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Charlotte’s new role

24-year-old Thomas had worked in his stepmother’s construction company for only a few months, and he had already made several mistakes.

But today was the worst.

He had sent a team of men to the wrong site and ordered the supplies for the site they were supposed to be working on to arrive two days later. When his stepmother finally got the men to the correct location, half could not work.

Thomas spent the entire morning and most of the afternoon listening to Charlotte plead with the crew foreman to get the men to the correct location as soon as possible and later begging the supplier to rush the shipment Thomas had ordered for the wrong day. The embarrassed young man could hear his stepmom bargaining back and forth with the supplier, and finally, the supplies were delivered midafternoon.

Finally, Charlotte called Thomas to come to her office. Until then, the young graduate had spent the day distractedly trying to complete the accounting and bill-paying work while sitting at his desk. However, he had difficulty concentrating on anything since he feared what his stepmother would say. He had that same odd sensation of when, as a young boy, coming back home from school with a bad behavioral note, he knew he had to face his own severe Mother. Butterflies in his belly, sweat on his hands, and an unconscious rub now and then on his bottom. So, no wonder Charlotte’s call set his heart pounding, his head throbbing and made him dizzy enough that he could not right himself for several minutes to get up and go into the office of the woman who had married his father while he was away at college.

Charlotte was a practical 50-year-old woman who had taken over the reins of that business from her father. She was accustomed to dealing with and being respected by customers and suppliers, as well as the masons, electricians, and plumbers who worked for her. She was also a still attractive, buxom woman who could call men’s attention even when dressed plainly in her skinny jeans, sneakers, and blouse, like she was used to dressing in work days, being the cleavage of her bursting breasts on display, her only female touch. She kept her grey hair cut short, and her body emanated an air of strong female authority that Thomas couldn’t deny being attracted to.

Since her secretary had retired, Charlotte had decided to hire young Thomas, who had just graduated in business administration, as her personal assistant to groom him for a role in the company and, one day, who knows, run it. However, she was now severely disappointed with her choice.

Thomas quietly stepped into his stepmother’s office just as the phone rang. Charlotte put his hand up, indicating that he should stay there and that it would only be a minute. Anxious, the young, fit, lean man stood rooted in front of his stepmother’s desk until she was done talking on the phone.

Charlotte finally raised her stern gaze to her stepson and let out: “How could you mess this up so bad, Thomas?”

“I’m deeply sorry, Charlotte. I…I will try harder, I assure you,” Thomas pleaded.

“No, you won’t. You have messed up before, and this is just too big…”

“I’m so sorry about my mess,” Thomas interrupted her. “There’s no excuse for it, but I swear it’ll never happen again. Please, Charlotte, give me another chance.”

“You’re right, Thomas. There certainly can be no excuse for it, and I’m afraid your apologies fall into the ‘too little, too late’ category. I’m sorry, but you will no longer be working here. I can’t find you trustworthy anymore.”

Thomas stood before Charlotte’s desk, nervously squeezing his hands together. His eyes wandered around the room, avoiding eye contact with his mad stepmom.

“Charlotte,” he finally said with an insecure voice, “Dad and my own Mom raised me to be responsible for my actions and to expect and accept the consequences when I did not act appropriately. My Mom was usually the person who dished out those…consequences when the need arose. So, if you could just take the matter into your own hands, I would be glad to undergo a punishment for my carelessness instead of being fired. In the end, you are now my Mom... don’t you?”

Charlotte stared at him with a puzzled look.

“What exactly are you suggesting to me, Thomas?” She asked. “Please speak up clearly.”

“Well, Charlotte, mhm...you could spank me,” Thomas blurted out, and instantly a red blush flushed his cheeks.

“What?” The fifty-ish lady leaned forward, unsure if she had heard him correctly.

“Yes, Charlotte, as I said…you could spank me for the mess I made this morning. Actually, you should, as I deserve it, don’t you think so? And I promise I will never, ever mess up so badly again,” Thomas said quietly.

Charlotte was incredulous at what she was hearing. For sure, spanking her adult stepson was something she had never, ever even imagined doing. Something that, if someone else than her very stepson had suggested to her, would have made her think he was a fool. But now here he was, cute, brilliant Thomas, suggesting that she should spank him. No, more than that. Asking her to take on her role as a mother, as a woman who knows how to dish out deserved punishments, and therefore give his forgiveness.

“Not that you wouldn’t deserve a good blistering. On the contrary, I think you certainly would benefit from it,” Charlotte finally said tentatively.

“Well, Charlotte,” mumbled Thomas, “Look, more than once you said you think I have potential, and I do like to work here with you. I have much to learn from a woman like you who has made her way in the business world. I also know that I can contribute here with my university background. I just need to learn from my errors. Do you know what my Mom said? A good spanking accomplishes three things: it helps a boy to understand that he has done wrong, it helps a boy to be sorry that he has done wrong, and it gives a boy a good reason not to do wrong again.”

Charlotte was struck by the boy’s honest words. She looked at her stepson in front of her; he was more cute than handsome, with his lean, fit body and that tuft of curly brown hair on his lovely face that made him look younger than he was. A teenager, actually.

Charlotte had never married before, she didn’t have kids and had become Thomas’ stepmother when he was definitely an adult. But that didn’t mean she didn’t have maternal instincts. In fact, the idea that if he went to work for her, the two of them would spend time together had been one of the motivations for her to hire Thomas. Honestly, she liked Thomas very much; he had an amiable disposition and was always attentive to her needs. Moreover, she could see that he genuinely loved his job. Unfortunately, his occasional carelessness and the superficiality with which he sometimes performed the tasks she assigned him often ruined his job. In that, he really acted like a silly boy. A foolish boy. Well, she thought, isn’t it a spanking, an old proven remedy for a boy’s silliness?

“You understand that if I agree with your suggestion, it will be a painful and shameful business?” Made up her mind, Charlotte said.

“Yes, ma’am,” Answered Thomas with a lightly shaking voice. “I have always been told that a spanking has to hurt or is useless. And, of course, being kept over your knees with my…bare bum up in the air makes me blush just at the thought. But, well, shame too is part of a punishment, isn’t it?”

“I guess so,” said Charlotte with a confident voice that hid her growing amazement. ‘So that is how he is expecting it, being held over my lap and spanked on his bare, cute bottom!’ She said to herself, feeling a shrill run through her mature body.

“Only one thing, Charlotte,” Thomas followed, “I wish this were kept secret. I would just die of shame if anyone else knew that at twenty-four, I deserved to have my bum spanked by my Mom, well, my stepmother, such as a six-year-old brat!”

“Be assured that I don’t have any intention to let this thing go around. It will be something between you and me, Thomas,” the buxom middle-aged woman said. Then she paused, picked up a sturdy wooden ruler lying on her desk, and turned it over in her hands as if she were mulling it over in her mind. “Very well then,” she finally assented. “As I said, I see good potential in you, but it is clear that you need some discipline. A discipline that could help you concentrate on your job and stop you from making silly and detrimental decisions. I assure you that as your stepmother, I will do my best to provide you with that discipline you so strongly need.”

“Thank you, Charlotte,” was all Thomas could utter with a well-known pitch in his stomach.

“All right then, let’s do this.”

Charlotte stood, picked up the wooden ruler, and made her way around her desk. She took one chair from under the meeting table and placed it in the middle of the office, then sat on it. She then beckoned Thomas to her with one tapered finger.

Slowly, Thomas stepped in front of Charlotte. Then, to the lady’s astonishment, and without even being told, he opened his belt, unzipped his pants, and let them fall to his ankles. For a moment, he stood there, then, struggling against his shame, he reached for the elastic waistband of his boxers and lowered them to mid-thighs.

Charlotte’s lips parted in a mute ‘OH’ of surprise at the sight of Thomas’s massive, hardened manhood. She never imagined that the prospect of getting spanked would have that effect on a boy. Then, recovering from her amazement and doing her best to act as a determined and experienced Mother would, she patted her jeans-covered thighs. Thomas, not wanting to prolong the shame of standing with his engorged penis in front of his stepmom, rushed over it and adjusted himself until his rigid member rested with some comfort against that platform.

Charlotte remained for a few moments to admire the almost perfect target she had before her eyes. Thomas’s bottom and legs were muscular and unblemished white. His underwear rolled up on his thighs only highlighted the fact that his cute, round, and swelling buttocks were bare and obediently presented to be punished.

At first, Charlotte decided to lecture her careless stepson about the importance of working hard and doing his job with concentration. Then she started, tentatively snapping the ruler on his rear end. One snap each to the fullest part of each bottom cheek, another one on the top of each bare thigh, a fifth across the crack of Thomas’s cute bottom, stinging both buttocks with one stroke, and a last one right on the dip of his bottom cheeks and thighs.

Thomas greeted these smacks with increasingly loud moans. Heartened by the effectiveness of her technique, Charlotte continued the spanking with increasing vigor and determination. She spanked in harder rounds with the ruler, peppering Thomas’s rear end again and again. The spanked boy’s tears started flowing freely, and soon, he was assuring his stepmother heartily and desperately that he was sorry for his behavior and that he would never act so foolishly again.

While Charlotte spanked, she also enjoyed her new role as a stern Mother and the delightful view of her stepson undergoing his deserved childish punishment. The slow and firm spanks were making the boy’s whole body twitch, and Thomas’s oft-repeated, plaintive “I’m sorry, Mommy… I’ll be a good boy, Mommy” told her that the chastisement was effective and her message was being received.

Thomas soon shrieked and squirmed as Charlotte increased the strength and frequency of the ruler spanks. Fast and furious, she applied the solid wood to her stepson’s bare buttocks and the top of his thighs. Each spank stung incredibly, but the ones that happened to land on his mottled sit-spot brought Thomas’s head and feet up simultaneously as he squealed under the burning pain. He tried valiantly not to move too much of his bottom out from under the onslaught of stinging spanks, and his tumultuous crying would have been heartbreaking to Charlotte had he been making these noises for any other reason than the effects of his well-deserved punishment.

By now fully immersed in her new role of strict Mother, Charlotte kept spanking Thomas until his whole bottom glowed a bright, livid red. Only then did the spanking come to an end. The boy was a sobbing mess at that point, and he lay across Charlotte’s lap with such a terrible fire burning in his bottom.

“Tell me what I can expect from you starting tomorrow morning, Thomas,” Charlotte asked.

Thomas either didn’t hear or didn’t comprehend the instruction.

After another flurry of spanks on the poor boy’s scarlet rear, the stepmother repeated, “I told you to tell me what I can expect from you starting tomorrow morning.”

Thomas turned his head to look at her. From his precarious position and in a shaky and juvenile voice, he squeaked simply, “I’ll be a good boy!”

Suppressing a laugh since his response was the same as the one she would get from a well-spanked little kid, Charlotte told Thomas he could get up.

With his pants and underwear wrapped around his legs, it was not easy for Thomas to get back to his feet, but once there, he pranced around and cried. Oblivious to the show he was offering to the woman in front of him, with his rock-hard manhood wobbling all around, he repeatedly promised Charlotte that he would never be a bad boy again and that he would shape up soon.

Charlotte thought that her stepson looked so cute as he vigorously rubbed his swollen, purplish bottom and bounced up and down with such energy. The mature stepmother stood fascinated as she studied the warmly spanked young man squirming in front of her. The emphatic crying, running nose, and face screwed up in a tight squint were that of a well-spanked child, such as the hopping up and down, the dancing in a circle, and the furious rubbing of his well-spanked buttocks. Nevertheless, his massive, hardened manhood, which proudly sprang up like a flag-pole, was that of a healthy, thoroughly grown-up boy. So she decided that a well-spanked bottom must sting enough to teach a good lesson at any age.

For sure, Thomas had been given a severe lesson, and the bright, livid red bottom and thighs surrounded by the white waist and lower legs were a testament to it. But even if she was enjoying the show with an amused grimace, Charlotte didn’t want to shame her stepson more than he was already, so she got up from the chair and, with a voice turned warm and maternal, told Thomas, “I have to run to the construction site now. Take your time to shape up. Use the bathroom. And remember to lock up the office before you leave,” then, staring at him purposefully, she added, “I hope it won’t be necessary to repeat this. But be assured that I will do it again if needed.”

“I know, Charlotte,” Thomas said in a shaking voice, his hands now covering his erection. “Thank you for helping me to improve.”

“You’re welcome, dear,” answered Charlotte with a half-smile, caressing the boy’s damp cheek with her hand.

Thomas’s ride home from work was an uncomfortable one. Uncomfortable because of the physical pain, but also because of the psychological residue. He felt ashamed and numb from having been reduced to a blubbering mess over Charlotte’s lap.

As he continued down the freeway, he reflected on his punishment. Why did I ask her to spank me? He imagined what his bottom must have looked like from his stepmother’s perspective. That was when Thomas noticed that he was getting hard again.

“What is wrong with me?” He wondered.

But then the image of himself, vulnerable, over pretty, domineering Charlotte’s lap, popped into his mind again. The mental image was powerful and thrilling, and Thomas almost came in his pants.

“Do I really like to be spanked by my stepmother?” He asked himself. “Well, there is only one way to be sure of that, right?”

One thing was sure: it would be easy for him to mess up at work again.


Never too late

As Don entered the house after a typical, long day at work, he was greeted with strange sounds coming from behind the closed kitchen door.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 

“AHAWHHH! No more, Mommy! OHOWWW! I’m sorry!” 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Have you learned your lesson yet? Will we have to have this discussion again?” 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OHOWHHH! I’ll never do it again, Mommy, I promise! AHAWHWWW! I’ll be good! BWUAHAAA!”

SMACKKK!

As he walked into the kitchen, Sofia, his newly married wife, was assisting her eighteen-year-old son, Timothy, off her lap.

Don stopped on his track, stunned. The boy was in his pajamas even though it was only late afternoon. His pajama pants were wrapped around his ankles, and his red buttocks resembled two ripe cherries. It was evident that Sofia had spanked him, that she had done that with the flat-backed ebony hairbrush she still had in her right hand, and that his bottom was killing poor Timothy. In fact, he grasped one beet-red bum cheek in each hand and hopped in place, weeping.

Don was speechless; not only did Timothy resemble more a well-spanked little kid than the healthy, athletic young man he was at all effect, but he sported a massive hard-on that he didn’t even try to hide, busy as he was to rub away some of the sting his Mother had ignited where he was used to sit.

“Pull your pants up and get to your room. I’ll be there in a few minutes to check on you, and I expect to find you working hard on that assignment.  Understand?” Sofia scolded, waving her trusty hairbrush in the direction of her still-blubbering boy.

“Sob! Yes, Mommy! Sob,” Timothy said, sniffling, and wiped his runny nose on his sleeve. 

“All right, go!” Sofia commanded, pointing her ebony weapon towards the stairs. 

Timothy finished pulling up his pajama pants and, holding his bum in his hands, scooted from the kitchen and up to his room.

“Do…Do you spank Timothy?” Don asked with a light blush on his cheek, not caring about how silly the question was under the circumstances.

Sofia turned her head toward her husband and said, “Hello, honey. Of course, I do! But only when there’s a real need.”

“But…I mean, at his age?”

“Right at his age, spankings are most needed. To make him understand that he still has to obey his Mother!”

“I see,” Don said, then added, “and it seems effective too.”

“It is. When I spank, I usually start with my hand but finish with the hairbrush, giving one stroke for each year of his age, and that, believe me, always does the trick,” said Sofia, winching.

“What set off this…session?”

“I got a report from his algebra professor. Seems he has not been turning in an assignment.”

Don thought about it for a moment and then said, “Well, it looks like your brush gets good results. I always thought Timothy was a much more decent, well-behaved boy than I was at his age. My Mother used time-outs as punishment. Not nearly the disincentive that some hard wood applied to a bare bottom would have been, I guess.”

“Your mother didn’t spank you?” Sofia asked, a marveled look in her eyes.  She was still sitting on the kitchen chair, holding her heavy wooden hairbrush. Her legs, left bare from the skirt raised to her hips, were crossed, one foot swinging. “That explains a few things.”

Don looked at her. At forty, Sofia was a very attractive woman with a cascade of wavy brown hair, buxom breasts, a flat stomach, curvy hips, and strong, toned legs. He knew he was a lucky man to have met and married her, not only because of her looks but also because of her outspoken and strong character.

“Yeah, I suppose. Sometimes, I wish she had been more like you when I was growing up. It might have saved me a lot of trouble in later years.”

“No doubt.”

A long silence followed this exchange, with Sofia looking at Don as if waiting for him to say something more. 

Don stood there, feeling awkward and unsure of what to say. He had mulled all day about something, and he knew he had to tell his wife about that, but he didn’t know if that was the right moment to do it. Finally, he decided that that exact situation was giving him the chance to open up to Sofia.

“Today, uhm…today I’ve been thinking about our argument last night,” he finally volunteered, with a knot in his throat. “You were right. I’m sorry I made such a big deal about it. Sometimes, I get too wound up in the argument and say things I shouldn’t. I understand it is a bad habit. Sorry.”

“I’m glad you realize it, Don. And that you are sorry about it. But I think that if bad habits are not addressed soon, they get worse later.”

Don dropped his jaw at that unexpected answer.

“What…what do you mean, darling?”

“Your habit of arguing with me, even over little things, it’s a habit that, if it goes on, could harm our marriage.”

“Yeah, you may be right. I guess I’ll have to work on that, and I…” 

“I could help you with that. It’s never too late to learn self-discipline,” Sofia interrupted Don’s ruminations, tapping her hairbrush into her other hand.

“What?” Don said, feeling stupid as soon as the reflexive question was out of his mouth. 

He already knew what she meant. With that hairbrush she had just used to roast a young man’s buttocks tapping in her other hand and her serious expression, there was little doubt in Don’s mind what Sofia meant. 

Do husbands and wives actually do that sort of thing? Don though. If they do, he sure never heard of it. Of course, how would he? It’s not something like one of the guys would bring up at the bar, ‘Boy, my wife spanked my ass good last night’. He stared at his wife, sitting with her back straight, with her bosom protruding, her bare legs crossed, and that tool of maternal authority in her hand.

He finally gulped and said, “Don’t you think I’m a little too old for that?”

Sofia continued to look at him for a long moment, then said, “What do you think? Do you intend to live in a home with constant bickering? You said yourself it’s a bad habit, and you just agreed that my methods are working well with Timothy. Are you afraid to face the consequences of your bad behavior?”

“Ah…uhu..no! I’m not afraid,” Don answered, lying. “It just seems silly. I’m not a kid, nor a teenager, anymore.”

“True, but your Mother wasted those years, leaving you to live with your bad habits. Perhaps it would not be an issue if she had used more effective techniques, but she didn’t. So I think it’s up to me now. Don’t you agree?”

“I…I guess,” Don stuttered.

He was sorry for his bad temper, and right then, in front of his wife’s quiet but firm maternal authority, he suddenly felt unable to stand against her arguments.

“Good,” Sofia said as she rose from her chair. “I’ll go check on Timothy. He usually has his headset on, listening to music, when he studies, so if we take this discussion to the basement rec room, there’s no chance he’ll hear us. You go get ready, I’ll meet you there.”

She strode out of the kitchen so quickly and with such purpose that Don didn’t have a chance to begin an objection, even if he could have thought of one. So, he meekly headed for the stairs to the basement. 

‘What did she mean by “get ready”,’ Don wondered. ‘Ready for a spanking?  From the little I know of the subject, she is the one who will do all the work.’

Once he got down to the rec room, the whole idea seemed less and less reasonable to him. ‘Will a spanking hurt?’ he thought. ‘It’s supposed to hurt kids, but many of the things that cause pain in kids are no big deal for adults, especially still-fit, middle-aged men.’ On the other hand, going pants down over his wife’s knee was pretty humiliating.

“Don, why are you standing there?” Sofia asked, startling him out of his thoughts. “Pull that chair out of the corner and put it here in the middle of the room, then drop your pants. Let’s get this over with so I can get back to fixing dinner.”

Don went to get the chair, but as he was carrying it where he had been ordered, he said, “Look, Darling, maybe this is not such a good idea.”

“Nonsense,” Sofia said, “You will see. A good, sound, old-fashioned spanking is just what you need to help you with your bad habits. And from what you told me, it is also long overdue, young man!”

‘Young man?’ Don wondered. ‘Well, maybe…Aw shit…better do what she says.’

He put down the chair, and Sofia sat, looking at him.

“Drop your pants!”

With a little shaking fingers, Don undid his belt, unsnapped and unzipped his pants, and let them fall to the floor around his ankles.

“Those, too,” Sofia said, indicating his boxers.

Obediently, Don pulled his boxers to his knees, feeling the humiliation he had hypothesized minutes before. And even more so because his dick had absurdly hardened and was now pointing at full mast toward his wife. ‘So this is why Timothy was hard there in the kitchen,’ he thought. ‘It has to be a side effect of this kind of thing!’

Wanting to hide his arousal, with no delay, he placed himself over his wife’s waiting thighs.

Sofia patted Don’s white, muscular, swelling buttocks a few times, then directed, “Scoot further forward, dear.” 

She put her hand between his legs and helped him adjust his position until his head was closer to the floor and his feet barely touched it on the other side.

“Now listen to me, you bad boy, kicking your feet and a little squirming is okay. It’s hard to keep still when you are being spanked, but don’t get carried away. If you try to get off my lap or squirm so you fall off, we’ll start the whole thing over from the beginning. Also, don’t expect me to pay any attention when you cry and ask for mercy. We’ll be done when I’m done. So here we go. I’ll warm you up with my hand, and then I will spank you for real with the hairbrush.”

Without further delay, Don heard a sharp SMACK! and immediately after, felt a noticeable tingle in his right buttock. 

After four such smacks but still not much pain, Sofia said, “Think about what you did that has put you in this position, dear. Let’s make this a learning experience so we do not have to do it too often.”

Then, she resumed her efforts with greater intensity.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OUCH!” ‘Too often?’ Don thought, ‘Oh my God, what have I got myself into?’

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Sofia rained down on Don’s tenderized bum-flesh a flurry of solid hand spanks that made his buttocks nice and warm and his eyes moist. Still, he was capable of not openly crying out and maintaining the last vestige of masculine pride.

“That should do,” Sofia announced, stopping the hand spanking. “You’ve got a nice red glow, so now we can move on to the hairbrush. Remember the rules, Don forty-two with the flat back of this large wooden hairbrush is no laughing matter. Do your best to take it like a man.”

‘Forty-two? Oh, yeah, my age’, Don thought. ‘Take it like a man? That’s what I’ve been doing.’ He had managed hard not to kick and cry long since.

CRACK!

“AHARGH! SHIT! Take it easy with that thing, darling! That really stings!”

“Tone it down, dear, and watch your language. You’ll distract me and make me lose count.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  

The following cracks were even harder than the first one if that was possible. Don ground his teeth together, trying his best not to cry out again.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  

“AHAHWWW!” He screamed, at last, having lost his battle against that damned brush that was sending his buttocks on fire. “You’ve made your point, darling. You can stop now. AHARGHHH! STOP HONEY! STOP IT PLEASE! OHOHWWWW! SOFIA, PLEASEEEEE, NO MOOOOREE!” 

Despite his reasonable requests, Sofia kept smashing down the flat back of the ebony hairbrush, flattening, in turn, Don’s already engine-red buttocks. By now, the desperate man’s legs were doing some kind of frog dance, and Sofia had long since captured his right wrist when he attempted to shield his burning sit-upon with his hand.  She didn’t miss a beat. Hard, hard spanks continued to rain down on Don’s defenseless ass, stoking that fire until he was sure the smoke alarms were about to go off all over the house.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!   

“AHAWHWW! UHU-AHA-OHOO! PLEASEEEE SOFIAEEE! BWUAHAAA!

Don was frantic. That brush HURT, and STUNG, and BURN, and Sofia was evidently well trained at putting it right where it would do the most good, from the tops of his bum cheeks to the crease where his bottom met his thighs.

When Don was sure he would never be able to sit again and was reduced to a crying mess with his cheeks damped in tears and snot, Sofia put down the brush and stood looking at the injured area.

“That’s forty-two, dear,” she said once Don quieted down a little.  “Well, forty-three if you count the first one, which didn’t count because of your bad language. What do you think? Would you have the bad habits you have today if your Mother spanked you like this when you were younger?”

“HELL NO!” Don exclaimed, and SMACK! Sofia smacked him with her hand. 

“Sorry, darling! SOB! No, dear. SOB! Absolutely not! SOB! SOB! Just one spanking like this one when I was young would have cured me for life!”

“Good. Let’s hope it works even at your age now. You can get up. We’re through”, said Sofia, assisting him off her lap.

Then, while poor, broken Don grasped in his hands big handfuls of his smoldered, smoking buttocks, she looked at him with intent and added, “For this time, at least.”


Crystal’s fly-back paddle

Sean was lying on his bed, waiting for seven o’clock. Mom was always home by then.

The thought of the sulking boy centered on his bottom. The prospect of what would happen to that tender part of his fit, boyish body concentrated the mind wonderfully. It was like having a black cloud over him, and under that cloud, he would tremble thinking about the shaming, childish, painful fate that awaited him as soon as his stepmother was back.

His hands wandered behind. He inserted his fingers into the elastic waistband of his shorts and pulled them down to mid-thighs, along with his boxers. He gently rubbed his bare buttocks, feeling their soft coolness. He knew they would not stay cool for long. 

Because he knew that, whether he was 20 years old or not, he would soon get one heck of a spanking with the fly-back paddle.

‘Damn, once again,’ he thought. ‘I know that what I did was wrong and silly, something worth of a horny teenager…anyway, it is not right that Mom still treats me like when I was six.’

To have drilled a hole in the hedge to watch Kelly, their buxom, busty red-head neighbor, sunbathing topless in the garden was an action that was shameful and inexcusable. And having been seen masturbating, watching in the hole by their other neighbor was even worse. Of course, the old bitch had rushed to phone his stepmother to tell her about yet another mischief by her Sean. She always snitched on him. That ugly old lady who would stare at him from her porch whenever he tidied up the garden in shorts and a tank top, he had seen how she looked at his butt when he walked down the street in his tight jeans.

‘I bet she does it on purpose to get me spanked, the old pervert,’ thought Sean. He knew that the old lady was aware of how his stepmom corrected him even in those days. If his hysterical crying and desperate pleas were not enough to make her understand, his stepmother had taken care of it, telling her all about his old-fashioned educational methods.

Now, she would be glad to hear everything. The houses were so close, and Sean’s room window was just a few feet from the old lady’s. But even the attractive neighbor on the other side would probably hear something of his shame. The loud CRACKS of the wood smashing hard against boyish tender flesh, the anguished screams and pleadings. While he figured all that in his mind, his hands kept caressing his bared bum cheeks, and he got aware that his dick had hardened and now rubbed against the bedspread.

Yes, because that was another shaming effect of his stepmother’s corrections. Every time he was spanked, he felt like he was no longer the owner of his body. His bottom belonged to Mommy so she could exercise her motherly right to discipline her misbehaving stepson. At the same time, he couldn’t control his manhood, which hardened and stiffened on its own despite his fear and shame for what was happening to him.

How shaming, it was to stand before his stepmom with his britches at his ankles and his dick pointing to the ceiling like a flag pole. And the fact that she was not his birth mother but his stepmother did not diminish his embarrassment at all since she, having married Dad when he was 3 years old and his real mother had died, had always been the only Mom for him. Therefore, being put over her lap with his hard-on rubbing against her thighs, often bare or in pantyhose, was embarrassing to the highest degree.

Turning over and over in bed, his butt cheeks clenched in his hands as if he wanted to protect them from what was about to happen, and his already hardened cock rubbing against the mattress, Sean saw on the clock on the nightstand that it was almost time for his stepmom’s return. He began to feel stomach cramps from fear, and his heart was racing.

‘I’m a grown man, for Heaven’s sake,’ he thought. ‘I have a job and work hard.’

But he knew she was in charge. “Until you live under your parents’ roof is our rule, young man!” His Father had told him. This meant that if Sean didn’t like their rules, he had better leave and live by himself. But he didn’t want to do that. He enjoyed his home comforts too much. By himself, he wouldn’t be able to afford half the things he could, not having to pay rent, such as his brand-new Mustang, whose installments he has yet to complete paying.

And still, despite everything, he was very fond of his stepmother.

So when she had called him to warn him that she knew what he had been doing, told him he was grounded in his room, and that as soon as she was at home, there would be hell for his buttocks to pay, Sean just hung his head and went to his bedroom.

When he heard the engine of a car enter the drive, Sean hurriedly pulled up his pants and accommodated his rock-hard dick in his boxers. Remaining silent and with his eyes closed, Sean listened to the clicking of Mom’s heels as she entered the hallway and paused in the living room to deposit her bag and remove her jacket; his heart skipped a beat hearing a drawer opening, and then close, after that, the clicking ascended the stairs toward his room.

Without knocking first, his stepmother opened the door to the bedroom.

At forty-five, Crystal was what you might call a big lady. She was tall, taller than Sean, and plump, even if well-proportioned. Now, dressed in a black blouse that squeezed her ample breasts, a mid-thigh skirt that hugged her wide hips and monumental bottom, and heels on her feet, she looked even more imposing to crestfallen Sean lying on his bed.

“Do you have something you want to tell me before we start, young man?” She asked, looking at her paled stepson and patting the fly-back paddle in her other palm.

Sean gulped, staring at that dreaded tool. He had known it since childhood; it was one of his toys until the ball’s elastic broke. Then, Crystal, since it was nice and solid and a good size, with the practical sense typical of mothers, had found an alternative and more lasting use for that wooden tool.

“I’m sorry, Mom. I really am. I didn’t mean to…” Sean blabbered his lame excuse.

Keeping swatting the paddle’s business end on her palm, Crystal raised an eyebrow.

“Let me understand, young man. You are trying to tell me that you ‘didn’t mean’ to practice a hole in the ledge, pull your penis out of your pants and masturbate shamefully as you invaded the privacy of Kelly, our neighbor. How did that happen? Was it by accident?”

Blushing all the colors of the sunset and unable to even try to defend himself, Sean remained silent. He watched intently as Crystal picked up the chair from under his desk and put it in the center of the room. She then raised her pencil skirt to her hips, showing off her sturdy, meaty thighs in a tan, sheer pantyhose. She sat in the chair and closed her legs, which formed a perfect, silky platform for Sean to lie on.

“Come here, Sean,” came her stern order. “Right in front of Mommy.”

Mommy, Sean hated it when Crystal used the kind of terms she always used when disciplining him. It wasn’t shameful enough that she put him over her lap and spanked him like he was six. No, she had to use words such as ‘Mommy,’ ‘young man,’ ‘until you won’t sit down,’ ‘warm your buttocks,’…and so on.

The defeated boy rolled off the bed and onto his feet. He did not object; he knew all too well there were no more excuses or pleas for mitigation. Sulking and sighing, he stood before his somber stepmother.

“Sulking is not going to help,” said Crystal once her stepson, barefoot and wearing a pair of shorts and a T-shirt, stood in front of her. “If you insist on acting silly, irresponsibly…just like a horny, foolish teenager, I have to warm your buttocks for you, young man.” Then, shaking her head, “Take down your pants.”

With trembling fingers, the 20-year-old boy lowered his elasticated waistband shorts to his ankles. Crystal leaned forward and pulled Sean closer. Next thing, she got her long-nailed fingers inside the waistband of his boxers, and the next moment, they were falling to his feet. Sean stood there like a fool, his hardened member pointing skyward. The big, determined stepmother took her stepson by the arm, and suddenly, she pulled him forward and toppled over her ample pantyhosed lap. Face down.

Sean sent a shriek and kicked his bare legs stretched at the ankles by his garment, but Crystal was strong. She got Sean around the waist, and he was going nowhere. There was nothing he could do about it. He was lying there, face down, with his tender, plump, trembling buttocks all bare for Mom to spank all that she thought he deserved.

Then, Crystal raised the fly-back paddle and started to wallop the living daylights out of the poor boy.

It hurt like crazy.

The first smack of the paddle brought Sean from his world of self-pity to the harsh reality very quickly as he felt it burn his right bottom cheek with its searing sting. What followed was a slow, methodical administration of paddle spankings that brought a high volume of OOOHHHS and AAARRGGHHHS and OWWWWSS as each CRACK was felt individually, and a few seconds passed before the next SMACK was administered. Slowly and deliberately, the flat, merciless wood was applied vigorously to Sean’s bouncing buttocks, deepening the redness of the bum skin and imparting a continuous burning, stinging sensation throughout the punished area.

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

Determined and merciless, Crystal went on with no letup, pounding away at her stepson’s steaming bottom. Sean felt his boyish, muscular buttocks swelling painfully to a bigger size. He thought they had caught fire, so unbearable was the stinging, burning sensation the branding paddling was raising in his battered rear end.

In the meanwhile, his hardened manhood rubbed and rubbed against the soft, silky, pantyhosed, meaty thighs of Crystal, and only the branding pain she was raising in his buttocks with the sturdy fly-back paddle prevented Sean from disgracing himself by coming on his stepmother’s lap.

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

Crystal smacked that paddle into every part of Sean’s bum, and once there was no square inch untouched, she started all over again and then again.

Sean hollered at the top of his lungs, not only with the pain, which was unbearable but also with the shame of it all. He was easily being held down over Mom’s ample lap while she spanked his bare bottom, and there was absolutely nothing he could do about it, exactly like when he was six!

“AHWHWWW! AHARGHGHHH! AHAWHWWW! MOOOMMYYY! BWUAHAAAAAAA!”

He now was the one who called Crystal’ Mommy,’ he was the ‘young man’ of the house, he was the one who was ‘not going to sit down for a week’ after Mommy had finished to ‘warm his buttocks’ for him.

And right when poor Sean was sure he couldn’t take just another paddle smack, the door opened, and his Dad entered the bedroom.

“What’s all that hollering?” He said. “The noise is fit to wake the dead. You’ll have the neighbors complaining.”

He didn’t know that the old pervert lady who snitched on his son had probably been delighted to listen and know cute Sean got his backside blistered by Crystal.

Continuing to hold her desperate, weeping stepson firmly anchored in her lap, Crystal turned to look at her husband.

“Believe me, Dear, this bad boy deserved all he got and more. I will tell you about it at dinner.”

The man sighed, looking at the well-known show before his eyes.

“It seems to me that he has been spanked enough,” he said. “Look, how swollen and glowing you made his buttocks. Do you want to take the skin off his butt with that paddle?”

“It might be a good idea. I wonder if with his butt skinned, he will finally act like the adult he is,” Crystal told her husband. Then, turning to Sean, “All right, mister, get up and let that be a lesson to you!”

And with that, she let her well-chastised son roll off her knee.

As soon as he was on his feet again, Sean started to jump around with hands desperately grasping each of his ferociously hot, stinging, and burning red spanked bum cheeks. He yammered and stomped about, doing his freshly spanked little boy dance, furiously rubbing his smoking buttocks in front of his Dad and his stepmother. The couple looked approvingly at their son’s antics for a moment, then left the room.

After dancing about, Sean tried as much as he could to stop crying, but that took no less than 20 minutes; while he lay back on his bed, the heat radiated from his glowing bottom, tears ran down his face, and he felt like the sorest and most humiliated boy in town. Once, finally, his crying stopped, he couldn’t resist going to the bathroom to have a look at the state of his rear end.

‘Wow, look how red it is,’ Sean told himself, seeing the result of the session over his stepmother’s lap.

He couldn’t tell how much his poor bum hurt. His left hand went to gently caress those beet-red balloons that his fit buttocks had turned in. They were throbbing, radiating a heat wave.

‘Oh, no,’ thought Sean, overwhelmed by a last shameful sensation. ‘Not again.’

As his left hand was soothing his pulsating buttocks, his right touched his rigid manhood. That little touch was enough to make him come with a violent spurt that soiled the basin under the mirror.


Fulfilling her husband's needs

“What’s been on your mind lately, Rudolph? You seem to be concerned. Is there something you should be sharing with your wife?” Michelle asked her husband, sitting in the passenger seat.

It was a sunny Sunday morning, and the two were heading to church in their car.

“Uh, oh, nothing, I’ve just been thinking,” Rudolph forced a laugh.

“I see that. But what about? It must be an important matter for you to stew over it for so long,” the pretty woman said in the tone of a psych dealing with an uncommunicative client.

Thirty-year-old Rudolph turned his head and looked at his recently married wife. At 36, Michelle was a pretty brunette with a buxom figure. Now dressed formally with heels, a knee-length skirt, a jacket over her blouse buttoned up to her neck, and the glasses she always wore for driving, she exuded an air of seriousness, almost sternness.

Suddenly, Rudolph’s thoughts went to his Mother. Not that Michelle physically resembled her, not at all, but that air of seriousness and composure,  which commanded respect, and her glare behind glasses that seemed to read inside him made him think of his maternal parents. And that feeling was heightened by what Michelle said next.

“Well? Did you hear me, Rudolph? Have you perhaps lost your tongue?”

She turned her face with the accurate, even if understated, makeup and, for a brief moment, frowned at him. Under that gaze, Rudolph felt compelled to give her an answer.

“I… It’s about the lack of discipline in my life,” he finally admitted in barely more than a whisper, blushing lightly.

“Discipline?”

Surprised by Rudolph’s answer, Michelle turned her eyes from the road and looked at him again, frowning even more.

“Yeah,” Rudolph felt forced to explain, “Like when I screw up, or let slide my chores around the house, or am thoughtless in my treatment of you.” He paused, cleared his throat, and, as if to relieve himself of a burden, continued: “There aren’t any real consequences. You just get irritated with me, so…I get obstinate and obnoxious.”

“Yes, you do, and it doesn’t help our marriage, does it?” Michelle agreed. “But…consequences? What do you have in mind? And what does this have to do with ‘lack of discipline’?”

Detecting a rise in Michelle’s interest in the conversation, Rudolph decided to take the bull by the horns. He had mulled it over for weeks, actually months, from even before they got married. Since he had met that pretty, serious, hard-working, older woman who was interested in him. Now, the time had come to confess it all to Michelle. And for that, he was very nervous.

“Well, I’ve read on the internet that some couples use…corporal punishment to clear things in their marriages, and it works.”

“Corporal punishment?” Michelle asked, astonished, her voice hinting at an undercurrent of indignation.

“Oh, well,” Rudolph hastened to explain, “Nothing extreme, mind you, just something like...loving even if strict motherly corrections. If you know what I mean.”

“Hmm,” Michelle muttered in response, which told Rudolph nothing of her thoughts.

Only once they were about to arrive at the church did Michelle ask, “If I remember well, that’s how your Mom raised you. With... loving, strict motherly corrections... didn’t she?”

Rudolph blushed at that, but his answer was forestalled by their arrival in the parking lot, where Michelle parked among other church members.

Rudolph didn’t dare raise the topic again during the drive home after the service, nor did Michelle. Actually, neither of them came anywhere near that topic for the rest of that day.

Monday started like any other Monday. Michelle left for the office, where she worked as a managing director just after breakfast, while Rudolph stayed home to write his articles as editor of a well-known sports blog.

Once alone, the thirty-year-old big boy went to the bath, showered, and stood in front of the mirror. While he dried his hair, his gaze lingered on his fit, athletic body. He turned and looked at his bottom. His buttocks were firm, muscular yet tender, and almost hairless. He gave them a not-so-gentle slap and waited to see the red handprint forming on the candid flesh. He had always been very concerned about that part of his body. It was there that his Mother applied her maternal duty to correct him with the help of her hairbrush. And she took good advantage of it.

Then life was simpler, thought Rudolph, gently caressing his back hillocks. More than an afternoon he had spent sniffling, grounded in his room with his pajama’s bottom at his knees, massaging those same buttocks red, swollen, and radiating heat waves. He indeed didn’t look forward to it; those sessions over his Mom’s lap were dreaded. Even so, once the painful, stinging sensation was gone, he felt forgiven and set right, and life could go on as nice and peaceful as ever. So, even if he feared the possibility of Michelle picking up where her Mother had left off,  he was proud that he had finally found the courage to bring the topic up with her. Still, given his wife’s cold reaction, he doubted whether this would lead to anything.

In fact, that Monday night, Michelle did not return to the subject, nor did Rudolph, for fear of appearing weird. So, the following morning, Rudolph resolved to try to forget the whole thing. But putting aside thoughts that had been going around in his head for months was not easy, and the more he tried, the more his mind returned to them. Distracted by it all on Friday, Rudolph forgot that Michelle had asked him to pick up her evening gown from the dry cleaners, which she needed to attend an awards night organized by her corporation.

Once Michelle found out about his forgetfulness, she entered a state of cold fury. Arranging suitable attire for the evening, she didn’t answer Rudolph’s lame excuses until she exited the house, when she stated, “We will discuss this tomorrow, Rudolph.”

The next day, Rudolph left early for his usual morning run. Once he was back home, he did not see Michelle downstairs. Not wanting to confront her yet, he arranged a small breakfast for himself and sat at the table to eat.

He was finishing his breakfast when he heard his wife’s steps descending the stairs. He raised his head from the plate and saw that Michelle was standing before him.

“Young man, we have something to discuss,” she said.

Rudolph swallowed. ‘Young man?’ He thought, surprised.

He observed his wife. Michelle, wholly dressed, looked imposing and intimidating. Her bosom stretched the white blouse, her swollen hips filled the knee-length skirt, the high heels increased her height, and…she wore her glasses and combed her hair into a bun above the neck.

Suddenly, he felt shrunken and almost speechless; right then, Michelle’s resemblance to his Mother was striking.

Keeping her left hand on her hip and her right one behind her back, Michelle stood across the table from Rudolph and said, “Wednesday, I went to talk to your Mom about what you said last Sunday. You know, that matter about discipline.”

Rudolph opened his mouth and remained speechless for a moment, then, “You involved…Mom, in our private affairs?”

“Yes. And I’m glad I did it. She really is a wise woman, and she told me many things that had clarified my mind about our relationship.”

“Did she?”

“She surely did. She even gave me something that, in her opinion, would help me with the task I have with you. Don’t you imagine what it is?”

Rudolph just sat there looking at her, dumbfounded, shaking his head no.

In response to his silence, Michelle removed her hand from her back and presented to Rudolph’s gaze a sturdy, wooden, flat-backed hairbrush.

“Now you remember it, don’t you?” Michelle asked rhetorically, seeing Rudolph pale in the view of his Mom’s hairbrush.

Feared and with a knot in his stomach, Rudolph couldn’t help but nod.

“Very well, then. Now I want you to think carefully, Rudolph, because this is your last chance to get out of it by saying, ‘Forget about it all, Michelle.’ But if you don’t say that, starting now, it will be pajamas, hairbrush, and grounding for you whenever you break any house rules.”

Suddenly, Rudolph felt drained of all energy. He certainly had not imagined that things could take such a drastic turn or that Michelle could become so severe. But now that the die was cast, he felt unable to oppose the will of his determined wife, even if he had wanted to. His thoughts were: “This is what I asked for…I think.”

So he remained silent, and Michelle took it as consent to her new role of disciplinarian wife.

“Very well then,” she said in a no-nonsense tone. “Do you know what happens to boys who cause trouble with their forgetfulness and carelessness?”

“I…it was just a mistake, honey, I am sorry,” Rudolph blabbered.

“I’m afraid that sorry is not enough, young man. It is time you remember that actions, especially silly ones, have consequences.”

At this, Rudolph blanched and raised his frightened eyes to his new, domineering wife.

“I want you to walk into the bathroom, shower, and brush your teeth. Then you’ll go to the bedroom, put your pajamas on, and wait for me. Now march!”

It was enough of that simple phrase to send Rudolph back to a little boy’s state.

‘OMG, put in pajamas, spanked, and grounded…AGAIN!’ He thought while he obediently went to the bathroom.

Once in there, he entered the shower and emerged clean and wet. Then, he went to the bedroom without wasting time and put on his pajamas. He did not put on underwear; he knew from experience that they were just an unnecessary complication of the whole procedure. Besides, once the brush had done its scorching work, to put them back on was just one more torture. Then he sat disconsolately on the bed. He did not have to wait long to hear Michelle’s heels heading for the door to the room.

“Well, well, well, here’s my naughty boy,” Michelle announced, entering the room. 

Her one hand gripped the handle of the feared hairbrush and impatiently tapped the business end against her other palm.

“I am, darling,” Rudolph nodded, quietly blushing under her gaze.

“Then let’s get to it, mister,” said Michelle matter-of-factly, raising her skirt almost to her groin and sitting at the foot of the master bed. “Get up and take them down,” she ordered, indicating Rudolph’s pants with her long-nailed index finger.

On jelly legs and with shaking fingers, Rudolph complied and found himself standing in front of Michelle, with his pajama pants at his ankles and his manhood that emerged from under the end of his pajama top as hard as it had ever been.

‘His Mom didn’t mention…this,’ thought Michelle, suppressing a chuckle.

Then, thinking that finally, ‘boys are boys’ and their hormones make their bodies react beyond their rationality, she stretched out her hand and grabbed her husband’s forearm, dropping him onto her lap.

Rudolph fell, dizzily imbalanced across Michelle’s pantyhosed thighs, with his hardened dick smashing upon that meaty, silked platform. His unprotected bottom jutted up towards Michelle’s menacing smirk as she gripped his right arm and firmly pinned it across his waist, immobilizing any escape attempt. 

The next second, the hairbrush cracked down on the poor man’s right buttock with a burning impact.

SMACK!

“AHARGHHH!” Shouted Rudolph, not even trying to maintain a minimum of male dignity.

Indeed, just like when he was a boy, the first hairbrush stroke opened the waterworks, and his crying started in full swing.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“BWUAHAAA! AHAWHAHHH! IT HURTSSS! AHAWHAAA!”

Efficiently, determined, as if she had done that countless times, Michelle smashed the flat back of her mother-in-law’s wooden hairbrush over her husband’s rear, flattening one bum cheek in turn as he squirmed and squealed and pleaded for mercy, promising of never, oh never, ever again, be careless and forgetful.

Unmindful of Rudolph’s pitiful pleas, Michelle just kept raining down smack after smack on his fast-reddening and swelling buttocks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“AHAWWW! AHARGGG! AWHWWW! GWADDD! PLEASEEE! AHARGHHH! PLEASE MOMMY! AHAWHWWW! PLEASE STOOOP! BWUAHAAA! BWUAHAHAAA!”

Michelle understood that at that point, Rudolph had regressed to being just a punished little boy again, so he addressed her with that childish term. Her heart melted after seeing her loved husband turn into that frenzied and painful state, but she knew that if she wanted his respect and obedience, she had to steel herself and keep going. So she worked the hairbrush all over his swelling and sizzling buttocks and descended to the tops of his tender thighs.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Following her mother-in-law’s advice the previous Wednesday, Michelle spanked Rudolph until he was no longer pleading, apologizing, or saying anything. He was just crying, and crying because he had been a bad boy, and bad boys get the hairbrush on the bare hiney and because Mommy…well, his wife actually, was setting his whole rear end literally on fire!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Finally, after what seemed to poor Rudolph like an eternity, his spanking ended, but his crying was still in full swing.

“BWAHAAA! AHAGWAAA! OHOWWW! MOOOMMYYY! BWUAHHH! IT HURTSSS! BWUAHAAA! IT HURTSSS!”

Rudolph kept lying on Michelle’s lap, bawling like a well-spanked little boy of 5 or 6, while Michelle felt his massive erection rubbing against her pantyhosed thighs.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” she said, her voice now soft and maternal. “You can get up.”

Rudolph wriggled off his wife’s lap, and his only concern was the fire raging on his rear end. His poor bottom was literally burning up, and both his hands tried in vain to rub away some of the fire Michelle had ignited in his spanked parts. He did an undignified performance of the well-spanked little boy dance, allowing his strict wife the prolonged opportunity to watch his huge, outstanding hard-on wobbling all around.

Michelle patiently waited for Rudolph to settle down a bit. Then, she rose from the bed and let him hug her.

Rudolph melted in his wife’s embrace, drying his tears on her soft bosom. He told her how sorry he was for being a bad boy and promised her obedience and submission, along with all his love for the time ahead. And inside him, he meant all that he was saying.


A burning first-of-January afternoon

It was the first of January afternoon when Randal was lying on the bed in his old bedroom at his father’s house. His pants were lowered, and he was sobbing softly, almost feeling the smoke rising from the surface of his sizzling buttocks. The state of his bottom was testimony to the last ten minutes.

He slowly got up from the bed and shuffled to the mirror. It was hard to walk with trousers and underpants around his ankles, but he wasn’t ready to pull them up yet. He wanted to see the results of the session he had just undergone over his stepmom’s lap.

Turning his back to the full-length mirror, he glanced over his shoulder. He was not surprised to find that his bottom was a deep, bright red. Both buttocks had swollen a little and looked like they glowed in the semi-darkness of his room without a pale spot showing. Even the fatty portion under the edge of his bottom had been soundly spanked and now showed a solid crimson color. He reached his hand back tentatively and touched his backside; the skin on his butt cheeks radiated a prickly, throbbing heat.

Hobbling back to the bed, he lay on his stomach, with his bare rear in the air, awaiting the horrible stinging sensation to decrease, and recalled the events that brought him to that entirely new, unworthy, not to mention so painful, situation at his tender age of 23.

Having taken the car to his friend David for repair had not been a good idea. Sure, David would have charged him little, but Randal knew how unreliable he was. In fact, when he went to pick it up that afternoon on the thirty-first of December, David apologized, but the car was still not ready.

That a friend lent him the car that very day was out of the question. So it was staying home and not attending the party that he had already paid for himself and his girlfriend, Eva. Even asking for his father’s SUV was not possible since he was away at one of his golf tournaments. In the end, the only resource he had left was Leanor.

Randal was still not very familiar with his new stepmother, whom his father had suddenly married only a few months before. At 40, Leanor was the prototypical MILF, Randal had thought the day he met her, smiling inside. She was a tall, buxom woman with thick chestnut hair. Her glasses gave her a resolute look, and she usually left her blouse unbuttoned to reveal her generous cleavage. She wore knee-length skirts that hugged her hips, accentuating her alluring curves and high-heeled shoes. Randal could not deny that he was attracted to the woman who, however, also put him in awe.

Knowing that Leanor had an end-of-year party at home with her friends and family, Randal had gone to his father’s house that afternoon to ask to borrow her car. He was surprised to find out that the serious woman showed reluctance to let him have it. She said he would most likely drink at that party, and she did not want him to drive drunk. While he was begging his new stepmom to let him use her BMW, Randal had the strange feeling of being a teenager asking his mother for permission to go to a party. A feeling that Randal had never experienced, having been raised by his absent golf player father with the help of the occasional maid. Anyway, Randal promised over and over that he would not drink excessively, and Leanor finally agreed to let him have the car, but on the condition that he would only drink one, at most, two beers and nothing else.

Unfortunately, Randal, having grown up without the necessary supervision, was not so careful about keeping his promises. This, in addition to partying with Eva and friends, caused him to drink far more than he had promised. Thus, although not completely drunk, Randal returned home at dawn sufficiently tipsy to give Leanor’s car a good scratch at a pole while parking.

When he woke up in the early hours of the afternoon, Randal had a knot in his stomach at the very idea of having to return the car to Leonor in that state. He tried to put it off for a while but finally took his courage in both hands and headed to his father’s house.

He had hoped he could have some time to buff it out, but his stepmother went outside as soon as he drove into the driveway. She immediately saw the scratch and went into a rage that Randal had never imagined. After a good amount of scolding, he and many of the neighbors heard Leanor order him with finality, “Get in the house, young man, now!”

Sad and dejected, with an unknown, strange feeling of butterflies in his stomach, Randal obeyed. Once in the living room, the same feeling of being a teenager in front of a strict mother, which Randal had experienced the day before, came back even stronger. Under Eleanor’s grilling, he admitted that he had drunk more than he had promised, and his mad stepmother started a tongue-lashing about maintaining promises and the dangers of driving drunk. Meekly, Randal tried some lame excuses, saying how sorry he was to have scratched her car.

“You just don’t understand, Randal; the problem isn’t the damage to my car, at least not so much that. The problem is that you drove after drinking, and in doing so, you broke the promise you made me, you broke the law, and, most important of all, you put your life in danger!” The raged woman concluded her tirade with her arms crossed on her generous bosom and her right foot tapping on the floor.

From then on, the events took a turn Randal could hardly imagine. Leanor grabbed a wooden clothes brush that was standing on the fireplace mantle and stared at her adult stepson, tapping its flat back with her other hand.

“I know that your foolish actions are not entirely your fault since you did not have a mother who could advise and correct you. However, that doesn’t excuse you from acting irresponsibly. You, young man, are long overdue a lesson in trust, respect of law, and not to put your life at risk, and I’m the right woman to give you just that,” she said matter-of-factly.

“What…what do you mean, Eleanor?” Randal asked, blabbering.

Wide-eyed with amazement and blushing with shame at being scolded in that childlike way, he felt suddenly unable to stand against that pretty and determined woman’s will,

“I will show you what,” answered Leanor icily.

She walked right up to him, grabbed him by the ear as if he were just a naughty little child, dragged him to the sofa, and sat on it. Her skirt rose, revealing all her pantyhosed, meaty thighs and presenting to the crestfallen, astonished young man a silky platform to lie on.

While Randal still couldn’t bring himself to move or say anything, he heard her order, “Take down your pants and undies, mister, and I mean NOW!”

Randal remembered now, as he softly stroked his still-glowing buttocks, how he, not even believing what he was doing, meekly obeyed the domineering lady. He nervously fumbled with his belt and zipper, slid his trousers down, and slowly, clumsily started to step out of them. His stepmother’s anger did not allow any delay.

“Stop that fiddling around!” she shouted. “I said get those pants and undies down, and if you can’t do it right, I’ll do it for you.”

She yanked him across her knee and slipped her hand under the seat of his underpants, jerking them down to his knees. There was an instant when Randal felt the coolness of fresh air on his bottom, but it was only for an instant before he experienced the wooden flat-back of the clothes brush against his defenseless bum.

There was a distinct SMACK! And then he felt a sharp burning sensation in his right buttock. He only had a fraction of a second to gasp out, “Owww!” before he heard a second SMACK! And felt an equal burning sensation on his left bum cheek. Another SMACK! “Owww!” and the spanking was underway.

Randal turned and twisted under the steady series of brush spanks, which each time seemed to bring a painful message to a new portion of his backside.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Soon, there was no portion of his bottom which has not felt his stepmother’s cloth brush flat back so that each additional spank fell upon a spot already sore. What was at first only a stinging sensation was becoming an acute and painful burning.

As smack after smack continued to fall on already stinging flesh, Randal began to cry out in earnest, to plead, to beg, to seek some way to end this new, painful experience. By now, his entire bottom was afire, and he winced with each new SMACK that struck already burning flesh and made him jump.

“Stop, please, Leanor,” he could not help but cry out. “I’m sorry! I won’t drink anymore! Ouuch! Please not...Owww!...not so hard...my bottom... Ahargh!...it hurts so much! Aharghhh!...I didn’t mean...Ouch! OHWHW!... I’m really sorry...OH, OHWHWWW! PLEASE STOP!...BWUAHAAAAA!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

After that, his crying descended into bawling and howling as the tears flowed, and his blubbering became so uncontrollable that he couldn’t even beg anymore! Such was the incredible sting, burn, and heat lighting up his scorched backside that the skin of his buttocks felt like it had caught fire! The only consolation in all that was that any feelings of embarrassment he may have had about being put in such a disgraceful situation by his pretty and severe stepmother were soon forgotten, and the only thing on his mind was the inferno devouring his poor, defenseless bottom!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

And then, something strange had happened, Randal reflected while lying on his bed. As the spanking continued, the excruciating burning sensation spreading through his buttocks excited him in a new and unusual way. Reaching back now and touching his still-glowing bottom, he remembered how he felt something else, a rising and stiffening in front, where his manhood was pressed against Leanor’s pantyhosed soft thighs. He felt himself becoming erect, and it had been a pleasant feeling, even though the correction he was being submitted to was so humbling and hurt so very much.

Now, remembering only the stimulating heat of the spanking and feeling its results, he continued to rub his behind and gently moved his body on the bedcovers. He thrust his hips back and forth, stroking his buttocks, while recalling the keen sensations of his stepmother’s flat-backed wooden cloth brush descending, again and again, to deliver yet another SMACK to his bottom. A smack which, while it caused him to jerk and cry out, also let him know that Leanor loved and cared about him.

It was so confusing. Lying there over his stepmother’s knees, he had cried out and protested as she had delivered such a sound bare bottom-roasting. But now, lying by himself in the same position, on his old childish bed, rubbing his well-spanked bottom, he felt excited and aroused as he never had before. In reality, the spanking had been a humiliating and painful experience. In his memory, it was a thrilling time shared with his stepmother in a moment of intimate contact. He had been there, with his bretches down, helpless, and exposed, at his stepmother’s mercy, submitting to her will, and she had seen him defenseless and submissive, his bared behind turning livid red under her correcting wrath. The spanking now seemed a special moment of secret intimacy with a beautiful lady. 

The memory flooded Randal’s mind as he caressed his warmed behind and thrust against the bed with a swifter and more intense rhythm. Rocking more and more frantically on the bed, with eyes shut, his now stone-hard penis exploded in a violent spurt while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.

It was right then that the door opened. His stepmother stood in the doorway for a moment, and then her face took on an expression of unmistakable horror.

“RANDAL!” she shouted. “WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING? You nasty, filthy boy! Wait right there where you are. I’m going to take my leather belt; I see that here we have another issue to take care of!”


Best friends

Patricia was Liam’s best friend.

They lived next door and had known each other since she was ten, and he was four years old. Unlike other kids, Patricia liked doing things with her little, cute neighbor. She enjoyed not only accompanying him on his games and child adventures but also taking care of him, helping him with his studies, and giving him advice; in short, she liked acting like a second mommy to him.

In contrast to Patricia’s parents, who had never laid a finger on her and whose punishments consisted of taking away privileges or, at most, grounding her for a couple of days, Liam’s stepmom believed in spankings. Being Liam, a healthy, high-spirited boy, and Patricia staying at his house often, she came to see her little friend’s bare tushy reddened a few times.

Although Liam obviously did not like being punished, he did not make a big deal out of it. He seemed not to resent being spanked, neither with his stepmom, who had always loved him and whom he loved, nor with Patricia, whom he adored, if she happened to be present during those discipline sessions.

When Patricia went to college, and later Liam too, they stopped seeing each other assiduously but always kept in touch.

So when, at thirty-two, Patricia was escaping a tough divorce, it seemed to her natural to ask Liam if she could live with him until she found a new place. Of course, the 26-year-old said that she was welcome.

Being single, Liam had the classic bachelor pad: cluttered and with an empty refrigerator. Fortunately, it was large enough to accommodate, besides the living room and the kitchen, two bedrooms so that Patricia could have one for herself.

On the first day that Patricia was at Liam’s house, they spent the evening talking about old times and avoiding the topic of Patricia’s recent divorce. They recollected their growing-up years and some of their childish escapades, which, for Liam, sometimes ended with him being put over his stepmother’s lap. They had a lot of laughs over those memories.

In the days that followed her arrival, Patricia took care to tidy Liam’s apartment up, stock it with food, and keep it clean and tidy. In short, she returned to acting like the second stepmom who cared for her little friend as she had when they were kids.

It had been a few weeks since Patricia arrived at Liam’s house when the fact happened.

Patricia didn’t really know why she did it. The fact is that she was always up in the morning way before Liam, for she used to prepare breakfast. Until that day, she had never gone into Liam’s room unless he asked her to. He had advised her, somewhat embarrassed, to avoid doing so, saying that he was jealous of his privacy. But that morning, while she was in the kitchen and had just put the coffee on, Patricia heard a kind of grunting sound coming from her friend’s room. Suddenly, she was concerned that Liam might not be feeling well, so mindless, she went over to his door and opened it.

As soon as the door was wide open, Patricia regretted having done so because there she saw Liam on his bed, legs spread wide, with one hand pumping furiously on his big, massive, hardened manhood, while the other kept a picture in front of his eyes.

Patricia has never felt so embarrassed in her life.

Of course, she knew that men masturbate. Fuck, she’d played with herself too. What really shocked her was the fact that Liam had her high school graduation picture in his non-pumping hand and was evidently jacking off to some fantasy concerning her.

While Patricia let out a little gasp, Liam’s head whipped around and looked at her. At that moment, nature had chosen to finish him off, and he shot all over Patricia’s picture. Her eyes flew wide, and she quickly slammed the door and ran back to the kitchen, her cheeks red like apples.

After a few minutes, Liam came out of his room with his face all red, too. 

“I...uh...” were his first words.

Patricia couldn’t look at him. She just couldn’t. 

“I’m sorry,” was all the embarrassed young man managed to say. 

Patricia was sorry, too. What the fuck did I open that damned door, she thought.

They stared at each other, thoroughly ashamed.

“Look, Patricia, I’m really sorry. I don’t know what came over me.” 

He didn’t know? Patricia was very sure that he did.    

“I’m sorry for invading your privacy,” she said coldly.

“Please don’t do that. I know I’m the one who needs to apologize. I shouldn’t have been doing that.”

“Really? All men do it,” she said, stymied. “What were you fantasizing about me, uh?”

“I... I’m not sure…” he tried, blushing.

“Bullshit, Liam!” Patricia snapped. “You know exactly what you were thinking about. Now tell me how I’ve come to be viewed by you as another one of your whores.”

“I...uh...”

“Well? What was I doing in your fantasy? Sucking your cock and swallowing your cum? On all fours while you fucked my tight ass? Maybe I was riding your cock?”

“Damn it, Patricia! I’m trying to apologize.”

“I don’t want an apology. I want to know how you saw me in your dream world.”

He shouted out the last thing Patricia expected. 

“You were spanking me, okay?”

Patricia rocked back in the chair, stunned beyond all reason, while Liam’s eyes were glued to the floor, and his face was redder than a ripe tomato. Then she started to giggle.

“What’s so funny?” Liam demanded.

“That. The spanking part, I think.”

“Is it funny?” Liam was confused now.

“Well, not in the way that you think. I’ll let you in on a secret. I’ve fantasized about spanking you, too, sometimes.”

“Did you?”

“Uhm, hmm,” Patricia nodded. “When I hit puberty, and I saw your stepmom spanking you, well... let’s say it didn’t leave me unaffected.”

Liam finally raised his head. Their gazes crossed.

“So, tell me,” Patricia broke the embarrassed silence. “When did you start to fantasize about it?”

“Mhm, let’s say since mom stopped doing it.”

“I see. You missed it, don’t you, naughty boy? And I understand why. You sometimes act very much like a bad little boy. A bad little boy who deserves to have his bottom spanked,” said Patricia, fixing Liam with a sly look.

“Oh, well, Patricia. I…I wouldn’t say it’s really in those terms,” Liam said, increasingly embarrassed.

“Oh really? So do you think that spending time shamelessly masturbating and soiling your best friend’s picture with your cum doesn’t deserve to be corrected?” Said Patricia, taking a stern look.

“I didn’t say that,” Liam said in barely a whisper.

“Oh, stop with the stupid act, Liam. You are well aware that what you did was not only inappropriate but also wrong. You acted like a disgusting horny teenager. And you know what happened to you when you acted up, right?”

“What…what…oh,” he looked at Patricia in bewilderment, finally understanding the situation she was trying to create. “Yes, ma’am, I remember.”

“Very well, Liam, because it’s long overdue. Young man, you have just earned yourself a good spanking!” Patricia said, slapping her hands, thus using the exact words and doing the same gesture Liam’s stepmom did when she was about to punish him.

“I’m sorry, Patricia. Please don’t...I won’t do it again,” Liam said at that point, with his voice turned almost childish.

“Pleading is going to do you no good. You need to be taught a lesson, and I’m the woman who will give it to you, young man.”

Listening to almost the same sermon his stepmom had pronounced so many times before putting him over her lap, Liam experienced an increasing sense of fear and excitement.

“Please, ma’am. Please don’t spank me. I’ll be good. I won’t do it anymore, I promise,” he said, feeling as if he had returned a dozen years in time.

“Young man, look into my eyes and answer me. What happens to you when you act in a disgraceful manner?”

“I get spanked,” Liam whispered in his low childish voice.

“You can do better than that, young man,” Patricia said, crossing her arms on her bosom and staring at him, waiting for his answer.

“I get my...my bare bottom spanked,” he admitted, defeated.

Finally satisfied by his answer, Patricia stood up and went to her room.

When she returned to the living room, she held a wooden hairbrush.

Liam stared at it wide-eyed.

“It’s similar to the one your stepmom used, isn’t it?”

“Oh, yes, it is,” said Liam with a shaking voice, cupping his pajama-covered buttocks in his hands in an unconscious, childish gesture of protection.

Patricia put the hairbrush on the cupboard, took off her robe, and, in her short nightgown, sat on the sofa.

“I won’t do it again, ma’am. Don’t spank me, please. I’ll be good, I promise,” Liam pleaded, looking piteously at her older, determined friend. 

His stomach was doing flip-flops. Nevertheless, Patricia could see a tent growing on the front of his pajama pants.

“Sorry is not enough,” she said, her tone calm yet firm. “You’re going to get your bottom spanked, and nothing you do or say will change that. Do you understand?” 

Liam nodded, blanching.

“Good. Now get the hairbrush, young man, and get your fanny right back here before I count to five. One...”

Knowing full well that procedure, Liam went, grabbed the hairbrush, and hurried back. 

“Four...good. Now come over here.”

Liam went to stay right in front of Patrica. She grabbed his pajama pants and slid them down his legs. She stopped for a moment, and as Liam didn’t wear any underwear, she stared at his manhood that had hardened again. Giggling inside, she took the hairbrush from his hand. She pulled her friend over her knee and properly centered him where she wanted him. She could feel his erection pressing into her bare thighs.

“Liam, I want you to know that I’m spanking you because you deserve it and because I love you. Do you understand that?” Said Patricia, just as she had heard Liam’s stepmother say.

“Yes, ma’am,” he throatily replied.

After that, Patricia raised the hairbrush, and suddenly, she delivered a quick flurry of solid smacks on Liam’s vulnerable buttocks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Liam was caught by surprise by the intense pain and quickly started bawling.

“AHRGHHHH! AHAWWWW! WHAHAAAAAA!” He cried out loud.

Patricia really blistered his fanny from the start. Liam kicked and bawled, but she just kept cracking the wooden flat back of that hairbrush over his bare buttocks. First, a flurry of hairbrush spanks on his round, right bum cheek.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Then, right when the poor man was feeling that he couldn’t take any more on there, she switched to the left side of his bum, flattening that buttock with another flurry of spanks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Seeing that muscular yet soft, meaty hillock bouncing under the unmerciful rain of the flat wood and earing the desperate wailing of her handsome friend, Patricia felt a growing sense of excitement and realized her pussy was watering.

When even Liam’s left buttock was reduced like a red, swollen balloon, she switched to the tops of his thighs.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

By this time, poor Liam was roaring the house down, crying and wailing how sorry he was to have been a bad boy, and piteously pleading to, “PLEASE, PLEASE NO MORE! AHARGHHH! MOMMYYY, PLEASEEE! AHAWHAAA! IT HURTS SO BAD!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The burning sensation in Liam’s sore and swollen buttocks had by now escalated from unbearable to excruciating. His pleading had stopped, and he just wailed and blubbered like a toddler having a tantrum.

Feeling her vulva dripping, Patricia didn’t stop her friend’s unmerciful correction until she saw that on the sit spot, his buttocks were beginning to blister. Only then, with a last flurry of the hardest hairbrush smacks, Liam’s spanking was over.

By then, the poor, well-chastened young man was no longer able to utter coherent words, and he just wailed his sorrow with his eyes blurred, his nose running, and his cheeks dripping tears. He didn’t even realize that Patricia had stopped spanking him. He understood it only when he noticed that her hands were rubbing his almost blistered ass.

“Have you learned your lesson, little boy?” Patricia asked then.

“YES! Yes, I have, ma’am. Please, oh please, don’t spank me with the hairbrush anymore. I promise I won’t do that…that disgusting thing ever again. I promise! I love you, Patricia. BOHOHOOOO!”

“Okay, young man, you can get up,” said Patricia with a weird smile painted on her lips.

Liam got up from her lap and stood in front of her, tears still streaming down his face, showing her his rock-hard dick and feverishly rubbing his flaming rear.

“Go to your room. You are grounded for the rest of the day. The hairbrush will stay on the cupboard, and don’t think I wouldn’t use it again if the need arises!”

Liam dried his cheeks with the back of his hand and stared at Patricia. In her gaze, he could read determination as well as affection. And he looked at her with adoring, loving eyes.

Finally, with a lump in his throat, he said, “Yes, Patricia. Thank you.”

Six months after that event, Patricia became Liam’s wife.
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