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A careless son

Twenty-four-year-old Billy was lying on his tummy on his bed with just his T-shirt on, bawling like a toddler, and frantically rubbing his blazing backside while his Mother left his bedroom after having given him a very well-spanked bottom.

The fact that, at his age, Billy was still subjected to such a shameful, childish, not to mention painful discipline, had to do with the fact that the boy still lived under his Mother's roof. And the fact that he was living with his Mother was likely due to his tendency to be quite lazy.

Actually, Billy had never even really tried to move out and live on his own. He preferred to stay home, where he knew he would find hot cooked meals and someone to get him out of bed in time to go to work. It also definitely had to do with the fact that Billy and his Mom, Eleanor, had always been very close. Moreover, since her husband had passed away a few years prior, Billy's Mom had had even more pleasure in having her only son close by.

This is not to say that his Mom spoiled Billy, not at all. Eleanor Smith was a big, sturdy woman with quite conservative ideas, and, like other Mothers of those years, she was a firm believer in spankings as the best method to correct her offspring. So, Billy had found himself over her ample lap on the receiving end of a very vigorous spanking more times than he cared to remember.

If all that wasn't enough, Eleanor also believed firmly in 'my house, my rules', so even then, at his age, Billy had to behave in a way that didn't upset her, not too much at least, in order to be able to sit with some comfort.

That fateful Thursday afternoon, Billy had borrowed his Mom's Chevrolet Bel Air since his Plymouth Belvedere was at the mechanic's for an overhaul. After work, he was supposed to go straight home because Mom had her Thursday bridge game, and that very day was the final of a tournament she was particularly interested in.

The problems started when Billy went to the usual bar just across the street after his working time. There, Billy found Rosalyn, a new addition to the office, and he invited her for a drink. Rosalyn was a pretty, buxom girl, barely younger than him, and several guys in the office already had their eyes on her. Rosalyn kindly accepted Billy's invitation, and he said to himself, 'I'll just be there for half an hour and then rush home.'

Obviously, when a healthy, fit boy with all the hormones of youth in turmoil was in the company of a babe like Rosalyn, time flew by. Billy's eyes were glued to the pretty girl, glowing with youthful charm. Her hair softly curled into glossy waves, pinned perfectly to frame her face with subtle makeup: winged eyeliner, rosy cheeks, and full red lips that recalled a Hollywood starlet, and a delicate ribbon perched at an angle.  Her swing dress in a cheerful floral print, cinched tightly at her narrow waist with a wide belt, accentuated her hourglass figure. Her skirt wrapped her remarkable, high, and round bottom and flared out in a graceful A-line, swishing gently around her knees with every move.

Soon, Billy and Rosalyn began to flirt, and the drink became two, then three...and by the time Billy looked at the clock, it had been almost two hours since he was there, and he should have been home more than an hour and a half already! Suddenly, he realized he was likely in a lot of trouble and started to have concerns about his ability to sit down in the near future. So he grimly said goodbye to Rosalyn and hurried home.

Unfortunately, as always happens when one is in a hurry, things occur that cause one to waste more time. Billy had traveled just a couple of blocks when another car suddenly appeared at an intersection, and he didn't have time to brake. As soon as it happened, Billy asked himself how it was possible to cross an intersection like that without some attention to other vehicles. However, the other driver made him notice that it was he who had the right of way. As if after three beers and the concern he had for his rear end, Billy felt like paying attention to such details!

To make a long story short, even though the damage to both cars was minor, Billy had to call the tow truck, and he arrived home by taxi, with a three-and-a-half-hour delay from the scheduled time.

As soon as he entered the house, he found an irate mother who began to confront him about his delay and the fact that she would now be unable to attend the bridge tournament. Billy tried to stall for time, waiting for her anger to cool off a bit before telling her about her precious Chevrolet being repaired right then. When the barrage of Eleanor's accusations of laziness and carelessness subsided, the crestfallen boy confessed to his already mad Mom everything concerning the accident he had.

He had no immediate retort, and his Momma's silence worried Billy more than the tirade she had just made. Standing there, head down and staring at his shoes before his severe Mother, he sensed the fury mounting in her. Finally, the dam opened, and boy, what a flood of scolding came out! Billy felt like a layer of his skin was being lifted off by his Mom's tongue lashing. Moreover, knowing his Mother, he feared that that was just the beginning of his ordeal.

"Look at me when I'm talking to you!" Eleanor ordered Billy when she finally stopped her scolding.

Flushing full red, the color rising to his cheeks and ears, Billy raised his gaze to see his Momma's eyes narrow as she venomously backed him up. The starting-to-be-really-scared-boy retreated before his Mom's advance but was stopped by her hand grabbing his arm and half-turning him so that his slacks-covered bottom was in the proper position to receive an onslaught of hard slaps.

"Uh, oh, I, er, wait a minute, Mom! OUCHH!...I didn't mean to be late...I didn't mean to damage your car...OUCHH!...honest!" Billy babbled.

Even through the fabric of his pants and undies, his Momma's thick hand was starting to light a fire in his bum.

Finally, the flurry of slaps stopped. By then, the poor boy's face was gray from the panic, and his breathing shallow and rapid as he stood silently, gently caressing his already warmed buns, waiting for his Momma to drop the bomb he already feared was coming. He fidgeted nervously, knowing deep down what was going to happen to that part of him that at that moment he felt so dear.

Eleanor leaned back a bit, folding her arms across her generous bosom, the red-painted tips of her fingers drumming on her sweater, showing her annoyance.

"Well?" she demanded, "I'm waiting for your lame excuse. Or would you rather get spanked without even trying to explain yourself?"

Billy nearly collapsed as his heart just skipped a beat. 'No, please,' he thought, mortified beyond belief, 'not a spanking, not again, not at my age,' and especially, 'not with mom so mad!'

Fumbling for words, he finally managed to stutter, "I...I forgot about the time, Mom, and then I hurried to be here on time so...it just happened." Not wanting to look at her, but afraid to take his eyes away, he continued, "I'm sorry, really, I just..." but the words trailed off as he saw his Momma's gaze; it seemed to want to incinerate him.

"Well, young man, I guess I'll just have to give you something to help you make sure it doesn't 'just happen' again. And as for being sorry, I promise you you're going to be much, much sorrier before I'm done with you."

"Mommy...what...what do you mean, Mommy?" Billy asked, Eleanor already becoming 'Mommy' now, knowing full well what his Momma meant and attempting to move away from her, with his hands protectively shielding the back of his pants.

"Oh, I do mean that you need to have your bottom spanked till you can't sit down, mister. You are long overdue a bare bottom blistering! You've deserved it for a while already, and this is the straw that broke the camel's back."

At that point, Billy was literally panicking, his palms were sweaty, and he felt like he was going to throw up. He did know that when his Mom said 'blistering', she meant it. Too many times he had been told that she would make him regret what he had done for not knowing that soon sitting down for him would be a luxury he could not afford.

Taking her by now thoroughly subdued and scared-to-death son by the arm, Eleanor led Billy over to the table, took out a chair from it, sat down, and looked up at him. By then, the boy had already started whimpering and pleading for mercy.

"Please, not that...oh please no... don't do it, Mommy."

What a shame! Momma had just threatened a spanking, and he had already regressed to the state of just an unruly little boy who whined and pleaded not to have his bottom spanked.

Expertly and efficiently, as if she had done it countless times (well, she actually had), Eleanor opened the belt of her crestfallen son's pants. Then she unzipped, opened, and lowered them, along with his undies, down to around his ankles. By then, Billy was in a frenzy, trying to cover with his hands both his hardened manhood in shame and his lily-white butt in fear. Nothing worked. His Mom slapped away his hands, and in a trice, Billy was over her ample lap. He turned his head to look at her, and saw her raise her big arm and her broad, thick, housework-hardened hand to the ceiling. Then the most awful stinging feeling was absorbed deep into his fanny.

SMACKK!

The first smack landed on Billy's right cheek, just off-center. Before he could scream, another one landed, adjusted such to spank both buttocks just about the center. This one caused the naughty boy to straighten out like a board. And give such a blood-chilling cry. Then another landed, kind of high on his bottom, more on his left bum cheek. Then a flurry of more sound smacks landed.

Billy was bucking and weaving in no time, as he was already in pain from the first smack. His Mom's hard palm came crashing, smashing down on his poor, tender, wobbling bottom like it was a wooden board and echoing in the living room, sounding like pistol shots.

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

Sometimes, not on purpose either, Billy's legs would get spread so Eleanor's fingers almost reached his most tender parts deep inside his legs and bum crack, and he could just feel the blazing stinging as it spread to those places that were hardest to spank.

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

With each spank that landed, Billy would buck and scream for forgiveness. He was sure that his bottom must look like an ugly, red blotch shining in flames; it certainly felt like it! Under the undeterred barrage of meaty smacks, sometimes he would buck and bend so much that his feet touched the floor at one end and his head at the other, and he was frozen in this position from the sheer pain. But he came back to reality when his Momma would deliver a quick flurry of spanks at his high-arching bottom. At that point, his body would go rigid, arching his back the other way, making his bottom a valley.

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

It went on like this for a long time, until Billy couldn't stand it anymore and was babbling with saliva dripping with bubbles forming as he was pleading that he would never, ever disobey his Momma again.

And at least, Eleanor stopped, and Billy was abruptly jerked to his feet. As soon as his feet hit the floor, the well-spanked boy was pacing at double time, holding one sore, mottled buttock in each hand. He was reduced to a crying, babbling kid by then, forced into instant obedience.

Eleanor stood up and continued scolding her son about his behavior and attitude. During the spanking, Billy had managed to kick his pants and undies around the room. He had no idea he had. It just happened. So, no more restrained by any garments around his ankles, he was moving, shifting from foot to foot, scurrying to the window wall and back to the table. Bending over in pain, rubbing his bottom, and straightening up again. There was no comfortable position, whether standing or bending, that didn't elicit instant pain in his battered bum.

Billy's antics annoyed Eleanor. She grabbed his arm and stopped him, turned him around a bit, and delivered four very hard slaps on the furnace Billy's poor, swollen rear was, then asked him if he was listening to her. Billy shouted that yes, he understood, of course.

"We will see if you really understood," she threatened.

Eleanor let Billy's arm go and walked out of the living room. When she returned, she grabbed his arm again and led him up the stairs. His Momma took Billy to his room, never skipping a beat on how he was going to learn once and for all to do what he was told. The poor boy was sniffly and had trouble walking, with his bottom cheeks rubbing together in this stinging state. He really thought his punishment was over, except for this horridness of scolding.

Once in his room, Eleanor finished the lecture and then repeated the old fiction about having to let him have it for his own good. 'What was she saying?' Thought Billy. 'She already let me have it, but good!'

Then his Momma pulled it out. Billy hadn't seen her having it, but there, in her hand, it was the spanking paddle. His knees just about gave out entirely at the sight of it. Billy did know that thing; it was oval-shaped, thick, and accurately lacquered. He never knew where it came from, but as long as he remembered, it was used to inflict a considerable amount of pain on the roundest part of the anatomy of Eleanor's son in the cases of his worst misbehaviors!

Billy was scared stiff. And really turned on all the tears he could manage. Babbling out how he had learned his lesson already, rubbing his bottom, which was so sore. He was positive he couldn't take another spanking at that moment. He started jumping from foot to foot, crying for forgiveness, not caring about the miserable show he was putting on.

Eleanor sat on the bed and pulled him over. In no time, Billy was again in the standard punishment position, but with an already sore bottom this time.

Then his Momma spanked poor Billy's bum with that awful wooden paddle. With his bottom in the state it was in, she could just have lain it on his backside and he would have screamed in pain. So as soon as Eleanor started to smack it down with vigor, Billy was bucking and kicking completely out of control.

By the time his Momma had paddled him six times, Billy was begging for her to stop at the top of his lungs. He didn't care if the neighbors heard him, which they probably did. Saving his life, well, at least the possibility of sitting down again, was the name of the game.

Eleanor took her time in delivering this second spanking. She paddled Billy from the top of his bottom, where cheeks parted together, to the base of his bottom, where legs started forming, until his buttocks looked like two massive beet-red balloons.

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

Only once Billy was sure he would never be able to sit down again, Eleanor jerked him to his feet. It was over...and once again he was on the move.

Billy could not just stand still. He was rubbing his bottom as fast as he could and pacing back and forth in front of his Momma. Eleanor was still scolding him some more, saying that if he didn't think he had learned his lesson, she had plenty of energy to continue. Billy heartily assured her that he had, and still crying, he promised to be good forever and ever. He couldn't even see through the blur of his teary eyes. He had both hands massaging his sore bottom and shifting from foot to foot. Then he started pacing the floor again. He did the awfullest and most shaming spanking dance he had ever done right there in front of his satisfied Momma. He had messed up big time, and he had paid a high price for it!

It was then that Eleanor got up from his bed and started to leave the room. Billy jumped into his bed on his tummy and buried his face into the pillow, still sobbing loudly. Rubbing his smoldered rear end for all he was worth, he was spent, and he had not even the energy to satisfy the hard-on he was used to getting after one of his Momma's spankings.


Two well-disciplined cousins

It wasn't just hot that summer day; it was scorching. The oppressive heat made running miserable. Bart's hair was soaked with perspiration, and his tee and shorts were sticking to his muscled frame. The 20-year-old had been back home in the small rural village for a few days after his sophomore year of college and was trying to maintain his daily routine, which included an hour-long morning run.

He was about halfway through his route when he heard his name called by a familiar voice. Looking over his shoulder, he saw his cousin Daniel approaching him on his bicycle.

"Hi boy, what are you doing running in this steam?" Shouted the chubby 18-year-old Daniel.

"It's not easy to stay fit," retorted Bart jokingly.

"Forget it, c'mon, come with me, let's go swimming!"

"Hei, let me understand, you wouldn't mean go swimming in that pond surrounded by unkempt grass and a bramble forest, would you?"

"Of course, I'll go there, or do you think that while you were away at college another lake formed around here?" Replied Daniel.

Bart looked at his cousin, "You've been out in the sun for too long. No way am I going near that place. Must be full of rats and probably snakes too...and besides," he added, chuckling, "Don't you remember what happened to you the time we went there and were caught?"

The chubby, sweaty boy blushed. Of course, he remembered. Brenda, his single mother, was a stern, big farm woman with conservative ideas and believed in old-fashioned discipline.

"It was ages ago. I'm an adult now, I can decide what to do or not to do," answered Daniel.

Bart looked his cousin in the eyes with intent. He was about to remind him that when he was last back home for spring break, the plump boy had not been able to sit down for a week after having a meeting with his Momma's well-oiled strap in the barn, but he refrained from it, not wanting to shame him.

Even if Brenda and Amanda, Bart's mother, were sisters, they didn't share the same ideas on discipline, and Bart hardly received a slap or two on his bottom as a child. In fact, even that time he had just referred to, when they two had been found taking a bath in the pond, while Daniel had been severely spanked and sent to bed in the middle of the afternoon, Bart had gotten away with a weekend grounding and a stern scolding by Amanda concluded with the lame admonition, "I warn you, Bart, if I ever find you bathing in that dangerous pond ever again you will be punished with my hairbrush. That's a promise, young man."

"Okay, let's forget about our mother's ban," said Bart, wiping the sweat on his forehead. "That pond is nothing but a dangerous swamp."

Disappointed but not defeated, Daniel tried to change his cousin's mind, "I know it's a little dangerous, but if we're careful, nothing will happen. And how would our Mothers find out? As hot as it is, we'll be dry a minute after we come out of the water."

"And just what will we wear for bathing suits?" Bart asked sarcastically. "I don't seem to have mine with me."

"Why do we need suits? I'm sure nobody will be around. And we've seen each other naked before. Come on, Bart, the water will feel so fresh and good!"

It took a little more persuasion on Daniel's part, but eventually, the two approached the pond, and after leaving Daniel's bike chained to a tree, they left the road and walked through the woods, stepping gingerly through the tall grass and mud. Finally, they stood at the edge of the pond.

"It was your idea. You go first," Bart said to Daniel.

The plump 18-year-old took a deep breath and looked around. They were alone. He sat on a stump, took off his shoes and socks, and stood up again. He quickly took off his denim dungarees and slipped off his boxers.

"Here goes!" He ran into the water, his white, chubby backside bouncing with every step. "Come on in! The water feels great!"

Bart then disrobed himself too and started wading into the water, immersing himself in the refreshingly cool water. It felt so good! Suddenly, he wasn't in such a hurry to leave.

They began splashing water, laughing and giggling like two kids.

"Guess what! I'm peeing!" Daniel smirked.

"Bahhh!" the older cousin moaned. "That's disgusting! You can act so childish sometimes!"

"I WANT YOU BOTH OUT OF THERE RIGHT NOW!"

Brenda's angry voice cut through the stagnant air like a hot knife through butter. She had seen her son's bike while driving and had stopped her truck to investigate what was happening.

The boys turned around and saw the irate, imposing woman standing on the bank, right next to her sons' discarded clothes.

"DID YOU HEAR ME! GET OUT OF THERE NOW! THAT INCLUDES YOU TOO, BART! MOVE IT!"

Trying to cover their nudity as best they could, they slowly waded towards land. In Bart's mind flashed the mischievous thought that his cousin's plump, flabby rear end was about to discover the meaning of the term 'hell's fire'.

And actually, as soon as he was out of the water, Daniel started to whine, "Mama, I'm sorry...Mama, please…", as he carefully moved his chubby naked body towards his clothes.

Brenda waited until her son was close enough, then grabbed him by the arm.

"NO, MAMA, NO!" Daniel's begging turned frantic.

Not caring about her son's pleading, Brenda sat down on the stump, threw him across her lap, and started to deliver a rain of powerful slaps on her son's plump, flabby buttocks, flattening them in turn as her palm smashed down.

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPLATT! SPANK!

The spanking was brief but very effective and not only dried Daniel's chubby, wobbling bottom but also left it a deep shade of angry, sore-looking red.

As soon as Daniel was released from the maternal lap, he started to prance around, rubbing his burning bum cheeks and crying to the sky. Bart was amazed by the shameful show his cousin was putting on. And even more amazed he was by the fact that the boy's manhood had hardened while he had his big, round buttocks soundly spanked by his Mama, and was now wobbling all around according to his hopping and bending. Finally, after having observed and amused himself with his cousin's show, Bart disappeared behind the bushes and got dressed.

He heard the enraged Mom telling her weeping, butt-rubbing son, "Enough with your antics now! Get dressed!" Then, after Daniel hurriedly put his clothes on under her watchful eye. "Stop that crying!" Brenda barked. "That was nothing compared to the whipping you're going to get when we get home! I'm going to bring you to the barn and blister your behind with the strap! Now get your bicycle on the truck. We go home! And that it's for you too, Bart!"

A tearful Daniel, gently rubbing the seat of his dungarees, walked over to his bike. Brenda waited until they were in the woods before turning to Bart.

"I marvel at you, Bart, you are the oldest, and you even went to college, you should be mature enough to understand that coming here to swim is dangerous nonsense. If I were your mother, you would have to eat dinner standing up tonight, but knowing my sister, I'm afraid nothing will happen to you. So, do you want a ride home?"

"No, thanks, Aunty, I think I will conclude my run. Is so hot that I'm already dried up," answered Bart, and crestfallen, he headed to the road.

"Hi, Mom!" Bart said as soon as he entered the kitchen.

"How did your run go?" Amanda asked casually, intent on cooking lunch.

"Oh, hmm, a bit weird, if I have to be honest," answered sweaty Bart with a grimace on his lips.

"Weird, what happened?" Amanda asked, turning around and drying her wet hands on the front of her apron, looking at her son with a doubtful expression.

"Well," Bart replied, trying hard not to openly laugh, "I saw Aunt Brenda spank Daniel!"

Amanda opened her eyes wide.

"Knowing my sister, I'm not all that surprised that she had given it to your cousin. But how come you witnessed it?" Amanda asked, growing suspicious.

Bart opened the refrigerator, pulled out the bottle of milk, and took a long sip. Then, leaning on the table started to recount his adventure, giggling.

"And she gave it to him, but good," Bart concluded the story. "Was Daniel crying and rubbing his fire-red bum once Aunt Brenda was done with him…" but by then, he no longer had the smile that he began with.

He also showed none of the self-assuredness and confidence he had displayed, having seen his mother's expression go from doubtful to angry to downright furious.

"What went through your mind, Bart? Just going to the bank of that muddy pond is dangerous; forget about swimming in it! Don't you remember that your uncle was bitten by a snake right there and was in a coma for three days?" Amanda almost shouted at her fear-growing son.

"I... I'm sorry, Mom…it was Daniel's Idea, and it was so hot that…" Bart blabbered his lame excuses, surprised by the maternal wrath.

"What's the matter that it was Daniel's idea, Bart? You were the oldest, and you should have known better. Why I and your father pay for your college? I hoped you would be mature enough to understand that going there to swim was dangerous nonsense!" Scolded Amanda, almost repeating the same words as her stern sister.

"I'm sorry, it was so hot..." Bart replied almost in a whisper, "I couldn't help it..."

"And besides," followed Amanda, with her hands on her wide hips and her generous bosom vibrating in the heat of scolding, "you know very well that you have been forbidden to go there, don't you, mister?"

"Yes, mother, but it was like…three years ago. I mean, come on, I'm an adult now,"

"Oh, really? Are you an adult? Because it doesn't seem that you have been acting like an adult. Rather, you acted like a wayward and disobedient teenager, just like your cousin!" And here Amanda fell silent and for a long moment stared into her son's eyes as if weighing what she was about to say. "And I don't see why you wouldn't receive the same he got!"

"What?... What do you mean, Mom?" Asked Bart, widening his stupefied eyes.

"Oh, you understood perfectly what I mean, Bart. Since you went to that college, you just acted like a spoiled, arrogant brat. Your father and I are fed up with that arrogant attitude of yours, as if you were superior to us poor red-necks. You know that I never used the same educational methods as your aunt, mostly because you have always been a good, obedient son, but this time you are going to get it, young man, good and proper! We will see if a good blistering will cure you once and for all of your snotty, unacceptable attitude and put you down a peg or two!"

"MOOM…you can't be serious, Mom! I...I don't deserve it, I said I'm already sorry, Mom, and anyway, I'm far too old for that!"

"And as if all this were not enough," Amanda continued like she had not even heard her son's protests, "I'm sure you remember that that time I found you down there at that pond, I promised you a tanning with my hairbrush if I ever found you there again. And you know that I'm a woman of my word. So now come with me, Young man," concluded Amanda, growling. "You have an appointment with the hairbrush!"

"No, Mother, you can't…you won't…I will not let you…" blabbered Bart.

"Bart, you will be spanked today, and that's it. You decide if you'd rather we settle this between you and me or if you want me to wait for your father and have him help me."

"No, Mom, please, this is outrageous…you don't have the right…this is the 1950s, not the Middle Ages," said Bart on the verge of tears, stopping his retreat.

Seeing her son's resolve weakening, Amanda took two steps toward him, got a firm grip on Bart's upper arm with one hand, and began smacking the seat of his wet running shorts with the other.

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

"How dare you say that your mother doesn't have the right to correct you, young man?"

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

"I'M SORRY MOMMY!", Bart screamed, all the while thrusting his pelvis forward, trying to diminish the force of the spanks. "I…I didn't mean it!"

The helpless boy was hauled by her irate mother through the living room and up the stairs to the parents' bedroom. All the time, Amanda's hand never stopped slapping her son's wobbling rear end, and he had already begun a subdued weeping at the indignity of it all.

"Save your tears for what is coming to you, Bart," said Amanda once they were in her room while grabbing a sturdy, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush from her vanity. "You will need them, I'm going to spank you till you won't sit down!"

She sat down on the bed, flipped Bart over her lap, and lowered her son's shorts.

"This is long overdue!" The irate mother stated emphatically while lowering her son's boxers to his calves.

"MOMMY NO!" Bart begged a last plea, ashamed to present his muscled bottom all bare to his mother. "PLEEEASE!"

Amanda admired with pride the perfection of her son's rear end. His buttocks were round, firm yet tender, and she thought that the two pale, fit orbs formed a perfect target for what she was going to do. She then steeled herself, raised the solid wooden hairbrush at shoulder height, and smashed its flat back down on Bart's right bum cheek.

SMACK!

"OUCH!"

Amanda started a quick rain of solid hairbrush flat back strokes on her son's wobbling rear. As his bottom started heating the fit, handsome, 19-year-old started to kick, buck, and bounce just like a little boy across Amanda's maternal lap.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"AIEEE! AHARGHHH! NOOO MOMMMYYY! IT HURTS! IT BURNSSS!"

Soon, having his naked backside on display became the least of Bart's worries, for the hairbrush was doing a splendid job of setting his swelling, meaty hillocks on fire. The two squirming buttocks, until a few minutes ago a whiter shade of pale, were a bright, fire-engine red in no time.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Didn't I warn you to stay away from that pond?" Amanda lectured. "You think you're too old to have to listen to your mother?"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"NO MOMMY! AIEEE! AHAHAWW! OWHWHWWW!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"I'M NOT TOO OLD! AHARGHHH! PLEEEEASE!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Do you think that because you went to that college, you are too intelligent to listen to your parents?"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"NO! NO MOMMY! PLEEEASE! I'LL LISTEN FROM NOW ON! BWUAHAAA! BOHOHOOO!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Despite all the wailing and pitiful pleading, Amanda's hairbrush continued to blister her son's purpling, swelling buttocks and fit upper thighs, ensuring Bart would not be sitting comfortably for the foreseeable future.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"WAHAHAAA! WHAHAHAAAHAAA! I'LL BEEE GOOODDD! WAHAHAAAA! WAHAHAHAAA! WHAHAHAHAAA!"

Only when Bart was reduced to a crying mess and his bottom a badly smoldered, raging inferno, did Amanda decide that her son had learned his lesson, and she stopped spanking. She stood seat for a couple of minutes, allowing her son's sobbing to taper down to controllable whimpers. Finally, she helped Bart to his feet.

The well-chastised boy stood up slowly, every motion bringing a fresh round of hot pain to his spanked parts. Once on his feet, he started to frantically rub his hot, pulsating bottom with both hands, in a desperate attempt to relieve at least some of the burning pain Amanda had ignited there with her awful hairbrush. For the first time in his life, he did the time-honored spanking dance, oblivious of the shame of all that and even of the fact that precisely like his cousin, his own manhood had hardened and now shamelessly wobbled all around along with his walnut-size testicles, concerned only about his stinging burning bottom, while his tears were dripping streams down his face, snot was coming out from his nostrils, and he was sobbing and sniffling just like a very well spanked little boy.

"Now go to bed, I don't want to see you till dinner time!" Amanda ordered at one point.

Bart didn't need to be told again, and grabbing one swollen, smoldered buttock in each hand, ran to his room.

About the time a sobbing Bart was slipping a pajama over his swollen, engine-red bum cheeks, Brenda was dragging Daniel to the barn behind the farmhouse.

"Get those dungarees down!" the stocky, steaming Mother commanded.

Without hesitation, the teary-eyed boy obeyed. He stood, with his dungarees and boxers around his ankles, completely naked, displaying his chubby bottom already bearing Brenda's handprints. Daniel endured a scathing lecture from his stern Mama before she took the well-oiled strap from its nail on the wall and ordered him to bend over a bale of hay. She then proceeded to whip her son's plump, flabby buttocks till they were entirely covered by puffy-red painful-looking broad strips. For being the instigator of the wrongdoing, the imposing woman gave her son ample, chubby behind a whipping so thorough that it sent him almost into hysterics. After that, he sure wouldn't be riding his bicycle for a while, not with the blisters Brenda's strap had raised on his big bum.

'The old strap always does the trick,' though the satisfied mother, while, with a grin on her lips, watched her well-chastised, naked son wail and howl, hopping around the barn grasping one welted buttock in each hand, assuring time and again how sorry he was to have been bad and promising to obey Brenda forever.

Daniel ate his supper standing up that night. Bart chose not to eat supper at all. Instead, he stayed in bed on his tummy, completely humbled, with a still-burning behind, resting his head on a pillow that was damp with tears.


Edgar's stepmom

"Mom! What a nice surprise…how come you are here?" Said Edgar, stunned.

The last thing the 30-year-old executive expected was to find his stepmom in his stepsister's living room. And not only stunned but also disappointed. In fact, when his stepsister gave him an appointment that evening, Edgar believed it was to deliver the considerable amount of money he had asked her to loan him a few days earlier. Instead, the presence of the late-fiftish woman he had not seen for a few months challenged that belief.

Edgar had been having a problem with the baseball games recently. Well, more than a simple problem. He had started frequenting the back room of the grocery store on the corner of the street where he lived. There was an illegal betting parlor there where he would bet on baseball games. And where he regularly lost. He had already put a mortgage on his house, and his bank account was in the red. For this, he had asked his stepsister for the $10,000 he needed to cover his latest gambling losses.

Seeing his stepmom, Roberta, elicited conflicting feelings in Edgar. On the one hand, he was happy. He loved his stepmom, who had practically raised him since she had married his Father when he was five. Moreover, as is sometimes the case between stepmothers and stepsons, Roberta had also been the woman who had stimulated his first sexual fantasies. Tall, with prominent shoulders, prosperous breasts, a trim waist, and sweeping hips, she had an impressive bum that could call attention, especially that of a young preteenager with hormones starting to rage. So, in his youth, living in such a strict contact with her, and looking at her voluptuous body that contained all the promises of femininity he still didn't know, Edgar developed a little crush on her. In the end, she wasn't his blood Mother, was she?

But Roberts was also a firm, determined disciplinarian who didn't stand silly behavior and believed that sometimes kids listen better with their buttocks than with their ears. So even if Edgar had never been overly bad, just an ordinary, mischievous, healthy, active boy, his little bottom had had unpleasant encounters with the flat back of his stepmom's wooden hairbrush more times than he liked to remember. So, finding her there that evening added to his guilt over his recent behavior.

At 59, Roberta was still an impressive woman. While she had obviously lost the exuberant gorgeousness of her younger years, she had, however, acquired a mature, matronly beauty that wasn't unnoticed by Edgar.

"I'm glad to see you too, Edgar, my boy, although I would have preferred the circumstances to be different," Roberta replied to his greetings.

Edgar's gaze passed from the stepmom to his stepsister and fixed her with a mute clarification question.

"You see, Edgar," his stepsister started to say, "I was very concerned about your betting problem. No, don't interrupt me, and don't try to deny it. I have inquired about it, and it wasn't too hard to find out why you need the money you asked me for. So I contacted Mom, and we decided to help you with the money. The only condition we put on you is that you undergo psychotherapy to cure yourself of this evil addiction...and that Mom assists you in this period of treatment."

"What are you talking about? What therapy, and in what sense, should Mom...assist me?" Edgar asked, amazed and taken aback by his stepsister's words.

"We found this psychologist who specializes in treating gambling and betting addiction," Roberta intervened. "We want you to go to him twice a week. I will pay for the treatment, and you will come back to live under my and your Father's roof for as long as you are in treatment. Let's say that this way... I'll help you do that the treatment is successful."

Hearing those words from his loved stepmother, Edward remained speechless with surprise. He felt humiliated that his stepmom had learned of his addiction and was angry at his stepsister, who had betrayed his trust, evidently thinking he was incapable of taking care of himself.

In the heat of the moment, he then snapped at her, "You just don't understand a fucking thing! I'm not a fucking kid anymore who can be told what to do and what doesn't!"

As soon as he uttered those words, Edgar regretted them, seeing that his stepsister was hurt and taken aback. Even more so once he saw his stepmom's eyes send lightning bolts.

"How dare you speak to your sister that way! I taught you better than that, mister!" said the imposing, mature lady, rising from the sofa. "I see that here the problem is even worse than what you told me," Roberta turned to her daughter. "What we have to do is not only cure this young man from his bad addiction. We need to reeducate him, starting from the basics."

Saying that Roberta opened her purse and took out an old item Edgar knew well. It was a big, oval, wooden hairbrush. The man gulped, seeing that tool of bottom chastisement in Roberta's hands and the angry look on her face. As weird as it can sound, he was experiencing the same feeling of apprehension that gripped him as a child when his stepmom turned suddenly strict, scolded him.

"Would you mind if I use your bedroom to give this naughty boy a spanking?" Roberta then asked her daughter as simply and plain as if she had asked if she could use the bathroom.

Hearing that question, that absurd question since Roberta was talking about giving a spanking to a 30-year-old adult and not a child, Edgar widened his eyes and couldn't believe his ears.

"But, Mom…" he blabbered in disbelief.

"Shut up, you bad boy," Roberta interrupted him. "You will talk only when asked!"

"I think you're right, Mom. Maybe a good, old-fashioned lesson is just what he needs," said Edgar's stepsister, taking her chin between her thumb and forefinger,

"Come on, you can't be serious, you two! I mean, I'm 30 years old, you can't…you won't…do that to me!" Edgar's voice showed much less confidence than his words.

"I'm very serious, young man," Roberta said, "and I definitely want to do what you need and deserve. I have given you quite a few well-smacked bottoms in the past, but it seems they weren't quite enough."

"Okay, okay, Mom," said Edgar, starting to panic. "You are right, I wouldn't have betting. And for sure, I have been rude, inexcusably rude to my sister. I'm sorry. It won't happen again. I promise," he pleaded.

"I will make sure of that, young man. You're in for the best-smacked bottom you ever had. Come with me, NOW!" The outraged mature woman said, rising from the sofa where she had been sitting and adjusting her tea-length dress on her sumptuous bottom.

White as a sheet from fear and shame at what seemed incredible until a few moments ago and now seemed inevitable, Edgar turned one last pleading glance to his stepsister.

"It's for your own good, Edgar. Go ahead, obey Mom, or it will just get worse for you, you know it," he heard her say in response.

Still seated in the armchair, Edgar looked up at his stepmom. She looked tall on her heels, and she had taken out her headscarf so that her generous cleavage was now bare. She appeared to him imposing and powerful, and suddenly he felt that he could not...would not oppose her will.

Thus, realizing he had no choice but to obey, Edgar, on jelly legs, followed his hairbrush-holding Mom, who headed up the stairs to his stepsister's bedroom.

"Very well, young man," said Roberta once they got there. "The time has come to pay for your evil vice and your terrible attitude toward your sister."

She sat on the bed after raising the calf-length skirt of her dress to almost her hips, discovering her meaty thighs in her tan stockings and the elastic of her garter belt, and presenting Edgar her large lap.

"Get your naughty bottom over here right now, you bad boy!"

As if in a trance and regressing to his old condition as the naughty little boy of his stepmom, Edgar went to stay in front of her.

That sensation was reinforced when Roberta held out her arms and started to open the belt of his slacks. Expertly, the mature woman's hands unzipped them and lowered them to his ankles, saying: "I think we'll have these down to get the message across."

Edward covered his blushing face with his hand in shame when his manly privates came into plain view, and he stood sporting a full-mast erection just a few inches from his stepmom's face.

As she had always done in those situations, Roberta acted as if she hadn't noticed it.

"Get yourself over my knee!" It was her next, plain order.

All at once, Edgar became conscious of what was about to happen, and he felt like throwing up from the dread. Letting out a dejected moan, he leaned over that dreaded yet inviting lap.

For a moment, Roberta rested admiring Edgar's bare, candid, manly buttocks with motherly pride. Even if he wasn't her blood son, she had raised him well to be a handsome young man! His bum was round, muscular but supple, and swelled up candid, almost asking to be smacked. And indeed, she intended to do it severely.

With his hardened manhood smashed against his stepmom's fleshy, stockinged thighs, Edgar felt the flat back of the wooden hairbrush tapping his bottom. Then, suddenly, a loud SMACK resounded in the room like a gunshot. His legs shot out and stiffened. He didn't remember that it stung so much!

Roberta raised the wooden hairbrush again and brought it smartly down again. A few seconds later, another very hard smack arrived, and Edgar yelped as the sting worsened. Yet another followed, even harder than the previous three, and he started to kick and wail.

"Keep still, boy. I have only just started. You deserve a true blistering this time, and I'm the woman who will give it to you!"

"Please! AHAWHWW! MOOOM! OHOWHWW! I'm sorry! AHARGHHH! I promise I will stop betting…I promise to mind my manners!"

"I don't believe you, Edgar, at least not until you have received a very sore and blistered bottom to make you realize how wrong you have done," Roberta said while she continued to smack Edgar's buttocks mercilessly.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

First on one buttock, then the other, the wooden hairbrush's flat back bit Edgar's already red and hot bum flesh. The now desperate man started to bellow in agony. Tears streamed down his cheeks, snot came out of his nostrils, and his mouth was contorted in an agonizing wail. Nothing stopped his determined stepmom, who had a firm grip around his waist and was smacking down the wooden hairbrush with mighty wallops. Edgar yelled with each SMACK as the burning heat sank in him, and his arms and legs were flailing desperately.

"AHAWHHH! AHAHAHAAA! PLEASEEE, MOOOMMMYYY! AHARGHHH! I WILL BEEE GOOODDD! BWUAHAHAAA!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Unrelentless, Roberta rained down the hardest spanking that Edgar had ever received. Shame and self-pity were long gone for the poor man now reduced to a weeping boy. The only thing he was concerned about was the wooden hairbrush coming smacking down again and again on his already smoldered bottom. He felt like his buttocks were branded, and he was bawling like a toddler having a tantrum.

"AHAWHWWW! AIEEEEEE! OHOWHWWW! AIEEEEEEE! BWUAHHHH!"

Nothing helped him. His stepmom was firm and held him down as she continued to spank him hard.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

In the trademark finale, Roberta concentrated the hairbrush smacks on that tender area where the lower part of the buttocks met the top back of the legs of desperate Edgar, who screeched and bucked even more loudly and wildly.

Finally, Roberta stopped spanking, and Edgar lay there across his stepmom's ample lap, bawling, with his swollen, livid-red, and blistered rear end that almost smoked with a raging heat. 

"You may get up now, boy," Roberta eventually said.

But Edgar's rear end burned with the fire of pure hell, and he couldn't do but stay there and hiccup and cry. Only after a good two minutes could he unsteady himself on his feet. He immediately reached back and tried to rub the sting away. Still, his smoldered, blistered buttocks were so sore even at the slightest touch that finally, he danced in place with his hands waving in the air, crying to the ceiling, oblivious of his hardened manhood wobbling comically in front of his mature stepmom, who suppressed an amused smile at that childish performance.

"So, tell me now," his stepmom said once Edgar's frantic, well-spanked little boy dance had finally stopped, "Are you sorry to have talked that way to your stepsister?"

He just looked at her, tear-faced.

"I asked you a question, boy. Answer me, or do you need more time across my knee?"

"Yes, Mommy! SOB! I am very, very sorry! SOB!" He uttered through sobs.

"Do you agree to undergo the treatment your stepsister and I found for you?"

"SOB! Yes, Mommy. SOB! I agree. SOB!"

"Do you agree you will stay at mine and your father's place for the entire treatment period?"

"I agree, Mommy. SOB! SOB!"

Roberta rose from the bed and opened her arms in an inviting gesture for the well-chastised man to come to hug her. Reduced to the state of a well-punished little boy, Edgar threw himself into his stepmom's arms and cried all his remaining tears into the bare cleavage of her generous bosom.

"I can't believe I had to do this to you at your age, my boy. But be assured that I will do it even in the future if you don't stop ruining your life!"

"Yes, Mommy…thank you for still caring for me," Edgar said, sniffling.

He felt comforted and protected again in his stepmom's arms and under her care.


The countrywoman

"I have been on the receiving end of Momma's switching many times," Paula said, placing her cup of coffee on the coffee table that separated the armchair she was sitting on and the sofa where Rayland stood.

"Switches were all that Momma ever used with me and my sister Caroline," Paula noted. "She never slapped us or anything like that. It was always our bare bottom out for a switching."

In her forties, Paula was a plain yet attractive, big-framed woman. She has been raised on a farm, and even if she lived in the city for at least twenty years now her ways were still those of a no-nonsense country woman. Rayland had just started his work as an associate lawyer and had been moving into the small cottage near her house that she rented for a few months when this conversation took place, and it was taking a turn that was starting to worry him.

"One of her switchings just went on and on, and seemed like it would never end," Paula followed. "When we were bad, Momma would say, 'Go cut two switches, and they had better be good ones.' God, how I hated that, having to go out and cut some switches that would be used on my fanny. She always told me to get two switches in case she didn't like one of them or in case one of them would break during the switching. Then I would have to give her the switches that I got. Momma would take me to my bedroom and tell me to raise my skirt and pull my britches down. In those times, long skirts and bloomers were all our girls wore. After I had bared my ass, Momma would grab my wrists in front of her, so I couldn't reach back and try to protect my buns during the switching. Then she would bend me slightly over so that my bare, vulnerable ass would stick out nicely for the ministration of the switch, and she would start to swing the switch, hard! She would always inflict a fast-paced switching, and once she started, it seemed like it was never going to end. I always howled, begged, pleaded, and cried the whole time, and jumped too, for what Momma's grip would allow me. She'd switch my bottom and my thighs without mercy. I was always sore for a good while afterward."

At this point, Rayland was beginning to feel uncomfortable. He was sitting on the couch, motionless, and was suddenly and strangely aware of his own bottom stretched in the black slacks of the suit he was wearing when, on his way home from work, he had been blocked on the doorstep by Paula and firmly invited in by her because they had 'something to set about'.

"Momma never closed the bedroom door completely when she punished us. She wanted the one she punished to be an example to the other one. I remember the last time I saw Caroline getting her big bottom roasted with Momma's switch, she was barely twenty, and she got it good that time. She had been promised a switching after dinner, and right after dinner, Momma told Caroline that it was time for her punishment, and to go out and cut the switches. I heard Caroline sigh, and she went out to do what Momma told her to. A few minutes later, she came back in with two long switches. She had smoothed the rough parts off of them, and she handed them to Momma. Momma then led her upstairs by her arm. I tiptoed up to the room where Caroline was going to get her switching and peeked in. Caroline's bloomers were already down to her knees. Caroline was a big girl, and it was summer, and I clearly remember the contrast between her two milky-white, chubby, round buttocks and the tan color of her meaty thighs. The switches were lying there on the bed, and my poor sister was already softly crying in fear of what was coming to her behind. Momma picked up a switch, stepped over to her side, grabbed Caroline's wrist in her left hand, bent her slightly forward so that her fleshy mounds protruded well for the switch, and started to switch Caroline's bare white chubby buttocks with vigor. I could still remember how the switch swished viciously through the air before making contact with its meaty target, landing with a deceptively tame crack! But Caroline's reaction to that first lash left me in no doubt as to how much pain she had just experienced. She let out a loud yelp, and her sobbing immediately started loud. Wow, did Momma ever switch her hard! I thought she would never stop switching poor Caroline's big ass. She just kept on and on and on, with Caroline crying and promising to be good forever. Anyway, Momma used that switch until Caroline's buttocks and thighs were completely flaming red and covered with thin, darker red lines crisscrossing all over."

At this point, Rayland had paled. Paula's description of her sister's punishment had been so vivid that Rayland seemed to feel on his own rear end the sting of that switch that had been applied to poor Caroline's bum.

"So," Paula ended her story, "Don't you wanna know what Caroline did to deserve such a thorough punishment?"

Rayland dreaded that question, but also knew that there was no way to avoid an ending that, inside him, Rayland knew was inevitable.

"What...what had she done?" Rayland asked with an insecure voice.

"I'm glad you asked. She had come home a bit too tipsy and had scratched our truck while parking in the driveway," Paula said, staring at him with intent.

Rayland felt the blood drain from his face, and suddenly, the realization that his landlady had seen what he had done the night before struck him.

"I… I'm really sorry I scratched the fender of your car, Paula," Rayland said with less confidence than he would have liked. "I was just going to come right out and tell you and agree on compensation for the damage."

"Don't worsen your situation by lying, young man," Paula said sternly, "and about compensation, there is nothing to talk about, you will pay good money for the damage, and for the loss of reliability as my tenant with your precious rear end."

"What...what do you mean, Paula?" Asked Rayland, who had understood perfectly what she intended.

"Don't play dumb with me, young man. Your choose, it's that or you can get out of the cottage. I won't keep a tenant I can't rely on."

Rayland bowed his head, defeated. He couldn't find another accommodation so fast, and besides, he had spent all his money on the first rent and the advance payment.

"Very well," said Paula, noticing the boy's silent submission to his punishment. "Now come with me, Rayland, I will show you how it is done just in case we need to do it again in the future."

With that, she took his wrist and brought him along with her to the yard. From the prune tree, she broke one of the branches off, got her Swiss knife, and quickly began to clean it off with the proficiency of someone who had prepared a lot of switches in her life. Ashamed of his inability to stand up to that determined woman, Rayland followed her sadly back to the living room.

"Take 'em down," Paula ordered, pointing to Rayland's slacks with one hand while with the other she switched the switch menacingly in the air.

With shaking hands, Rayland complied, and when his pants were around his ankles, Paula came over and lowered his underwear to his knees herself. Rayland found himself there, with his candid, vulnerable bottom all bare and pointing to Paula, while at his other side, his now hardened manhood stuck out shamefully. Acting as if she hadn't even noticed it, the strict landlady grabbed the boy's wrists and bent him over lightly. Rayland bit his lip as Paula raised her arm and then brought the switch down hard across both cheeks of his bare bottom. The switch made a loud sound as it whipped through the air onto his naked skin.

The first swat stung both his buttocks so much that Rayland felt his body jump, and he let out a "YEOUCH!" Paula wasted no time in bringing the switch down on his muscled yet tender, naked backside again and again.

Rayland started crying in full swing after the second lash, but Paula continued whipping him all over his bottom. Then she took the switch down on the back of his bare thighs. Oh, did that ever hurt! Rayland was screaming and crying and hopping from one foot to the other, trying to shake off the pain that was going through his body. It wasn't working, though. His backside was stinging very badly!

Rayland wasn't counting, but Paula probably gave him at least 50 good lashes with the switch before she finally stopped, and let him dancing and hopping around, still crying and screaming from the smoldering pain that was consuming his bottom and thighs. He didn't care that he was showing his wobbling manhood to his punisher. All he cared about was how bad the burn was searing across all his rear end.

"Now get yourself together," Paula said when Rayland finally quiet. "Go change and then come back. We can discuss the amount of the damage. I think that I don't have to tell you what will happen the next time you act like a silly brat instead of a respectful young man and a reliable tenant, do I?"

"No, ma'am," Rayland sobbed. "I will be a good boy! I promise!"

"Good. Get cleaned up and come back so we can talk."

Rayland took completely out his pants and underwear as there was no way he could put them on his roasted, crisscrossed bum, and then walked out of Paula's home, grimacing as each step he took stretched his bum and caused the burn to flare up with a vengeance.


Stepbrother's show

It was a late Saturday morning when Jennifer Anderson, after getting off the taxi, opened the front door with her key and deposited the suitcase in the hall of her home.

"Hello?" she asked aloud, but got no answer. "Very well," she said to herself, starting up the stairs to her room to change out of her travel clothes.

The nineteen-year-old freshman was returning home for the summer after a successful first year at college. She was supposed to arrive the following Monday, but her plan to spend a weekend of revelry at the beach with her roommate had fallen through because Katy had been called to order by her Mother and stood her up. So she had decided not to warn her home of her arrival and to surprise her father and her new stepmother. And her new stepbrother, of course.

Jennifer hardly knew Marina and her son Allan. She had met them, of course. A couple of times before she left for college, and then at her father's wedding just before Christmas, but nothing more. Marina had made a good impression on her. She was a dark-haired, grey-eyed, buxom woman of forty-four. She seemed good-humored and easy to socialize with, even if, Jennifer had noticed, she didn't accept any nonsense. The only drawback was that she dressed a bit too...flashy. Evidently, the lady liked to show off her shape, and ultimately, despite her age, she could afford it. The same age as Jennifer, Allan was cuter than handsome, but finally attractive with his honey-blond hair and green eyes. He was slim but fit, and his nicely rounded butt filled out his pants well. To Jennifer, Allan had appeared a sociable and full-of-life boy, perhaps a little too full of life for his Mother, who seemed to be holding his reins short. 

After changing into a more comfortable pair of capri pants and an off-the-shoulder top, Jennifer heard a car pull into the driveway and park in front of the house while she was unpacking. She looked out the window and saw Marina and Allan getting out of the car, so she headed downstairs to meet them. But once in the living room, and before Mother and son would be aware of her presence, she stopped dead in her tracks. Through the wall window, she noticed that Allan and his Mother were engaged in a heated discussion. In doubt if she should interrupt them, she moved away from the window to avoid being noticed and stayed to watch the discussion. She couldn't hear what they were saying, but Allan looked on the verge of hysteria while Marina stared at him with one hand on her hip, while the other had the index menacing waving in front of his face. Jennifer observed the argument going on for a few moments until Allan finally lowered his head, and with his cheeks blushing, headed to the house, preceding his Mother, who followed him with both hands on her hips and a look that sent lightning bolts.

Jennifer decided on a strategic retreat, and before they entered the door, she was on top of the stairs, keeping quiet, curious about what would happen between her buxom stepmother and her cute stepbrother. She sat in the semi-darkness of the aisle where she could observe what was happening in the living room below, hoping to stay unnoticed.

"Nevertheless, you know very well what happens when you don't listen to your Mother," Jennifer heard Marina scold her son, "and you still decided to act like a spoiled brat!"

Allan stood before his Mother, head bowed, and gave Jennifer the sensation that, instead of being a nineteen-year-old college boy, he was a schoolboy caught by his Mother not doing his homework. This feeling was heightened by the clothing of Mother and son. While Marina was sheathed in a red pencil dress that highlighted her buxom breasts and imposing bottom, Allan was dressed in a white shirt and blue bermudas with white socks and black shoes at his feet. What's more, Marina stood on high heels so that she towered over her son by almost her entire head.

"I'm sorry, Mother," was all that finally Allan could utter between her Mother's tirade.

"Sorry! Is that all you have to say? I think a bit more than sorry is required, young man, you may be nineteen years old, yet you have acted like a ten-year-old," snapped Marina. "Well, I think what you need is to have a good lesson taught, Allan. Maybe a session with the old slipper will make you think about your actions in the future."

Hearing this statement, Jennifer had to put a hand over her mouth not to let out a gulp that could make her be discovered.

"Mom! I am too old to get the slipper," Allan was saying downstairs in a frantic voice. "You can't seriously want to spank me at my age, I'm way too old for that, Mom!"

Marina glared at her son before speaking again, "Allan, you will never be too old for me to wallop your backside as long as you live under my custody and receive support from me. I have had enough of your cockiness since we came to live here with your new stepdad, it's about time you were brought down a peg or two!"

From her vantage point, hidden in the darkness at the top of the stairs, it seemed to Jennifer that Allan was on the verge of tears as he obediently opened and unzipped his bermudas and pulled them along with his boxers down to his knees.

"OH, MY, GOD!" Thought Jennifer, noticing, stunned, that her stepbrother sported a big, hardened manhood in front of him. That was something! She could never imagine that Marina was so bossy and that her cute, lively son was not only so submissive and obedient toward her but that he also reacted in that...weird way to her way of disciplining him!

"Very well, now lie down on the sofa while I get the slipper," Marina said in a tone that did not allow replies. "We will set this at once before your stepdad comes back from his Saturday golf play."

While Marina went to the cupboard and opened the bottom drawer, Allan took his place on the sofa. Hiding his engorged member from Jennifer's view and allowing her the sight of his candid, muscled, firm buttocks pointing vulnerably bare upward. When Marina returned to her son on the sofa, she was holding a leather-soled sandal in her hand. It did not look like it had ever been used, and it occurred to Jennifer that the instrument, which Marina had improperly called 'slipper,' was kept specifically for the purpose of chastising poor Allan.

"Oh Nooo, Mooom…please, don't do it…" wailed Allan when he saw his Mom returning with that tool of bottom punishment, but Marina, acting as if she hadn't even heard him, bent forward and put her left hand at the base of her son's back to keep him firm. Doing so, Marina's dress rose on the back to the point that Jennifer could distinguish the end of her stockings attached to the elastics of the garter belt. Then, with no further delay, the mature, buxom woman started to smack the leather sole slowly and vigorously on the unprotected and obediently proffered buttocks in front of her.

Taking long seconds between smacks as if to increase the impact of each stroke, the irate Mother smacked her son's vulnerable behind again and again. Jennifer noticed that the woman had a specific pattern to impart that burning correction. SMACK, SMACK, two leather smacks on the crown of the right buttock followed by SMACK, SMACK, two on the left, then SMACK, SMACK, two at the base of the right buttock, and SMACK, SMACK, two on the same place on the left, SMACK, SMACK, for two times the leather stroked the very top of the poor boy's right thigh and then SMACK, SMACK, two on the left, and so on and on.

Allan, however, didn't seem too concerned with his Mother's techniques, as tears had begun to fall from his eyes after only a few spanks, and when she finished the first round of solid smacks, he was sobbing piteously. Jennifer could see his head going up and down as his Mom's leather sandal slammed vigorously into his upturned butt. His legs were kicking furiously, and his torso was writhing back and forth in a vain attempt to avoid the continuous fire raining down on his fast reddening and increasing swelling backside. His cute face had turned dark red with sobbing, snot was running from his nose, and even the sofa pillow below his face was flooded with his tears, while his mouth was wide open with crying, howling, and begging.

"AHARGHHH! MOMMYYY! AHAWHWWW! PLEEEASE, I LEARNED MY LESSON! OHWHWWW! PLEEEASE! AHARGHHH! NO MOREEEE! BWHAHAAA!"

Repeatedly and continuously, those leather-soled smacks rang out loud and crisp through the otherwise peaceful afternoon air. It was evident in Jennifer's eyes that his Mother's correction was causing a considerable amount of pain to poor Allan, and not only because he was a blubbering mess of tears, but also because the poor boy's rear was by now a very sore-looking, dull red, entirely mottled and swollen.

Only when Allan was crying so hard that he couldn't even form words to apologize, nor to beg for mercy anymore, his Mom was satisfied that he had learned his lesson, a lesson forged in pain and tears, and she stopped to smack the merciless sole down and raised herself to admire her work.

Once Allan realized that the rain of leather smacks had stopped, he grabbed his flaming, smoldered buttocks in his hands and kept bawling his eyes out on the pillow of the sofa.

"What do you think is going to happen if you don't straighten up?" Marina asked breathlessly with a clear threat in her voice.

"Ohwww, Mommy," poor Allan managed to answer between his sobs. "You'll give me the slipper again."

"So, you do not think anymore you are too old to get the slipper, do you?"

"No, Mommy," admitted a completely defeated Allan. "I'm sorry I said that!"

It was then that, after having obtained the complete submission of her son, Marina turned and, in doing so, she saw that Jennifer was crouched at the top of the stairs, petrified in the excitement of the spectacle she had just witnessed.

"Jennifer? What do you think you are doing up there, young lady?" The imposing woman asked with a somber voice, her gaze sending lightning bolts, and smacking the leather sole in her other palm. "Go to your room at once. As soon as he is home, I will talk with your father about your disgraceful way of peeking into other people's business."

And she smacked the leather sole in her other hand again.


Her sweet son again

Alexandra was seated alone at the breakfast table, mulling over her son. The stocky, forty-something housewife had concerns about him; the way he acted since returning from college two months ago was not like him. At least it wasn't like the boy he was before he went to college. Arnold had started hanging out with a group of boys from the neighborhood, 'teddy boys' as they were called, a bunch of good-for-nothings, if not worse. He had become lazy and disrespectful, often swearing in the house, something she had never allowed him to do. He had also taken to staying out late at night, not getting up until nearly noon the next day. And that night, he hadn't come back home at all.

Alexandra knew that her son had to straighten himself up soon or he could be in trouble before very long. She began to yearn for the days when he was a little boy, and when he did something bad, a smacked bottom was enough to solve the problem. After that, and after a good cry, Alexandra held him close to her and dried his tears while he said, "I'm sorry, Mommy, I won't do it again." He looked so sweet and innocent right then...how she longed for those days.

Keeping mulling over those memories, Alexandra went to open the kitchen closet. There it was again, where it had been put the last time she needed to use it years before. With a smirk on her face, she grabbed it and put it on the kitchen table.

When Arnold finally made an appearance nearly four hours later, his Mother was sitting down in the living room waiting for him.

"Good grief!", Alexandra gasped when she saw the state her son was in. The tall, leggy twenty-two-year-old wore a black jacket, a pair of those jeans that the pastor at church said were sinful, and he had his hair slicked back with pomade! There were circles under his eyes as if he had been awake all night, drinking alcohol maybe.

"Leave me alone," Arnold grunted, noticing the look of reproach on Alexandra's face.

"Where have you been dressed like that, Arnold? Good Lord, you look like a bad guy!"

"Come on, Mother. Give it a break! For crying out loud, I'm an adult. I think I'm old enough to decide what to wear and where to go!"

Trying to keep calm, Alexandra got up from the table and, crossing her arms over her aproned bosom, said, "Arnold, we need to talk."

"Oh, Mom...not again," Arnold said with a deep sigh. "Besides, I'm too tired, I just need to go to sleep."

"No, Arnold, we absolutely need to have a talk right now. I'm worried sick about you, dear. I really feel that if you keep going on this path, you could be in trouble soon."

"I don't give a damn what your stupid fears are! Why don't you mind your own fucking business!" And with that, Arnold headed to the stairs.

"Okay, young man, stop where you are right now!" Alexandra shouted, shocked at her son's outburst.

Arnold had never talked to her like that. The way he acted and the language he used only reinforced her motherly conviction that he needed to be put back on the right track and that it must be done right then.

"That's it! I've been very patient with you and far too easy. I think the time has come to try some old-fashioned remedy for your awful conduct. I bet you still remember my hairbrush and the way it has been used to correct your worst antics in the past, don't you? Well, I thought you were far too old for that now, but I've tried to reason with you, and it didn't work. So I will try that again. Come here, NOW!" Alexandra ordered, mustering authority in her voice for the very first time since Arnold had come back home.

The disgruntled-looking young man came back into the living room with an inquiring, not-so-sure attitude anymore.

"What...what are you talking about, Mother?"

Slowly, Alexandra walked towards her son.

"Oh, you must be mistaken, Arnold. I'm not going to TALK to you. And you won't be going to sleep before your attitude and behaviors have been fully and thoroughly corrected."

Before Arnold could mutter another word of protest, his Mother grabbed him by the earlobe and pulled him toward the kitchen.

"Mooom! What are you doing? Stop it!"

First stop, the sink. Still securely holding Arnold by the ear, Alexandra used her free hand to turn on the faucet. The struggling boy was bent over the sink and gasped when he saw his Mother hold a bar of Ivory soap under the running water.

"Mother! What are you going to do?" He wailed.

"Why, what does it look like?" Alexandra replied calmly. "I'm going to wash your filthy mouth out with soap! It certainly needs it after the language you used with your own Mother!"

Despite protestations and futile evasive movements, the soap was duly inserted in Arnold's mouth.

"Ahaarggghggg...ahaghggghggg..." the young man gagged as Alexandra twisted the bar around.

"Get a good taste of it, young man!", Alexandra warned. "You're going to have the cleanest mouth in town!"

To Arnold's eternal relief, the soap finally came out, yet no amount of spitting and sputtering could erase the terrible taste.

"Mother! That was horrible! How...how you dare to do such a thing..." Arnold tried the outraged man play after being released from his Mother's grip, but after what he had just suffered, his tone was no longer so tough and confident.

"You will see what I will dare to do, young man!" Alexandra said, taking him by the arm and turning him toward the table.

"Mother, stop it!" Arnold begged, struggling to get free.

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

Four sharp smacks to the bottom of jeans clinging to the boy's buttocks shocked the errant boy to the very core. It was then that he saw the hairbrush on the table.

"No, Mom! You wouldn't dare"

"Oh, yes! I surely would! You, young man, are in for the paddling of your life!" Alexandra pulled a chair out from the table and seated herself. She then proceeded to open and unzipper Arnold's jeans, and lower them along with his boxers down his lean legs to rest just over his sneakers. Then, without giving him time to object, in one fluid motion, she draped Arnold across her lap.

"You aren't going to sit down for a week after I get finished with you!" The furious Mother promised.

Out of the corner of his tear-filled eyes, Arnold saw his Mom reach for the hairbrush on the table.

"NO MOTHER! YOU CAN'T DO THIS!" He screamed, just before the oval-shaped wooden brush descended with a loud CRACK on his snow-white, round left buttock.

"OHWWW! MOOOM! IT HURRRTSSS!"

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

"OWHWHWWW! AHAWHWHWWW PLEEEEASE STOP!"

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

In no time, Arnold's muscled, yet tender, buttocks were turning a rosy red. Alexandra may not have spanked her son for a long time, but she had plenty of experience, and she was soon back in the spirit of the thing.

"You better not ever,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Talk to me or anyone else,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Like that again!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Do you hear me?"

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

"YES, MOMMY! OHWHWHWWW! AHWHWHWWW! I HEAR YOU!" Arnold cried, his scarlet bottom having erupted in flames. "I WON'T DO IT AGAIN! AHARGHGHHH! I PROMISE!"

"And you will not,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Dress like a criminal, anymore!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Is that clear?"

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

"I WON'T MOMMY! AHAWHWWW! NEVER AGAIN! OHWHWHWWW!"

Still, the hairbrush landed with unerring accuracy on the blistering, upturned boy's backside. Alexandra was intent on making her son's correction a memorable one, and she was accomplishing just that.

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

"AHWHWHWWW! I...I WILL BE GOOOOD! BWUAHAHAAA!"

Never had Arnold remembered a spanking that hurt so badly! His cries turned to sobs, the salt from his tears mixing with the soapy taste in his mouth. The hairbrush was transformed into a hot iron, branding his Mother's commandments on his scalded-hot, pulsating buttocks.

Alexandra, finally confident that her message was getting through to the sobbing twenty-two-year-old over her lap, concluded the spanking by adding a flurry of well-placed swats to the back of her son's thighs. Arnold howled even louder.

"Okay, young man. On your feet," Alexandra eventually said, seeing that her son had taken all he could take.

Sobbing uncontrollably, Arnold reached back and gently rubbed his swollen behind before slowly getting up. He tried to pull up his underwear over his smoldered bottom, but the welts and blisters raised there by his Mom's hairbrush made it just too painful, so he left them at his mid-thighs. That, along with his flushed face damped in tears and snot and his mouth still contorted in a pitiful cry, made him the very image of a well-spanked little boy.

"I hope I don't have to do this again, Arnold, but I will if the need arises. You have been raised to be a nice, properly behaved man. You will never be too old or too big to behave differently, and I will always be here to correct you."

"Yes, Mom..." the thoroughly chastised boy sniffled while softly massaging his smoldering, swollen, and blistered bum cheeks.

Alexandra smiled and put her arm around him.

"Come on, I'll walk you upstairs to your room. I think you need to spend the rest of the day in bed."

"I'm sorry, Mommy, I won't do it again," said Arnold while hugging his Mother and drying his tears on her maternal bosom.

He looked so sweet and innocent right then.


Waiting for the time coming

Jeremy lay on his bed, sniffling on the pillow, one hand casually rubbing the fabric of his pajama bottom stretched against his bum.

It was his Mom who had sent him to his bedroom to change into his pajamas, and he could hardly believe that, without any supper! So there he was, feeling very sorry for himself.

'It's not fair,' he thought, that sensation of flies in his belly a constant reminder of his fear for his mother's imminent arrival. 'Spanked! Twenty-four years old, and I'm going to get a spanking like a little boy, and all because I exploded at Mom.' A louder sob escaped from his mouth in the face of that awareness, 'I'm too big to be getting spanked!'

The fact was, however, that he had been spanked, but good, not longer than three weeks ago, when it was barely a month since he had come back home after ending college. And now he would soon be getting spanked again, and there was nothing he could do about it. As he lay there in the semi-darkness, his thoughts turned aside a little, and he thought about what had brought him to that point.

It had been a busy week for him; he had just started a new job, and now that it was Friday night, he was so looking forward to getting out with some new friends from work. He had forgotten entirely that he had agreed to babysit his little brothers while his parents helped some friends celebrate their anniversary. Now he remembered, but when his mother told him he was not going out, that damned stubborn streak that had been a cause of his troubles many times before showed again. He pleaded for his Mom to call someone else, but the more he argued, the angrier his Mom got. As Mom raised her voice, he raised his. Even amid the fight, he knew he was wrong and should back off, but his fiery temper had taken over. As a boy, when he was in trouble, he would sniff and stare at his feet and softly mumble, "Sorry, Mom". Tonight, he had ended up screeching at his mother at the top of his lungs and using language that surprised even himself.

He knew he had gone too far when suddenly his offended mother raised her right arm and delivered a loud SLAP! to his left cheek. Only then did he lower his eyes and whisper an almost inaudible "sorry" while gently caressing his cheek that bore the red-hot five-finger imprint. At that point, any will of resistance was futile and too late, and he stood, bowed head, to listen to his mother dictate his sentence.

While he waited for his Mom to come to execute it, memories of his punishment three weeks ago flashed through his mind. That time, too, he had resisted, even if without cursing, but his mother was so steadfast, warning him that until he was living under the family's roof, there would be family rules to follow and when one of those rules was broken, there would be consequences.                               

"So, young man, today you and I and the paddle will have a very lively 'conversation', and believe me, Jeremy, there would be more to come if you don't straighten out!" Those were the words with which his Mom had ended their confrontation that time.

Trying to reconcile his feelings, he remembered with shame how his mother had wrestled him across her aproned knees, stripping down his shorts and underwear against his struggles, then spanked and spanked and spanked his bare bottom with the wooden family paddle until...Tears came to his eyes as he recalled the humiliation and shame of crying, pleading, and begging his mother to stop as the paddle stung his wobbling bum cheeks over and over again. As always had happened in the past, even that time he had wailed his regret, remorse, and promises to do just anything, anything if she would stop spanking his bottom. His free hand was disabled, unable to help, pinned at the base of his back, and his legs couldn't even kick, trapped under his Mom's sturdy leg. Finally, when the stinging rain of the paddle's varnished wood on his bare bum flesh had become unbearable, he sobbed brokenheartedly, the pitch of his crying rising now and then as the square wooden board found a specially tender spot.

When, at least, his mother, who in his pitiful pleading had in the meantime become 'Mommy' again as when he was just a little boy, stopped the rain of paddle spanks, he just lay limp over her aproned sturdy thighs, crying his sorrow, his face contorted in a grimace and damped in tears and snot. And when he had finally been able to raise from the motherly lap he had hopped up and down holding his swollen, blistered buttocks in his hands, oblivious of the show he was offering of himself, a mature boy in his twenties acting nothing different than when he was just a little kid after one of his strict mother's corrections.

After one last scolding, at which Jeremy gave all the right 'yes ma'am', 'yes Mommy' answers, his mother left the room, letting him lie on the bed humiliated beyond words, trying in vain to rub some of the sting out from his bottom. Little by little, the raging fire in his rear had decayed to glowing embers, a smarting ache that, he knew, would stay long after his tears had dried. He didn't remember a spanking that hurt that much, and if he had felt a complete adult with his fate in his hands before it had started, he then felt like just a little schoolboy again.

As the shaming remember faded, a small sob escaped his throat as he realized with dismay and terror all that would be happening again soon.

He awoke abruptly as the door to his room swung inward. Silhouetted in the doorway was his mother.

"Jeremy?" he inquired, sternly.

"Y-yes, mom?" he asked timidly, already on the verge of crying. His mother stepped in through the doorway, and Jeremy could see the wooden paddle in her hand. Fear gripped his heart, and it hammered in his chest, the adrenaline surging through his veins as he realized the time had come.
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