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Chapter 1

It’s a beautiful afternoon, with a sun-filled sky, as Mrs. Doyle and Mrs. Beck finish their lunch together at the quaint downtown bistro. The two stunningly beautiful moms get up from their table and walk toward the exit. Of course, just about every guy that is eating in the restaurant, turns their head to take in the view of their plump, round, asses as they walk out.

Megan Doyle’s ass is totally mesmerizing, as it slightly jiggles from side to side, with each step she takes. Her gray, sweater dress, accented with a thin black belt, is hugging every one of her curves like a race car driver on a formula one track. Marcy Beck is also quite an attention grabber, in her thin, flowery sundress, that really shows off her sexy, toned legs. You would never know that both of them are in their mid 40’s with teenage kids in college.

They exit the restaurant and decide to continue their time together, as they walk to a quaint, little coffee shop around the corner. They order their coffee and sit down for more conversation that covers everything from their jobs, to their kids, to their pickle ball games, and tennis lessons. The topic of spanking also comes up, when Mrs. Beck willingly shares how she had to redden her daughter, Kailee’s, bottom last night. It turns out, that she gave it to her good with her leather strap, and wooden spoon, when she caught her eighteen year-old smoking, and vaping. Mrs. Doyle just listened and kept her lips tightly sealed. She made sure that she didn’t accidentally mention Caleb’s name, and how her weekend was filled with spanking him, giving him a physical exam, and also cheating on her husband, when she climbed on him, and rode him like a bucking bronco. Even though Mrs. Doyle feels confident that her best friend, Marcy, would never disclose any secrets that she tells her, she refrains from divulging any of this information. She honors the promise that she made with Caleb, that neither of them, will tell anyone about their kinky relationship.

As they take a sip from their coffee, they both notice that it’s cold. They call out to the young barista behind that counter that just poured their coffee. He’s face down and preoccupied on his cell phone, with his fingers going a mile a minute. They comment to each other that he’s either texting or playing a video game.

Mrs. Doyle calls him over to let him know that both of their coffees are cold. As he walks over, they take notice that he’s and an extremely cute young man. In fact, he’s absolutely stunning in the looks department. He looks like one of those young models that are featured on the billboards of clothing companies like Hollister, H&M, and Zara. He has thick, long, wavy blonde hair, and stunning blue eyes, that accompany his slender, slightly muscular, build. Mrs. Beck now even comments to Mrs. Doyle, with a slight giggle, on how cute he is, as he makes his way over to them. Mrs. Doyle smirks and comments that he doesn’t look old enough to be a barista, and that he reminds her of her youngest son, Dillon.

Mrs. Beck shakes her head in agreement. He definitely has a model vibe, and a bit of swagger, as he walks toward them in his faded, ripped jeans, and black, t-shirt, that has the rock group, Pink Floyd’s logo on it. He arrives at their table, and flicks back a chunk of his long, blonde hair that was covering one of his eyes. He then looks at them both with attitude, and says. “What’s up?”

Mrs. Doyle’s head jerks back, showing that she was a bit shocked by his approach, and the “What’s up?”, greeting that he gave them. She shrugs it off, and responds to him in her usual nurturing, motherly tone.

“Hi honey, sorry to bother you, but both of our coffee’s are really cold.”

“Yeah… So… What do you want me to do about it?” His sarcastic reply took both of them by shock.

“Excuse me?” Mrs. Beck now shoots him, a very disapproving look.

He rolls his eyes. “What do you want me to do? Make you another coffee?”

“The first thing you need to do, is lose that attitude, mister!” Mrs. Beck scolds him.

Mrs. Doyle’s tone now quickly changes, as she joins in, and scolds him as well.

“First of all, young man, you don’t approach a customer with What’s up?… Be nice and say, Hi, can I help you?… The next thing is, you don’t know me, so don’t roll your eyes at me, that’s very disrespectful!… And last but not least... Yes, we would like another coffee… a hot coffee!”

The young man does it again, and rolls his eyes, then throws his hands up, and walks away in a huff, without saying another word.

“My God! What the hell! Did we just get a load of attitude from some wise-ass kid?” Mrs. Beck asks.

Mrs. Doyle responds. “Yes, we did!.. That was totally uncalled for!... He’s lucky he’s not my son, because he would be dancing from my strap right now!”

“You’re not kidding. I don’t take that from my own kid, and I’m sure as hell not going to take that from him… Young brat!” Mrs. Beck adds. “I wonder where the boss or owner is?”

They look on and watch as the young barista takes a moment to brew a fresh pot of coffee. In between his work, he’s still on his phone non-stop. When the coffee is done, he walks back over and places two new cups of coffee down in front of them.

“Here you go… Hopefully, this is to your liking, ladies.” He says in a slightly condescending tone.

He then walks away quickly, looking extremely bothered, and heads back behind the counter, and onto his phone. Mrs. Doyle glares at him, before she gets up to put some cream in her coffee. She picks up the carafe and tries to pour, but she notices that it’s empty. She walks over to the counter and informs him. This time his attitude is way too much for her to take, as he snatches the carafe out of her hand, and rolls his eyes again.

“Young man, this attitude of yours has got to go!”

“Where is your boss? I want to talk to them!” Mrs. Doyle fires back in a stern tone.

The young barista turns away, and walks through a doorway behind the counter. Mrs. Beck looks over at her friend and comments.

“I’m speechless, Meg. That is the rudest kid I’ve seen in a long time. What the hell?”

“I know!… I can’t wait to have a few words with his boss.” Mrs. Doyle responds back.

After a few moments the young barista returns with a woman that’s around the same age as Mrs. Doyle, and Mrs. Beck. They quickly notice that she’s a very, pretty woman, even though she looks incredibly frazzled right now. Her blonde hair is tucked up in a baker’s cap, and she’s wearing an apron, which has evidence that she’s been baking.

“Mom, these mean, witches asked for the boss.” He tells her.

“Chase!” The woman scolds him.

“Witches?” Mrs. Beck stands up from her chair.

“Mean?… Oh, you haven’t seen mean, young man.” Mrs. Doyle quickly stands up, as well, and then walks over to the counter where him and his mom are standing behind.

She gives him a more than stern look, and really lays into him, right there, in front of his mom. “You are so lucky that you’re not my son, Mister, because I would pull your pants down, and give you the spanking of your life!… With my leather strap!... Right across your bare your hiney!”

Chase rolls his eyes, and shakes his head in a “Yeah, right… no way, not-gonna-happen” way.

Mrs. Beck now approaches the counter, and adds to the scolding. “And I would take you across my knee, and redden your rear-end with my wooden spoon! You would be one sorry, boy!”

His mom instantly responds. “I’m so sorry ladies. Chase, you need to apologize… right now.”

“Ha! For what?... Calling them mean, or calling them witches?... Fat chance.” He responds back, and gives his mom some of his attitude.

“CHASE!… Enough!” His mom yells at him.

“You need to get control of your kid, Ma’am. That behavior of his is appalling!” Mrs. Doyle tells her.

“I’m in total shock, right now.” Mrs. Beck adds. “If my kid ever acted like that, they wouldn’t be able to sit for week!”

The woman looks at them with watery eyes, and responds.

“I’m so sorry ladies. I’m short handed today, as my regular baristas both tested positive with Covid. This boy with the bad attitude, and smart mouth, is my son Chase. I made him come here today to help me. He’s been in quite a mood, since I made him get tested yesterday.”

“Tested? You mean when they stuck that damn Q-tip up my nose so high that it hit my brain?” He chimes in with more attitude. “That shit hurt!”

“Whoa, that mouth of yours!… And that attitude toward your mom… It’s ridiculous!” Mrs. Beck jumps in.

Mrs. Doyle gives him another piece of her mind, in a fierce tone.

“If you think that hurts, young man, you have no idea how my strap would feel on that hiney of yours!… I’ll say it again… Consider yourself lucky that you’re not my son… Your rear-end would be on fire, and you would be crying a river right now!”

“Yeah!… And that mouth of yours would get washed out with soap if you were mine!” Mrs. Beck adds in her strict tone.

“Chase, go clean up the kitchen, and empty the garbage. Then I want you to go in my office, and start your homework… Leave that phone of yours right here.” His mom orders.

Chase, places his phone down, and once again walks away in a huff. He disappears behind a doorway that leads to the kitchen, and office area of the coffee shop.

“God, I’m so sorry ladies. He’s still upset that I pulled him from his school yesterday, it was his birthday. I’m sure they would’ve had a cake and celebrated it. Plus, I had to put our own plans to celebrate his birthday on hold, as well. I couldn’t help it. I had to make sure that we both got tested. Thankfully, we both tested negative, otherwise, I would have to close our coffee shop, and he would be out of class, for at least five days, and he would miss his modeling shoot.” His mom replies and continues.

“So, please accept my apology. Let me bring you out a nice, warm, desert that I just baked. I’ll also make a fresh pot of coffee.” She tells them. “By the way, I’m Beverly Ferguson, the owner.”

“Thank you, Beverly. It’s nice to meet you. I’m Megan Doyle, and this is my best friend, Marcy Beck.” Mrs. Doyle replies. “We’ll take you up on your offer, and invite you to take a moment, and sit down with us. It looks like you can use a break.”

“It’s that obvious, huh?” She laughs back at them.

“So, your son, is a model? I knew he had to be... He has that look.” Mrs. Beck adds.

Mrs. Doyle adds, “He’s such a cute young man… Honest, he’s stunning, Beverly… Beautiful eyes, and that hair... He looks just like you, so I can see where he gets his good looks from.”

“Thank you.” Beverly blushes from the compliment.

“I’m afraid you’re gonna have your hands full with a swarm of school girls trying to knock down your door!” Mrs. Beck adds to the conversation.

“We both have teenagers of our own. I have two boys, Dillon, my youngest, and Ryder, who just turned 19.” Mrs. Doyle tells her.

“I have a daughter, Kailee, who is eighteen.” Mrs. Beck adds. “It’s safe to say that Megan and I know all about raising teenagers. I’m not trying to judge you, and I don’t know your situation, but I strongly suggest that you find a way to correct his attitude now before it gets worse.”

Mrs. Doyle openly tells her. “We are both mom’s that frequently use, and believe in, bare bottom spankings to correct the bad behavior of our kids.”

“Nothing else works as good… And that’s the fact!” Mrs. Beck confirms.

“Really?… I never spanked him, but I would like to hear more, and pick your brains about how you handle your own kids. As you can see, I’m at my whits end with him, and I welcome your advice.” Beverly adds.

“This awful attitude, and unruly, behavior that Chase has… That all gets corrected within minutes… actually seconds!… Trust me, Beverly, nothing works as good as a leather strap on a bare hiney!” Mrs. Doyle tells her with conviction, as Mrs. Beck nods her head in agreement.

Beverly also nods her head, and folds her top lip to her bottom lip, to signal that she knows, and actually agrees with them. It seems the words of these two stern moms, with experience raising teenagers, really sink into her head.

“Let me get us that desert and coffee. I can’t wait to talk to both of you!”

Beverly then walks away, and into the kitchen of her coffee shop. After a couple of minutes, she comes back out, carrying a tray of fresh desserts, and a pot of just-brewed coffee. She motions to a table where they can all sit down and talk.

“Excuse me for one moment.” She tells them.

Beverly then grabs a black magic marker, and hand writes on a large sheet of white paper.

Closed for the day. Sorry for the inconvenience.

She tapes it to the front door, and pulls the blinds down over the windows of her coffee shop. She then takes a seat at the table with Mrs. Doyle, and Mrs. Beck, as she pours them coffee.

“Now, I want to hear all the details on how you both handle things in your household, when your kids act up, and misbehave.” She tells them.

◆◆◆


Chapter 2

The coffee shop is now officially closed, as the three of them are sitting together enjoying the goodies that Beverly baked. Her son, Chase, remains out of sight, and is hopefully following his mom’s instructions, and doing his homework in her office.

“So, for both of you, spankings are the most effective way to handle your kids misbehavior?” Beverly asks.

“Not only spankings, but bare bottom spankings.” Mrs. Doyle replies. “The embarrassment of being fully exposed, coupled with the pain, works wonders on my boys.”

“Same here!” Mrs. Beck adds. “I tried grounding my daughter, taking her phone away, taking away the use of the car, but nothing works as good as a hard spanking on her bare bottom.”

Beverly responds back. “It’s funny, my sister is pro-spanking with her kids and she’s been telling me for years to spank Chase. I just didn’t want him to hate me. His dad ran off 2 years ago with a girl in her twenties. He was the one who kept Chase in line. I think he only spanked him once or twice in his entire life when he was about 8 or 9 years old. From then on, if Chase misbehaved, he would just give him a look, and Chase would instantly settle down.”

“Many times a look, or a warning works for my kids. However, when it doesn’t, my strap comes out and their pants get pulled down!” Mrs. Doyle tells her with conviction.

“Megan’s one hell of a spanker! I’ve seen her in action.” Mrs. Beck chimes in and laughs. “I learned a lot from her.”

“Oh stop!” Megan chuckles, and comments back at her best friend.

Beverly shows a slightly puzzled look on her face. “So you taught her how to spank her daughter, Megan?”

“No, not exactly.” Megan Doyle replies. “Marcy was already a spanking mom.”

“Yeah, but I’ve gotten even better at it… Here’s what happened.” Marcy chuckles and quickly spills more of the details. “Yes, I was always a spanking mom with my daughter, Kailee... However, one day, about three years ago, Megan’s oldest son, Ryder, hit a baseball through my living room window. I guess Megan warned him over and over not to play ball too close to any of the houses in our neighborhood. Needless to say, I walked him back to his house to tell her what had happened.”

Beverly asks, “Did you two know each other?”

“Not really… We knew each other, but just to say hello, and wave from living in the same neighborhood. We weren’t the close friends that we are today.” Megan adds.

“Got it!” Beverly comments, “So then what?”

“When she came to the door, and I told her what had just happened, she invited me in, and quickly closed the door. She then grabbed Ryder by the arm, and scolded him, with such authority, that it even scared the heck out of me!” Marcy laughs and then continues. “Then, she went off and returned with a thick, leather strap, and a wooden spoon. She wasted no time, and not only yanked his pants and underwear down, but she pulled them completely off his body, along with his sneakers… Right before my eyes!… I got a complete eyeful, to say the least, since only his t-shirt and socks remained on his body.”

“Well, you’re forgetting that my son also called you a bitch, for yelling at him.” Megan adds.

“Yes, he did… You’re right… I forgot about that part, Meg.” Marcy admits and continues. “So, I watched as Megan grabbed his earlobe, and marched him toward the couch. She gave him at least 3 or 4 intense swats with the wooden spoon all along the way. Ryder, was dancing from leg to leg from the sting of that wooden spoon on his hiney.”

“Wow! Megan, you meant business.” Beverly comments.

“I did, that day. I gave it to him good.” Megan adds.

Marcy further explains, “Then she put him on the couch in diaper position, and actually broke the wooden spoon over his rear-end!”

“Oh my!… And what’s diaper position?” Beverly asks.

“It’s just like when we changed their diapers… On his back, with his legs lifted up. It’s now one of the positions that I frequently use when I spank my daughter. This position makes sure they get spanked on their sit-spot, which is the lower part of their hiney, and upper legs. I credit Megan for that, along with using the leather strap.” Marcy replies with a smirk.

“It’s called sit-spot because they’ll feel it every time they sit down for a few days.” Megan chimes in.

“So, you also used the leather strap on him?” Beverly wants to hear more details.

“Yes, that’s actually my favorite implement to use. Like I said, it works wonders on my boys.” Megan adds.

“She turned him over onto his tummy, and administered the leather strap to him, after the wooden spoon broke in half. Ryder was already bawling his eyes out, but when that strap connected to his rear-end, he yelled for forgiveness… That’s when I went out and bought the same strap to use on my daughter.” Mrs. Beck tells her.

“Well Megan, I can see why Marcy mentioned that she learned a lot about spanking from you.” Beverly tells her.

“It didn’t just end there!” Mrs. Beck continues. “When Megan was done, she pulled Ryder to his feet, and held him in place, bent him over the arm of the sofa. She then handed me the strap and made sure that I spanked him as well, for breaking my window, and for calling me a bitch.”

“Poor Ryder, he not only got it from his mom, but he also got it from you, his neighbor.” Beverly smirks, and chuckles. “Plus, he was fully exposed. You saw not only his bare bottom, but his penis also. He had to be completely embarrassed.”

“Oh, he was!” Megan adds. “That’s what makes pulling their pants down, and spanking them bare so effective. Plus, I’m a nurse, and I’m practically desensitized about naked bodies. I’ve seen every shape, size, and color of a penis, as well as, boobs,  vagina’s, and rear-ends.

Megan’s nonchalant humor makes them laugh out loud.

“I have to say that with all honesty, Megan’s kids are the most polite, and well-behaved kids you will ever meet. I love them like they are my own.” Mrs. Beck tells her.

“Trust me, they’re not angels, Marcy. I’m constantly on their asses about their homework, grades, cleaning their room, and now with Ryder away at college, it’s a whole new set of worries and concerns. He got a serious strapping last month, when he got caught drinking on campus.” Megan voices.

Beverly asks, “Megan, have you spanked anyone other than your own kids?”

Megan almost blurts out Caleb’s name by accident, but thankfully she catches herself and responds. “No, I haven’t spanked anyone else, just my 2 boys.”

“Megan, I would have no problem with you spanking my daughter… In fact, I might even call you over the next time she acts up. I think it would be extremely effective for her to get a spanking from someone else.” Marcy tells her best friend.

“Okay, that settles it! You both convinced me... From now on, I’m going to start disciplining my son, with bare bottom spankings.” Beverly tells them. “I can just hear my pain-in-the-ass, sister now, telling me that she told me so, years ago.”

“Beverly, if you ever need any guidance or advice, you can always call us. Let’s exchange numbers. I’m sure you will see a huge, and immediate, difference in Chase’s behavior.” Marcy tells her.

“Actually, I was hoping that both of you would give him a spanking, the same way you gave, Megan’s son, Ryder, that day of the baseball incident. After all, he did call you witches, and he gave you some serious attitude. I think it’s time he got put in his place, and it will help me learn from watching you. I’ll even spank him as well, after you both redden his hiney.”

Marcy is quick to chime in with her approval. “Well, I honestly think it’s a great idea, and a very smart one, at that. It’s so important that he gets put in his place now. It’s much better that Chase gets a sore hiney from us, instead of getting his teeth punched out by some muscle-bound jock in school. Talk about putting an end to his modeling career… He really needs to control his cocky attitude, because he might not be this lucky in the future. All he has to do is mess with the wrong people, and he’ll really be in serious trouble.”

“I agree wholeheartedly, Marcy. I tell Chase that all the time… There’s a huge difference between cocky and confident.” Beverly replies and continues. “In modeling school, they want him to display this bold attitude, and look all cocky. Did you ever see some of those clothing ads? They make the kids look like rock stars. Unfortunately, it’s carrying over into his everyday life, and I really need to nip it in the bud.”

“Well, I think getting his pants pulled down, and receiving a serious bare bottom spanking by the three of us will be something he’ll always remember. Plus, since we all live so close to each other, we make sure he knows that he can no longer get away with acting up. We need to make it absolutely clear that the three of us can and will spank him repeatedly, at the drop of a dime, if necessary.” Marcy adds,

“Exactly! That’s perfect!… What are your thoughts, Megan?”

“Are you willing to discipline my son, and help me get him on the right track?” Beverly asks her.

“Yes, of course, Beverly.” Megan replies, as she passes her cell phone to Beverly.

“Put in your phone number and I’ll text you my number, as well as, Marcy’s. I would like you to text both of us back, stating that you give us permission to help you discipline your son, with the use of corporal punishment on his bare bottom… Fair enough?”

“Done!” Beverly responds, and quickly types her phone number into Megan’s cell.

Within a minute the texts are sent, and the three mom’s are ready to move forward and give Chase a serious bare bottom spanking.

“Okay, so let’s talk about your coffee shop. Is there a large back room? Your office?” Megan asks her.

“Yes, I have both.” She gets up and points, showing them the layout of her coffee shop.

“Down this hallway is a large storage room. It’s basically empty, except for some boxes, and crates. Over there is my office. That’s where my son better be, doing his homework. It’s a nice size with a large desk, a separate computer table, and a couch. Sometimes, if I’m tired, or working late, I can lay down and get a quick nap.”

“Perfect!” Megan replies.

“And, your kitchen with that large sink, is the perfect place to wash his mouth out with soap!” Marcy points out in her stern, motherly tone.

“So, who wants to spank him first? You or me, Marcy?” Megan asks her friend.

“You of course, Meg… You have all the experience in handling naughty boys.” Marcy smirks.

“Well, I don’t have my leather strap with me.” Megan jokes. “However, this will do!”

Megan removes the black, leather belt that goes around the waist of her thin sweater dress, folds it in half, and then taps it on the palm of her left hand. She then shares her process with them.

“When we go into the office, I’m going to scold him, and give him the chance to accept his spanking… Of course, I don’t think for one moment that he’s that brave to take a spanking. If he’s like my youngest son, Dillon, he’ll try to run, struggle, and he’ll most likely try to go out the door.”

“That’s not going to happen!” Beverly replies. “I’ll grab him.”

“If he struggles Meg, I’ll hold him the same way you held Ryder that day when you bent him over your sofa, and handed me the strap.” Marcy assures her.

“Okay, let’s go ladies. It’s time to go to town on Chase’s hiney!” Megan tells them, as they all start to walk down the hallway toward Beverly’s office.

◆◆◆ 


Chapter 3

The three of them are now standing just outside Beverly’s office door. Megan Doyle has her black, leather belt clenched tightly in her right hand, and Marcy Beck is holding a medium-sized wooden spoon, that she quickly grabbed when they walked past the kitchen of Beverly’s coffee shop.

The young mom opens the door to her office, and all three of them follow her inside. Then, she quickly closes the door behind them, and glares down at her son, Chase. He’s completely unaware that anyone entered, since he’s sitting at the computer, playing a video game instead of studying. He has big, thick headphones over his ears, with the volume turned up so loud, that they can hear some of the sound escaping.

Beverly takes her stance by the office door, as both Mrs. Doyle, and Mrs. Beck approach him. Chase gets so startled that he practically jumps out of his chair when Mrs. Doyle taps him on the shoulder, and pulls up the headphones from over his ears.

“Ah!.. Hey!… What the ...?” He blurts out.

“Stand up, young man!… Now!” Mrs. Doyle orders him, as she taps her black, leather belt on the palm of her left hand.

“What for? Mom? What’s going on?” His adorable face turns beet red, as he looks at his mother standing with her arms crossed, guarding the door.

“So, Mister… You called Mrs. Beck, and I mean witches, correct?” Mrs. Doyle now grabs his t-shirt and pulls him off the chair, and onto his feet.

“And, remember what I told you?… I said that if you were my son, that I would pull your pants down, and give you a good, old-fashion spanking with my leather belt… across your bare hiney!”

Chase just stands in place speechless, and in shock, looking like a deer caught in headlights. He’s literally starting to shake as he sees the fire, and sternness, in Mrs. Doyle’s piercing, blue eyes.

“As I recall, you laughed and said… Fat chance!… Right?” Mrs. Doyle sarcastically refreshes his memory, as she taps the belt in the palm of her hand.

“Well, guess what, young man?” Mrs. Doyle’s tone now gets really stern, as she raises her voice and gives him the scolding of his life.

“You are going to be one very sorry, boy! I have never, ever, been treated so rude by a bratty, young man, in all my life. Your attitude is going to change starting right now!… I am going to paint some bright, red, stripes, across that naughty, little, fanny of yours! And then Mrs. Beck, and your mom are going to spank you as well! You’ll think twice before you ever disrespect a woman again… I promise you, when we are done, you’ll be sitting gingerly for a few days! Do you hear me?”

Chase doesn’t say a word, and turns his head to look at Mrs. Beck. He now notices that she’s moved in around the back of him, with that wooden spoon clenched tightly in her hand, as well.

Mrs. Doyle responds. “I said… Do you hear me, mister?”

Chase breaks his silence. “Yeah, I hear you.”

“You will refer to me… to us… as Mrs. Doyle and Mrs. Beck, or as Ma’am!.. And, if either of us ever get a call from your mother, telling us that you misbehaved, and disrespected her, we will come over in a flash and give you more of what you’re about to get right now!”

Once again, she taps the leather belt on her hand, and looks him up and down.

“I’m not scared of you!” Chase replies. “I know this is just a scare tactic to get me to apologize. You can’t spank me. My mom won’t let you!… Nice try lady!”

Mrs. Doyle holds up her cell phone, and displays the text from his mom, stating that she gives her and Mrs. Beck complete permission to discipline her son with corporal punishment on a bare bottom.

Chase takes a moment to read it, and immediately calls out. “Mom! You can’t do this!”

His mom Beverly, now responds from across the room, “Oh, I sure can. From now on, things are going to change, and I will be punishing you with bare bottom spankings every time that you act up!”

Mrs. Beck now taps the wooden spoon loudly on her hand, and chimes in.

“I can’t wait to get at your rear-end, young man!”

Chase, is now really feeling the pressure, as they move in on him. He starts to back away, and looks around, to see if there is a way out of the office.

“Now, I’m going to give you a chance to accept your punishment, Chase. I want you to turn around, pull your jeans, and underwear down, and bend over that desk.” Mrs. Doyle instructs him.

“You’re crazy lady! I’m not pulling my pants down.” He replies.

“You have three seconds, or I’m pulling them down, myself!... One!” Mrs. Doyle counts.

“Two!”

Chase doesn’t respond to her count.

“Three!… That’s it! Time to get down to business!” Mrs. Doyle declares.

She rushes over to him, grabs onto his left arm, and swings her leather belt with serious force. The sound is a little muffled, but still prominent, as it connects over his jeans, landing low on his left butt cheek, and upper leg.

<whack>

“Ow!” Chase yelps, and moves his right hand over to rub where the belt just landed.

Even though his jeans took away some of the sting, there was still plenty of force behind her swing to make him feel it. Without wasting another second, she spins him completely around, and delivers another ruthless swat that lands dead in the center of his bottom.

<whack>

“Yeow!” Chase lets it out, confirming that he really felt that one.

Now he manages to pull away from her, as both of his hands quickly move over his jeans to rub his bottom. Mrs. Doyle sees her chance, quickly moves in, and grabs onto his left earlobe. She gives it a firm tug, that makes his head tilt down toward his left shoulder.

Mrs. Beck decides to help, as she also moves in and grabs onto Chase’s right arm, making him quickly respond. “Ow! Let go of me! Mom!… Tell them to stop!”

“Hold him over the desk, Marcy!” Mrs. Doyle orders her friend.

The both of them quickly march Chase in the direction of the large desk in Beverly’s office. They easily put him in place, bent over the desk. Mrs. Beck firmly presses on the back of his shoulders, and uses her body-weight, along with some extra force, to keep him down in that bent over position.

“Stop! Let me go!” Chase continues to call out for his release.

Mrs. Beck, then grips the bottom of his t-shirt, and pulls it halfway up his back.

Chase feels the air of the room on his skin, as his lower back gets exposed.

“Don’t!… Stop!… Let me go, you bitch!” He now swears at Mrs. Beck, as she’s holding his t-shirt to his mid-back.

“I’ll remember that!” Mrs. Beck chimes back as she presses him down even harder to the desk.

Mrs. Doyle doesn’t waste another second, and now moves in behind him. Chase feels her body brush up against his legs, as well as, his exposed lower back. She reaches her arms around him, and quickly snaps the button, on the waistband of his stylishly faded, and ripped jeans.

“No!” He responds, as her hands now unzip his fly, and pull it all the way down, as far as it will go.

He tries his best to squirm, and wiggle, but this makes it even worse. It causes his jeans to get even looser and slide down a bit from around his waist. Mrs. Doyle glances down and smirks, as his jeans come down just enough to reveal a small portion of his blue and white, striped underwear. Of course, being that Chase is a model, the waistband of his underwear bears an expensive, well-known, designer name and logo on it. She then places both of her hands right above the small of his back, and together takes a hold of both, his jeans, and his underwear. It’s funny how quickly, the cocky, and fearless teenager, from a moment ago, is now regretting his actions, and trembling in place.

Simply put, Chase is totally freaking out. He now feels Mrs. Doyle’s fingertips on the skin of his lower back, as she latches onto his clothing with a tight grip. He tries again to wiggle, but Mrs. Beck, who easily outweighs him, by at least 35 pounds, really has him pinned down, and bent over the desk. There’s no way that he’s able to get away, and now realizes that he’s about to get his pants, and underwear, pulled down by Mrs. Doyle.

As Mrs. Doyle continues to hold, and clench onto his jeans and underwear in her hands, she makes one last sarcastic remark.

“Well, sweetheart… This is the moment that I’ve been waiting for!”

“No, don’t pull down my pants!… Okay, I’m sorry!… Please, Mrs. Doyle!” He makes one last plea.

It falls on deaf ears as Mrs. Doyle sends a cute smirk over to her best friend, Mrs. Beck.

She then responds back to Chase’s plea in a very stern tone.

“It’s too late for apologies, my dear… Now, it’s time for me to get at this hiney!”

◆◆◆ 


Chapter 4

As those words echo through Chase’s head, Mrs. Beck sends a cute smile back at her friend. She knows Megan Doyle is about to yank his pants down, and go to town on his hiney, with her leather belt. Chase’s mom looks on with amazement, at the way Megan, and Marcy, are taking charge and easily handling her naughty son. She’s also more than impressed with the way his tone has already changed. It seems that he’s quickly abandoned that cocky attitude of his, at least for now, as the two stern moms get ready to put him in his place.

Chase hasn’t even been exposed yet, and he’s already begging for forgiveness. Beverly, his mom, actually gets mad at herself that it got to this point, and that she didn’t correct his past, bad behavior with bare bottom spankings. Especially since, her know-it-all sister constantly told her, for years now, that she should be spanking Chase, and laying down the law.

Mrs. Beck tightens her grip around Chase to firmly hold him in place as her friend, Mrs. Doyle, maintains hold of the waistband of his jeans, and underwear. She then gives it a quick, forceful tug, and in the blink of an eye, she pulls the naughty teenagers clothing all the way down to his ankles. Chase tries to wiggle and squirm, but Mrs. Beck really has a tight hold on him. He has even less mobility now, with his jeans and underwear, gathered around his ankles.

Chase, becomes instantly embarrassed that his entire lower body, penis and rear-end, are now exposed, and on full display. It’s one thing to have his mom see him naked, which hasn’t even happened in years, but this is far more embarrassing for him.

Right now, in this moment, he has two strong, and stern women, who are mere strangers and customers of the coffee shop, pulling his pants down, holding him in place, and about to punish him. This is a whole new level of vulnerability that he’s never even come close to experiencing before.

“Oh, yes! That’s what I wanted to see. A cute, white, hiney ready and waiting for my belt.” She announces, as she places both of her hands on his ass cheeks.

She gives his rear-end a few gentle pats, and then places her hands on his hips, adjusting his position, and making sure he’s perfectly straight.

Mrs. Beck can’t help but display a little smirk, at her friends quirky, sarcastic humor. She smiles to herself and takes in a nice view of his adorable rear-end, as she continues to hold him firmly in place. She knows that it won’t be long now until she has the chance to spank him, and get at his bottom, as well.

Mrs. Doyle then takes a step back and slightly to her left, as she stares down at Chase’s cute rear-end. She focused her eyes like a laser beam on the area of his bare bottom that she plans to color with some bright, red, stripes from her leather belt.

“Hold him tight, Marcy.” She tells her friend.

“Oh, I got him… He’s not going anywhere!” Mrs. Beck replies.

Mrs. Doyle raises her belt high and swings it with a vengeance.

<CRACK>

“YEEOOW!” Chase instantly yells out in pain, as the belt connects dead center to his bare bottom.

“Please… No… It won’t happen again!” He cries.

“Let this be a lesson to you, young man!” Mrs. Doyle scolds as she raises the belt high and swings.

<CRACK>

“OOOW!” Chase now literally bounces in place from the sting of her belt. His eyes fill with water as his cute rear-end quickly becomes accented with two bright, red, belt marks going across it.

“You better stay still, mister!” Mrs. Doyle orders him.

Chase can’t help it. He’s continues to wiggle, and shift his weight from leg to leg in response to the pain. He’s also desperately trying to reduce the impact of another direct hit on his rear-end. He tries to reach back and block his bottom, but Mrs. Beck takes a hold of his hands as well.

She now has him slightly draped across her hip, and really pinned down to the desk. As she continues to hold him down with force, she feels his young, penis press against her thigh. Chase can’t help but feel the sensation of his dick sinking into the skin of her leg, as she tightens her grip on him. For a quick moment, he’s enjoying the way that his penis feels, as it further presses into her leg.

Mrs. Beck continues to hold him tight, slightly draped across her hip, and bent over the desk. Mrs. Doyle smirks as she looks down at Chase’s adorable bare bottom, arched up, and in the perfect position. She swings the belt hard and delivers another relentless swat to his waiting rear-end.

<WHACK>

Her belt lands on the lower part of his hiney, and extends downward onto his upper right leg. It doesn’t take long, and Chase is now crying, and bawling his eyes out.

“P—l—e—a-s-e… I’m sorry… I’m really, sorry, Ma’am… Mrs. Doyle… I-t.. w-o-n-t... happen a-g-a-i-n.” His voice is really trembling, as the cheeks of his hiney are involuntarily shaking.

“Are you going to behave yourself?” Mrs. Doyle asks in a commanding tone.

“Y-e-s!… Y-e-s, Ma’am!” He replies as fast as he can. “No more… Please!”

His mom watches in disbelief. She can’t even fathom how quickly his behavior changed.

“Oh, we have a lot more color to add to your hiney, my dear!” Mrs. Doyle responds back.

She pauses for a quick moment, and places her hands on his rear-end. She feels the heat, squeezes several areas of his cheeks. She then pulls them apart and holds them open, exposing his anus for a few seconds, to add to his embarrassment. Chase manages to hold in his yelp, as her hands firmly squeeze, and pull several areas of his tender hiney.

Once she’s satisfied, Mrs. Doyle releases his ass cheeks, and steps back, slightly to her left.

“Got him, Marcy?” She asks her friend, who’s still holding Chase firmly in place.

“Yep! I sure do!” Mrs. Beck replies back as she tightens her hold on him even more.

Chase’s penis is now fully pressed into Mrs. Beck’s thigh. He’s far from hard, but yet he feels his penis pulsating and growing a bit from the way the silky fabric of her sundress feels on it.

“Fanny out! Bend over further!” Mrs. Doyle scolds him.

Chase quickly follows her orders and arches his butt out farther. This time Mrs. Doyle gives three little taps with her belt on his cheeks, targeting the exact area, where she wants her belt to land.

<tap tap tap>

She then pulls it back and delivers several relentless swats, one after the other, that echo loudly off the office walls, as they connect to his cheeks.

<CRACK… WHACK… SMACK>

“OUCH!… OW!” Chase howls in pain.

“Okay, let him go, Marcy.” She tells Mrs. Beck.

The minute Mrs. Beck releases Chase, he goes into the spanking dance, as he bounces up and down in place. He naturally reaches his hands back to clench, and rubs his sore rear-end, forgetting all about, that his penis is in full view.

His mom, Mrs. Beck, and Mrs. Doyle, all get quite an eyeful, as his young penis, bounces up and down like a yo-yo. When Chase finally realizes that his manhood is on full display, he quickly places both hands over his penis. This of course, makes Mrs. Doyle deliver a slap to his hands, and then scolds him.

<slap>

“Move those hands, young man!… Do you think we’ve never seen a penis before?… I’m a nurse, and a mom, so I can assure you, that I’ve seen it all! And, it’s nothing that Mrs. Beck, and your mom, haven’t seen either!”

Chase doesn’t respond fast enough for Mrs. Doyle’s liking, and she quickly takes a hold of his left arm.  She aggressively spins him around, bare bottom out, and delivers three more rapid, and merciless, swats with her leather belt.

<SMACK… CRACK… CRACK>

“OOW!… YEOOW!” Chase cries out as he tucks his entire body inward, and attempts to move his right hand back to block her spanks.

“MOVE THAT HAND!” She all-out yells at him as she delivers two more intense spanks with her belt.

<CRACK… SMACK>

She then releases him, and once again he bounces up, and then squats down to grab his ass cheeks. Chase is crying a river, as he feels Mrs. Doyle yank him up by the arm from his squatting position.

“Where do you want him, Marcy?” Mrs. Doyle calls out.

Marcy quickly takes a seat on the couch. She then lifts her sundress all the way up her thighs, to the point where it’s just covering her panties. She looks at Megan, taps her hands on her thighs, and says. “Right here, Meg… I want him over my lap… Hiney up!”

Mrs. Doyle doesn’t waste any time and pulls Chase toward the couch. He slowly waddles, trying to keep up, with her since his pants, and underwear are draped around his ankles, and restricting his movement.

◆◆◆ 


Chapter 5

“You heard her, Chase… Move it!… Over her lap!” Mrs. Doyle commands him, as she helps position him across Mrs. Beck’s lap. Chase feels both of their hands on his skin, as they push, pull, and guide him into the exact position that Mrs. Beck wants him to be in. He says nothing as his body sinks into the softness of her lap, with his red, striped, and already tender, bottom pointed upward toward the ceiling.

He then feels Mrs. Doyle take a hold of his right sneaker, before she pulls it completely off his foot. She tosses it down to the floor, and then does the same exact thing with his left sneaker. She then removes both of his socks, and also throws them down, somewhere in the same vicinity. He then feels her hands quickly take a hold of his jeans, and underwear, from around his ankles. She now pulls these clothing items completely off him, before tossing them to the floor, as well.

Chase remains completely silent, as he lays there in anticipation, over Mrs. Beck’s lap. His penis is now pressed deeply into her thighs, triggering a sensation with an older woman, that he’s never felt before. Even though he’s way too embarrassed to get a hard-on, he’s absolutely loving the way her thick, thighs are feeling as they form somewhat of a cushion, around his testicles, and penis.

Mrs. Beck, who is the mom of just one child, a 19 year-old daughter, is also feeling this new sensation of having his young man, fully exposed, and pressed firmly into her lap. She sets her wooden spoon down on the sofa, at least for a moment, and announces.

“I’m going to give you a good, hard, hand-spanking, young man!”

“I’m going to make sure that every single inch of your rear-end is colored red!”

She then raises her pretty hand high above her head and begins to administer a sound spanking.

<Slap><Slap><Slap>

“Ouch!… Ow!” Chase, once again, let’s it be known that he’s feeling every bit of her hand, as it delivers an intense sting to his cheeks. It doesn’t take long for him to squirm, wiggle, and even kick his legs, as her hand continues delivering slap after hard slap, equally to the left and right sides of his bare bottom.

<Slap><Slap><Slap><Slap><Slap>

“Oww!… Ah!… Ouch” Mrs. Beck smiles as she watches him squeeze, tense, and tighten, his cute hiney with every slap she administers. The marks from her hand now overlap some of the bright, red, belt marks that Mrs. Doyle just made on his bottom. She smirks, as right before her very eyes, any area of stark, white skin, is instantly filled in, with her hand-prints, in various shades of red.

<Slap><Slap><Slap><Slap>

<Slap><Slap><Slap>

“OOW! OUCH!… No!… Please, Mrs. Beck!… Ouch”… I’m sorry… I really am!” Chase is right back to pleading, and crying his eyes out, as he can’t help but frantically squirm in pain, across the pretty woman’s lap.

“You deserve this, Mister!” Mrs. Beck scolds him, and gets somewhat annoyed at him, kicking and squirming over her lap. She calls out to his mom.

“Beverly, this is what you do when he kicks, squirms, and tries to resist.”

Mrs. Beck quickly lifts her right leg, and positions it over both of his legs. She tightens and clamps her leg muscles, to create a scissors effect, that instantly limits his mobility, and renders him unable to kick. She then purses her lips, and glares down at his bare bottom, like it’s a target. She raises her pretty hand high, and delivers another round of ruthless slaps.

<SLAP><SLAP><SLAP><SLAP>

Chase’s eyes are flowing water like an open faucet, as he cries out from the pain.

“No! Stop! “OUCH!… Please! Oow!”

He now tries to reach his right arm behind him to cover his rear-end. Of course, Mrs. Beck was ready, and she quickly pins it behind his back, once again demonstrating, and teaching Beverly how to properly spank her son in this position.

“If he reaches back and tries to cover up his hiney, or block your slaps, just pin his arm like this!” She tells her, as she tightly holds it in place, behind his lower back.

His mom watches, and nods her head, signaling that she understands everything Mrs. Beck is showing her.

Mrs. Beck pauses for a moment, to touch, and examine the effect of her hand on the young teenagers bare bottom. Just like the way Mrs. Doyle grabbed, and pulled his cheeks apart, she does this also to make sure that every inch is properly spanked.

Chase really feels it when her hands grab onto some of the tender areas of his rear-end. He sobs, and tries to plead, once again for her to stop spanking him.

“Please Ma’am. I’ve learned my lesson. I’ll be good… no more attitude… no more name calling… I’m sorry.”

His level of sincerity is something that takes his mom completely by surprise. She’s even more in shock when Chase calls out to willfully apologize to her as well.

“I’m sorry, mom... I’m sorry for being disrespectful to your customers, and I’m sorry for making a fuss when you asked me to help you out.”

Beverly is truly amazed. For years she’s been trying to reason with him and deal with his cocky attitude. For some kids a good talk might work, for others like Chase, it took only a few minutes of a good, hard, bare bottom spanking to get through to him. She’s so thankful that Mrs. Doyle, and Mrs. Beck, took the time to talk to her, and also took a genuine interest in helping her deal with Chase’s unruly behavior.

His mom responds back to him. “I accept your apology, Chase. However, I’m still going to spank you when Mrs. Beck is done with you. It’s important that you know from here on out, that this is how I will be punishing you, if your behavior gets out of line.”

“I’m almost done with him.” Mrs. Beck responds.

She raises her hand high and unleashes one last flurry, adding a stern scolding along with every one of her intense slaps.

“<SLAP> Don’t… <SLAP> You ever... <SLAP> EVER… <SLAP><SLAP> disrespect your mom… <SLAP>… or Mrs. Doyle, and I… <SLAP><SLAP><SLAP> again!”

Chase continues yelping loudly, and bawling his eyes out from the sting of her slaps. Mrs. Beck pulls him off her lap, and makes him turn around, so she can admire her handy work. His cute, round, butt is as red as an apple, and as sore as can be, as she squeezes several areas of it, that causes him to squeal.

Mrs. Doyle gives her friend a smile of approval as she takes in the view of Chase’s bright red bottom. One again, the teenager can’t help but feel extremely embarrassed as his penis, along with his rear-end, are in full view, as he’s standing there.

“Okay, Beverly. How do you want him?” Mrs. Beck asks.

◆◆◆


Chapter 6

Beverly replies back. “I would like for Chase to take responsibility, and accept his punishment. He needs to stop with all this hoopla, and struggling that he’s doing.”

She then, moves in close, and looks her son in the eyes.

“First things first.” She says, as she takes a hold of his t-shirt and pulls it upward, over his arms, and off his body. Chase is now standing in front of all three of them, completely naked, without a stitch of clothing on.

“Chase, I want you to bend over the arm of the sofa, and hold your position.” His mom commands.

Chase experiences a totally different level of sternness, and tone in his mom’s voice. Without hesitating, he quickly follows her orders, and bends over the arm of the sofa, that’s in her office.

His mom grabs the wooden spoon that Mrs. Beck placed on the sofa, and grips it tightly in her right hand. “I’m giving you 4 with this wooden spoon, and I want you to count each one out loud. I also want you to say that you are sorry for your behavior.” She tells him in a more than strict tone.

She places her left hand on the small of his back, and swings the spoon hard. It connects dead in the center of his right cheek.

<WHACK>

“Ouch!… 1. I’m sorry for my behavior.” Chase quickly replies.

She wastes no time in delivering another. This one lands in the center of his left butt cheek.

Chase cries out. “Yeoow!… 2. I’m sorry for my behavior.”

You would never know that it’s the first time Beverly Ferguson used a wooden spoon, or even spanked her son. She’s delivering each swat with complete confidence, and commanding authority.

<CRACK>

“OOW!” Chase yells out as she administers another.

“3. I’m sorry, mom, for my behavior.”

“Last one, stick your behind out for me!” She orders.

Chase followers her orders and arches his butt out as far as possible. His mom administers the last spank with the wooden spoon.

<WHACK>

This one landed on the lower portion of Chase’s right butt cheek, just slightly above the under butt area.

He cries out and bounces, in place. “OUCH!”

“4. I’m sorry for my behavior.”

Once again, all three ladies get an eyeful, as his penis rapidly bounces up and down. Chase quickly moves both of his hands over his rear-end, and starts to vigorously rub it, in hopes of easing some of the pain.

His mom’s eyes open wide as Chase unexpectedly reaches out his arms for a hug. He continues to cry, and apologizes with a trembling in his voice. “I’m so sorry, mom.”

Her eyes also tear up, as she embraces her son. It’s the first time that she can honestly feel the sincerity in his apology. Her sister, along with Mrs. Doyle, and Mrs. Beck were absolutely right when they told her that nothing corrects naughty behavior better than a bare bottom spanking. Mrs. Doyle specifically stated over and over, that going to town with a leather strap on a bare hiney will always correct bad attitude, as well as, bad behavior.

Holy cow!… Was she right!... From the very first swat that Mrs. Doyle’s belt colored Chase’s bare bottom, he was a totally different person. Gone was his cocky attitude, that gave way to an embarrassed, and humbling teenager, that pleaded for forgiveness.

Mrs. Doyle, and Mrs. Beck display their pearly, white, smiles, as they take in the sight of Chase, and his mom hugging each other.

Once they end their embrace, Beverly, turns to both of them, with tears in her eyes.

“I can’t thank you two enough for helping me.”

She hugs Marcy, and then hugs Megan.

“I’m hoping we can get together often. I could use some cool mom’s to hang out with.” She tells them.

“Absolutely!” Megan replies, as Marcy shoots her back a confirming nod.

Mrs. Doyle then calls Chase over. He moves quickly and stands in front of her, still completely naked.

She lifts his chin upward with her index finger, in order for him to have eye contact with her.

“I’m hoping that you’ve learned your lesson. We’ll bypass washing your mouth out with soap this time. However, you better know that if we ever get a call from your mom, that hiney of yours will get it even worse… Understand?”

“Yes Ma’am.” He quickly replies.

Mrs. Doyle opens her arms and gives him one of her warm, tender hugs, as does, Mrs. Beck.

She then tells him that his punishment is over, and that he can get dressed. Chase gathers up his clothing at record speed, and runs to the bathroom, which is located in the hallway of the coffee shop.

Beverly walks them toward the exit of the coffee shop. Before leaving, the three of them set a day to get together, and have lunch. She unlocks the front door, and then waves goodbye to both of them, feeling more than thankful for their assistance.

◆◆◆ 


Thank you again for reading this short story taken from “The Spanking Neighbor - book 4”

I hope you enjoyed them, and I can assure you, this is just a sample, and there is much for you to discover!

If you haven’t yet read my series “The Spanking Neighbor”, “The Academy”, and “A Spanking To Remember”, I thoroughly suggest that you do.

These book will surely add to the kinky experience, as well as, give you all the details, and backstory of the characters. It’s much more than just a slap here, and a spank there.

As always I would appreciate your positive reviews. Please help and post them on the site that you purchased this book from.

Please feel free to say hi and join my mailing list at robinfairchild_author@yahoo.com and visit my website at www.robinfairchild.com. You’ll receive FREE books and substantial discount promotions as well.

If you’re a true spanking enthusiast, and love spanking as much as I do, then you will love reading my other books.

Listed in the proper order of story line and release date:

THE ACADEMY SERIES

Book 1 - Orientation

Book 2 - Kick-off Dance

Book 3 - Play Date

Book 4 - The Proposition

THE SPANKING NEIGHBOR SERIES

The Spanking Neighbor

Uninhibited

The Spanking Neighbor – Book 2

The Spanking Neighbor – Book 3

The Spanking Neighbor – Book 4

Short Stories

Jordan’s School Physical and Spanking

Julia’s First Spanking

Julia’s Coming Of Age Spanking

Locker Room Spankings

Spanked in Discipline Hall

Rebecca’s Barn Spanking

Spanked In The Garage

Best Night Ever

Spanked By The Coach

A Lesson Learned

Attitude Adjustment

OTHER SERIES

Various Shades Of Spankings

A Spanking To Remember

Behaving Badly – A collection of 8 spanking/BDSM stories

Please note: I release new books frequently. So, please check my website, as well as, your favorite book retailer often for my stories!
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