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You are standing in your room; you can feel the cool hardwood floors on your bare feet. The air is cold around you and you have your hands placed firmly on top of your head. You are wearing a set of light blue cotton pajamas and you are shaking with shame. Your body is shivering but your face is burning a bright embarrassing red. You feel a slight gust of wind that makes you jump slightly as the breeze hits your pajama bottoms and it makes you feel two inches tall. Your bottoms are soaked because you wet the bed again last night. You apprehensively look over at your bed and you can clearly see a large round wet spot in the middle. You are so scared right now but you don’t dare move. You hope your punishment will be a lesser sentence because you did everything you were told to do. Your step-mother said that if you wet the bed one more time you were to get out of bed, fold the sheets back so the wet spot could be plainly seen, then stand next to your bed in your wet pajamas with your hands on your head and wait.

You have been standing in your wet clothes for almost an hour, there is a little pool of urine around your feet from it dripping off your cotton pants. You are alert as you hear a door open down the hall. Your stomach starts to churn and you almost feel sick as you can hear the footsteps getting closer and closer.
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You hold your breath as the doorknob slowly squeaks and turns. Every second seems like a million years. The door cracks open wider and wider. You can see a hand pushing it further open. It is elegant with French manicured nails painted a glossy red. A women enters with shoulder length brunette hair that frames her gorgeous face, a slender nose and sparking blue eyes. She is in her 40’s but her body and face is still taunt and often gets looks from much younger men, thinking she is only in her early 30’s. Her body has stayed tone by going to her tai bo classes and tennis at the country club. She is wearing a short nightgown made of pink satin. That s cut mid thigh. You were so glad to have such a beautiful stepmother, but now all you can do is quake in fear as she opens the door fully to see you standing there, wearing your wet pajamas.

She enters the room now, she no longer tries to be quiet as she sees you standing there with a small puddle of our own urine at your feet. Her face changes to a scowl, as she looks you up and down. You can feel her perfect eyes scanning your entire body, making notes of all your flaws. For a moment her eyes focus on your crotch and you shift uneasily in front of her. Her steely gaze makes you want to beg her to be gentle, but you have been such a pain in her side for the past month that you know she will show no leniency.

“well well well…” she says places her hands on her defined hips. Her face has turned to disgust as she looks down at your little puddle. “What do you have to say for yourself?!” she yells at you.

Your face turns another shade of red, you didn’t think was possible, you try to open your mouth to defend yourself but your tongue is all tried up, you can’t even speak. All you can feel is wave after wave of hot humiliation, as you just stand there shocked and wondering what your stepmother is going to do to you.

“You can’t even say anything can you!” she shouts at you making you feel even smaller. “Standing there in your pissy pants, gosh you are SO pathetic…didn’t I tell you, you are going to be punished if you wet the bed one more time!”

You pause not knowing what to do or what to say, you just stand there and take it. Finally she shouts at you again. “Didn’t I?!”

You nod but this isn’t enough for her. “You better say something!” she yells as she walks up to you and puts her perfect face right up next to yours, she is so close you can feel the warmth of her skin, you look away from her, too ashamed to look into her eyes. You wish you could cover your face up in embarrassment but you don’t dare move your hands off the top of your head.

“Y-yes Holly…” you say in a whisper. You then feel a hurtful slap on your face. It happened so face with lightning speed that it takes a second to come out of your daze. You see your step-mom with her long feminine finger pointing into your chest.

“You no longer get to call me ‘Holly’, if I had a real step-son he could call me ‘Holly’, but you…you are a teenage boy who still wets the bed, therefore you will address me as a superior, since you keep wetting yourself like a little baby you will address me as ‘Mistress Holly’ or ‘Mommy’!” Got IT?!” she shouts again delivering another sharp blow to my now tear stained cheeks.

“Y-y-yes…M-mistress H-Holly” you blubber out.

She tilts back away from your face and walks to the bed and sees the large wet spot and scoffs. Without even looking at you she starts to speak. “Go to my bedroom and look in the top drawer of my dresser and bring me whatever is there!” She commands you. You are too mortified to do anything other than comply with her wishes.

You start to walk and you can feel the wetness around your waist and thighs more clearly than before. As you move the cold air makes you wince in shame as you proceed down the hallway to her room. Her husband has been gone away to New York so long on business, she has completely re decorated it, it is so much more feminine with pastels and lace and being in such a girly room makes you feel even more ashamed that you are wearing wet pajamas. You walk over to her large hardwood dresser and open the top drawer and see a collection of her underwear and lingerie. A variety of colors you have seen before when you use to sneak in when she was away and hold a pair of her lace panties against you as you masturbated alone. Except the soft touch of satin, silk, and cotton there was a hardwood hairbrush sitting on the top of her panties, near her collection of demi-cupped bras. With a shaking hand you grab the hairbrush and you already know what it is going to be used for.

You turn around and walk slowly back to your room and open the door. Holly is standing there impatiently, she is tapping her foot on the floor and staring daggers at you. You pause for only a second in the threshold and she erupts on you, she makes it across the room in two steps and grabs a handful of your hair and guides you towards the bed.

You can feel her fingers grip strongly to you as she pulls you towards her and just when you think you are about to start crying again she releases you.

“look at me!” she orders you.

You slowly and submissively turn around to her, when she grabbed your hair she also took the hairbrush and she is holding it tightly in her firm hand. You are facing her but you are too embarrassed to look her in the eye once more. There is a pause until you can feel her fuming.

“Strip!” she commands you.

For the first time you look up into her eyes and try to plead with her, however she just looks coldly back.

“b-but…”

“Did I stutter?!” she asks meanly. “I ordered you to strip!”

You feel so small as your own step-mother is telling you to become naked in front of her. You are once again having the feeling of butterflies in your stomach, you are nervous as the heat of the humiliation turns your whole body red. Fearing more punishment you slowly start to push your pajama top off, over your head. You can feel her hungry eyes looking at all your newly exposed skin and this makes you shiver. After the shirt if off, you slowly place your fingers on the elastic waist of your soaked pajama bottoms and squeeze your eyes shut hard as you push them down. It doesn’t take much because they are so wet and heavy that they fall to your ankles.
With your eyes still slammed shut you can feel the cool air hit your most private areas. You are once engulfed in shame as you stand completely exposed in front of your beautiful step-mother. You can feel her gaze drift down to your privates that are on full display and after a pause you can’t take it anymore and slightly open your eyes. Holly is looking directly at your penis and you feel so mortified you slowly try to cover it up-

“keep your hands at your sides mister!” she orders you and you have to retract your hands and leave yourself open to her.

“pff, no wonder the girls never want to go on dates with you.” She scoffs as she makes fun of your penis.

You bow your head once more as she taps the hairbrush on her hand.
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“Assume the position!” she orders you. You are apprehensive and worried about the impending spanking.

“But…the bed?” you ask meekly.

She quickly grabs your shoulders and spins you around and forces you on to the wet sheets, your face is right in the middle of the wet spot and the smell of your urine makes you gag. You can feel her slender hand grip the back of your neck and hold you there while she come up behind you. You can suddenly feel her body press against yours, the fabric of her nightgown and her breast on your back make you feel even more submissive.

“Listen here you little bed wetter…” she starts to say, she is so close you can feel her hot breath in your ear. “You are going to lay here in your own piss and take your spanking got it!” she says as she gives you another harsh push on your neck.

For a moment you are relieved because she let up on you, but then the reality sets in that you are about to be spanked, naked, while laying on your wet bed. Something that most teenagers won’t have to do. You become so scared but only for a second as the next second you are met with a hard and sudden SMACK into your backside. You let out a long “yelp” as she starts to spank you. You jerk with each hit, the next one always harder than the last one.
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You lose count on how many spanks you get but are glad when they stop. You are still face down on your wet bed when you hear your stepmother speak.

“Don’t you move an INCH mister!” she yells at you. You couldn’t move if you wanted to, your bottom is so sore and you feel so emasculated all you can do is blush and blubber as you cry fresh tears of pain and humiliation. You once more hear her feet coming back down the hallway and as much as you want to turn around look what she is holding you keep your face firmly planted in your wet sheets.

“I want you to listen Mr. piddle pants!” she says to you. You wince at the new name she makes up. “What I’m about to rub into your bottom is Vick’s Vapor Rub to remind you of your spanking here today!”

You feel so degraded as you feel her smooth hands rub the cold gel on to your backside, however, it feels nice only for a second as your bottom is engulfed in a second fire. You close your eyes and try to wish away the pain, but nothing seems to work.

“Does it hurt?!” she asked you forcefully.

“Y-yes mommy it hurts.” You beg with her but she only stands behind you, looking down at you with triumph.

“Good!” she says as she gives you a playful slap on your bottom causing you to flinch. “Don’t move!” she orders again and leaves the room briefly as you start to blubber again on the bed. You hear her footsteps returning and she walks in the room. “Stand up and face me!” she commands you.

Slowly you start to get up from the bed. Each small movement only increases the pain of your bottom and you finally are able to stand up, you can still feel the cold wetness on the side of your face from your soiled bed.

You gasp in horror at what your stepmother is holding her hands. In one hand she is holding a piece of tape and in the other she is holding a pair of baby blue panties with white stripes and laced edges.

“You’re not as clever as you THINK pissy boy!” she is seething as you stand in front of her once again completely exposed, your flaccid penis is on display and it takes everything you have not to try and cover up again. She only scoffs in disgust as she see your little ‘plaything’ in front of her.

“I laid a little trap, and it worked…to be more clear I KNOW you have been in my underwear drawer!” she yells. The color from your face drains fully away, you are shocked as once more a crippling heat wave of humiliation engulfs you and all you want is for the floor to swallow you up. Your throat is dry and your ears are as red as your bottom.

“aww look your blushing” she says in a sarcastic tone with a sneer. 

“…just as well, I’m glad I have more to lump on to your already mounting punishment. So let me spell it out for you. Your school starts in one hour. You will wear your normal khakis and collared shirt uniform, BUT underneath you will be wearing these!” she holds up the panties to your face. “And NO! you don’t get to take a shower…I want everyone at school to wonder what that gross urine smell is coming from, maybe they’ll point the fingers at you…maybe they won’t, who knows. What I do know is that I’m not taking you to school smelling like the bed wetter you are, so I guess you’ll have to take the bus, as for the tape, I will be putting this along the waistband to make sure you don’t try to take them off at school.”

You are practically melting with shame, as this morning is only the beginning of your punishment.
