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Spanking Friends





THEY HAD DONE IT BEFORE. A bit of excitement after a boring day at college. One acted as decoy whilst the other one stole. This time they wanted some vodka to take to a party, so their target was a small grocery shop which also sold alcohol. In accordance with their usual modus operandi, Bertha entered the shop alone to reconnoitre while Judith loitered outside. After checking that the shop stocked the bottles they wanted, Bertha bought a bar of chocolate.


There was only one shop assistant serving behind the till; a youth about Bertha’s age. He looked nice, if a bit shy. He gave Bertha a nervous smile, and glanced at her prominent breasts as she put her hand in her purse to pay for the chocolate. Bertha spotted the glance. She was used to men and boys staring at her plump, curvy figure. She pulled her shoulders back to puff out her chest, causing the buttons on her blouse to strain.


‘There’s only a boy behind the till,’ Bertha informed Judith, as they sipped frothy coffee and feasted on sticky buns in a nearby cafe a few minutes later.


‘How old is he?’ Judith asked.


‘About our age. He likes my tits. I’ll give him another eyeful whilst you nick the booze. It’s in the aisle furthest from the till. Be careful, there’s a big mirror on the wall at the end of the aisle.’


As they walked back to the shop Judith opened the clasp of her capacious holdall ready to slip the bottles into it. She would stuff her college scarf between the bottles to stop them clinking.


Slim and beautiful, it was Judith who was usually the distraction. But the overweight Bertha; the bossier of the two, had decided that she fancied another word with the boy. ‘Some blokes like big girls,’ she had informed Judith in the cafe. ‘You’re probably too skinny for him.’


So that they did not appear to be together, Bertha walked ahead and then stopped to look in the shop window. The boy was behind the till serving a customer. Bertha went to the aisle displaying sweets and chocolates, took her time choosing another chocolate bar, and then went to the till just as the other customer left the shop. 


‘Decided I couldn’t resist some more chocolate,’ she said to the boy.


‘I’ve got the same problem, miss. Too sweet a tooth,’ he said with a nervous stutter.


She heard Judith come into the shop. The boy did not look at the newcomer; his attention was on Bertha. 


‘I’ve not had this bar before. Is it nice?’ she asked the boy.


‘One of my mum’s favourites.’


‘Do you buy it for your mum?’


‘She owns this shop.’


‘Are you working in the shop on your own?’


‘My mum’s in the storeroom at the back.’


Bertha gave a furtive glance towards the back of the shop. She did not want the boy’s mother to appear suddenly. Her sideways glance had given the boy another opportunity to stare at her bust. She smiled at him again, as she sensed that Judith was moving in the aisle where the alcohol was stocked. She needed to keep the boy’s full attention on her a bit longer. ‘Do you know where the post office is?’ she asked, as he put the money for the chocolate in the till.


‘I’ll show you on a map,’ he said, taking a map from its display. She leaned forward to get a better view, as he unfolded the map and spread it out on the counter. She had undone the top two buttons of her blouse before entering the shop, giving him an even better view of her heavy cleavage.


He glanced at her bust again, blushed as he realised it was obvious to her that he had done so, and then pointed his finger on the map. ‘We’re here, miss. The post office is at the other end of the high street.’ He twisted the map around on the counter so that Bertha could view it the right way up.


She leaned further forward and he was now looking at even more cleavage. ‘Yes, I see,’ she said.


‘The map’s six pence if you want to buy it, miss.’


‘Thanks, but I’m a bit short of money. I’ve spent it all on chocolate.’


She had given Judith enough time to nick the bottles. In fact, she thought she had heard a slight clinking sound behind her, and made a mental note to warn Judith to be quieter next time. She also heard the clicking of high heels. She dared not look around. At first she assumed it was Judith leaving the shop. But Judith was wearing plimsoles, not high heels. The boy still had his finger on the map, and his eyes on Bertha’s bust. She was about to be busted. Loud metallic noises sounded at the front of the shop. A woman was at the door, bolting it top and bottom. Bertha looked behind her and saw the top of Judith’s head in the aisle.


The woman was now advancing quickly towards Judith. ‘Stay where you are and don’t move,’ the woman yelled at Judith. 


Bertha looked at the boy. His eyes were wide open. ‘What’s going on, Mum?’


‘Let me go,’ Judith almost screamed.


‘Struggle and it’ll be worse for you, you little thief. You’ve been caught red-handed.’ As she said this, the woman dragged Judith by the arm into the view of Bertha and the boy. Judith was still clutching her bag, in which could be heard the clinking of the purloined bottles, despite a scarf shoved between them.


The woman dragged Judith up to the counter at which Bertha was still standing, unable to move through fright. ‘This one was nicking stuff while you were goggle-eyed at her mate’s tits.’


‘They’re not together, Mum’ the boy said. 


‘Yes they are. I saw them together in the street.’


‘I was going to pay,’ Judith said in a frightened voice.


‘I watched you,’ the woman said. ‘That mirror at the end is a see-through mirror.’


‘I hadn’t left the shop,’ Judith protested. ‘How do you know I wasn’t going to pay?’


‘She’s got a point, Mum. How do we know she wasn’t going to pay?’


‘Shut up, George, and hold her fat friend by the arm, and we’ll take both of them upstairs and call the police.’


‘Please just let us go,’ Judith pleaded, but the powerful woman’s response was to grip Judith’s arm even more tightly and drag her towards the back of the shop.


The woman looked over her shoulder at her son as she dragged Judith away. ‘Just don’t stand there like a lemon. Take hold of Fatty and bring her too.’


Bertha stared at the boy as menacingly as she could, in the hope that he might be too frightened to take hold of her—he was. He looked nervous and apologetic as he came around the counter to stand in front of her. ‘Sorry about this, miss, but I have to do as my mum says otherwise she’ll spank me.’


‘I didn’t do anything,’ Bertha said. ‘I was only buying chocolate and asking you the way to the post office.’


‘Left to me I would let you go but I can’t.’ He took Bertha gently by the arm as he said this. She didn’t struggle. 


The boy, holding Bertha, followed his mother and Judith into a storeroom at the back of the shop and then up a flight of stairs to living accommodation above the shop.


‘In here,’ the woman said, opening a door. She pushed Judith into a room so roughly that Judith stumbled over the threshold. They were in a sitting room. 


The boy stood in the doorway with Bertha standing behind him. He was no longer holding her arm, but she made no attempt to escape. The mother looked at Bertha. ‘Come in and stand next to your friend.’ Bertha came further in and stood next to Judith. ‘Close the door, George. You two, sit.’ 


The two girls sat nervously on the sofa, side by side, as the mother pulled up a hard-backed chair from the side of the room and sat in front of them. The boy stood behind his mother with his back to the door. 


‘Let’s introduce ourselves, shall we,’ the mother said with a mirthless smile. ‘I’m Doris Smith. And this is my son George.’ She directed a question at Bertha. ‘And you are? Your real names if you please.’


‘Elizabeth Jones,’ Bertha said. But everyone calls me Bertha. And this is my friend Judith Mills.’


‘And what do you do, Bertha and Judith? Apart from shoplift.’


‘We’re students at college on a secretarial course,’ Bertha said. 


Doris gave a smile to each of the two girls, which was almost sweet. ‘Now, we can do this in one of two ways. Either I call the police.’ Bertha shivered and Judith trembled. Doris smiled again before continuing. ‘Or, the second way is to forget about the police and for me and my son to punish you ourselves for shoplifting. Which is it to be?’


The two girls glanced at each other. Then Bertha took a deep breath before asking, ‘What punishment?’


Doris smiled again, and then looked at her son. ‘Fetch me a pen and paper, George.’


‘We don’t have a pen or paper up here, Mum.’


‘Well, go down and fetch a pen and paper from the shop,’ she instructed, in a clipped tone, looking cross. ‘And put a notice on the door saying the shop is closed early this afternoon for stock-taking.’ He left the sitting room closing the door behind him. Doris smiled sweetly again. ‘When I said stock-taking perhaps I should have said shoplifting.’


‘We won’t mind doing a couple of hours work in your shop, unpaid, to make things up to you,’ Bertha said.


‘I’ll take you up on that offer,’ Doris said. ‘But it would need to be more than an hour or two. You would need to work four Saturdays in a row.’


‘Seems fair,’ Bertha said. ‘It’s Saturday tomorrow. Do you want us to start then?’


‘Yes.’ Doris smiled at Judith, who was staring at the carpet. ‘You don’t say much. Does your friend always do the talking for you?’


Judith looked up. ‘No. I can speak for myself.’


‘You’re very pretty,’ Doris said, staring at Judith. ‘Have you got a boyfriend?’


Judith glanced at Bertha before answering, ‘Not at the moment.’


Then Doris looked at Bertha. ‘So you two are mates.’


‘Best mates,’ Bertha said.


‘And how long have you been shoplifting?’


‘First time,’ Bertha lied. ‘We’re very sorry. We won’t do it again.’


‘Too true you won’t. I’m going to spank both of you. Your bums are going to be red-raw.’


Simultaneously the two girls put their hands to their mouths in shock-horror at the threat to spank them.


‘We said we’re sorry,’ Bertha said. ‘And we said we’d do work for free.’


Doris looked stern. ‘I’m a firm believer in corporal punishment. I spank my son when he needs spanking.’


‘What do you spank him with?’ Bertha asked, becoming amused despite the threat that she would be spanked herself.


‘A birch. Sometimes a cane.’


Both girls gasped.


‘But he must be at least eighteen,’ Bertha said.


‘He’s nineteen,’ Doris said. And then looked from Bertha to Judith. Her eyes lingered on Judith for a long moment and then refocused on Bertha. ‘He needs keeping in order.’


Both girls could not help giggling, and then gave worried glances at each other. ‘What are you going to spank us with?’ Bertha ventured to ask.


‘A birch,’ Doris answered. Instinctively, Bertha rose from her seat. ‘Sit down,’ Doris ordered. And laughed as she added, ‘While you still can.’


Just then, George returned with a pen and pad of paper which he handed to his mother, and then stood by the door awaiting further instructions. 


Solemnly, Doris handed the pen and pad to Bertha. ‘I would like you to write the following.’ She waited until Bertha held the pen poised ready to write when dictated to. ‘Write your name and your address and the date. Then write—I admit that today I was caught shoplifting with my friend—then write your friend’s full name and address—in the newsagents shop at 48 Market Place, Brackhampton. I admit that we attempted to steal two bottles of vodka from the shop. I am very sorry for what I have done. I agree to work four Saturdays in a row in the shop without pay to make up for trying to steal. Am I going too fast for you?’ Bertha shook her head to indicate that she was managing to keep up. Doris waited until Bertha’s pen was poised and then continued. ‘And we also agree that, in addition to working in the shop as above, we each deserve to be birched on our bare buttocks. Six strokes each.’


Bertha gave a sharp intake of breath and Judith made a noise which resembled a squeak.


‘You’re joking,’ Bertha said, in disbelief.


‘I’m not





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































The end of BDSM Friends







