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Strict Stepmother

Danny was looking outside from the window of his bedroom. The huge yard with apple trees and orchids was a relaxing sight after a hard training session. The dark-haired high schooler was wearing only his college pants, with his bare back exposed. Though still only a teenager and not big by any means, the football player had admirable muscle definition for his age, especially right after football practice. Danny sighed and fell on his bed. He had never had such a large room, equipped with the newest technology. His bed was large, the modern television had just been bought and he had a real view from his own window. Is there anything better than having a rich stepmother, he wondered.

Danny stretched his arms and enjoyed the softness of his king-size bed when he heard a knock from the door. He was slowly getting up from his bed when his stepmother had already opened the door.

"Just a moment, let me put my shirt on", Danny said, getting up from the bed.

"No need. Just sit down", his stepmother Laura said with an affectionate smile .

With her blonde hair on a bun, her sharp features and a sly smile, Laura was a beautiful woman. Despite being 35 years old, she looked years younger. Rich people always do. She walked into Danny's room, closed the door, and sat down on the bed next to him. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and blue jeans and if it were not for the wooden hairbrush in her hand, there would have been nothing unusual about her appearance.

"Danny. Your father and I have been having long discussions about you", she started.

"We both appreciate you doing well in football, but that's not the only thing there is. You are going out at nights; you are not doing your chores and you have been slacking in school. We all know you are capable of much more academically. It should not even be possible for your grade in mathematics to drop from A to C in one semester. Your father and I feel like you simply are not putting in the effort that is required. You have to start studying harder, you can't rely just on football", she lectured.

"Yeah... I try. The school has just been getting a lot harder", Danny muttered.

"Well you have to try even harder in the future."

"Yeah I know. I guess I will put more effort in."

Laura slapped the backside of the wooden hairbrush against her palm.

"You will. Your father and I had a long discussion against this, and we have come to a simple conclusion. As long as you live under my roof, you will also live by my rules. I have been raised with corporal punishment and we feel like this is exactly what you also need. It will not be done to torment you, but simply to motivate you. To get the best out of you. We know that you are simply capable of so much better. So from now on, as long as you live under my roof, you will be subjected to corporal punishment", Laura said, while stroking Danny's hair with an affectionate smile on her face.

"Corporal punishment? Like spankings? I haven't been spanked since I was in elementary school!" Danny cried out.

"I know. Maybe that is the problem. You have simply been lacking the discipline and motivation to get the best out of you. From now on whenever you get bad grades, whenever you slack in your chores, whenever you are late and whenever you disobey, you will get spanked by me. It will hurt and it will leave bruises and you might cry, but your father and I feel like it is the only way to get the best out of you. I want you to understand that this is only happening because we are thinking about your best."

"Jesus, I am almost an adult, you can't just take me over your lap and spank me like a little child", Danny argued.

"If you keep behaving like a little child, you can expect to get spanked like a little child. But I can guarantee you that my spankings will be fit for your age, do not worry about that", Laura smiled.

"And what if I disagree?" Danny asked.

"Well you are always free to get your own place. But we know you like it here. You have your own room with the newest technolofy, food is carried in front of you and we have bought you the best equipment for football. We support you in any way possible and if you need new books for studying, we take care of it. You just have to realize that there are no free lunches. We expect you to do your best and if you simply do not want to do that, then there are concequences. That is how life works and it is good to learn it at your age. Do you agree?"

"Yeah, I guess. And if I do well, you won't spank me?"

"Exactly. But I do feel like I have to show you that I am serious about this. That is why I have this hairbrush with me. I am going to give you a good hard spanking right now so that you know what you can expect in the future if you keep slacking and misbehaving. Get up and drop your pants down."

Danny had an unbelieving look on his face. He certainly could not believe getting spanked at his age and by a woman no less. But maybe all the perks of his new life would be worth the slaps on his bottom? Surely it could not be that hard. If that was the price of an expensive televisions, then so be it. He dropped his pants down to his ankles and his genitals were only covered by his tight underwear.

"And those too", Laura corrected. "This is a punishment. Punishment spankings are always done on the bare bottom. That is the only way to make sure that naughty boys and girls truly learn their lesson."

Danny blushed. Having to strip in front of his stepmother felt ridiculous, but he dropped down his underwear, covering his privates with his hands.

"And now get over my lap. If you behave like a naughty little boy, I have to punish you like a naughty little boy. Keep your hands and your feet nailed to the floor and keep your ass pushed up. This is going to hurt but it is the only way to teach you the lesson that you have deserved."

Danny hesitated for a moment, but he was already naked in front of his stepmother. He got down on her lap, barely able to believe it. Maybe she would give him a couple of slaps and it would be over in seconds. Even as a young kid, he had never gotten lengthy or severe spankings. When his dad had spanked him, it had just been humiliating. Now it was even more humiliating but if the price is good, a grown man is able to take some humiliation.

"Are you ready, Danny?" she inquired.

"Yeah."

"You may ask for your punishment then."

Danny rolled his eyes.

"Uhh... Could I get my spanking?" he finally uttered.

The heavy wooden hairbrush landed with full force on his right buttock and it was enough to instantly take his breath away. A wooden hairbrush in the right hands is a surprisingly mean implement. Since the swat lands on such a small area, the pain is very intense. When spanked over the knee, the hairbrush is able to come down on intense swats at very short intervals, which makes it a very powerful tool.

Laura's hairbrush came down on Danny's left cheek and then again on the right cheek. Another swat followed on the right cheek and another one right after that. Danny tried to shift his weight, which instantly resulted on a heavy swat on his raised left buttcheek. The heavy hairbrush landed all around the poor boy's bottom on steady intervals, with Laura's another hand used to hold him steadily in position. After fifteen smacks Danny's bottom was turning deep red and the boy finally started to wince. A heavy swat on his thigh made the boy struggle and yell.

"Oh! It really hurts", he complained.

Laura tightened her hold of his body and the hairbrush landed on the boy's another thigh. And then on his bottom again.

"Good. It is supposed to hurt. That is the point of a spanking. How would you clean up your act if it did not hurt?"

The brush landed on Danny's lower buttcheeks ina quick fashion again, one swat right after the another. Three heavy smacks on the lower right buttcheek started to form a deep bruise and the boy tried to cover his behind with his hand. Laura quickly took a hold of his arm and twisted it right behind his back.

"Stop moving. You are supposed to learn discipline and that includes taking your punishment like a man. If you do not like getting punished like a child, then you should learn to take your punishment like a man."

Laura intensified her message with a heavy swat on the lower left buttcheek. Another swat on the exact same spot made the boy kick and yell.

"Oww, please stop. I promise I will behave!" Danny yelled. The swats seemed to never end, and the pain was starting to get unbearable. Dark blisters had started to form on Danny's poor behind already.

Laura continued with the never-ending heavy swats, seemingly targetting the most bruised parts of the boy's bottom.

"I will stop when I am ready. Now keep still, keep your mouth shut and take your punishment. I hope you are learning a good lesson from this."

The heavy hairbrush landed on his bottom again, switching quickly from cheek to cheek. Danny yelled and his nose was starting to run from the pain that the heavy swats caused. Two heavy strikes on the most bruised part of his lower right buttcheek started to turn his behind purple and the boy started kicking with all his force. Laura twisted his arm further behind his back and strenghtened the message with a heavy smack right on the purple bruises.

"If you keep fighting like that, we can continue like this all night. If you want to get up from my knees, you will keep still and be obedient."

"Please Laura, it hurts so much", the boy pleaded with snot falling from his nose. "I promise I will do better in school.

The brush came down on his left cheek again and the boy tried his best not to move.

"Good. Now say that again", Laura urged.

Danny sniffed.

"I promise I will do better in school."

The brush landed on his left buttcheek again. Danny winced from the burning pain

"And what about your chores at home?"

"I promise I will take of my chores."

The brush came down full force on Danny's purple welts on his right buttcheek. The boy cried out loud.

"And what will happen if you do not behave?"

"...I will get spanked", Danny muttered.

The brush landed full force on his bottom three times in quick succession and Danny yelled on the verge of tears.

"I hope you learned something from this, young man. Now get up and go in the corner."

Danny slowly got up to his feet and instantly rubbed his bruised bottom with his hands.

"In the corner? Are you serious?" he questioned.

"You either go to the corner or you can get back over my knee", Laura announced. "And keep those pants around your ankles."

The boy walked to the corner with his pants around his ankles, like a naughty little boy. His bottom was burning intensely, and he did not know what to think. He just wanted the pain and humiliation to end.

"Stay there and don't move. I will come back in ten minutes and we will continue our discussion about the new rules in this house. Do you undestand?"

"Yes, ma'am", Danny muttered. He stared at the corner and rubbed his bottom that was still burning like hell. He could only hope that what followed would not be even worse. He knew how futile that hope was.

Exactly ten minutes later a cane swooshed through the air.

"Turn around, young man", Laura said. Danny turned around, covering his genitals with his hands. Seeing Laura with a long rattan cane in her hands made him gulp.

"We've decided with your father that if you keep misbehaving like you do, you have to get regular punishments. From now on we are going to meet every Friday evening and we are going to go over your week. You are not a young kid anymore and I do not think slapping your butt over my knee is going to work. That is why from now on, we are going to use a thick ratten cane from Singapore. It will hurt, it will leave bright welts and hopefully it will truly teach you a lesson. I will keep a count of your infractions and every mistake will result in three strokes."

Laura swished the cane through the air.

"I hope you realize how serious I am. And I truly hope you this will help you to think about your behavior and I do not have to be punishing you every Friday. I will leave the cane here to remind you what happens when you make mistakes. You may get dressed now."

Danny kept his eyes lowered. The slightest peek at the sturdy cane made it sure what an effect an implement like that would have.

"Yes, ma'am", he muttered. Danny sat down on the bed, put his underwear back on and took the cane into his hands. 90 centimeters long, thick and still whippy, she certainly had picked out a mean tool made for the naughtiest of boys. Danny put the cane in his closet, silently promising himself that he would never have to feel the sting of such a tool on his backside. He took out his math book, closed the closet and started studying, laying down on his large bed.

The next Friday Danny wandered around his spacy room. He looked at the clock, then at the yard and then at the clock again. It was starting to get late and for a while he began to entertain the thought that maybe the inevitable punishment was not happening. Maybe she had only joked about the cane and weekly punishments. He did not dare to check if the cane even actually was still in his closet. He could have almost believed that the hard hairbrushing was also a dream if his bottom did not still have a bluish bruise.

But when Danny heard the knocking on his door, he was instantly pulled back to reality. The boy rubbed his bottom and took a deep breath.

"Come in", he said.

Laura opened the door, smiled at the boy and was quick to close the door behind her. Danny's eyes were wandering all around the room. He did not want to look at her face but looking at the thick notebook in her hands did not feel any better.

"Sit down", she urged. The boy sat down on his bed and Laura sat down next to her. She stroked his hair before beginning her lesson.

"I hope you remember what we talked about. I really wished that having to go over my knee would make you behave but I think we both know that it simply did not happen. I have put down all your misdeeds in my notebook and it looks like you truly deserve a painful lesson. You did behave well for exactly two days but on Wednesday you had not done your homework. Then yesterday you left a dusty spot in the living room when cleaning."

"But...", Danny began, before decigin to keep quiet.

Laura moved her hand down the boy's back. Danny wanted to run away but at the same time he could not move a single muscle.

"And what did I say would happen if you misbehaved like that again?"

Silence took over the room. Danny gulped and moved his gaze even further from her, to the closet where he had put the cane. Laura opened her notebook and added another scribble.

"It's disrespectful to not answer when you are being spoken to. I am adding another three strokes of the cane for that. I said that if you do not start behaving, I will have to give you a severe spanking with the cane every Friday and that is what is going to happen right now. Three strokes for the missed homework, three strokes for sloppy cleaning and three strokes for disrespecting me right now. Take your clothes off young man and hand me the cane. Let us get this over with."

Danny was silent for a second. He finally looked at Laura, who despite ordering a mean punishment, still looked affectionate and gentle. 

"Yes, ma'am", he muttered.

Danny opened his closet, took out the thick 90cm Singapore cane and handed it over to Laura. Without a word, he lowered his black college pants and his silky black underwear.

"Did I tell you to lower your pants or remove your clothes?", Laura asked.

The boy tried to cover his privates with his hands, but he felt that it would be easier to just get this over with and do whatever she tells him to do.

"To remove my clothes. Sorry", he meekly answered. He took off his pants, underwear, socks and finally his wifebeater, laying everything down neatly on the bed.

"If I were mean, you would have got another three strokes for that. But I am not. I am only doing this because I am trying to help you, and this seems to be the only way to make you young boys learn. I do not want to spend every Friday night here whipping your butt but if it is the only way to teach you, I will do it. Now kneel on the bed", Laura commanded.

Kneeling meant that Danny had to take his hands away from his genitals and expose himself completely. He went on all-fours on the bed and began waiting for the worst.

"Knees on the bed, your hands on the floor."

"Oh, sorry", Danny muttered, quickly correcting his position. Lowering his hands to the floor raised his butt up and made the skin on his white behind tighten.

Laura inspected the poor boys bottom, running her finger over his buttocks.

"Looks like you still have some welts from your last spanking, and you still require more. It seems like you really did not care about getting spanked with the hairbrush until your butt was bruised but maybe the cane will be another story. You are getting nine strokes and I want you to keep your position throughout the punishment. This will hurt but I do not want you to wiggle, scream or rub your bottom. You will take your lesson as instructed, you will thank me for it, you will hug me after it, we will have a nice family dinner and then you can go out with your friends. You are only getting this because you have deserved it. And what do we say now?"

Danny already felt lightheaded

"Uhh... Sorry, what do we say now?"

"Now we say, 'I have been a naughty boy, could I please get my punishment'", Laura instructed. The boy gulped but getting three extra strokes already had really put Danny on his best behavior.

"I've been a naughty boy, could I please get my punishment", he finally sighed.

Instantly the heavy cane bit down on his behind and Danny yelled. The Singapore cane painted a deep red tramline right on the middle of his buttocks. Danny wanted to raise his hands to rub his bottom, but he knew that would instantly result in three extra strokes.

Laura adjusted her aim, tapping her cane on the boy's buttocks. She raised the cane and just as quickly it came down on Danny's behind again. Another red line came up on the skin, right below the first one. The boy bit down on his teeth, knowing that there were still seven more strokes to come.

The third stroke landed severely right on the middle of the first two welts and the intense burning pain turned Danny's eyes dizzy.

"Please...", he managed to mutter.

"Please more?" Laura asked and laughed. "That was for the homework that you didn't do. You still have three strokes for careless cleaning and then three extra strokes for disrespecting me. Keep your butt high in the air, keep your mouth shut and take your punishment like a gentleman, and we do not have to add more extra strokes. I know this hurts but it is the only way you learn."

Three strokes were already enough to make Danny's legs tremble and his behind burn. He was not sure if an answer was expected or what the answer should be.

"Yes, ma'am" now came out of his mouth as if it was a reflex.

"Good boy", Laura praised him. "It seems like this is already having an effect on you. I have always been of the opinion that a good cane is the best tool when raising naughty boys to well-behaving citizens."

A strict stroke landed straight on the boy's pale thighs and Danny could not help but scream. The fifth stroke landed only seconds after right next to the last one, raising two purple and painful welts on Danny's thighs. Danny's legs began to shake, the boy yelled and he could not help raising his right hand to cover his thigh that felt like it was being burned with a hot iron. Danny opened his mouth to speak but he could only gasp, while trying desperately to cover his behind.

"Please...", he gasped. "Please, it hurts so much. I'm sorry, please not so hard."

"It has to be hard, that is the only way naughty younh boys like you seem to learn. If the hairbrush does nothing to you at all then a hard caning seems to be the only option."

Laura grabbed the boy by his hand.

"And what did I say about holding your position, young man? I am well within my rights to give you three extra strokes for that. Is that what you want?"

The stern talking and the threat of an extra punishment was enough to make Danny's eyes water. His answer almost turned into sobbing.

"Please, ma'am, please no more. I will hold my position. It just hurts so much on my thighs."

The boy put his hand down, adjusted his position and raised his butt even higher in the air, as if to say that he was sorry.

"I certainly hope so. Move once more and I will instantly add you three more strokes. And then if you cannot keep your position during those strokes, I will add three more. We can be here all day if you so wish."

The cane landed on his lower thighs and Danny tried his best to push his hands against the floor so he would not accidentally move his hands due to the grueling pain.

"Please...", he muttered while doing his best to hold back tears.

"Your butt can only take so many strokes. If I have to keep adding you extra strokes, they will be landing on top of each other and it will hurt even more. You still have your three extra strokes to come. Are you sure you would rather take your last strokes on your bottom instead of your thighs?"

"Yes, ma'am. Please", Danny pleaded.

"All right then, as you wish."

The cane landed on top of the first three deep tramlines on the poor boy's bottom. Tears came into Danny's eyes and the boy simply screamed, not having the strength to plead anymore. The eight swat of the cane landed instantly right on top of the last welt, creating a thick purple line on his behind. Danny screamed again.

Laura smiled, happy that her lesson was working.

"See, I said it would hurt if all of the strokes came on your bottom. I hope these extra strokes are teaching you a lesson about answering when you are being spoken to. Are they?"

Danny cried openly and tried his best to keep his position and keep his hands glued to the floor. He could barely get words out of his mouth, but he knew that more extra strokes would follow if he did not answer.

"Y-yes, ma'am...", he sobbed silently.

"Good. You are learning. I really hope we do not have to repeat this lesson next week because I guarantee you, I will not be so lenient if I have to be punishing you severely every single week. If you can not behave like you should, then you will be getting harder and harder punishments until you finally learn. Do you understand?"

The boy concentrated on getting the words out of his mouth.

"Y..."

He could not finish his word beforethe cane landed again on his bottom, right on the same spot as the other strokes. Danny screamed, as his burning bottom was turning closer and closer to the colors of purple. His legs trembled and pain was starting to get unbearable. He had dislocated his shoulder when playing football, but that pain was nothing compared to his strict stepmothers severe caning.

Laura took a closer look at the boy's butt that was shaking in the air, inspected the welts and let her hand run all over his burning behind.

"I truly hope you have learned your lesson from this. If you have not, then we will repeat this the next week and the week after that. Now get up."

Danny slowly got his trembling body up and moved his hands back to cover his crotch. His eyes were full of water and he did not dare to even look at his stepmother.

"And what did I say would happen after the punishment, do I have to give you more strokes to help you remember?" Laura urged.

His bottom was still burning like hell, but Danny was glad that it was finally over, and he could at least get words out of his mouth again.

"Thank you", he muttered.

Laura moved to hug him, and he caressed the boy's hair gently.

"Let that be a lesson to you. Do your homework, take care of your chores, and respect your elders. Now get into the corner, kneel down and put your hands over your head. I do not want you to move a muscle unless you are told to. If you rub your bottom, we will start your punishment all over from the beginning, do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am", Danny said quetly and moved into the corner.

He kneeled down and Laura left the cane next to him as a reminder.

"Good boy", Laura said while rubbing his hair. "I hope you truly learned your lesson today. Now keep still, keep your butt in the air and think about what a naughty boy you have been. I will come back to get you when the dinner is ready. You may go out after that."

"Thank you", Danny weeped silently, not sure if he was actually thanking her or simply doing what he thought he should do. His eyes were full of water and he was not sure if he was allowed to dry his eyes. He decided not to.
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