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A diet of paddling

"Paul, what do you think you are doing, mister?" Greta's voice hit her husband, who was sitting in the dark at the kitchen counter in the middle of Saturday night.

When the light from the chandelier illuminated the room, the scene before 40-year-old Greta's eyes was bleak. The chubby middle-aged man was holding a half-eaten sandwich of salami, cheese, mortadella, tomato, mayonnaise, and ketchup. In front of him stood the remains of his birthday cake beside a half-empty glass of milk. The plump man raised his eyes to Greta, more than a little intimidated by his tall, imposing wife who stared at him.

Paul's birthday party, which had taken place in the afternoon, had been fun, though intimate, and the financial advisor had been able to forget his weight problems for a while. But then, when his older brother, his wife, and his children had left, and his wife and son had gone to bed, the craving for food had come back, overwhelming him. And now he was caught with his hand in the cookie jar, literally!

Paul had gone through a bad financial situation a couple of years earlier. As a result of this, he had fallen into a kind of depression. While other people would fall into pills or alcohol, Paul found solace in food. And that was not good, not only for his figure, which had already taken on more than a few pounds, but for his health as well. Now, luckily, the financial situation of the family was restored, but he hadn't stopped his compulsive eating. And just the week before, the doctors had warned him and Greta, who had accompanied him to the consult, that if he didn't follow a strict diet, he would face serious health problems in a short time.

So Greta was really worried about her husband, whom she saw was unable to do the right thing for his life on his own. 

"Honey, how…mhm? Did I wake you up?" Paul said, ashamed, trying to wipe his chin of crumbs.

"What the hell…" Greta started to say.

She was standing in the kitchen doorframe, wearing a nightgown that hugged her buxom body. Her blonde hair was combed even though she had just come out of bed. Her arms were across her half-bare pert bosom, and her foot shooed in a frilly slipper tapped on the floor, showing her displeasure.

"Did you forget what the doctor told us? Don't you have a diet to follow?"

"Oh, mhm…Yes, I have," Paul said, blushing and lowering his eyes like a little kid under a severe Mother's scrutiny.

"And does that diet include sandwiches, cake, and milk at midnight?"

"No, honey, it doesn't."

"Didn't you promise to follow your diet?"

Paul blushed and lowered his head before answering a lame excuse, "Yes, Greta, but the psychologist says…"

"If this is the result of the psychologist's advice, I guess you'd better stop paying him. Don't you think so? How many times have you been told that if you don't shape up, you'll have serious health problems?" Greta almost barked, her gaze sending lightning.

Upstairs, hearing some commotion downstairs, 18-year-old Timothy woke up in his room. He wiped his sleepy eyes and went out into the corridor. Approaching the stairs, he heard his Mother scolding his Father. He froze there, hiding behind the wall, not to be seen but being able to hear what was said downstairs.

In the kitchen, Greta remained silent for a moment or two, then said something that sounded utterly absurd to Timothy, due to the fact that it was said by a wife to her almost fifty-year-old husband.

"I really feel that you deserve to have your fat bum roasted by the paddle, Paul."

If those words seemed absurd to Timothy, they elicited conflicting emotions in Paul. To him as well, they seemed absurd, but at the same time, he sadly knew they weren't. In fact, even if Timothy didn't know it, it was not unknown to Paul his wife's severity and her no-nonsense approach to family discipline, which fully included paddling his bottom raw whenever she thought he had messed up big time.

While Paul desperately searched for something to say that wouldn't sound disrespectful but affirm that it wasn't fair that a man his age and mature was being treated like a naughty child, Greta ordered, "Get up and come with me to the living room."

Timothy heard his Mother and Father coming into the living room. Curious more than ever, he descended a few steps down the staircase in the dark and sat where he could observe unnoticed what was happening in the dim light of the living room below him.

Paul, wearing striped pajamas stretched around his belly that hardly contained his fat buttocks and fleshy thighs, was standing before Greta pleading his cause.

"Honey, come on, you can't be serious. You really won't think of…doing that…and in the middle of the night, do you? Come on… I'm a mature man…not a brat," Paul pitifully pleaded.

"Do you think that sneakily eating in the middle of the night makes you look like a mature man, Paul? Really? Because that seems exactly what a naughty boy would do. And you know very well what happens to naughty boys in this house!"

Timothy blushed earing those words he knew very well were so painfully true, and saw Paul's chubby cheeks blush too. He marveled again at hearing his Father utter a childish answer: "I'm sorry. I won't do it anymore."

The boy upstairs saw Greta's eyes smoldering, and a smirk formed on her pretty lips as she stepped closer to confront her husband.

"Well, young man, it's clear that you are still far from being a mature man," Greta said, placing her hands on her hips and staring Paul straight in the eyes. "We will see if, after a session with the paddle on that overweight ass of yours, you will be so willing to break your diet again!"

Almost in unison, Timothy's and Paul's mouths hung open.

'WOW,' Timothy thought, 'She had called him…young man! I can't believe Dad will have his big bum blistered with Mom's paddle!'

But knowing better, Paul started to beg, in a broken voice, "Sweety, please, not that. Not the paddle, darling, please."

Acting as if her husband hadn't even said anything, Greta took a cushion and placed it in the middle of the sofa. Then she went to the cupboard, opened a door, and pulled out the paddle. She turned and patted the thick, long, wide wooden board in her other palm.

"Take them down," she ordered, indicating Paul's pajama pants with the business end of the wooden tool.

Squinting, Timothy saw his Father, who, with a face like he was about to throw up, undid the string of his pants and struggled to pull them down to the middle of his thighs, bringing his underwear with them.

"Go ahead, you know the drill," came Greta's next order.

Shaking like a leaf, Paul lay down on the sofa, placing his chubby belly on the cushion. Timothy's mouth swung open at the view of his Father's bare, broad bum. It was buttery and round, with a deep furrow separating the big white buttocks that jutted out like two round fleshy mounds.

"I just can't believe that you make me do this just because you can't control your greed, Paul," Greta was saying while approaching her husband's bum so obediently presented for his correction. "But I can't let you harm yourself with your foolish, dangerous attitude toward food!"

At those words, Paul's plump, big buttocks clenched in fear of what the mature man knew would come upon them. Even if he couldn't see his Dad's face, it was evident to Timothy that he was shaking like a leaf and ready to cry at any moment.

As in slow motion, Timothy saw his tall, imposing Mom raise the paddle to the ceiling and then bring it forcefully down to strike both of her husband's buttocks, which flattened under the blow and then bounced back.

For just a moment, Paul remained speechless at the sting of it, and then he let out a heartbreaking cry.

"AHARGHHH!"

With no delay, Greta began to paddle Paul's chubby, protruding, white buttocks with vigor.

CRACK! SPLATT! CRACK! CRACK!

While Timothy watched more and more intrigued, Greta paddled Paul's big rear end in earnest. Under the rain of solidly delivered paddle strokes, Paul's wriggling, bouncing, big bottom and quivering, stocky thighs rapidly increased in redness, and his howls and shrieks were getting louder and louder.

CRACK! SPLATT! CRACK! SPLATT! 

"AHARGHH! AHAWHWHH! HONEY! BWUAHAAA! PLEASE, NO MORE, DARLING!"

Timothy could see how his determined Mother applied the flat wood to each of his poor Dad's buttocks and the top of each thigh, as well as across both buttocks and both thighs. The paddle strokes were hard enough that every time the wood connected with his Dad's fat bum, the buttocks compressed and then jiggled as they sprang back. The boy was in turmoil by then. His throat was dry, and he was starting to feel a stirring inside his pants.

SPLATT! CRACK! SPLATT! CRACK!

Timothy saw how his strong Mother, with unerring determination, rose and fell the sturdy board mercilessly, each firm resounding CRACK echoing throughout the living room, accompanied almost instantaneously by loud shrieks and howls from his broken Father's mouth. He was sure that it would be a long time before his poor, chubby Dad would be sitting comfortably again.

CRACK! SPLATT! CRACK! SPLATT!

For his part, Paul hooted, hollered, and bucked across the sofa, reacting to the paddle's blistering bites. He felt as if his dear wife was branding his bum flesh with a hot iron every time that merciless wooden board flattened his now blistered buns. His cries, howls, and screeches formed a crescendo of rising-pitched sounds accompanied by flowing tears.

"AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW! BWUAHAAA! NAAA, PLEASEEE, DARLING! BWUAHAHAAA!"

Now openly excited, Timothy watched as his Father's legs flailed, kicked, and danced uncontrollably in every direction in response to the fierce impact of the paddle's swats.

Greta acted as if she didn't hear her husband's desperate pleas and continued applying the flat wood to Paul's bouncing, tossing rear, which was now a glowing, livid red, with greyish blisters at the base of the broad buttocks.

As his bottom bounced and twisted and squirmed under his wife's correction, Paul was now a very, very sorry and contrite man who thoroughly regretted having broken his diet and put his health at risk.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Finally, with six of the hardest swats, Greta ended the paddling of her husband's fleshy rear end, leaving Paul dangling, sobbing, and shaking uncontrollably. She had complied with her goal to reduce her husband to a hysterical, sobbing, remorseful, quivering little boy, very sorry for what he had done and hopefully not willing to do it again.

For his part, Paul, crying out in child-like, unintelligible gasps, was promising his wife and himself to never, ever break his diet again. He felt like his fat buttocks had been turned into a pair of glowing, crimson, beet-red balloons, and he kept lying on the sofa crying for the longest time until Greta helped him up.

When he was finally on his shaking legs, Paul danced from foot to foot, furiously rubbing his broad, swollen, and blistered buttocks with both hands, tears running down his face and sobbing uncontrollably.

Timothy watched, amazed and aroused, his Father's spanking dance. It was evident to him that under Greta's fierce correction, he had regressed to the state of just a naughty little boy, and he now looked nothing else than a well-punished brat.

Greta let Paul dance and rub for a couple of minutes, then opened her arms in an inviting gesture for the well-punished man to come and get a hug. Paul threw himself into that tender embrace, drying his tears on Greta's generous bosom.

Greta let him do it for a long moment, then said, "I hope you understand that I did this for your own good, Paul. And be assured that I will repeat it if you don't shape up soon."

At that point, Timothy thought it was better to start a silent retreat to his room. He silently rose from the crouched position he had been in and turned toward his room door.

"All right, Timothy, stop right there, young man." Greta's voice froze him on the spot. "Did you think I didn't see you hide there?"

White as a sheet and with a knot in his throat, Timothy turned to watch Greta, who, from below, was looking at him with her hands on her hips.

"I hope you have enjoyed watching what happens to misbehaving husbands in this house because, as you must know by now, that applies to misbehaving, nosy sons who don't mind their own business as well. Come on, get down here. The sofa is ready and empty and waits just for you!"


A Mommy’s boy

Freddie is standing in the living room, his shirt ruffled at his waist and his pants and underwear at his calves, crying softly. Ticking on her high heels, his Mother walks out of the room with a firm step, massaging the palm of her right hand that has just set her son’s bottom literally on fire. The cute, well-punished boy keeps his hands at the bottom of his back, holding his shirt off his badly stinging red buttocks, undecided if try to rub the sting away, a thing he knows from experience is practically useless, or let his poor bottom cool down in the fresh living room air.

Not a common situation to find himself in for a 20-year-old college boy, not tall but fit and handsome, with a tuft of black hair and two sparkling blue eyes, isn’t it? Well, you have probably heard about Mommy’s boys, those boys who have always been so very close to their Mothers that even at an older age, they refer to them as a focal point in their lives. Let’s say that Freddie is a real Mommy’s boy.

Freddie grew up in a fairly typical family: a mom, a Dad, and a sister. His Dad was a skilled salesman who often traveled for business. While his sister Allison was a rough-and-tumble girl, the kind who was called a tomboy, Freddie, on the contrary, has always been a quieter, studious boy. Both he and his sister were spanked by their Mom growing up, not a lot, but enough to let them know who was in charge there.

Their Mom was also very good at the well-placed threat of a spanking, even in public, in earshot of others, and the embarrassment of others knowing they would be spanked was often enough to stop whatever wrongdoing the two were committing. If not, the no-nonsense Mother would just follow up with her threat.

While Allison’s relationship with her Mom changed when she hit her teens, as is normal at that age when a girl is looking for her freedom and starts hanging out with boys, Freddie’s didn’t. Even if he, too, started to be interested in the other sex, he kept being closer to his Mom, who, for her part, kept taking care of him like he was still a small boy.

She would always arrive at the club where Freddie worked out three times a week to take him home. Even when he was 16-17, his Mom would sit on the bench outside the showers and hold the towel to dry him off. She also took him shopping on weekends, and when Freddie went out with friends at night, within the limits of his strict curfew, she always waited awake for him to be back safe at home.

At school, Freddie was a bit of a nerd. Although he was a cute boy, he didn’t like to show off, and, being a bit shy, he didn’t have much luck with the girls. By prom night, he had become engaged to a schoolmate, but he had not seen her often since he had gone off to college. At home, he was a bit lazy, and his Mom had to ‘enforce’ him to do his chores from time to time. He still calls his Mother Mommy and, as you saw, he still gets spanked, something that would certainly shock many of his college mates if they knew about it. They would never think that a good, well-behaved boy like Freddie could still be subjected to that kind of childish punishment, especially now at his age.

So, going back upstream, the reason for what happened today was something and nothing, the usual sort of row between Freddie and his Mom on the phone regarding his return time. Then, the upset Mother threatened the son with a spanking, and Freddie said he was too old for that. A silly thing to say, considering that Freddie had been soundly spanked just the month before for not keeping his room neat. So that was a mistake. Had he kept his mouth shut, it might have been just a threat.

Instead, as soon as he got home, Freddie was surprised by how upset his Mom was. He was grilled on why he had said what he said, and so on. Finally, as always, Freddie gave up, admitted he had been rude, and apologized.

“Remember, young man, you will never be too big to go over my knee,” was his Mother’s scolding conclusion. “No. You will never be too big for that. You might get wise enough to avoid it, but I promise that you will never be too big. You will always be my little boy, and I will always look after you right when I need to, and put you right too, when needed.” 

Then, like often happened when his Mother had decided Freddie needed to have his bottom smacked, followed an exchange between them that could seem almost surreal, given the son’s age.

“Now we need to deal with the matter of you being rude to your Mommy on the phone, don’t we?”

“Oh, I…I guess, Mommy.”

“So what are we going to do about it? Hmm?”

“I…I think that I deserve to have my, mhm, my bottom smacked, Mommy.”

“Yes, you do. You deserve it.”

“Y…yes, Mommy.”

“How do you think I should spank you?

“How? Mhm, y…you always smack my bare bottom.”

“Yes, little one, because I think that is what you will remember most. And how hard Mommy should spank you?”

“You…you always spank me hard, Mommy, very hard.”

“Indeed. I’m going to spank your bottom till it glows in the dark. Now, take your pants and your underwear down, Freddie. And I mean now!”

Freddie didn’t dare look at his Mom. He knew that she would be stifling a smirk. It was always the same. His Mom always looked a bit amused when his son shamefully admitted that he needed to be spanked.

Obediently, Freddie did as he was told, taking down his pants and undies and standing in the middle of the living room, waiting.

His Mom sat on the sofa and pointed at a spot right before her. Once Freddie was there, she put her perfectly manicured hand around his bottom and pulled him closer.

“Remember, I will spank you as often as I need to and as hard as I need to. You’re your Mommy’s boy, and that’s how you will stay until you are living under your parents’ roof and are supported by us. Now, over you go.”

Freddie lay across his Mom’s lap. She moved him about a bit to get his plump, still candid but soon-to-be-red round bottom in the right place.

“Now this is going to hurt you a lot more than it’s going to hurt me,” the Mother said with a chuckle.

SMACK!

The first spank landed hard and squarely in the center of Freddie’s bottom. The big boy cried out and turned around. It hurt! A lot. Suddenly, a rain of hard hand slaps landed in quick succession. Freddie gritted his teeth and buried his head into the sofa’s cushions. Five smacks, ten, twenties; there was no end to it.

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

Determined to teach a good, sound lesson, the severe Mother got into a rhythm, spanking left, then right, then left and right again, then one in the middle, and so on. She had a lot of space to exercise his Motherly right to punish the unruly son, given the good size of round, muscled Freddie’s rear end.

Poor Freddie’s attempt to suffer the punishment without wailing too much was short-lived. The stinging sensation that had been building from the start soon became unbearable, and the poor boy began to squirm, cry out, and plead.

“AHARGHH! Mommy! Please, no more. Stop, pleaseee!”

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

“What did I promise you?” The severe Mother scolded.

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

“A very hard spanking, didn’t I? So far, your bottom is only just sore, and we are well off memorable.”

“AHAWHWWW! BWUAHAAA! MOMMYYYY!” 

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

Determined, as if she were on a mission, Freddie’s Mom kept spanking even harder, if possible. From then on, the burning sensation in Freddie’s already swollen and flaming-red buttocks grew even worse. He cried like a toddler having a tantrum; he bucked and twisted, but his Mom held him firmly, and the spanking continued, more rhythmical and sound than ever, while the poor boy cried his eyes out. The no-nonsense Mother carried on until Freddie was just a limp, tear-soaked rag of a boy with a pair of buttocks so red and burning you could have fried an egg on them.

Only at that point did the smoldering correction end, and the spanking Mom helped his well-punished son to stand again.

And that’s how Freddie stands there, crying, barely able to see through his tears and not knowing what to do with his punished bottom that is just burning up.

“Well, Freddie. That was a proper spanking. Do you think you have learned your lesson?” Asks the middle-aged woman, rubbing his stinging right palm with his left thumb.

“OHOWHWWW! Yes, Mommy! AHAWHWWW! I did! BWUAHAHHH!” The fully repentant boy sobs his agreement. At that point, his Mom could have asked him anything, and the well-chastised, subdued boy would have just answered, “Yes, Mommy.”

After a while of standing there, once his cry has subsided to a sniffling, Freddie takes his pants and underwear completely off. Putting them back on his throbbing bottom would have been just torture. He finally makes it to the bathroom to inspect the results of the session he has just endured over his Mommy’s knees. He sees that Mommy had not been joking. His poor bum is completely throbbing red. And it burns and stings so much that he is sure he has to sleep on his tummy and forget about sitting down at dinner. And his Dad is home that day, and he will know that his son has been spanked again. Such a shame!

Freddie loves his Mommy, and he knows that she will keep spanking him. Sometimes, months will go by, and then he will find he keeps putting his foot in it or overstepping the mark, and over Mommy’s knee he will go. As embarrassing and painful as that is, Freddie can’t help but feel reassured that he will always have a strong, caring woman who watches his back and helps him in the perils of life.


Asking for a spanking

It was 10.30 pm, and Jessica, already in her nightgown and robe, was reading on the sofa in the living room when her husband Seymour approached her.

“What is it, honey?” The pretty, black-haired, blue-eyed 43-year-old housewife said flatly, lowering her magazine to look at her husband.

The 42-year-old Seymour was standing in his pajamas before his wife, his arms behind his back, with a resigned air.

The green eyes in the man’s freckled face under the tuft of honey-blond hair, which gave him a cheeky air of eternal adolescent, seemed worried, and Jennifer asked, frowning: “So? What’s up? Did something happen?”

Shifting nervously from foot to foot, Seymour braced himself, removed his left arm from behind his back, and handed his wife a sheet of paper. Jennifer took the paper and stared at her husband with a worried expression, then lowered her eyes and read. It was a speeding ticket that had arrived by mail. Their car, the one Seymour used to go to work, had been filmed exceeding the speed limit by 10 mph.

“You know that this is unacceptable, don’t you?” Jennifer said in a flat, cold tone of voice. 

“Yes, honey, I know. I’m sorry, I didn’t realize I had already crossed the city limit.”

Staring at her contrite husband, Jennifer nodded, “All right. I see…well, what can I say…be more careful in the future.”

Said that the displeased wife bent forward to put the ticket on the coffee table. When she got up again, she saw that Seymour was still rooted in front of her and was handing her something with his right hand.

Jennifer’s gaze went from Seymour’s face to the hairbrush in his hand and back to his face. She then said, pointing to the hairbrush, “That usually stays on my vanity, Seymour. You know that I don’t like it when you touch my things. Anyway, why did you bring it here?”

Seymour’s heart went into overdrive, and several contrasting emotions flashed through him while he said: “I…I thought I deserved to be punished. So…I thought that if you ought to punish me…”

He fumbled uneasily, searching for the words that seemed too heavy to go out of his mouth.

Jessica’s eyes widened barely, but she waited impassively while her husband fidgeted.

“In the end, I broke the law, and we have to pay a good amount of money for it…I know that if Billy, our son, had done that, you would use it, so...” Seymour fell silent, rubbed his bare right foot on the wood of the floor, and then added, “I mean…my Mom too would have spanked me for a thing like this. I don’t know, I…I just thought it was the right thing.”

Jessica looked at Seymour for a long moment, trying to make up her mind. She knew her mother-in-law had spanked her husband while growing up. She had told her about it. In her words It was not an everyday occurrence; it had happened pretty seldom. She said she didn’t like doing it, but when she decided she had to, she tried to do it so thoroughly that Seymour would remember it for days to come, so she wouldn’t have to repeat it anytime soon. That’s why she used a square, broad, paddle-like back, wooden hairbrush to spank. The very one she had given to Jessica when Billy had turned ten. Of her three sons, Seymour had been the most spanked one, she said. And it was strange because he was actually the smartest, the one who was doing best in his studies. But now and then, he came up with some silly misdeeds right of the type she couldn’t let off, and ended up over his mother’s lap to have his bottom spanked with the hairbrush.

After she had mulled over all that, and seeing that Seymour was really on his toes waiting for her response, Jessica said, “I thought you were far too old for this kind of thing, Seymour. Well, what can I say? It seems I was wrong. In the end, if this is what you think you deserve…okay, you will have your bottom paddled.” Jessica took the hairbrush from her husband’s hand and looked at it. It had been a few years now since that tool was on her vanity. She slapped her palm with its flat back, and, looking Seymour straight in the eyes, she followed on, “You will regret your decision, mister. Don’t think that because you are a mature man and my husband, I will go easy on you once you are on my lap.” 

Determined now, Jessica laid the hairbrush next to her side and, with her index finger, beckoned her husband right in front of her.

Blushing and a little insecure, the middle-aged man complied meekly. Seymour blushed considerably more when his wife’s experienced fingers lowered his pajama pants to his ankles, thus discovering his hardened manhood that, freed from restraint, pointed proudly to the ceiling.

Suppressing a smile, Jennifer thought that ‘boys will always be boys.’ She opened her robe and raised her nightgown almost to her groin, thus offering a meaty, not slippery, platform for Seymour to lie on.

“Over my knee,” she ordered calmly. Then she added something that Seymour had already heard coming out of his own Mom’s mouth in his youth, “Now brace yourself, mister. I’m going to spank you until you can’t sit.”

Across his wife’s bare, buxom thighs, Seymour was shuddering. Jennifer’s lap was so soft and maternal, and Seymour felt it comfortable in a weird way while his hardened manhood pressed against its warmth. Over there, he was experiencing a mix of powerful, contrasting emotions. He didn’t know why he had felt the urge to be in such a shaming situation. But it had been like that when he was a teenager, and now that senseless, shameful urge had returned, and he had been unable to suppress it.

For her part, Jennifer was weighing her husband’s candid buttocks with her eyes. They were muscular yet compact and tender, and also almost hairless; they looked so vulnerable as they clenched and unclenched in trepid expectation of what was coming.

The trepidation that Seymour, with his pants down and his bare bottom up in the air, just like a naughty little boy, was savoring despite his fear. Jennifer usually wore just a drop of understated but sweet fragrance, and a hint of it reached Seymour’s nostrils, contributing to the confusion of his emotions. He then sensed Jennifer moving her hands above him. He knew what she was doing; she was slipping the rings off the fingers of her right hand. He had seen her doing that while correcting Billy. She always started the punishment with a handspanking.

A split second later, Jennifer’s housework-hardened palm smacked down, splatting on Seymour’s right buttock.

SLAPP!

The succeeding spanks grew in frequency and intensity.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAPP! SMACK! SLAPP!

“OHWH! Honey! Please, I’m sorry, darling!” Seymour started to yelp as his wife’s firm palm smacked his upturned bare bottom again and again. His involuntary questing right hand, attempting to protect his burning rear, was intercepted by his wife’s left hand and held resolutely away from her target.

With his right wrist held firmly in Jennifer’s left hand, Seymour was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp while his wife spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of his tender behind.

“Okay, honey! Okay! It…It’s enough! OHWHW! AHAHWHW!”

Unable to take it like the man he was, Seymour wailed his sorrow as the spanking continued. Tears began flowing freely from his eyes as the sting of Jennifer’s experienced palm got worse and worse. If she had doubted before she started spanking, she was entirely in the spirit of the thing now, and her husband was in for a class A bum roasting.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAPP! SMACK! SLAPP!

Seymour’s bottom continued to increase in both temperature and color as his wife’s hand spanked and spanked and spanked, leaving no area untouched. He was crying freely now and had already turned into a very contrite man.

It was then that Jennifer decided that the hand spanking was enough. With his face covered in tears, his nose running, and his mouth in a grimace of pain, Seymour welcomed that moment of rest.

“If you feel the need for some discipline at your age,” Jennifer stated, “It’s obvious that I have neglected my wifely duties.” She paused for effect, then she went on, “I’m sorry, but be assured that from now on, I won’t make this mistake again, Seymour. You can plan on spending time over my knee in the future every time you act foolish, honey.”

Said that Jennifer picked up the hairbrush and raised it to the ceiling. Getting a firmer grip on Seymour, she smacked his already well-spanked right buttock smartly.

CRACKK!

“ARGHHH!” The man wailed and bucked wildly.

Then he felt the next smack as hard and smarting on his other buttock. Soon, he was howling and kicking wildly as the hairbrush did its stinging work, deepening the bright crimson of his already reddened rear with every whack.

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

“WAHAAA! WAHAHAAA! HONEYYY! PLEASEEE! WAHAHAAA! I’M ON FIRE!”

Bawling like a little boy and begging his determined wife to stop, Seymour’s efforts succeeded in getting him to release his right hand from Jennifer’s grip and bring it to protect his steaming bottom. Grabbing his right wrist again, his wife pinned it more firmly behind his back and announced, “I’m not through with you, Seymour. Not by a long shot!”

Seymour had to wait only a fleeting moment before the square back of the wooden hairbrush resumed its journey from the top of his buttocks to mid-thigh, stinging areas it had already visited so thoroughly.

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

“WAHAHAAAA! ARGHHH! BWAHAHAAA! IT HURTSSS, HONEY! BWUAHAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAD, DARLING! BWUAHAHAAA!”

Unable now to thrash or even twist in his wife’s unyielding grasp, Seymour bawled and sobbed his sorrow and promises of good behavior forever and ever as his wife spanked and spanked and spanked until the poor man couldn’t form coherent words anymore.

Only once he was positive he couldn’t sit down anymore did Seymour hear his wife say, “All right, I think you’ve been spanked enough.”

Jennifer tossed the hairbrush to the floor and released her grip from her husband’s wrist.

For a long moment, Seymour remained over his wife’s lap, with his still-hardened dick rubbing against her bare thighs, blubbering and feeling he was the sorriest and sorest-bottomed husband in town.

Jennifer waited for her husband’s sobbing to calm down, then gently lifted him from her lap.

As soon as he was on his feet, Seymour pranced about, hopping up and down, bawling lustily. His hands went to rub his stinging bottom, desperate to take away even a little bit of the searing, stinging, burning pain his dear, loved wife had ignited there. He danced around, shamelessly thrusting out his hard-on and wailing away, unaware of the show he was giving of himself. He didn’t care; his wife had just given him the worst bottom blistering of his life, and he felt like he had nothing to hide from her.

Suppressing a chuckle, Jennifer rose from the sofa and opened her arms to her well-chastised husband to come to her. Seymour rushed into her arms and stood there in that wifely embrace, finishing crying all his tears on Jennifer’s generous and tender bosom, left almost bare by the nightgown cleavage.

Later, in the bathroom, Seymour shuffled over to the mirror. It was hard to walk with his pajamas 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 wife’s lap. Turning his back to the mirror, he glanced over his shoulder. He was not surprised to find that his bottom was glowing in a livid red, and both buttocks had swollen to a bigger size. 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; it emanated a smoldering heat.

Hobbling back to the bedroom, he lay on the bed on his stomach to cool down his smoking, scorched buttocks while gently rubbing his rock-hard manhood against the bedspread. Soon, the rub went into a more and more frantic rocking. With eyes shut and reviving in his mind the shaming and painful ordeal he had just been submitted to over his wife’s lap, his penis exploded in a violent spurt while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.

Once he had recovered from his climax, the man remembered his wife’s words: “You can plan on spending time over my knee in the future every time you act foolish, my man.”

“Oh my God,” thought Seymour, who knew well how much his wife cared that the house was always spotless and tidy, looking at the mess he had left on the bedspread. “What will Jessica say of this?”


A family reunion

In Jeff's family, there has hardly been a family gathering without a brother, a sister, or a cousin being solemnly spanked. So that even that reunion followed this kind of tradition—or perhaps it would be more appropriate to say 'curse'—was nothing strange, Jeff thought.

'It has been all Alan's fault,' the 18-year-old boy said to himself while he heard in the next room his cousin still weeping for the switching he had got from his Mom. Actually, it had been his 19-year-old cousin's idea, and, lying on his bed with a bottom too sore to sit on it, Jeff cursed himself for following him in the stupid prank.

It had been Alan who, a few hours before, had convinced him to spy on their cousin, Kitty, in her bathroom. Kitty was not Jeff's blood cousin; she was just his Aunt's stepdaughter, the daughter of her first husband. When the poor man died in a car accident after just one year of marriage, Aunt Jennifer raised Kitty as her own daughter despite the fact that she was very young and her career as a soap opera actress was rapidly on the rise. Jeff's Mom said that Aunt Jennifer had always had a strong, deep maternal instinct, which is probably why she stopped acting when Alan was born, 19 years ago, at just 29. She had married her second husband, a successful TV producer, two years earlier, and with a new baby and Kitty, who was 9, she decided to quit the stage and devote herself entirely to the family.

Back to that day's events, Jeff knew that spying on Kitty was wrong, but Alan convinced him. Well, Alan and his 18-year-old wild hormones, probably.

Kitty, who was 27, had just returned home from Milano, where she had finished a stage as a fashion designer, and that was the pretext for the family reunion. Being the oldest and only girl among one male stepbrother and two male cousins, Kitty had always occupied a room separate from the rest of the mansion, with a private bathroom that was initially intended as an apartment for live-in servants.

That afternoon, after a fierce tennis game on the court behind the house next to the swimming pool, all panting and sweaty, Jeff heard Kitty say, "I think I'm going to take a shower."

"Yes, sure," Jeff answered nonchalantly. "Maybe we can have something to drink when my Mom and Aunt Jennifer come back from their shopping."

"Why not? See you later."                      

She pinched Jeff's cheek and headed to her room.

Along with Alan, Jeff watched the pretty blonde disappear behind the door, staring at the curve of her hips and the swelling of her bum cheeks, which seemed even rounder and saucier.

Jeff thought that his cousin was a very pretty young lady. Even if she hadn't her stepmom's stunning, intimidating beauty, she was a girl who made men turn their heads. She was a kind of pocket-size Venus, with chestnut wavy hair, green eyes, pert tits, a delicious bubble-butt bottom, and slender, tonic legs.

It was then that Alan pointed out to him that Kitty's bathroom window had been left open, and Jeff saw that mischievous smile appear on his lips. And it was then that, compelled by a kind of childish curiosity mixed with an evil sexual urge, Jeff let himself be convinced to go spy on his pretty cousin.

Cautiously, the two boys approached the window, keeping their heads bent so as not to be seen. They crouched under the window and, with great caution, raised their heads to peer inside. They saw that Kitty had disrobed herself, and she was in the process of entering the shower. They admired her wobbling breasts with the cutest strawberry-like nipples and had a glimpse of her luscious, candid, round bottom as she turned to get into the shower. But it was just a glimpse that they could appreciate because as soon as they had their eyes on Kitty's firm, swelling buttocks, they heard Jeff's Mom's voice at their back.

"For God's sake, what is going on here?"

Jeff felt the blood freeze in his veins, turned around, and saw his Mom next to his blond, beautiful Aunt, towering over him. Even without being angry, Jeff's Mom was a woman whose mere presence was awe-inspiring. Even if not as charming as her ex-actress sister, at 47, her body was matronly yet attractive. Her generous, maternal bosom, narrow waist, imposing hips, high monumental bottom, and toned legs with meaty thighs and muscular calves command respect from anyone, and even Jeff's Dad dared not stand against her. 

Caught red-handed, unable to sustain their Moms' inquiring gaze, Alan and Jeff could do but raise from their crouched position and, head-bowed, pitifully admit what they were doing. Under the two sisters' questioning, Alan shamefully admitted that he was the instigator of the mischief. No one resisted Aunt Jennifer's interrogation, Jeff was convinced. Under her beautiful yet probing gaze and firing questioning, even the toughest criminal would break down and confess.

"I'm sorry, Mother," the two boys finally uttered in unison, their hands already rubbing their clothed backside in fear for what was to come.

As her sister Jennifer, Jeff's Mom had a powerful maternal instinct too, and that made her mind for her offspring with duty, love, and care, but with firmness as well. She had always been one of those mothers who believed that if a son didn't listen through his ears, he needed to listen through his bottom and that no boy or girl was ever too old to be put over a maternal lap. Therefore, more times than Jeff liked to remember, he and his older brother, Billy, had found themselves on the receiving end of one of her scalding corrections, which left them unable to sit comfortably for quite some time. And the exactly same thing happened to Alan and, years ago, to Kitty as well, with their Mom Jennifer.

"Don't say sorry to us, you bad boys! It's to Kitty that you have to apologize!" Said Jeff's Mom, with her perfectly manicured finger indicating Kitty, who, in the meantime, had come out of her room wearing a bathrobe, followed by Billy, who was called there by the loud scoldings.

Jeff had hoped Mommy wouldn't do it there, in front of the entire family. But his Mom thought better. So, right then and there, she yanked Jeff's jeans and boxers clear down to his knees.

Once Jeff was bare from his waist to his knees, with his shamingly hardened dick sticking out (this was a shaming thing that happened to him every time his Mom decided Jeff needed a spanking), his matronly Mom dragged him to one of the pool lounge chairs, sat down, put him over her lap, and started slapping his chubby bare buttocks. Hard.

SMACK! SLAPP! SPANK! SMACK! SPLATT! SMACK!

She held him across the waist with one arm so tight that even if Jeff kicked and wiggled around like crazy, it didn't do any good. And she wailed the living daylights out of his bare buns until she was satisfied Jeff had learned his lesson. And all that in front of Billy's, Alan's, Aunt Jennifer's, and Kitty's amused glare.

Whenever Jeff got spanked in front of him, Alan usually enjoyed the show, the evil boy, but today, he was just standing there, all pale and scared before his own mad Mother. He knew he was next.

Jeff's Mom spanked him good and hard and long with her broad hand that afternoon. Boy, did she ever blister his poor, tender buttocks! And when she was done, her naughty son's bottom was swollen and thumping and throbbing like crazy.

When she was finally finished with him, the big woman sent him into the house bawling and rubbing his red, stinging bum to stand in the living room corner until she told him otherwise.

It was only then that Aunt Jennifer grabbed Alan and marched him to one of the trees surrounding the pool. Standing in the living room corner, rubbing his flaming red buttocks and wiping the tears and snot off his cheeks with his sleeve, Jeff could watch through the door glass as his Aunt held Alan by the collar. The boy had his tennis shorts and underwear already at his ankles, and Aunt Jennifer snapped off a good switch from the tree.

In a trice, Aunt Jennifer's arm was going up and down in a blur, applying that thin branch tree on Alan's rear end, from where his buttocks started to well into his muscled thighs. Alan was hopping all around and doing a little war dance, trying to avoid that switch as his Mom whipped it down across his rapidly reddening rear. He was hollering and carrying on, promising and pleading, generally making a spectacle of himself. Jeff saw how his beautiful and right then mad Aunt whipped his poor cousin until all his buttocks and the backs of his thighs were covered with thin, puffy, livid red welts.

And even after his Mom stopped that merciless punishment, the poor boy kept dancing around in the house garden holding his severely welted bum cheeks and hollering to the sky.


A family reunion, the second helping

After the sound spanking he had received in the afternoon, Jeff had an early bedtime. So at 7 PM, he found himself nursing a still tender bottom under the blankets of his bed. Little by little, exhausted by the day's events and by the ordeal he had been subjected to before his entire family, he fell asleep, but was awakened in the middle of the night by loud voices coming from downstairs.

Jeff turned on the bedside lamp and saw that it was half past three in the morning. He pricked up his ears and clearly heard his Mother's deep, stern voice scolding, and his older brother Billy's whiny voice, apologizing. From the sound of their voices, Jeff could tell they came from the living room.

Then Jeff heard his Mom ask Kitty to go to her room and get 'the hairbrush'. Wow, Jeff thought, Kitty was awake and down in the living room too! And his Mom was clearly furious, because what she had asked his cousin to bring her was not a hairbrush to comb hair; for that, she had a set of brand-new plastic ones. What his Mom had asked Kitty to bring her was an old, sturdy, wooden hairbrush with a broad, flat back that rested on her vanity and which she used only to correct Jeff's and Billy's worst cases of misbehavior. A paddling with that hairbrush was the absolute worst punishment one could get, thought Jeff. His big-framed Mother could incinerate a boy's buttocks with that instrument, and even 21-year-old, tall, fit, muscled Billy trembled in front of their Mother, if she was wielding that instrument of bottom torture.

Jeff heard his pretty cousin's footsteps go up the stairs while Billy's shrieking voice prayed, "I'm sorry, Mom, I…I didn't mean to come back this late…it was an accident…please, Mom, not the hairbrush…not that, Mommy, please!"

After a couple of minutes, Jeff heard Kitty return to the living room, and his Mom's voice say: "Thank you, dear."

This is something I have to see, thought Jeff. Feeling an evil excitement and his manhood already starting to harden, he silently went to the hallway and tiptoed to the top of the stairs from where he could see the large living room downstairs. His imposing Mom was sitting in one of the table chairs in the center of the living room. She had Billy over her lap with his britches already at his ankles, which looked pretty silly because at 21, Billy was taller than his Mom and a fit, athletic boy. Kitty was seated on one of the sofas, with her loosely knot robe over her filmy nightgown, and…Aunt Jennifer was there too! Seated on the other sofa, she was in her nightgown and robe on her beautiful, mature body, too. Evidently, the two sisters and Kitty had been chatting there till late until Billy came back home. And now Stepmother and stepdaughter were watching the show unfolding before them with their candid, nearly bare breasts on show and an amused smile on their lips.

Then Jeff's gaze was caught by his Mom, who raised her right arm and brought the broad, flat back of her spanking hairbrush down on Billy's bare right buttock, HARD. It made such a loud CRACK that Jeff bet even the neighbors thought it was a rifle shot.

After that, the matronly Mother started spanking her older son's buttocks very soundly. Boys, do Mom's hairbrush spankings ever hurt, thought Jeff with a shiver as, right before his eyes, she was paddling Billy across his bare, round buttocks about 2 times per second.

In no time, big, tough guy Billy was whining and crying like a little boy, better, like a little girl. He was totally being a sissy about it; if he could have watched himself acting like such a baby, he would be ashamed of himself.

"AHAWHWWW! NOOO, MOMMYYY! BOHOOO! NO MOOOREEE! BWUAHAAA! PLEASEEE, MOMMYYY! PLEEEZEEE! OHOWHWWW! MOMMYYY NOOO! BWUAHAAA!"

Slowly stroking his rock-hard cock with one hand, Jeff felt an evil pleasure looking at how his Mom was reducing his arrogant big brother into a sorrowful little boy. And just then, a horrible thing happened. Mom looked up from spanking Billy, and she saw him peeking, crouched at the top of the stairs, and she yelled at him to get off of there, quickly!

Jeff ran to his room and climbed back into bed. His heart was pounding. He was so scared. From there, he could hear the rest of Billy's spanking and, finally, Mom dragging the chair back to the table and sending Billy into the naughty corner.

Jeff knew he was in big trouble for having broken his early bedtime, for not being in his bed, for being nosy, and for watching his brother get spanked. In fact, he heard his Mom's heels ticking up the stairs and then in the hallway. She was coming over to his room.

With her robe wrapping her big, buxom body, Jeff's Mom entered his room, towered over his bed, and started scolding him. Jeff tried some lame excuses, but she wouldn't let him speak. So the scared boy started whining and bawling.

"Please don't, Mommy. Not another spanking. I'll be good. I am sorry I didn't obey you…"

But she just said that since he was so interested in watching Billy get spanked, she guessed he hadn't been spanked enough. She pulled him off his bed to stand shivering in his pajamas. She raised her robe and nightgown to her hips, discovering her buxom, bare thighs. With her legs completely bare, she sat down at the foot of Jeff's bed, pulled him to her left side, and bent him over her matronly lap, smashing his hardened dick against her meaty thighs so that his bare, already tender bottom was in the position she wanted.

She then raised her arm and slapped her broad palm down over the crown of his right buttock.

SPLATT!

"AHARGH!"

Suddenly, she started to spank her younger son hard, really hard, eliciting wails of anguish from his contorted mouth.

SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK!

"AHAWWW! AHRGHHHH! BWUAHAAAA!"

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SLAP! SPLATT! SMACK!

Having picked up the pace, Jeff's Mom dropped a rain of hard palm spanks, all practically in the same spot, forming a burning handprint on the boy's tender, already sore buttock as tears literally spurt from his eyes.

"AHARGGG! PLEASE, MOMMY. AHAWWW! PLEASE SPANK THE OTHER SIDE. OHOWHWWW! PLEASE THE OTHER SIDE!"

Can you believe it? Jeff wasn't pleading for leniency. Jeff pleaded just to be spanked in another place on his poor, battered bottom! Such was his distressed state of mind at that painful moment.

When at least his Mom complied with his desperate request and started to slap his other buttock with the same vigor, Jeff felt as if his right meaty hillock had been branded by the imprint of his Mom's iron palm.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SLPLATT! SLAP! SMACK!

While his crying and begging became frantic, his left bum cheek received the same treatment as the right one. And when finally even that buttock felt like it had been branded, his Mom switched to slapping repeatedly and unmercifully to the point where his buttock met the thigh on the right side of his beaten rear.

"AHRGHGGG! AHAWHWWW! PLEASEEE, MOMMYYY! AHAWHAAA!  PLEASEEE NO MOREEE! AHARGHGGG! IT HURTS SOOO BAD! BWUAHAAA!"

Paying no attention to his prayers and desperate crying, his Mom left the fiery brand of her palm on his right sit-spot and then turned her attention to the very top of Jeff's thighs.

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SPLATT! SLAP!

Once, even his poor thighs were melting under the barrage of hard slaps, that determined woman started to slap randomly all around his smoldering rear end.

SLAP! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SPLATT! SLAP!

By the time this second, even worse spanking of that day, came to an end, and Jeff was pulled to his feet, he felt like his poor buttocks had swollen double their size and were melting by the atrocious heat his big, buxom, and strict Mom had ignited there. He was one very contrite boy, hopping up and down and from foot to foot, rubbing his scalded-hot bum with both hands and completely exposing his rock-hard penis and testicles that jingled between his legs. What a pitiful scene Jeff was putting on for his Mom! Yet he didn't care; all his attention was on trying to rub away at least some of the atrociously burning sting his Mommy had ignited in his rear.

When she finally finished enjoying the performance of the well-spanked little boy dance of her son, Jeff's Mom marched him to a corner of his bedroom. Only then did she realize that Kitty was in the aisle right off the room with a smugly smirk on her lips, and she sent her to mind her own business in her room.

Jeff stood in that corner for a good half an hour before his Mom finally got back there and told him to go to bed. Getting spanked a second time in a day on an already tender bum had been atrocious, and the next morning, he had to eat his breakfast before the entire family sitting on a fluffy pillow. And even with the pillow, he couldn't avoid sending his hands to give a quick rub at his still-sore buttocks inside his shorts now and then.


A motherly wife

“Randy, come over here and get across my lap.”

Erika’s voice was determined yet not harsh; it was firm, calm, and even tender.

The pretty 35-year-old was seated on the sofa in their living room, holding a flat-backed wooden hairbrush. Long, wavy chestnut hair framed her lovely face, now hardened in a severe yet sad expression.

“You know that I don’t like to do this,” she said. “But you left me no choice.”

As he was told, Randy did the ‘walk of shame’ over to his wife with his head bowed. The 26-year-old man was already on the verge of tears as he climbed over Erika’s cozy, languid lap. She positioned Randy in the middle of her lap and told him to lift up his waist. Letting out a sigh, Randy raised his bottom into the air; Erika slipped two fingers into the waistband of Randy’s shorts and pulled them down to his knees. With his rear now bare, as he didn’t wear briefs under his shorts, Randy lay back down on the woman’s lap, feeling his hardened manhood rub against her pantyhosed thighs, meekly waiting for his bottom to be spanked.

Erika didn’t make him wait long. She delivered the first smack to his right butt cheek with the flat back of the hairbrush and then a second to his left.

SMACK! CRACK!

“AHARGH!”

While the first of the many tears he knew he was about to shed streaked his blushing cheeks, the shamed, sorrowful man’s mind went to how he had found himself once again in that embarrassing and painful situation.

The immediate reason, the reason why he was being punished that late afternoon, was as evident as it was silly. He had spent the entire afternoon he had free from his part-time job lying on the sofa, playing his favorite video game, instead of doing his chores around the house while Erika was busy with her full-time job. So, when Erika had entered the house in her high-heeled shoes and business dress, the confusion and the smell of shut-in had worsened, if possible, her tiredness. She had gone to the living room, and there her young husband was, seated on the sofa in a T-shirt and shorts, playing a video game. The shameful tongue-lashing she had given him led to an inevitable conclusion: she had grabbed the hairbrush from the mantelpiece, raised her skirt, and sat on the sofa.

But Randy knew that there was a deeper, more thorough reason for all of that. That reason explained why Randy was married to a woman nine years his senior. A shapely and tender woman, but also a determined and no-nonsense one. And Randy had a few doubts that that reason was rooted in his formative years.

Randy’s Mom was kind and caring, but she was also a woman with firm convictions. One of her convictions was that a boy’s bottom was made, amid his other functions, to provide a Mother a place where to instill obedience in her offspring, and she often and willingly took advantage of that. In the years, the buxom, chestnut-haired lady had developed a talent for turning Randy’s tender, boyish buttocks into two crimson, burning balloons. On those occasions, her purpose was to see that Randy’s bottom was soundly smacked until he was reduced to a crying, sorrowful, and entirely obedient boy, and once she was done with his spanking, that purpose was always accomplished. So, until he left for college, Randy had spent many afternoons or evenings grounded in his room, lying on his tummy on his bed, with a cold flannel applied to his steaming, well-spanked buttocks, trying to reduce the burning sensation he was feeling there.

Of course, all that was greatly dreaded back then, but once he was at college, or later on his own, whenever he thought back on the many spankings his loved Mother had given him, it wasn’t only the pain or shame he remembered. It was also the many tender, sideways sensations the punishment brought along and, most of all, the awareness that the bottom smackings had been for his own good because his Mommy loved him and was looking out for his well-being. It was likely for this reason that Randy began to associate being loved and cared for with obedience and discipline, leading him to desire a life with a woman who could love and care for him but also control and discipline him.

It was a lucky break when Randy moved into an apartment complex and found that his front neighbor was a buxom, older woman. One day during the first week of his stay there, Randy was listening to his favorite music at full volume. Suddenly, he heard a hammering at his front door. He opened the door slowly, and before him appeared a full-figured, pretty, chestnut-haired lady with a somber expression painted on her sweet face.

“I’m from across the hall,” the woman said, trying to stay calm. “I want you to please turn down that music’s volume.”

Even now, Randy doesn’t know what made him answer the way he did. But he had always harbored the doubt that he had done it as if to test the resolve of the woman who had appeared so impressive to his senses.

“How loud I hear music, it’s none of your fucking business,” he said and tried to close the door.

Whether that was really his hidden intention or not, the answer Randy got from Erika left him speechless. The beautiful woman unceremoniously walked into his apartment, headed to the stereo equipment, turned the volume down to a barely audible level, and then returned to the hall.

“Young man,” she said to Randy, who was staying speechless and a bit ashamed of his words. “You deserve to have the back of a hairbrush applied where it does the most good, and if you don’t keep the volume of your music low, I will see that you get it!”

Said that, she walked out of the apartment, swaying her round bum stretched in a pair of skin-tight jeans.

That was the beginning of their friendship, followed by an ardent courtship on Randy’s part, which ended less than a year later with the two of them at the altar. Erika turned out to be everything Randy secretly desired. Because she knew that, deep inside, men are fun-loving, willful boys forever, Erika took care of Randy and ran a well-disciplined household with a firm hand, establishing a genuine, no-nonsense domestic relationship that resembled a Mother caring for her sometimes mischievous, misbehaving son. So Erika and Randy’s family menage went on, with Erika exerting firm control over the domestic setting. Such as that late afternoon when Randy had acted just like a silly, lazy, uncaring teenager, and now he was paying the price for it.

Erika applied the hairbrush to her husband’s bottom with her usual vigor. Her technique was to deliver flurries of 5/6 rapid-fire strokes and then stop for a few seconds. Sometimes, she used that brief time of rest for a bit of scolding; other times, she remained silent, listening to her husband’s words of repentance and observing his painful reaction to the wife’s discipline.

After the first couple of flurries of solid hairbrush smacks, Randy was crying just like a baby and begging her to stop. Erika always ignored his pleading and continued spanking his butt while Randy was bawling and kicking his legs just like…well, just like a naughty little boy who had misbehaved and disobeyed and was rightfully punished on his upturned, bare, tender bottom.

Hard and fast, Erika stomped the flat back of the hairbrush over Randy’s rear, flattening one bum cheek in turn as he squirmed and squealed and pleaded for mercy, promising never, oh never, ever again, be lazy and uncaring if his adored wife only stopped, oh please, stopped that burning onslaught on his poor, sore bottom.

But Erika knew better; she was not going to be swayed into stopping that hairbrush paddling by her husband’s high-pitched, childlike squeals and promises.

“AHAWHWWW! Please, Mommy! OHOWHWWW! No more, Mommy! AHAWHWHWWW! I’ll be a good boy, Mommyyy!”

A sly smile appeared on Erika’s lips. As always, as soon as her husband had his buttocks warmed enough, she became ‘Mommy’. She didn’t resent it, on the contrary. She knew her husband very well and understood that what he needed was to be taken in hand lovingly but firmly, just as a caring but strict Mother would. Because she loved him, she was happy to provide that for him. Seeing her Randy back to being nothing more than a well-punished little boy, her heart melted, but Erika knew that it was just what he deserved and needed, so she hardened herself and kept swatting the flat wood upon Randy’s swelling and already sizzling buttocks.

Erika spanked Randy with her hairbrush until he was no longer pleading, apologizing, or saying anything. He was just crying over his older wife’s lap, just like a bad little kid over his Mommy’s lap. He was crying because he had been a bad boy and bad boys get spanked, and because his spanking was setting his whole rear end literally ON FIRE!

Only then did the wise wife stop to blister her husband’s rear end. At that point, the 26-year-old man’s bottom was a solid flaming red, and on the sit spots where Erika had given him the most of the smacks, the buttocks had swollen and assumed a painful-looking livid red hue.

Erika let Randy lie across her lap for a few minutes and then told him to go stand in the corner. As soon as the well-punished big boy stood on his shaking legs, his hands went to grasp his badly burning buttocks, but a stern look from his wife was enough for him to let them go and head for the naughty corner. During the spanking, Randy had kicked off his shorts, so he walked to the corner completely naked from the waist down, with his manhood pointed to the ceiling hard and proud like a flagpole.

At that sight, Erika’s face melted into a tender smile. The erection was the usual Randy’s response to his chastisements, and a shiver of pleasure ran through her voluptuous body at the thought that after the time in the naughty corner would come the time for her husband to cuddle her.


The New Year’s party

Oliver got her bottom spanked, and his mouth washed out with soap at the New Year's party! And as unbelievable as it may seem for a 23-year-old boy, this all happened at the home of family friends!

But let's start at the beginning. This year, Mom and Dad decided to have a quiet December 31st night. So, instead of attending the usual fancy party at the golf club, we all went to Dad's old friend's house.

Mr. Johnson is a physician in his fifties who married Juliet, a woman fifteen years younger. They have two daughters, Jenny and Paula, ages 14 and 16, and they live in a cozy house not far from our home.

So on the 31st, at dinner time, I, along with Mom and Dad, rang their doorbell. My cousin Oliver, who lived with us while attending a renowned college not far from our house, was not with us. He insisted on spending the first part of the evening with his friends and joining us later for a toast.

The Johnsons welcomed us warmly. And the evening passed pleasantly. I, in particular, could not take my eyes off the beautiful Mrs. Johnson. Juliet Johnson is an explosive blonde who likes to show off her charms. That evening, she was swaddled in an emerald gown to mid-thighs that left nothing to the imagination and highlighted her buxom breasts, narrow waist, round hips, and pert buttocks. Her shoes with vertiginous stiletto heels underlined her toned legs. In short, it was a sight for the eyes. It has to be said that Mommy held her own. Despite her nine-year difference and her more matronly body, she made quite a scene in her knee-length, low-cut black evening dress that emphasized her generous maternal bosom and monumental bum. In fact, on more than one occasion, I saw how doc. Johnson ogled her, evidently fascinated by her exuberant, mature charm.

Otherwise, the two girls, almost my age, were very plain-looking and not very animated. They were almost always silent, and only when spoken to did they merely assent to their parents, especially their Mother. One could see that attractive Mrs. Johnson ran quite a tight ship. I also remember catching her say to Paula on one of the rare occasions when the girl had let herself go a little: "That's enough, Paula. Behave, or I'll take you up to your room to have a conversation over my lap!" She whispered those words, bending forward to reach her daughter's ear as she sat on the couch next to me, and in doing so, she raised her short dress back up to her buttocks and completely uncovered her thighs, veiled by the pantyhose. Wow! I almost hoped Paula would follow on with her little antic; it would be something at least to hear, if not to see, beautiful Juliet Johnson putting her bashful daughter over her buxom pantyhosed thighs to give her a spanking! But even if this didn't happen, the evening took an exciting turn around 2 am.

Indeed, it was around that time that we heard a car park in front of the house.

"It must be Oliver, at last," said Dad, and he walked over to the window to check if it was really my cousin who was parking Mom's car that he had taken for the evening.

As soon as Dad moved the curtains, I saw his face frown, and he took on a worried expression.

"Darling, come and see," said Dad, addressing Mom.

"Is it Oliver?" Mom answered.

"I told you to come and see," Repeated Dad urgently.

At that point, intrigued, I went to another window and understood the reason for Dad's concern.

Mom's BMW had the right headlight dangling in front of the car and a conspicuous dent all over the side. Then I saw Oliver get out of the car and come to the front door of the house.

My tall, handsome cousin entered the living room in a wrinkled tuxedo with his bow tie dangling and evidently tipsy. Anyway, even in that depreciable state, he was such a sight that once she was in the house, Jenny and Paula couldn't take their eyes off him. 

Dad, evidently pissed off, asked: "Everything good, Oliver?"

“Mhm...yes, I...I'm fine," he answered, a bit uncertain.

Meanwhile, Mom had rushed to hug her sister's son and asked him worriedly: "Are you okay? What happened with the car? Did you have an accident?"

“Oh…hum…Auntie, yes, I...I had a little accident," Oliver answered, trying to regain some composure before my imposing and severe Mother. "I'm sorry for your car, but you see... It's just a very little damage, and…and it was an accident," he repeated lamely. "Anyway, the insurance will cover the damage, doesn't it. uncle?" He ended, looking for my Dad's solace before the darkening gaze of my Mother.

With a somber face, Mom broke free from Oliver's embrace and frowned at him. She didn't need to come that close to him to smell alcohol on his breath.

"You drank alcohol and drove!" She uttered, looking like she was spitting nails any second.

"Mhm…maybe there was some in the punch," Oliver offered tentatively.

It was right then that I started to think that sitting down for Oliver was a luxury he couldn't afford in the next few days, no matter that he was 23. You must know that my Mom, apart from being a pretty, middle-aged housewife, was also a Mother with a strong maternal instinct and a woman who accepted no-nonsense. She also had some old-fashioned, conservative ideas about discipline and the effectiveness of over-the-knee spankings in raising a son the right way. And Oliver had always been like a son to her.

Sadly, Oliver didn't understand the extent of Mom's anger, and, probably also for the shame of being scolded at his age in front of all those people, he stood up to his Aunt with words he would regret.

"In any case, I'm more than the legal drinking age, don't you think? And...I mean, as I said, I'm sorry about your car, but you have no right to fucking yell at me like a child!"

"How do you dare to talk back to me and use such disgraceful words at a friend's house?" Mom almost barked, and then she grabbed Oliver's arm firmly.

At that point, I was sure my handsome cousin was going to get it but good. What I couldn't think was that it would happen right then and there. We were, after all, guests in a friend's house. I assumed that being at Johnson's would spare Oliver that humiliation. Thinking about it later, that must have been Oliver's thought as well, which is probably why he came to Johnson's house to reveal the accident to Mom and Dad instead of texting and waiting for them at home. He probably thought that outside the house, his Aunt would not take action, and he might have time to calm her down before we all got home. But, boys, was he wrong!

In a trice, Mom half-turned my big cousin around and delivered a quick flurry of sharp slaps on the back of his slacks.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

"OUCH! OUUCHH!...HEY...AUNTIE!"

"How is it possible that you still haven't learned at your age that driving after drinking is dangerous, apart from illegal?!"

SLAP!

"What if something had happened to you?"

SLAP!

"How is it possible that you still act like an irresponsible teenager at your age?"

SLAP!

"How dare you swear in a friend's house?"

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Oliver started to hop in place, trying to get his rear end away from the reach of Mom's slapping hand. Evidently, even through the fabric of his trousers, Mom's slaps must have stung.

It was comical to see, even if I felt a bit sorry for Oliver. Apart from being a very shameful thing for a 23-year-old boy having his rear slapped, and in a Tuxedo at that, I knew from bitter experience how heavy Mom's hand is.

Things went from bad to worse for my poor cousin when Mom asked Mrs. Johnson if she had a hairbrush or a ping pong paddle. OMG, I thought, this couldn't be happening; Mommy can't possibly think of spanking Oliver right here in front of God and the world!

"I have the bath brush I use to spank Jenny and Paula with," answered beautiful Mrs. Johnson. "It's quite effective. It can make some impressions on a bare bottom, judging by my daughter's fear of it. Don't you girls?" She then asked the blushing Jenny and Paula with a stern expression.

"Yes, Mother." "Yes, Mommy." Came the meek reply from the two flushed, bashful girls.

"Paula, would you please bring Barbara the bath brush?"

While Paula disappeared to comply with her Mom's request, I saw the terrified expression on Oliver's face. Pain and shame already flushed his cheeks, and he started to blabber some lame excuses at Mom, who was still grabbing his arm even though he had stopped slapping his rear.

Once Paula returned with the Johnson family's instrument of correction, I understood why the two girls feared it. It was a sturdy, wooden, long-handled, flat-backed, broad brush. Just seeing it, I was sure it must impart a mighty burn with each swat.

Mom then asked Mrs. Johnson if she could use her kitchen.

"Oliver and I have some urgent business to attend to," she said, her voice even but her gaze frowned.

I saw Oliver's mouth open, and his lower jaw started to tremble, but at that point, shamed and afraid beyond words, he couldn't speak or look anyone in the eyes. It was evident he was utterly frozen in fear and shame. I felt really sorry for my big cousin. He probably deserved some reprimand, but being...spanked and in public, wow, I thought it was too much. Mom evidently didn't think that way. She wanted her punishment to be overheard by all of us because Oliver had shamed her in front of all of us, and especially Mrs. Johnson.

And overhear, we did!

As soon as Mom had dragged Oliver into the kitchen and closed the door, we heard a chair being scratched on the floor. Then, after some muffled sounds and words, while all of us gathered in the living room and held our breath, the unmistakable sounds of bare, muscled boyish buttocks being smacked by solid wood started to come out from the closed kitchen. It was crystal clear that Oliver was over Mom's lap with his slacks and underwear yanked down.

It was a long, hard, and deliberate bare-bottomed beating. Mommy didn't lose a step, scolding as she smacked, lighting Oliver's ass on fire. There was no hope for my cousin to remain silent under such an ordeal, and we all heard his desperate wailing and pitiful pleading clear and loud.

I assume that it was one of the worst spankings of Oliver's life, and I kept feeling sorry for my poor cousin. The only consolation for him, I guessed, was that he was spared the indignity of having all eyes on his bare, boyish bottom.

Oliver's bath brush paddling seemed to go on forever, as did my cousin's crying and shameless, pitiful pleading and wailing, and, as weird as it sounds, I experienced the desire to open my pants and give relief with my hand to the almost painful hard-on I got.

Eventually, the frightening sound of wood slapping bare flesh stopped, although Oliver's crying continued for a good few minutes afterward.

Then we clearly heard Mommy tell Oliver, "Pull up your pants. You are going to apologize to the family and our friends for your language and for having made me correct you. Come on!"

They re-entered the room. Oliver walked comically, with one hand ruefully rubbing his bum under the fabric of his pants. His face was a mess from crying so hard and drenched in tears and snot.

"Go ahead, tell them," Mommy ordered, keeping in one hand the tool that had so ruefully punished my poor cousin, and with a face flushed from the effort to inflict such a fierce punishment on a fit, adult boy.

"I… I'm sorry...SOB. SOB." That was all my desperate, well-punished, and clearly unable-to-sit-down for some time, cousin could utter.
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