire. "If you were my son, you'd get the same as them and more... but since you're not, well, I'm going to call my sister and tell her what happened. And tomorrow you'll be taking a bus home!"

Albert turned pale when he heard those words. He was expecting a brand new Mustang as a graduation gift, but if his parents found out what had happened on the farm, he could probably kiss that dream goodbye. And then there were Edward and Tomas... he would never be able to look them in the eye again if he got away with just a phone call home after they had been punished so severely.

So he plucked up his courage and said, "Auntie, I'm really sorry and...I don't want to cause any more trouble for you or my parents, who are enjoying their vacation...and besides, it doesn't seem fair that I get off scot-free while Tomas and Edward...Well, what I'm trying to say is…would you like to punish me, here and now, and put an end to all this matter?"

Ruth stared at her nephew's pale face. She could see fear and confusion there, but also a hint of guilt.

"Are you sure about what you're asking me, Albert?" she asked doubtfully. "You've seen what happens to young men who misbehave in this house. Don't think I'll go any easier on you just because you've never been punished like this before."

"No, Auntie, I don't expect it. I...I know I deserve what I'll get,"  Albert managed to answer with a knot in his stomach.

"Okay, then. This is long overdue, and you will learn not to bring the evil of dope into my house. Over you go, NOW!"

Without other ado, after hearing those dreaded words, the trembling college boy draped himself over his Aunt's ample lap. He blushed in embarrassment at the baring of his bottom and buried his face in his hands. Then, suddenly, without any other warning,

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Albert received his first spanking, and it was a sound, smoldering one.

Ruth applied the hairbrush long and hard to his nephew's behind, causing the 23-year-old to howl and scream like a baby just from the start.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

His hips tossed, and tears ran down his face as the brush turned his bottom into an inferno.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"ARGHGGG! AHAWHWWW! I'M SOOORRRYYY AUNT RUTH!"

Albert screamed in anguish while his shoes drummed on the floor. He, too, like his cousins, was turned into nothing else than a six-year-old being sternly corrected by a maternal parent, blubbering and uttering incomprehensible and pitiful pleads.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"ARGHGHGGG! I'M SUORRYYEEE! BWUAHAHAAA!"

Only when a suitable crop of blisters had been raised on his already crimson and purple bottom cheeks, Ruth helped Albert to his feet. Modesty didn't matter to the well-spanked college boy as he stood sobbing and wailing in front of his Aunt, giving a still-crying Edward and a teary-eyed Tomas a look at his welted and blistered backside and at his shamingly hardened manhood. He kicked his jeans and boxers out from his ankles and pranced around, his face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with tears and snot. Wailing to the ceiling, he shouted to his Aunt how sorry he was for having been a bad boy and to his cousins, expressing his sorrow for having involved them in his misdeeds. Edward and Tomas stood mesmerized, looking at the show their sophisticated cousin was offering.

Ruth let Albert do his frantic 'well-spanked-boy-dance' for a couple of minutes, then started to deliver a scathing lecture on the evils of smoking drugs. The three boys stood facing her, their bottoms hurting even more now than they did when they were being spanked.

"Go to your rooms and stay there until I call you," Ruth finally ordered.

Albert found out that, after such a smoldering blistering, walking was nearly unbearable. As soon as he got to his room, he wiped the tears from his eyes and sat down on the edge of the bed. "OHHHHHH!", he moaned when his bottom touched the mattress and he was on his feet in a flash. Tomas and Edward experienced the same painful reactions, and all three boys soon discovered that the only comfortable position was lying face down on the bed.

Each boy was shamed beyond belief. Doing something they shouldn't, was bad enough, but being spanked on the bare bottom like misbehaving little children, and in front of each other on top, was worse. Edward was especially ashamed, and when he gently peeled down his jeans, which he had struggled to raise before going up to the room, and saw the swollen red color of his bum and the grey blisters on his sit-spot, he broke down again.

Around midnight, Ruth called the boys downstairs. Albert, Edward, and Tomas, now in their pajamas, hobbled into the living room, grimacing with each painful step. Their eyes were red and puffy from crying. Beneath their pajama pants, three crimson bottoms continued to sizzle and glow, still hurting too much to rub.

While the Christmas tree shone in the corner, Ruth told them they were excused from church services that evening. She knew from experience that sitting on the hard pews would be next to impossible with blisters on their sit-spot.

"You should be ashamed of yourselves for having to miss church tonight," she lectured sternly. "I should make you sit on your blistered bottoms anyway, but I won't."

The well-spanked trio, thankful for the reprieve, nodded. Sitting down was the last thing in the world any of them had on their minds. In fact, they were expecting the seats of their pajama pants to burst into flames any second.


Randall And Derrek

"Please, Mommy…give me another chance, please!"

It was Friday evening when 23-year-old Randall, holding his pajama-covered buttocks in his hands, shamelessly pleaded in front of his Mother.

Frowning at her only son, Brenda tapped the shiny, oval paddle in her other palm.

"I already gave you another chance. What did I say last time I found you watching those disgusting sites on the internet? What did I say I would do?"

Still keeping protectively his round bottom in his hands, the boy gulped, unable to say a word.  

"I ASKED YOU A QUESTION, YOUNG MAN!"

"You…you said you would tan my bum until I won't sit down for a week," in barely a whisper, the boy finally answered to his determined Mother, blushing furiously.

"Your BARE bum," rectified Brenda with the robe left open that gave a glimpse of her short, sheer nightgown. "Come with me," the buxom, 44-year-old blond ordered, grabbing her son's forearm and taking him to his room with her.

Only a few moments passed since the door was closed behind the stunning middle-aged lady and the short, plump boy when the unmistakable sound of wood smacking bare boyish flesh filled the house, along with Randall's painful wails and crying.

It had been two months since Randall returned to live in his Mother's house. Eight months earlier, after graduating from a local college and finding a job in an insurance agency, he decided it was time to try to live by himself and break the umbilical cord that, at his age, still bound him to his Mother, who had raised him practically alone since she divorced her husband when Randall was 9 years old. 

It didn't last long.

It was not easy for a young man whose Mother had always done everything for him to care for himself and an apartment. Mainly since Brenda, in addition to pampering him in any daily chore, had always guided his life with a firm hand.

Left by himself, Randall soon found himself lost, and with no more of the strict motherly boundaries he had always had, his life went down a nasty slope. Soon, his apartment resembled a pigsty. His clothing was unkempt, even dirty at times, to the point that the agency director called him out for it. He always ate junk food so that his body, not precisely athletic as he had always been quite lazy, turned plump. Of course, Brenda noticed all that but tried to put up with it because, deep down, she wanted her son to emancipate himself from her and finally take charge of his life as a responsible member of the community. Things had gone on like that for six months, and finally, Brenda could no longer bear to see her son living like that and ordered him to return home.

Randall obeyed. Not only because he was used to obeying his Mother, but also because obeying her allowed him to do something he had wanted to do for a long time. In fact, although he felt he had failed, deep inside, Randall was relieved that Brenda had taken charge and that he was once again under his Mother's care and direction. At the same time, being under his Mother's care meant that it was her Mother's rule again, and he was well aware of that.

Since Randall remembered, an oval paddle about the size of a big hairbrush had been hanging from a hook in the kitchen. It wasn't just hanging there for show. Brenda had always used it vigorously to teach Randall burning life lessons. This was a source of great embarrassment for Randall because, in addition to the obvious shame of being spanked like a brat at his age and the searing pain that Brenda's corrections always caused, there was also another shaming thing. Every time Brenda took the paddle off the hook, and he was required to unbutton, unzip, and lower his pants and underwear, he had an erection that sprang out the minute it was freed from the confines of his underwear. His Mom didn't seem to care, but it caused the big boy great embarrassment.

That Friday bedtime, having finished her maternal correctional duty, Brenda opened Randall's bedroom door and went out, leaving him with his pajama bottom ruffled around his feet, lying on his tummy on his bed, frantically rubbing his blazing, swollen buttocks and bawling like a toddler. She went to hang the paddle on the hook in the kitchen when she heard the phone ring.

"Yesterday evening, Aunt Rhonda called. Today, she and Derrek will come to stay with us for some days," said Brenda to Randall while they were seated at the breakfast table.

It was Saturday morning, and as always, the pretty lady was perfectly dressed and made up to go and open her fashion boutique. That morning, she wore a red sheath dress, which brought out her still voluptuous figure, with protruding breasts, generous hips, a nicely rounded butt, and slender but muscular legs.

"Uncle Bill must leave town for a few days, and Derrek is home from college for the holidays, so we decided they would spend some days here. I look forward to seeing Rhonda again, not to mention Derrek. He will be a man by now. My nephew is so cute! You must ensure you have space to set up the bed for the guests. Derrek will sleep with you, while Aunt Rhonda will stay in the guest room. Your room had better be cleaned up and have space to accommodate him. Am I understood?"

Seated on a fluffy pillow with a still-aching bottom, in his pajamas since he did not work on Saturdays, Randall raised his eyes from the whole-grain cereal and low-fat milk, no-sugar bowl, the breakfast his Mother prepared for him every morning to control his weight.

"Okay, Mom," he answered, trying to finish his tasteless food.

Although they lived in the next town over, Randall didn't see his cousin or his Aunt and Uncle very often. And he didn't look forward to it. Aunt Rhonda was a plain, stocky woman with no particular attractiveness, and at nineteen, Derrek was an athletic and handsome young man bordering on arrogance. Apart from that, Randall was afraid that having them at home for a few days, they would discover that Brenda still treated him as if he were a kid.

Aunt Rhonda is indeed Mom's sister, Randall thought, but I don't believe Derrek is still being spanked, assuming he ever was. He couldn't see his athletic cousin getting on his Mother's lap bare-assed. Of course, Aunt Rhonda would have been able to do that. At 42, she was quite a large, powerfully built lady. Her black hair was kept short, and her plain face was crowned with two lively brown eyes. She didn't work and usually dressed simply, with polo shirts that fitted quite tightly on her ample, maternal bosom, their short sleeves only just wide enough for her strong house-working woman's arms, and jeans or knee-length skirts that wrapped her wide hips, prominent butt, and meaty thighs.

In short, the two sisters couldn't be more physically different, and Randall was sure they would be different even in their approach to discipline. He right then vowed to himself that while they were there, he would be at his best so as not to let Aunt Rhonda and Derrek know the shameful truth about how Mom still punished him.

"Where have you been until now? Didn't I warn you that we would leave soon to visit Aunt Brenda?"

With her hands on her wide hips and tapping her foot on the floor, Rhonda scolded, pressing on her son.

"I'm sorry, Mom…I just went for my usual morning run." Sweaty and wearing a soggy tee and shorts, Derrek backed up in front of his angry Mother. "I hurry to take a shower and get ready, okay?"

"Not so fast, young man," said the powerfully built woman, grabbing her son's forearm and making him turn around quickly.

"I don't like it when you don't listen and don't do as you are told."

With that, Rhonda raised her big arm in the air and then smashed her broad, work-hardened housewife's palm on the back of Derrek's strong, muscular, bare left thigh.

SLAPP!

"AHAAA!"

Again, the irate Mother raised her hands and quickly let off a flurry of meaty, hard palm smacks on her son's sweaty back thighs.

SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK!

"OUCHH! AHAWW! MOOOM! OHOWHWW! AHAWHWW! YOU MADE YOUR POINT! AHAWWW! I'M SORRY!"

Derrek's pitiful pleadings fell on deaf ears.

SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK!

Only when poor Derrek's thighs had assumed a flaming red hue and the skin bore the puffy marks of her handprints overlapping all over did Rhonda stop the brisk correction. By then, the athletic young man was comically dancing from one foot to the other, with tears streaming down his chin, and promising his 'Mommy' he would always listen to her from then on.

"Now move, go to the bathroom, and get ready. And no stalling, or you will do the trip on a hot bottom, young man!"

Rubbing frantically the flaming red backs of his thighs, Derrek hurried into the bathroom and headed for the shower. Turning on the water, he stepped in and felt his body relax in the downpour. Soaping himself up, he started massaging his roasted thighs. Suddenly, he felt himself becoming aroused. Under the shower steam, breathing heavily, his hips and pelvis started to tilt forward and backward with the sliding, pumping strokes of his hand on his hard, stiff manhood. Feeling the heat of his battered flesh and remembering the shame of being treated like a little kid at his age, it took just a few strokes of his soaped hand to make him come with a violent spurt.

As he dried his muscled quarterback body, Derrek was in turmoil of emotions. It had happened again, and he couldn't understand why. Having his legs fiercely slapped, being treated like a small kid…not to mention when his mighty Mom put him on her big lap and spanked him till his buttocks resembled two hot coils; why did all that make his body react in that shameful way? Just thinking about it, his penis got hard again. So shameful! And now he and Mom were about to spend some days at Aunt Brenda's.

Even if he didn't see her often, Derrek had always had a crush on his buxom, blond, sophisticated Aunt. She was so different from his plain, strict, stocky Mother. And he was sure that she would never treat Randall the way his Mom treated him. He vowed to himself that he would be at his best while they stayed there so as not to let Aunt Brenda and Randall know the shameful truth about how Mom still treated him.


Two Shameless Cousins

“Is that a spanking paddle, Randall?” Derrek asked, snickering and pointing at the wooden paddle hanging on the dining room wall. 

It had been a couple of hours since he and Rhonda arrived at his Aunt’s house, and he was taking the tableware from the kitchen cupboard and helping his cousin set the table for dinner in the living room.

“Oh…that? Mhm, yes. Mom keeps it there because she is fond of old things. Of course, it has not been used for a long time,” answered Randall, trying to act nonchalantly.

Indeed, the flush on his face left Derrek wondering if he was telling the truth about it no longer being in use. But they were called to the living room right then, and Derrek let the argument of the paddle drop. Better not to discuss that kind of thing before his Mother. God forbid it should come to light, in front of his beloved, sophisticated Aunt and bumbling cousin, the shameful truth about his own relationship with childish punishments.

The dinner and evening passed peacefully. However, Derrek’s mind kept going to the punishment instrument hanging in the kitchen. Just the idea of his voluptuous Aunt holding it menacingly made his cock hard...and a lump in his throat from shame.

It was probably that tumult of emotions that made him commit such foolishness. At about midnight, after watching an action movie, while Randall was in the bathroom washing his teeth, and Rhonda and Brenda were still chatting downstairs, he snuck into Brenda’s room, opened her drawers, and, having found her underwear, stole a pair of pink lacy panties.

As the boys got ready that night, Randall watched in jealousy as Derrek shed his jeans and went to bed in his boxers. He admired the way the cotton clung to his athletic buttocks and his half-mast cock that looked far bigger than his lean dick. He felt like a little boy as he climbed quickly into his bed, wearing his pajamas on his chubby body.

“Randall, may I ask you something?” Asked Derrek once they both were in bed.

In the semi-darkness of the room, under the covers, he had removed his boxers and, after smelling the scent of Brenda’s panties, was stroking his big manhood in it. 

“What?”

“How long has it been since your mom last spanked you?”

“OH! I don’t even remember it...a long time,” Randall lied. “Why do you ask?”

“Just curious. It is unusual to see a spanking paddle hooked on a wall. It’s even stranger that it stays there for beauty and is not being used.”

“I told you, Mom is fond of old things, that’s it,” Randall said with growing apprehension and irritation for the nosy cousin.

“Okay, if you say so…Indeed, Aunt Brenda can confirm this when I ask her tomorrow,” Derrek said as he continued to stroke his rock-hard penis.

“Why do you have to do such a thing?” Randall’s voice rang out fearfully in the semi-darkness of the room.

“I told you, curiosity...Besides, I’m sure Aunty doesn’t like liars.”

Randall’s stomach clenched as he realized that he was trapped. He had to admit the shameful truth. If he didn’t, his cousin, who treated him with a condescension that bordered on arrogance, would ask his Mother about this so that the truth would come out anyway and even more humiliatingly.

“Okay, I still get spanked. Are you happy?” Randall said, nearly hysterical.

“Does she take your pants down? Does Aunt Brenda make your fat bum sting?” asked Derrek, smiling while he kept stroking his dick in Brenda’s panties.

“Yes, she always spanks on the bare, and it stings like nothing business,” Randall admitted, defeated.

Despite the boy’s cheeks burning with shame, being forced to confess about how his Mother corrected him made his lean dick turn hard like marble. He, too, pulled down his pajama pants and started to stroke his manhood.

“Do you cry? Does Aunt Brenda turn you into a weeping little boy?” More and more aroused, Derrek kept asking while he felt his dick to the point of exploding in the silky softness of Brenda’s panties.

“Yesss…I cry…like a little boy…” Derrek almost shrieked, and feeling his own cock pulsing in his hand, he reached for one of his socks to spurt in it, as it was his costume since puberty. 

“Do…do you plea and beg to be let off?”

“OHH! Plenty…please Mommy, please, give me another chance, please, don’t spank my b…bottom.”

Imagining his 23-year-old cousin, with his pants and underwear lowered, his fat bottom bare, pleading in front of his attractive, buxom Aunt, Derrek’s massive manhood came in Brenda’s panties with a violent spurt.

At the same time, remembering the times he had been precisely in that situation, Randall’s lean dick too shot a violent spurt in his sock.

“What the hell is this?” Rhonda said to herself, picking up the semen-encrusted sock from under Randall’s bed.

It was Sunday morning, and Brenda had gone for her morning run; Randall was in the bathroom getting ready, and her son Derrek was already at the breakfast table. Even though she was not at her own home, her housewife’s habit of tidying up rooms first thing in the morning made her go up to the boys’ room to tidy up. And now she had found...this.

Right then, Randall returned to his room after using the bathroom.

“Young man, would you like to tell me what this is?”

Randall widened his eyes and swallowed, looking at his Aunt holding his cum-encrusted sock with two fingers and a disgusted expression.

Since the cleaning lady only came on Mondays through Fridays, no one usually cleaned his room on Sundays, so he had not bothered with the dirty sock under the bed.

“Were you using this sock to play with your penis?” The outraged Aunt demanded of the boy standing awkwardly before her.

Unable to deny the evidence, Randall blushed deeply, staring at his feet. Rhonda threw the socks back on the floor, grabbed the boy’s forearm, and half-turned him around.

SLAPP! SPLATT!

She delivered to her nephew’s pajama-covered buttocks two of the hardest slaps Randall had ever received.

“AHAW! AHAW! Aunty!”

“Don’t you ‘Aunty’ me, you shameless boy. How can you do such a thing at your age? Didn’t your Mother teach you better? I really have to talk to my sister about this. I can’t believe she allows her son to do these shameful things.”

“If you want to know, Aunty, Derrek did the same! And with a pair of my Mom’s panties!” Randall shouted, ashamed, embarrassed, and on the verge of tears.

“Look at me? Are you telling the truth?” This time, it was Rhonda’s turn to blush.

Crestfallen, Randall nodded, gently rubbing his slapped buttocks under the pajama fabric.

“DERREK! COME HERE THIS INSTANT, YOUNG MAN!” Rhonda shouted at his son, who was down in the kitchen.

“Have you stolen one of your Aunt’s panties?” The raging Mom asked Derrek once he was in the boys’ bedroom.

“How could you think that I did such a thing?” The boy answered, trying not to blush too much.

“Randall said that; now I want the truth. Is he lying, or are you?”

“Don’t deny it. I saw you with a pair of women’s panties in your hand!” Said Randall, locking eyes with Derrek, who now looked terrified.

Wow, Randall thought, it seems that finally, even the arrogant Derrek will be put down a notch…and if I can read correctly, the fear in his eyes suggests that he is not such a tough guy in front of his Mom!

“Where are these panties you were talking about, Randall?”

Randall pointed to Derrek’s backpack.

“Take it off and give it to me, Derrek,” she demanded.

“Mommy…please…” Derrek started to blabber.

“I SAID TAKE IT OFF AND GIVE IT TO ME!”

Trembling like a leaf, Derrek hurried to obey his Mom’s order, and soon, Rhonda had under her disgusted gaze her sister’s panties crusted with her son’s sperm.

“This is disgusting. This is… outrageous. How dare you do such a vicious thing?” She asked Derrek, then turning to both, “Two almost adult boys playing with your penis like two pimply teenagers. What a shame!”

With her face red and angry, the sturdy Mother went to sit on Derrek’s bed.

“Come here in front of me,” she ordered her son, clapping her thick hand on her meaty thighs, left bare by the shorts she wore. Then, she directed her nephew, “You stand there and watch closely.”

Randall stayed where he was not only to obey his Aunt’s order but also because he had no intention of missing the show. Indeed, it was evident that his athletic and arrogant cousin was about to be punished like a brat. And Aunt Rhonda seemed more than up to the task, with those arms of a woman accustomed to physical labor, her broad hands, and her lap forming a perfect fleshy platform on which to lie. It was also evident that Derrek was aware and well accustomed to all that, judging by the terrified expression on his face.

“Pull your pants down!” Rhonda ordered her son.

“No, Mom, please! Please…give me another chance…don’t spank my bottom!” Derek begged with his hands already on the fly of his jeans.

“THIS IS NOT OPEN FOR DISCUSSION, YOUNG MAN. PULL DOWN YOUR PANTS AND UNDERPANTS!”

Derrek sobbed, fumbling with the button and then the zipper of his pants.

“Down to your feet! All the way! Underpants, too!” Aunt Rhonda ordered, pulling the hem of Derrek’s shirt up and giving Randall a full-frontal view of his cousin’s massive erection.

She then pushed the boy firmly down on her lap, smashing his rock-hard penis against her bare, meaty thighs. She pressed firmly against her son’s back, pulling his shirt up, exposing him from the pants around his ankles to his shoulder blades.

Randall noticed how Derrek’s round, muscular buttocks contrasted milky white with his tanned back and legs to form the perfect target for his Mother’s punishing fury. Then he saw Rhonda raise her arm and smash her housewife-hardened palm down, flattening her son’s right buttock.

SPLATTT!

The smack of her palm caused Derrek to jump and flinch.

“You have disgraced yourself, young man. You are going to have your buttocks spanked till you won’t sit down!”

That said, the stocky woman raised her hand again and began to let a heavy rain of smashing spanks fall on Derrek’s bottom.

Before the punishment started, Randall thought Derrek’s spanking wouldn’t be that painful because Rhonda would use only her hand to chastise him and not a paddle like his Mother did. But once his stocky Aunt started furiously slapping her broad palm down on her son’s bare bottom, he realized how wrong that thought had been. WOW, that woman’s hand worked like a wooden board on her son’s meaty hillocks!

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

“WHAHAAAAAA!”

Derrek alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady slaps of his Mother’s hard palm meeting his tender, boyish flesh. 

SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAPP! SPANK!

“PLEASE, MOMMY…PLEASE IT HURTS!”

Before Randall’s astonished eyes, the angry Mother continued to spank Derrek’s upturned cheeks without slowing down. Her lips were pursed, and her brow was furrowed, with the concentration of delivering a correction that could not be forgotten soon. She spanked Derrek’s bare buttocks and the upper part of his thighs again and again and again, driving the burning sensation higher and higher while Derrek bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

“WHAHAAAA! AHARGHGGG! BWUAHAHAAA!”

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP!

“WHAHAHAAA! AHAWHWHWWW! IT HURTSSS SOOO BADDD!”

With his dick at full mast, Randall saw his Aunt Rhonda’s hand smack from the top of her son’s buttocks to his knee hollows, turning the boy’s flesh a bright, livid red. Under the unrelenting rain of splatting spanks, Derrek was squirming, kicking his legs, sobbing piteously, his eyes shut, his face covered with tears and snot, and his mouth opened wide. It was clear that, overwhelmed by the unbearable sting in his rear end, he felt nothing more than a bad little boy.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK!

“WHAHAHAAA! PLEASE, MOMMY! WAHAHAHAAA! PLEASE, NO MORE MOMMYYYY! BWUAHAHAHAAA!”

Having noticed that she had achieved her goal of turning her bad-behaved son into nothing more than a sorrowful little boy once again, Rhonda relented her correction.

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

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

SPANKKK!

“Are you going to touch yourself there again, you bad boy?”

“WAHAAA! NOOO! NO MOMMY! I WON’T! I SWEAR! I’LL BE GOOD! I PROMISE I WILL BE!”

SPANKKK!

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

“WHAHAHAAA! YES! YESSS! I PROMISE I WILL, MOMMY! ALWAYS!”

SPANKKK! SPANKKK! SPANKKK!

“Okay, this lesson was for abusing yourself. Once your Aunt Brenda is back, we will address the issue of you stealing her panties. Stand up and move over that corner! Keep your pants right where they are. I have to take care of your shameless cousin.”

Randall shuffled over towards the wall, his hands rubbing his bottom frantically, not seeming to care that his exposed, rock-hard penis was bouncing around wildly as he did.

Once Derrek had his nose to the corner, Rhonda’s attention turned to Randall.

“You, come over here!”

Widening his eyes, gulping, and holding his plump buttocks in his hands, Randall uttered, “ME?”


A Pitiless Aunty

Once Derrek had his nose to the corner, Rhonda's attention turned to Randall.

"You! Come over here, now!"

Widening his eyes, gulping, and holding his plump buttocks in his hands, Randall uttered, "m…me?"

"Don't stall, young man. Get over here and pull your pants down," Ronda ordered her nephew, petrified with fear. "What did you think? I'll spank your naughty bottom too, you know!"

"But, Aunt Ronda, can't… can't we discuss this? I…I mean, I'm 23 years old..." Blabbered Randall with a voice broken by the terror of what he had just seen happen to his poor cousin's rear end.

"Discuss?" Ronda almost barked. "Discuss what? How does an almost-adult boy play with his penis like a horny, disgraceful teenager? Discuss this shame. Is this what you want?"

Derrek looked at the sturdy woman still seated on Derrek's bed with her bare, fleshy lap awaiting him, with eyes already full of tears. He felt like he was on the verge of throwing up, in part for shame, in part for fear.

"I said come here in front of me," Ronda repeated to her nephew, pointing to the spot before her with her thick index finger. "And pull your pants down, NOW!"

"Please, Aunty! Please, give me another chance, Aunty. Don't spank my bottom, Aunty, please!" Dismissed any attempt to stand against his Aunt's will and act with some dignity, Randall started to childishly beg while he inserted his fingers in his overall waistband.

"Well, down to your feet and underpants too!" Rhonda ordered, reaching out and pulling the hem of Randall's shirt up, thus discovering the boy's lean erection.

"I don't know what happens to you boys. It seems that being scolded, bared, and soundly spanked makes your willies get hard. Tsk, tsk, so silly!" The imposing woman said, staring at her nephew's hardened manhood and shaking her head.

She then made Randall bend down on her lap, smashing his lean, hard dick against her bare, meaty thighs. She pressed firmly against the boy's back with her strong left arm to hold him down. Once she had her nephew in the required spanking position, she noticed how his bottom was different from her son's. Instead of being tonic and muscular, Randall's buttocks were broad and fleshy; they swelled up like two meaty hillocks separated by a deep crease. They were candid, but just on the sit-spot, they showed a minor, very faint bruising, a clear reminiscence of a recent paddling.

"I see that you are really a bad boy. My sister had to paddle your bottom recently, hadn't she?"

"Uh...oh...yes, Aunty," came Randall's shameful admission.

"When did it happen? And what for?"

"Mhm...it has been Friday evening, Aunty," said Randall, draped over the sturdy woman's fleshy lap, rubbing a little his hardened penis against her meaty thighs.

"What for?"

"Be...because I watched forbidden sites on the internet."

"For sure, some disgusting pornographic site, right?"

"Yes, Aunty, but...Mommy already made me sorry for that!"

"I'll make you sorry, you nasty boy!"

As soon as his powerful Aunt said that, Randall sensed her raise her arm, and suddenly, her thick palm smashed down, splatting on his chubby right buttock.

SPLATT!

OMG, thought Randall, her hand is as hard as Mom's wooden paddle but heavier!

SPANK! SPLATT!

"AHAWHWWW! Aunty, please..."

SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK!

In no time, Ronda was spanking heartily, raising her arm to the ceiling and letting fall a heavy rain of branding spanks on the plump buttocks of the boy draped on her lap.

SPANK! SPANK! SPLATT! SPANK!

"BOHOHOOO! BWUAHAHAAA! AHAWHWWW!"

In no time, Randall's bottom was smoldering under that fierce attack. The poor boy was howling loudly, sobbing deeply, and begging pitifully. At the same time, the room was filled with the sound of the crisp, steady slaps of Ronda's hard palm meeting tender, boyish bum flesh.

SPANK! SMACK! SPLATT! SPANK!

"AHAWHWWW! PLEASE, AUNTY, PLEASE! BOHOHOOO! IT STINGS, IT BURNS!" Came Randall's desperate pleading.

But Ronda had been pleaded with too many times by a very contrite and sorrowful Derrek to care about Randall's begging. Unmindful of her nephew's desperation, she continued to spank his upturned buttocks without slowing down, concentrating on delivering a lesson that would be remembered every time the poor boy tried to sit for the next few days. She spanked from the top of his plump buttocks till the upper part of his chubby thighs again and again and again, driving the burning sensation in his rear end higher and higher while the poor, well-spanked boy bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SPLATT! SPANK!

"BWUHAHAAA! BWUAHAHAAA! BOHOHOOO!"

SPANK! SPLATT! SPANK! SMACK! SPLATT!

"WHAHAAA! BWAHAHAAA! BWUAHAAAAAA!"

Under the uninterrupted flurry of hard palm spanks, the boy's skin turned a bright, livid red all over the buttocks and the top of his thighs. Ronda observed how her nephew's already generous rear end had swollen up to an even bigger size, the two round buttocks resembling a pair of dull red balloons. Still, sensing that a bit more was needed to really drive the lesson home, she kept up her rhythm, raising her arm high and letting fall her thick hand with metronome accuracy.

SPANK! SPANK! SPLATT! SPANK! SPANK! SPLATT!

"WHAHAAA! AUNTYYY! WHAHAAA! IT HURTS SOOO MUCH! BWUAHAAA! PLEASE, NO MORE AUNTY! BWUAHAHAHAAA!"

Randall was sobbing piteously, his eyes shut, his face covered with tears and snot, and his mouth opened wide. Over the knee of that strong, stocky lady, he had been turned into nothing more than a well-spanked, sorrowful little boy. His poor rear end stung so much that he was convinced his buttocks had caught fire and he would not be able to sit ever again.

Only then did the pitiless Aunt stop the onslaught of hand spanks and retrieve her locking arm from Randall's waist.

Immersed in the searing pain rising from his butt to his brain, the well-spanked boy did not immediately realize that his branding spanking was over. He remained draped over Ronda's lap, with tears falling down his blushing cheeks to the floor, his smoking bottom shaking up in the air, and his still hardened manhood rubbing against his Aunty's bare thighs.

Only after a few minutes, once his wailing had subsided to a calmer sobbing, did Ronda make him rise to his jelly legs with an admonishing, "Let this be a lesson to you!"

As soon as he was standing, Randall sent his hands to grasp big handfuls of his swollen, badly burned buttocks. Oblivious that he was showing his Aunt the comic show of his lean, rock-hard penis bouncing all around wildly, he did the time-honored, well-spanked-little-boy dance, hopping up and down before her half-amused eyes.

As she had waited for his frantic crying to subside, Ronda let him do his frantic dance for a while. She then rose from the bed and went to her son Derrek in the corner. Grabbing his ear made him leave the corner, then she grabbed her nephew's ear as well and dragged them both down the stairs.

The two red-bottomed boys shuffled towards the living room, hampered by the garment ruffled around their ankles. Once there, Ronda placed them in two different corners of the room, each facing the entrance door.

"Stop rubbing your bottoms and keep your hands folded behind your back," Ordered Ronda. "And don't say a word until I say you can. We are waiting for Brenda to come back from her run. We will let her know your awful conduct and show her the results of your sinful actions!"

Randall and Derrek stood in their corners with their arms obediently crossed on their back. Ronda occasionally came into the living room to check that the two bad boys were not trying to rub their smoldering butts while she finished tidying up the house,

A good half hour passed before Brenda returned from her morning run. Sweating, with her hair tied back in a ponytail, wearing a T-shirt and bike shorts that left nothing to the imagination, the beautiful forty-ish lady entered the house and was amazed at the sight before her. Her son and her nephew stood in the corners like two well-punished little boys, each one sporting a prominent erection and a pair of red, burned buttocks.

The two boys shuddered when they heard Brenda come in. They both were ashamed beyond belief. While Derrek's crying had stopped entirely, and he only sniffled now and then, Randall was still quietly sobbing. He had just received the worst spanking of his life, and his fiery rear end was killing him.

"But...Ehi, what happened here?" Brenda asked, staring at that image of old-fashioned domestic discipline.

She approached Randall and observed the state of her son's bottom closely. Wow, it had never been so swollen-red and painful-looking, she thought with a hint of admiration for the job that her sister had evidently done in her absence. She even patted the swollen mounds lightly, feeling the heat emanating from them.

"AHAW...Mom...please don't. It stings so very much, Mommy," was Randall's winy reaction to even that soft maternal touch.

Brenda then turned her attention to Derreck. Her nephew's bum was more or less in the same state as her son's, but what caught her attention was his engorged manhood. It was huge, far bigger than Randall's, and pointed proudly as hard as a flagpole to the ceiling.

"I'll tell you what happened, sys," Ronda said, arriving in the living room at that moment.


An Affectionate Aunty

Brenda was taking her sweaty running clothes off in front of the bathroom mirror, mulling over what Ronda had revealed to her in the living room about Derrek and Randall. The two cousins' actions were shameful, and her sister had done well to punish them severely. There was still the fact about Derrek, though: the theft of her panties.

Ronda told her that she had waited for her return to punish her son for the stealing and had asked if she wanted to take care of it herself. Brenda thanked her and said she would. She could hardly let it slide that the bad boy had sneaked into her room and gone through her underwear. And what for? To perform lewd acts with one of her more intimate undergarments. Moreover, even if she could hardly admit it even to herself, the idea of having such a cutie over her lap gave her thrills up her spine.

She entered the shower, inhaled the steam, and bent over to pick up a bottle of bath soap on the tiled floor. She poured a generous amount of soap on the sponge and started rubbing her body. She lathered her breasts, then down over her belly. Her thoughts went to handsome Derrek in the corner of the living room, sporting such a cute, well-punished pair of muscled boyish buttocks and that massive manly erection. She parted her full thighs, and with slow, gentle circles, she slid the sponge up and down between her legs. With closed eyes, she rubbed her puffy lips, letting out a contented sigh. She turned and let the shower spray on her breasts; she felt her nipples harden. She sprayed lower, washing her legs and feet, then turned off the water and got out of the shower.

With a small smile, she thought again about the task that awaited her, toweled herself dry, put on her robe, and tied it loosely at her waist.

Meanwhile, the two mischievous boys had been excused from the corner and were in their room.

While Derrek, who had removed his pants and underwear altogether, was on the bed with his spanked bum up in the air in anguish over what still awaited him, Randall shuffled over to the mirror.

It was hard to walk with overall pants around his ankles, but he wasn't ready to pull them up yet. He wanted to see the results of the session over his mighty Aunt's lap. Turning his back to the full-length mirror, he glanced over his shoulder. He was not surprised to find that his fat bottom was glowing a flaming, sore-looking red. Both buttocks were swollen and uniformly smoldering, without a pale spot showing. Even the fatty portion under the edge of his bottom had been very soundly spanked and now showed a solid crimson color. 

He reached his hand back tentatively and touched his backside; the heat emanating from it was evident. As was evident a need for his hardened dick to have some relief. But he was careful not even to touch his engorged manhood. He knew that in that state of arousal, the mere touch of his hand would make it erupt violently, and God forbid that Mommy or his terrible Aunty would come into the room and notice it.

So he lay down on the bed, too, letting his overall pants at mid-thighs so that his smoking rear could cool down. He remained sulking on his side so that his lean overexcited dick didn't rub against the bed so as not to have unwanted results.

For his part, Derrek was assaulted by strong, conflicting emotions. He was embarrassed beyond words that his lovely, beautiful Aunt Brenda, the woman he had had a crush on since he was a toddler, was aware of his shameful action and of how his Mom still treated him like a little kid.

As if embarrassment was not enough, there was fear for what lay ahead. He had heard Mom and Brenda talk about how he and Randall had been punished for their mutual session of masturbation, but how he deserved more for the stolen panties.

And how that was left to his beloved Aunt!

How could he endure another spanking on his already burned bottom? How could he go over her lap like a little naughty brat and look at Brenda in the eyes again? And mainly, how could he rest his manhood over Brenda's buxom thighs without disgracing himself?

It was amid those dilemmas that Derrek heard the bedroom door open and his Mom come in.

"You two, with me, now!"

Having just experienced his Aunt's terrible wrath, Randall hurried to obey, raising his overalls on his swollen bottom and winching at the fabric's touch with his overheated skin. 

Derrek, grasping in his hands his still sore buttocks, started to plead pitifully: "Please, Mommy, do I have to? I have already been punished, Mommy. Please, my bottom really, really stings bad, Mommy. Not another spanking, Mommy, pleeease."

"Oh, shut up, you bad boy! You deserved what you got, and sure, you deserve more for your inexcusable act of lust. I had never felt so ashamed in all my life, and in front of my sister! Now move if you don't want me to slap your rear end down the stairs to the living room."

Faced with the prospect of being rear-slapped till down to the living room, Derrek, too, hurried out of bed and made his walk of shame downstairs naked from the waist down.

With her wet hair wrapped in a towel, wearing only her bathrobe tied loosely that showed almost all her generous bare bosom, Brenda was waiting for them in the living room. An amused glare was painted on the buxom woman's lips when she saw the handsome nephew descending the stairs half bare, red-faced, and still sporting his outstanding erection, escorted by his stern-faced Mother and with Randall following them.

"I don't intend to scold you about your evil action," said Brenda once her nephew was in front of her. "I don't want to shame you more than you already are. But I don't intend to let you off the hook either. For your misdeeds, you will be punished with the paddle. Severely punished."

After saying that, she pulled a chair out, opened her bathrobe below the belt showing her beautiful, shapely legs, sat down, and, with no further delay, pulled the nephew over and across her bare, silky lap. She could feel the massive, rock-hard manhood of the boy pressed against her thighs, and a thrill of pleasure ran from her spine till between her legs.

"Get me the paddle, Randall," she then demanded of her son.

Walking funny, in part for the pain he was feeling in his bottom and part because he tried not to show off the bulge in his pants, Randall walked to the kitchen and towards the paddle, took it off the hook, turned, and returned to his Mom, handing her the tool of bottom discipline.

Derrek half-turned his head and looked at his Aunt with moist, puppy-dog eyes in search of a late forgiveness. He didn't find one and closed his eyes when he saw Brenda's arm go up.

Brenda brought the oval, shiny, wooden paddle down hard, straight across Derrek's bare right buttock.

SMACK!

"YEOOOUCH!"

Stronger and more muscular than his fatty cousin Randall, Derrek's reaction to the paddling wasn't different, thought Brenda. He was sobbing by the time she had started.

The first swat across his already-warmed bottom felt like instant fire to poor Derrek. He instantly yelled out and began crying. There was no holding it back; he was in pain, and he showed it.

Brenda wasted no time bringing down the next swat on the crown of her nephew's left buttock, just as hard as the first. By the third swat, which fell on his already sore bottom in rapid succession, Derrek was crying like a little boy—better say, like a little girl.

Brenda laid that paddle down hard all over his cute, muscled bottom and the back of his strong legs. Derrek was jumping on her bare thighs with each new swat, but the determined Aunt held him in position while she continued to paddle him. The burning pain shot through the contrite boy's entire body. It seemed to last forever.

SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Brenda spanked Derrek's right buttock several times, then his left buttock, then back across the center of his swollen, flaming red rear end. Derreck's poor bottom was stinging awfully as he looked up and saw, through his tears, his cousin watching the whole show, just loving it.

He saw Randall reach down and rub his crotch and saw the bulge in his pants. And he, too, amid all his pain and shame, was aware that his rock-hard dick was humping his chastiser's soft thighs as he frantically moved over his pretty Aunty's lap and was screaming and crying like he was dying.

The sounds of the shiny, oval paddle smacking boyish bare flesh rang out throughout the entire house. Derrek's yells and cries came loudly after each smack he received. The pain was so intense! His entire backside was like exploding as Brenda paddled him soundly on each buttock and then down on the top of each thigh. She even paddled the insides of his legs good and hard. It felt like every square inch of his bottom and legs was on fire.

At that point, Derrek wasn't even thinking about his Mom and his cousin watching him getting his paddling for stealing his Aunty's panties. He didn't think about the shame of being paddle-spanked half-bare like a little kid over his beloved Aunt's lap. He almost didn't think about the excruciating pain he was experiencing. He just rubbed his rock-solid member over the silky thighs of Brenda until his cock felt like it was about to explode.

Not realizing that her nephew was near to shaming himself by coming on her lap, Brenda didn't relent in the paddling. And then it happened; Derrek's spasm-hardened cock erupted in copious spurts onto Brenda's bare thighs.

"OH!" Brenda said in surprise, stopping to chastise her nephew's livid red and swollen buttocks, "Okay...let this be a lesson to you. Stand up!"

She dropped the paddle on the floor and guided Derrek to stand on his jelly legs. As soon as the boy was off her lap, she grabbed the hem of her bathrobe, and with a swift movement, she covered her thighs soiled by Derrek's cum so that Ronda and Randall did not realize what had happened.

The sore-bottomed boy stood on unsteady legs. He was beyond shame and could hardly look at his Aunt. In contrast, Brenda returned his gaze with an expression of amusement, and Derrek read a complicit understanding in her eyes. 

Misunderstanding Brenda's blushing cheeks as exertion and being Derrek's shamed look camouflaged by his tears and snot-covered cheeks, Ronda didn't understand anything of what passed between them. She looked at her son's beaten rear end and saw that it was burning with the fire of pure hell; she seemed to see smoke rising from those poor buttocks turned to hot coals. With maternal affection, she gently caressed her punished son's back and reassured him that his correction had ended.

Overwhelmed by all those mixed emotions, Derrek hugged his Mother, put his face on her bosom, and cried all his tears of sorrow in there. She let him do for a while, then, keeping him hugged, she escorted the well-punished boy to the bedroom. Derrek followed them, trying hard to hide his prominent bulge.

Once the two boys were back in the bedroom, Derrek fell to his bed on his tummy, crying like a little baby.

While his cousin cried on his pillow, with Mom and Aunt downstairs, Randall figured he could finally relieve himself without getting caught. Again, he pulled down his pants and underwear, just enough to get his raging, hard, lean cock out and pumped away until he exploded in a violent spurt.


A Troublemaker Brother

A natural-born troublemaker and heartbreaker, that is my 20-year-old older brother, Brad.

When he was in high school, Mama would often say that if he had put half the effort into his homework as he did into getting into trouble with girls, he would have been the best in school.

It’s not difficult to understand why all the girls wanted to go out with him. Even as a teenager, he had a great body, and his emerald eyes shone with a mischievous light beneath the honey-blond tuft of hair. And now that he was in college, his physique had gained structure and muscle. In short, he was a real hunk, with a rebellious temper on top of that.

He was constantly climbing out the window to go to some party or down to the lake with his friends, where they drank beer and swam naked, or with a girl to do…well, you know what. I could have gotten him in plenty of trouble with Mama if I had told her half of what I saw Brad do.

He has always been one of those hard-headed boys who have to learn everything the hard way, says our meek Papa. In fact, Mama says that she wore off the back of her hairbrush on Brad’s bum. Of course, that is not true; my bright, mischievous brother could talk his way out of most of his deserved punishments. Even so, he sure got his good share of spankings with Mama’s sturdy, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush.

Just like it happened last night.

Right now, my brother is really quiet and good. He’s in his room with the door shut, studying for his college test. He’s not watching TV or talking to some girls on the phone. He’s not even teasing me, his little sister, and that is because last night, believe me, he got it good and proper.

I’m sure of what I’m saying because I sneaked at the show and saw how Mama reduced his bum. It was as red as a fire truck and even sported some faint bruising at the base of his cute buttocks.

I bet all the girls who think he’s so sexy would have changed places with me yesterday evening when I saw Mama spank him with her hairbrush till he was bawling like a baby. Not that I blame him for that; Mama’s hairbrush does hurt. You don’t want to be around when Mama is in a spanking mood, believe me. My brother Luke is 25 years old and already on his own, but if Mama threatens him with the hairbrush, he turns meek in a hurry.

Anyway, yesterday evening, I was in the kitchen, watching Mama make brownies and pestering her to let me up after bedtime to watch an episode of a TV series starring my favorite actor. I mean, could you believe it? I’m sixteen and still have a nine o’clock bedtime! Mama was just saying that I better cut it there if I didn’t want to have to sleep on my tummy when we saw Brad parking in front of the house. Mama looked at me, puzzled, and then went to meet Brad at the front door, wiping his hands off on a dishcloth.

Brad got out of his car and raised the few steps to the porch. I can tell you he wore a sad, embarrassed expression.

“Brad, dear, what are you doing at home?” Mama demanded once he was in front of her.

“Hello, Mama…can we remain alone? I have something I need to tell you,” said Brad, blushing lightly and keeping in his hand what seemed, on all evidence, a letter from his college.

Suddenly, Mom’s gaze darkened, then shifted from him to me, “Sally, go to your room. I need to talk with your brother.”

Wow, it was clear that Brad had been involved in yet another of his troubles. But although I was dying to see Mama confront my big brother, I obeyed and went up the stairs. That woman had just threatened to warm my bum just because I didn’t want to respect my bedtime. I didn’t want to defy her in the state of annoyance she was now.

Once in my room, I eavesdropped, and because the two downstairs were soon speaking loudly (Mama especially), I could understand what they were saying. And I could barely believe it. My brother was caught making love with a cheerleader in the storage room when he was supposed to be in a class!

The dean had given Brad a firm lecture and a two-week suspension, as it was his first rule infraction, but he threatened to expel him if it happened again.

From upstairs, I could clearly hear Mama’s stern telling off as she got all warmed up, “In a closet? What in the hell is wrong with you?”

I was laughing, especially the part about the head coach finding him and the girl in the closet. Poor Brad was on the verge of tears, as it happens to that supposed tough guy whenever Mama confronts him the way she was; I could clearly understand it from his breaking, pleading voice. And I understood him; it’d been a long time since he’d had a good hairbrush paddling from Mama, but now that angry woman was threatening him precisely with that.

Then I heard Mama’s voice call loudly, “Sally, come here.”

Surprised, I ran out of my room. Once I was at the top of the stairs, I saw Mama at the bottom.

“Go to my room, get the hairbrush, and bring it to me, Sally, please,” she said, flat and simple.

Wow! So it was really going to happen. Twenty or not, Brad was going to have his cute bottom paddled with Mama’s hairbrush!

I hurried into my parents’ bedroom and took Mama’s heavy, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush off his vanity. Once I had it in my hand, I stood for a moment to watch it. Mama’s hairbrush is a sturdy, ebony beauty that shines with a black glow, and it has always elicited an odd, evil fascination in me. Even if, from past painful experiences, I knew how bad it stings when applied firmly on bare boyish or girlish bum flesh, every time I see it, I feel a rush of adrenaline running through my body to my groin.

While I was intent on those thoughts, I started to hear sounds coming from downstairs.

SPANK!

“Please, Mama, don’t…”

SPANK!

“Come on, Mama, I’m in college…”

SPANK!

“It is not what it seems!”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

The sound of steady smacking and Brad’s lame excuses and protesting told me that Mama was already at work on my handsome brother’s bum.

Sure enough, after a few more seconds, Mama shouted up the stairs, “Sally! Hurry up with that hairbrush!”

I heard my older brother whimper like a sick puppy when she said that, and I knew that when I came down, I’d get to see Brad over Mama’s knee, with his jeans down, his underwear down, and his candid, round bottom already pink from the spanks she’d been giving him.

I knew enough not to keep Mama waiting anymore, not in the spanking mood she was in. I didn’t want to be the next one over her knee! So I ran downstairs with the brush, and the spectacle in front of my eyes was just what I had imagined. Until then, I had felt aroused by what was about to happen to my big brother, but at that moment, seeing him in that childish, humiliating position, with his bare buttocks up in the air and his cheeks already streaked with the first tears, my pussy started to water inside my pajama pants.

Mama took the tool of bottom torture out of my hand and said I had to go up to my room and stay there. I knew better than to disobey her, and so, against my will, I ran up the stairs and into my room, making sure to close the room door noisily enough so that Mama would be convinced that I had obeyed. Then, as soon as I began to hear the sounds of wood on boyish flesh resonating in the living room like gunshots, I opened the door as quietly as possible and tiptoed to the top of the stairs. I lay down on the floor in a position and spot where I knew it was almost impossible for them to see me, but from which I could peek at the couch on which Mama had sat to administer Brad his hairbrush paddling.

Brad’s spanking was in full swing! Mama was mercilessly applying the flat, wooden back of that ebony hairbrush to his round, cute bottom. She was really letting him have it, and my brother was kicking his feet and clenching his fists, with his cheeks streaked by tears but trying hard not to cry out and plead. He always did that, hard-headed, as I said, and always failed.

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

Mama’s arm was rising and falling in a blur, and she was scolding meanwhile.

“Don’t you ever let me hear about you messing around like that at college again!”

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

The swats were sound and hard, the flat wooden back of that brush flattening the round, boyish buttocks wherever it fell. Under such a fierce attack, my big brother’s resolve to not wail and plead melted away like snow in the sun.

“OUCH! AHARGH! MAMA, I’LL BE GOOOD! OHWHW! OWHWHW! MAMAAA! I’M SORRY! I REALLY AM! AHAWHWWW! I WON’T EVEN NECK WITH A GIRL ANYMORE! BWUAHAAA!”

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

“What do I have to do to get through your thick head? Look at you, twenty years old, and still having to be paddled to make up your mind! Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? Next time you get in trouble, I’ll come straight down to the college and spank you right then and there. How’d you like that?”

“BWUAHAHAAA! NO, MAMA! AHAWHWWW! I’LL BE GOOD! AHAWHWWW! STOP! I SAID I’LL BE GOOD! OHOWHWWW! I’LL MIND YOU! AHAWHWWW! I’LL BEHAVE! AHARGHHH! I’LL DO ANYTHING YOU SAY! BWUAHAAAHAAA!”

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

At that point, I had one hand inside my pajama pants and two fingers rubbing inside my pussy. I could see that my brother’s cute, pert buttocks had swollen up and were now a painful-looking, shiny red. Poor Brad was frantic; his head was going up and down, his cheeks were damp with tears, his nose was running, and his lips were contorted in a grimace of sorrow.

That’s what happens when you are on Mama’s lap, and she is determined to teach you a lesson that can’t be forgotten in a hurry. And that was what was happening to my by-now desperate brother. Mama smacked his round, cute buttocks with that hairbrush until they were a bright, livid, sore-looking red, and he was bawling like a little boy, what do I say, like a little girl!

Once Mama finally decided he’d had enough, she gave him two last SMACKS that sounded like a rifle shot, and then she let him get up.

My brother stood on his unsteady legs, blubbering and rubbing his fiery bum. His once candid and smooth buttocks now resembled two overripe, mottled tomatoes pressed against each other, and he was no more the self-assured, twenty-year-old tough guy. He was one very contrite little boy, hopping up and down and from foot to foot, rubbing his smoldering, well-spanked bottom with both hands and obscenely thrusting a hardened manhood in front of Mama’s satisfied glare for her job well done.  

Although Brad’s performance of the well-spanked little boy dance was highly entertaining, I decided it was time for a strategic retreat, so I hurried to my bedroom as quietly as possible.

In a turmoil of emotions, I went to bed. Not that I could sleep much because, as you can imagine, I spent the night reviving the show I had just witnessed with a growing arousal sensation that I had to extinguish with my fingers over my clit again and again.


Two Well-spanked Athletes

24-year-old Lance and his 22-year-old brother John walked the short distance from the ice palace to Aunt Maria's house.

The two hockey players' training had been grueling that day, but they felt they had given it their all. Their thighs ached from countless squats, their arms were sore from powerful spikes, and their minds buzzed with strategic drills. The fact that it was the beginning of the season and that they had both gained a few pounds during the break certainly didn't help. Sure, they both still had athletic physiques, but those extra pounds were piling up on their bodies.

"Think Aunt Maria made her roasted ham tonight?" Short black-haired John asked, his voice tinged with hopeful exhaustion, while they trudged up the steps to the house.

"I hope so. I could eat a horse," the sandy-blonde Lance smiled tiredly, stroking his hair from under the cap.

As they reached the front door, Lance noticed something strange: Coach Novak's sleek silver car was parked in their driveway. He exchanged a confused glance with John.

"What's Coach doing here?" Lance muttered. "We didn't have a meeting scheduled."

As they pushed open the door, they were greeted by the aroma of smoked meat, a sign that roast ham was indeed on the menu. But the delicious scent was overshadowed by the sharp tones of a heated conversation from the living room.

"I don't know what's gotten into them, Mrs. Kowalski," Coach Novak was saying. "They're not giving me the effort they used to. The intensity is gone."

Lance and John froze, listening in stunned silence.

"Now, now, Mr. Novak," their Aunt's calming voice countered. "These boys are dedicated. Maybe they're just tired or dealing with something. Have you asked them?"

"Ask them was the first thing I did," The sturdy, 45-year-old man sounded. "But nothing useful came out. What's more, you may not have noticed, but Lance and John put on two big butts. Are you sure they are following their assigned diet?"

It was then that Aunt Maria saw her nephews enter the hall and called them over.

"Therefore, I shouldn't have to ask if they're giving their best. They should always be giving their best," Coach Novak finished to say.

John clenched his fists, his cheeks flushing with a mix of anger and embarrassment. Lance took a deep breath and looked with intent at the tall, big man in his mid-forties.

"Coach," he started, blushing slightly and trying to keep his voice steady despite the churn of emotions inside him, "We thought we were pushing ourselves hard today. We didn't realize you felt we weren't trying."

Coach Novak sighed, running a hand through his hair. "It's not just today. It's been since the start of the season. You both have talent, more than most, but lately, it feels like you have your mind elsewhere. Look, boys, I'm telling you this on your behalf. I would not want the team to have to do without you for the next championship. I don't know if you understand me."

Lance felt a sting of guilt. He knew the coach had high expectations, but he hadn't realized how far short they had been falling.

"We've been...tired," he admitted, glancing at John. "Maybe even a little burned out. But we'll do better, Coach. We promise."

"I would take your word for it, but at the point we are at, I have some doubts, unfortunately!"

"Then, perhaps, what we need to do is to give these two boys a good reason to get back on track and strive as expected. Don't you think, Coach Novac?"

Aunt Maria stood and walked over to her sister's sons, whom she had willingly accepted to take care of when they were hired for the city's hockey team. At sixty, she was still an imposing woman. In her youth, she had been an athlete herself, playing hockey in the female team of the same Club as Coach Novak and the two boys, and she had always kept in shape over the years. Now her physique had become heavier, of course; her ample breasts, however, supported by the sturdy bra, were still bursting, her belly reasonably flat, her legs meaty but firm, and her hips and butt, even if matronly round, were firm enough to allow her to wear tight-fitting dresses that reached above her knees.

"What, exactly, do you mean, Mrs. Kowalski?" Coach Novak asked.

"Well, you did say that one of these boys' problems is that they have gained some pounds on their bottoms. So, why don't we take advantage of it and paddle some sense and some self-discipline in them?"

A sardonic smile broke out on the coach's face. Lance and John's eyes widened, and they looked at each other open-mouthed. Both boys had been raised by their caring yet strict Mother, fearing the paddle, and they knew that Aunt Maria, being made of the same wood as her sister, could do some severe damage with such a thing.

"Come on, Aunt Maria…" John started to plead with a broken voice.

"Yes, Auntie," Lance intervened. "We already promised to do better and put all our efforts into it."

"Yes, you did, and more than once, but I'm still expecting you to bring that fire back to practice," Coach Novak sealed their sentence.

"Coach Novak is here because he cares about you both. You have so much potential, and he doesn't want to see it wasted. So no more whining. A good hiding on those asses of yours is just what it takes to get you back on track!"

Said that, Aunt Maria got up from the sofa, went to a cupboard, and from a closet took out the paddle. It was a solid wooden instrument, about 20 inches long, 5 inches wide, and one inch thick. Lance and John's eyes followed the imposing lady while she pulled out a straight-backed chair from under the table. Then she grabbed Lance by the arm and pulled him over close to her. John could feel his heart beating fast and hard as he watched how Aunt Maria raised her skirt almost to her crotch, letting her pantyhosed thighs form an excellent platform for him and Lance to be draped on, before sitting on the chair.

"Take off your shoes," Aunt Maria ordered Lance.

Lance meekly obeyed by kicking off his shoes. The sixty lady turned the 24-year-old boy to face her. Coach Novak observed as she took hold of the athlete's shorts and put them down to his ankles. He never took his eyes off as he watched Aunt Maria take hold of Lance's underwear and yank them down, too, to meet his shorts. She then took Lance by the arm and bent him across her lap.

Lance was looking very ashamed as he bowed his head, knowing both his Coach and his brother were watching his candid buttocks that swelled up to the ceiling.

"You are right, Coach Novak," said the older woman once she had her nephew doubled over her big lap. "He had put up a big bum indeed!"

"Please, Aunt, don't paddle me! I'm sorry! I'll do better from now on. I promise," Lance pleaded at that point, overwhelmed by the situation.

Aunt Maria acted like she didn't hear him while she held him in place across her knees. She raised the paddle high in the air and brought it down hard across the center of Lance's plump, vulnerable, naked bottom.

CRACKK!

Aunt Maria brought the paddle down again and again on Lance's rear end. The athletic boy squirmed and cried, but the older lady had a tight hold on his body. He wasn't going anywhere until she was done. The sound of the paddle meeting bare skin rang out throughout the house.

CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Coach Novak felt mixed emotions as he watched the show. Even though he felt sorry for the young man on the receiving end of such fierce tanning, he was also turned on by the whole thing and started to experience a tingle inside his pants.

In the meantime, Lance's bottom was turning from pure white to a bright pink and, finally, a dark, painful-looking red as Aunt Maria kept flattening the athlete's swelling buttocks with the wooden board. When he first put himself over his Aunt's lap, Lance had resolved to be stoic, not moving, not crying out, just enduring the licking like the adult man he was. However, as the merciless paddling went on, he found himself defeated, decimated, bawling, and weeping uncontrollably while that horrible wooden paddle incinerated his poor buttocks.

"AHAWHWWW! AHARGHHH! AHA-UHU-OHH! PLEASEEEE! NO MOOOOOORE! AHARGHGGG! AHAWHWHWWW!"

CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK!

The young man was beside himself with the unbearable pain, the helpless humiliation, and the disgraceful ignominy of getting a bare bum paddle spanking over that older lady's lap that reduced him to a sorry, spanked little boy. His cries and screams made his pleas inaudible, and Coach Novak could see tears falling from his face onto the tile floor.

CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK!

When Aunt Maria had painted Lance's entire behind a deep, livid red, then she started spanking the backs of his muscled thighs. The poor boy kicked so hard that both his shorts and boxers flew off. At that point, he was across Aunt Maria's lap, wearing nothing from his waist down.

After whipping the backs of his legs real good, Aunt Maria gave Lance another 10 good, hard CRACKS across his already red, swollen, and well-marked buttocks before she stopped spanking and stood him up.

Lance hastily struggled to his unsteady feet, clasping his hot, glowing, sore buttocks in his hands. Unmindful of anything else but his bum, which was killing him, he began rubbing his paddled bottom frantically. He danced around the room on the tips of his toes in a desperate and vain attempt to relieve at least a bit of the burning pain the paddle had lit there. He did the time-honored spanking dance, hopping up and down and from foot to foot. With tears still running down his red face, snot coming out from his nostrils, and sobbing and bawling to the ceiling.

Aunt Maria let him perform the 'well-spanked little boy dance' for a couple of minutes, then ordered, "Okay, that's enough rubbing. Put your hands on your head and park your nose in that corner!"

Cleaning his cheeks from tears and snot with his forearm, Lance obeyed. His big, red buttocks wobbled up and down as he made his way to the corner of the room. The paddle beating had swelled up his fat backside to an even bigger size, and as the young man parked himself in the corner sobbing, it shone with a dark, livid red.

"What are you waiting for? You know you deserve a paddling, too, young man," Aunt Maria told John. "Come over here, NOW!"

John felt like he was on the verge of throwing up, while, with small steps approached Aunt Maria. Once he was in front of the determined older lady, he was completely in panic.

Aunt Maria unbuttoned John's pants and then pulled them and his boxers down together to his ankles. Then she practically lifted the young athlete up and over her lap. He got his bottom situated just in the proper spanking position, and he didn't argue or try to fight her; he knew if he did, it would only get worse.

Within seconds, Aunt Maria was ready to begin John's spanking. Coach Novak saw her lift the paddle and then heard the air swish as she brought down the first swat hard on the poor boy's trembling bottom.

CRACKK!

Instant pain soared through John's body as he let out an "OUCH!" immediately.

The first swat was instantly followed by another, and another, and another. Just like with Lance before, the sounds of Aunt Maria's wooden paddle spanking bare manly flesh rang out throughout the living room's walls. John cried out loud with the second swat and got louder with each successive smack.

SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK!

Aunt Maria would alternate spanking each of the athlete's round buttocks, then she'd paddle him across the middle of his bottom, then down on his sit spot, and then she started all over again. She really covered all his fat rear, but good.

SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK!

After so many swats, John didn't think he could stand it anymore. He was screaming and crying as loud as he possibly could. Then Aunt Maria began to spank the back of John's thighs, all the way down to his knees, and it was like getting a whole other spanking.

"AHARGHHH! AHAWHWWW! OHOWWW! PLEASEEEE! AHA-UHU-OHH! AHAAAAAA! PLEASEEEE! NO MOOOOOORE! AHARGHHHHH! AHAWHWWWW!"

SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK!

John could feel the expanse of the backs of his poor thighs burning up in flames, while his bum was throbbing unmercifully.

After she finished with the crying boy's legs, Aunt Maria brought the paddle back to his rear end and gave his already swollen and livid-red buttocks about 20 more good, hard SMACKS.

By this time, John couldn't see a thing because of all the tears in his eyes. The only sound that could be heard was his desperate crying. And all he felt was the terrible hellfire in his bottom and thighs.

When Aunt Maria finally finished the job, she picked John up and off her lap.

'He doesn't look very much like a 22-year-old athlete,' thought the middle-aged coach with a grimace. 'Definitely more like a well-spanked little boy.'

And indeed, John had been transformed by the merciless paddling into a crying, pitiful mess. He stood in the middle of the living room, bare from the waist down having his shorts and boxers long fled away under the barrage of powerful wooden strokes, with his legs wide open, one swollen, smoldering buttock clasped in each hand, crying desperately to the ceiling, with tears falling to the floor from his damped cheeks, and his nose running.

With a smirk painted on his lips, Coach Novak did not even attempt to disguise the pleasure that the spectacle he had witnessed had given him. Watching John's desperate crying in front of him and Lance's flaming bum still in the corner, the middle-aged man felt his manhood hard as a rock inside his pants.

It was then that Aunt Maria called Lance out from the corner, delivered a final scolding and admonition to her two nephews to try harder and do their best in the future, and then dismissed them.

With not a little effort, the couple put their shorts back on their badly beaten and swollen behind and walked out of the living room.


A Punished Coach

Once they were alone in the living room, Aunt Maria glanced at Coach Novak.

"Wipe that smile from your face, mister," she said coldly. "A paddling is something to be feared, not to be amused about."

"Oh, well, yes, sure," said the middle-aged man caught in the act.

"These boys need encouragement as much as criticism," Aunt Maria kept saying. "Encouragement and good example, and I don't feel you set a very good example for them!"

"What do you mean, Mrs. Kowalski?"

"What do I mean? Look at you, you criticized them for putting on a few pounds, and you walk around sporting a belly like a barrel and an ass like a trunk!"

Coach Novak blushed to hear that reprimand. He honestly didn't know what to object to.

"I have half a mind to call my good friend Buonasera and let him know what a bad example you are to the boys on the team," the elderly lady continued, then, seeing the intimidated look on the coach's face, she added, "Yes, that's right, the team president. Just tomorrow night we have to meet for dinner."

"Come on, you don't want to...you don't want to make trouble for me with the president," said the 45-year-old man on whose cheeks the blush had given way to a frightened pallor.

"I sure want, and be assured I will do it…unless."

"Unless?" Coach asked with a lump in his throat.

Aunt Maria resumed the paddle she had deposited on the table and tapped its business end on her other hand, fixing her gaze on the man.

"Oh, no!" Coach Novak almost shouted. “You can’t…you won’t…I mean, I'm 45 years old! You can't paddle me like any brat!"

"But you know, very well, that paddlings are not only for little brats. You had just seen how good they are at putting two adult men back on their track, and you even enjoyed the show. Too much if I have to say!"

A veil of cold sweat covered Coach Novak's forehead. He fidgeted in his chair fearfully and embarrassed, not knowing what to reply to the imposing lady who kept tapping that damned instrument of butt torture on her palm.

Seizing the man's moment of indecision, Aunt Maria stared at him sternly and ordered, "Stop stalling, mister, stand up!"

A cold glass of water in the face couldn't have gotten his attention more completely. Meekly, he rose from his chair and approached Aunt Maria. The older woman reached out and put the fortyish man right before of her. Without a moment's pause, she proceeded to unbuckle his belt and let his pants fall to his feet. She then grasped the middle-aged man's last fortress of modesty, denuding him of his boxers, removing them from his wriggling hips, down his hairy legs, to his ankles, to let them rest over his feet along with his pants.

"Over you go, NOW!" Came the following order.

Covering his face with his hands in shame, Coach Novak was draped over Aunt Maria's matronly lap. His big, manly bottom was elevated, positioned, and aimed.

"I'm going to paddle your fat bum until it's a blazing inferno, Mr. Novak," with a tone of determined resolution, Aunt Maria informed the overturned, confined man pinned upended on her big lap.

"Please, Mrs. Kovalski, please!" Coach Novak raised his head from facing the floor, looking frantically at the older woman. "I'm sorry. I'll do better! I promise!"

"Call me Aunt Maria, and try to take it like a man!"

The determined, pitiless older lady said, and let the flat wooden surface of the paddle come down to make contact on Coach Novak's behind.

CRACKK!

"OUCHHH!"

The shock and the intense sting had taken the coach's breath away. It stung way more than he had imagined. With just one stroke, his bottom was already on fire. He wriggled and writhed in pain.

"Keep still," Aunt Maria said, not allowing him more than a few seconds of recovery time.

CRACKK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The smacks, recurring countless times, left Couch Novak not only squirming and wriggling around, dangling over Aunt Maria's lap, but also breathing fast and ragged and heavy, moaning and grunting more and more vocally.

CRACKK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

As the spanking raged on, Novak's buns were on fire, and the whole, humiliating, naughty boy position across Aunt Maria's knee, the relentless smacks to his fat bum, and his round, bouncing buttocks revealing his inner cheeks and butthole were getting deep into the man. The effect of being physically manhandled by the older lady's superior authority forced Novak to quickly surrender control.

Torrents of sobs began convulsively pouring out his pursed lips, racking and shaking him uncontrollably.

"OW-OW! AAAH-OWHWWW! OOHO-AHARGHHH-OUHAHAAA-OW!"

CRACKK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Even the toughest, most hardened man, which Novak was not, couldn't stand up to those mighty paddle smacks. That flat wooden board ignited a hotbed of disciplinary fire all across Novak's bare, fat fanny.

Besides himself with pain and his inner feelings of shame and disgrace, the desperate man felt like he would never be able to sit on his chubby bum ever again, while Aunt Maria waved that paddle up and down, relentlessly flattening his round, swelling buttocks in turn.

CRACKK! CRACKK! SMACK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Novak's now raw-red, hot bottom was taking such a sound beating, far more than those of Lance or John, maybe even more than the one Aunt Maria originally intended to deliver before noting how well the 45-year-old was responding to that childish correction.

"OW-OW! BWAHAAAAH! OWHWWW! OOHO-AHARGHHH! NAAHAAAA OUHAHAAA MOREEEEEEE! BWUAHAAAAAAA!"

So, the disciplining lady was not about to let the pleas, promises, cries, and tears of the punished man affect her until she was positive she had driven home the full message, and even then she would continue until the coach's bare bottom was flaming red, blistered, smoking almost, confirming to Aunt Maria's complete satisfaction that the lesson and her point were driven home with lasting effect.

Only then, completely broken, a crazy thought crossed Coach Novak's mind, 'I deserve this, I even need this. Aunt Maria is right! I did wrong! I'm a bad coach!' That just prompted gushes of more effusive, uncontrollably sobbing of sorrowful guilt and shame.

At that moment, there was no way Coach Novak's actions and appearance resembled those of a 45-year-old gentleman. He looked and behaved more like he was 6, his strong legs kicking and flailing as restrained on that lady's big lap. He buckled and writhed, vainly trying to move his bottom out of the path of the blistering paddle.

Moreover, it was achieving the purpose for which Maria was wielding it, and a significant transformation had taken place. Novak's voice was urgent in his pleading, earnest in his apologies, eager in his promises, like that of a little boy, begging and pleading with an imaginary 'Mommy', apologizing to 'Mommy', squalling and squealing with humbled, painful sorrow and contrition, promising to his 'Mommy' he would be a good boy forever and ever.

"OW-OW! BWAHAAAAH! OOHO I'M AHAAA SOORRYYY AHAAA MOOOOMMYYYYY! AHAHAAAAA! I'LL BEWEEEE GOOOOAD MOAMMMYYYYY! BWUAHAAAAAAA!"

When Aunt Maria finally determined she had accomplished the punishment she intended by the paddling she was administering, she stopped, sat still, and listened to the heartbroken sobbing of Coach Novak, feeling the gasping, shuddering, shaking sobs that wracked the broken man's body.

It was only after a few minutes that she firmly but gently lifted him off her lap,

The paddling had been so tough, the pain in his rear end was so excruciating, and the emotional release had been so exhausting that Coach Novak felt like he couldn't possibly stand up. He was crying too hard, and his legs felt too jelly, so Aunt Maria helped him lie back down on the couch on his tummy and let him cry it out for about 15 minutes.

The 45-year-old man lay there, crying all his tears into the couch cushions, with his fat bottom turned into a smoldering, steaming balloon, for a good quarter of an hour, and it was with shaking hands and blushing profusely that he finally composed himself.

Seeing the pitiful state in which the coach was reduced, Aunt Maria dismissed him without even a final scolding; after all, the wooden board had done all the talking for her.
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