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Chapter 1

Caleb sighs as he pulls his convertible down his driveway and around to the back of his house. Finally the weekend is here and it’s time to decompress from his stressful job as a computer programmer/analyst. The brilliant 22 year-old landed an intern position with amazing pay in a high profile, fortune 500 company six months ago. His skill set and his dedicated work ethic have paid off making upper management really take notice of him. So much so that today he was offered a full-time opportunity and a promotion from the entry level programmer position. This well paying position has allowed him to rent a small but beautiful home on a quiet dead-end street in the suburbs. It’s a spectacular, upscale neighborhood that borders a nature preserve.

The quaint home has stone walls separating the woods behind it and is located at the end of a cul-de-sac. It’s on an acre of land with only 1 house to the left. That house is big and beautiful boasting a contemporary flare. His neighbors, the Doyle’s, are just a nice as their house is. James and Megan Doyle seem to be in their mid to upper 40’s and are at least twice his age. Regardless, they are super friendly, and overall just amazing people.

Mr. Doyle is a really cool, laid back kind of guy. He’s a Pharmacist but you would never know that with his hippy vibe and style. When he’s home it seems like he’s always landscaping, fixing things, and tinkering with his cars. Mr. Doyle has a certain way about himself and he always makes Caleb laugh when they talk.

Mrs. Doyle is an APRN and literally one step away from being a doctor. She’s a loving and nurturing mom that now mostly works from home doing tele-medicine and substitute teaching. She is completely different from her husband. She’s kind of plain but very pretty in her own simple, woman next door, kind of way. Unlike her husband, Mrs. Doyle remains active an enjoys playing tennis, pickle ball, yoga, and bike riding. She would be the first to tell you that she would like to lose 5 or 10 pounds and needs to stop baking cakes and cookies. However, many of her friends compliment the way she fills out her clothing and the way she plays sports.

The cool couple has 2 teenage sons, Ryder 19, and Dillon 15. Ryder is one of Caleb’s really close friends. They both attended the same high school and played on the football team together. Ryder isn’t home much since he’s enjoying his first year at college and the freedom of living on campus. It’s about an hour away from home but still convenient enough for him to pop in a few times a month for his moms cooking. Today must be one of those days as Caleb notices his friends car in the driveway and is looking forward to catching up with him. The two of them still have a lot in common and always capture attention with their natural good looks and athletic physiques. There’s never a shortage of girls vying for them when they hangout together.

The Doyle’s youngest son Dillon is the typical 15, almost 16-year old, wise ass, pesky little nuisance that is always trying to act cool. He’s constantly hanging off his brothers shoulders and often wanders into Caleb’s garage when he’s exercising. Of course Caleb finds it amusing to watch Dillon attempt to lift weights way beyond his capacity. He’s constantly stopping his own workout to make sure he doesn’t actually hurt himself.

As Caleb exits his car he presses a button to automatically open his garage door. The smile on his face says it all as he relishes his home gym complete with a matted floor, various benches, equipment, weights and mirrors. He felt this was a much better use for his garage then just parking his car, especially since it overlooks his beautiful back yard. He waves to Mr. Doyle, who is at it again on his John Deere lawn mower perfectly grooming his yard.  Ryder waves and then walks over as he sees Caleb in the driveway.

“Caleb, what’s up bud?”

“You’re looking good dude, really buff.” He looks his friend up and down dressed to the nine in business attire that still manages to show off his killer body.

“This is much different than our football uniforms,” he laughs, “How are you?”

Caleb gives him the brotherly hug and replies, “Hey bro’, good to see ya’.”

“Yeah, I’m good… tired, but really good. The job is challenging but very rewarding.” “Today they offered me a full time position.”

“Wow! Congratulations, I’m proud of you buddy!” Ryder replies.

“How are you? How’s college? Are you home for the weekend?” Caleb asks.

“It’s awesome! And yes, I’m going upstate, camping with my dad and my snot nose little brother. My mom’s staying home. The woods, fishing, campfires, just isn’t her thing.” He laughs.

Mrs. Doyle steps onto her back porch, waves, and calls out.

“Hi Caleb… Hey Ryder, did you see your brother?”

“He was supposed to have all his homework and chores done and also have the table set for dinner. You guys are going away all weekend and he needs to get them done.”

Her frustrated look is obvious as she tries calling him, “He’s not answering his phone and he’s not responding to my text. I’m starting to get worried.”

Caleb chimes in to put her at ease, “I just seen him on my way home, Mrs. Doyle. I even waved to him. He’s playing basketball in the park.”

Ryder responds, “I’ll ride my bike and tell him to come home, Mom.”

“You up for a bike ride, Caleb?”

Caleb replies, “Sure, let me go change my clothes. I was going to work-out in the garage anyway.”

“Cool, let’s workout together after we ride and tell my dumb-ass brother to get home.” Ryder suggests.

“Hey Mom, I’m going to workout with Caleb since we don’t get to hang out that much. Don’t count on me for dinner.” Ryder tells her.

Mrs. Doyle responds, “Sure honey, I’ll put a plate aside for you, and one for you also Caleb.” Her tone suddenly changes, “Make sure you tell your brother to call me and to get his butt home immediately!”

Caleb thanks her as he goes inside to change into his exercise clothes. Moments later him and Ryder ride their bikes to the park. Ryder waves as he spots his brother Dillon on the basketball court. Dillon just about ignores him and is acting all cool talking with two girls. He tells him to call their mom and return home immediately to get his chores done. Of course Dillon shrugs it off, remains on the court, and continues to act like mister big shot in front of the two cute schoolgirls.

Ryder and Caleb ride their bikes back and proceed to workout in Caleb’s garage. Ryder lets his mom know that he absolutely gave Dillon the message to get home and do his chores. They leave the garage door open, turn up the music and proceed to go through a strenuous workout. Well over an hour has gone by and there’s still no sign of Dillon. Mrs. Doyle, feeling a combination of frustration and concern, walks over and enters Caleb’s garage. She takes a moment and waits for Ryder and Caleb to finish their exercise before she asks.

“Where the heck is Dillon?”

“Did you tell him I wanted him home immediately?”

“Yep, I told him Mom, but he was acting all cool in front of the girls and kind of ignored me.” Ryder responds.

Mrs. Doyle’s face turned beet red as she replied, “Oh, he did? That’s it...

I’m going to get the strap and go get him myself!”

Ryder chuckles, “Try not to embarrassment him too much mom. He’s just being a moron and trying to act like he’s all it in front of the girls.”

“Well, it’s up to him. I’ll give him the chance not to embarrassment himself in public, but when I get him home, his rear-end is in for it!”

Ryder chuckles and turns to Caleb, “Oh Shit, he’s gonna get his ass sizzled now!”. They both watch as Mrs. Doyle hastily walks back to her home with the intent to retrieve the leather strap and her keys to drive to the park.

Caleb’s eyes open wide as he’s never seen this angry side of Mrs. Doyle. He comments to Ryder, “Wow, I never seen your mom angry. Especially not like that.”

Ryder replies, “It doesn’t happen often and it really takes a lot to set her off. She has a lot of patience and always gives us a chance to do the right thing, but if we clearly misbehave and don’t respect or listen to her, our asses are in for it.” He concludes with a slight chuckle, “Trust me, I’ve been on the receiving end of that strap many times.”

“Wow, I had no idea she spanked you guys. I would of never pictured her doing that. My parents never spanked me. They just took away my stuff and from time to time they grounded me. Does your dad spank you as well?” Caleb asks.

Ryder flat out laughs, “Haha, my dad? No, he’s way too easy going. Once in a while he’ll ground us but all the discipline comes from my mom.”

Just then Dillon shows up and rides his bike down Caleb’s driveway. He gets off it and then walks into the garage. He immediately interrupts their workout and starts picking up weights. Once again he acts all cool and tries to curl and lift more than his body can handle. Ryder looks at him and makes it clear that he’s in trouble.

“Dude, mom is really mad. She went to get the strap and was going to drive to the park to get you. You better get in the house and get your shit done.”

Mrs. Doyle is just about to get into her car when she spots Dillon’s bike in Caleb’s driveway. She quietly closes her car door and heads over to Caleb’s garage clenching the thick, leather strap in her right hand. As she approaches, she easily hears every word of the conversation.

“Dude, I’m serious. Stop trying to act all cool. Mom is going to redden your ass.” Ryder warns.

Dillon reacts to his brother, “Chill out you sissy. It’s no big deal, I’ll get my chores done tonight. You’re such a pussy… Such a mommy’s boy.”

Ryder quickly responds, “Dude, you better chill. I’m about 2 seconds from knocking you out!”

Dillon continues to provoke him, “Oooh, I’m so scared.” He sarcastically replies.

“Fucking pussy… you think you’re so cool now Mr. College stud.”

“You’re not cool, you’re still my asshole big brother.”

Mrs. Doyle hears every word and is absolutely furious at Dillon’s behavior as she makes a bee-line straight to Caleb’s garage.
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Chapter 2

Caleb watches as his attractive neighbor, Mrs. Doyle enters his garage in a huff. He can’t help but notice how beautiful she looks dressed in a thin sundress that is accenting all of her curves. His attention then goes to her eyes as he notices a stern, fierce look that’s he’s never seen from her before. Up to this point, he’s always seen his friends mom happy and easy going. After all this is Mrs. Doyle, his next door neighbor, that’s always baking goodies for her family and sending some over to him as well. It’s a huge contrast to the way her current mood and mannerism is right now in his garage.

Mrs. Doyle looks like she’s ready to get down to business as she’s clenching the thick, leather strap tightly in her right hand. Ryder looks at his mom ready to use the strap, and then looks over at his brother Dillon as he shakes his head. He can’t believe how foolish his younger brother acted. He knows better than to blatantly disrespect their mom.

Unfortunately Dillon was much more interested in acting cool in front of the girls then heeding Ryder’s warnings about returning home and finishing his chores. Ryder smirks as he knows exactly what his mom is about to do to his younger brother. Caleb’s eyes remain glued to Mrs. Doyle as he watches her approach Dillon. She glares intently at him and then taps the strap on the palm of her left hand.

“You! That language! Get your rear-end home. You are in for it mister!” She scolds and shoots Dillon a look that he knows all too well.

Dillon’s eyes light up like the sun as he sees the thick leather strap clenched tight in his mom’s right hand. “Okay! Okay mom!” is all he can muster as he hesitates and foolishly backs away. He then extends both of his hands upward in a “wait, hold on” kind of way. The look in his mom’s eyes confirm that she’s ready to go to town on his rear-end.

“I told you to get your butt home!” Her patience is now completely gone and she quickly jogs over and pursues him with the strap.

Dillon is trapped as he watches his mom hastily approach him. He nervously pleads, “No… Please, I’m sorry Mom. I’m going, I’m going... I’ll get my chores done.”

Mrs. Doyle’s patience have expired way past her breaking point and she simply isn’t having it. She wastes no time and once Dillon is in within reach, she forcefully grabs his left arm and spins him around. She raises the leather strap and swings it hard with a fast, fluid motion.

<CRACK>

The sound resonates throughout Caleb’s garage as it connects over Dillon’s thin shorts. Dillon’s feet come off the ground as he yelps in pain, “Yeoow!”

He immediately moves his right hand over his butt, clenching it tight and tucking his body inward as a response to the pain. Mrs. Doyle displays her strength as she forcefully spins him back around and then uses her body weight to pin him into the corner of the garage. Without wasting another second, she grabs the waistband of his shorts together with his underwear and aggressively tugs them down to his knees. Caleb is shell shocked and gets an eyeful as he watches Dillon become fully exposed by his mom. His eyes are now totally glued and fixated on her and the way she’s handling her bratty son. He notices how intently Mrs. Doyle’s eyes are focused on Dillon’s bare bottom as she tightly holds onto his arm, bends her torso, then raises the leather strap high and swings it again with force.

<CRACK>

Mrs. Doyle delivers a relentless swat that instantly paints a red stripe dead in the center of Dillon’s stark white bottom. He lets out a cry and again hops in pain. His young penis bounces up and down as his entire lower body is in full view to his brother and Caleb. As his mom maintains a firm hold on his left arm, he’s tries to move his right arm over to cover his genitals but there’s no way he can hide the embarrassment of being totally exposed.

Mrs. Doyle sees this and is well aware of her son moving his hand to try and cover his penis. She reacts quickly and takes full advantage of having a clear path to his bottom. She raises her leather strap high and swings it, adding another stripe to his rear-end.

<CRACK>

“Oooow! Please Mom!” He cries out as his hand moves from covering his genitals back to trying to cover his bottom.

Mrs. Doyle doesn’t let go of his left arm and starts marching him out of Caleb’s garage and back in the direction of their house. Dillon does all he could and tries to pull his shorts up as he’s being pulled by his mom.

“Oh, go ahead you can pull them up now but once I get you inside I’m pulling them back down and completely off!” She relays to him, “I’m not done with your hiney! Now march mister!”

Before Dillon can manage to pull his shorts back up, Mrs. Doyle sees another opportunity to administer her strap to his bare hiney. She pushes and holds him into the corner and delivers another intense swat.

<CRACK>

This was the hardest yet and the sound really echoes of the walls and makes him cry out even louder. One foot comes of the ground and then the other as he dances from the sting of his mom’s strap on his bare bottom.

“OOOOW!” Loudly emanates out of the naughty teenager’s mouth.

The strap lands on his lower right butt check and onto his upper leg. Caleb’s eyes are open so wide that they almost pop out of his head as he takes this all in. He turns and looks at Ryder who shakes his head in disbelief not understanding why his brother decided to act so stupid. He knows how stern their mom is and for him to not take her warnings seriously was just asinine. Dillon finally manages to pull his shorts up and literally runs toward his house.

Mrs. Doyle turns to Caleb and Ryder, “I’m so sorry that I had to interrupt your workout.” She says to them. Her attention then turns to Ryder, “And Ryder, I’m really proud of you for not punching your brother out for the names he called you.”

“No sweat mom, he was just being a kid and trying to act all cool.” Ryder replies.

“Well, I gave him a fair chance and for him to not respond is unacceptable. You know what happens when you guys blatantly misbehave and disrespect me.”

“Yes, you gave him a fair chance, Mom.” Ryder confirms, “I told him to call you and come home. He absolutely ignored it and deserved this.”

“Well, that hiney of his is gonna get a few more of my strap. Then I’m gonna deal with that foul language. His mouth is in for a good dose of soap as well!” She adds in a stern tone.

Once again Caleb’s eyes widely open when he hears and sees this totally different side of Mrs. Doyle. Her tone and sternness is such a vast contrast to the sweet loving neighbor that’s always a ray of sunshine. He feels his dick pulse and realizes how turned on he got watching her discipline her son. The way she pursued him, grabbed him, pulled down his shorts, and administered the strap to his bare bottom is something he will never forget. Right now his eyes can’t help but follow her every step as she exits his garage. The way her hips sway making her ass shake from side to side under that pretty sundress has made his erection even more intense. He watches as she walks with a purpose at a much faster pace than normal back to her home. The thick, leather strap is still firmly clenched in her right hand as she swings the door open to her home and disappears from his view.

Ryder turns to him and jokes, “Yep, those tennis lessons really paid off for my mom. She’s swinging with such accuracy and force these days.”

His joke breaks the tension of the situation and makes Caleb laugh out loud. He continues, “I’ll head home and shower, then I’ll bring the food over and we’ll eat out on the deck.”
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Chapter 3

Caleb nods and Ryder walks back to his house. His mind is completely blown to say the least. He has even more respect for his older neighbor and her ability to lay down the law with her kids. He can only image how she’s going to continue to discipline Dillon behind closed doors. He wishes he was a fly on the wall so he can see all the action first hand. His mind wanders as he pictures her stripping Dillon down to his birthday suit and administering more of the strap to his bare bottom. He also imagines her washing his mouth out with soap as she promised Ryder she would do. Caleb is now totally infatuated with Mrs. Doyle and it’s time he deals with the huge erection under his gym shorts.

He heads off to his bathroom, strips down, and gets into the shower. He quickly lathers soap all over his body as his hand starts rapidly stroking his dick. He closes his eyes and fantasizes about getting a spanking like that from Mrs. Doyle. He creates a video in his mind of her pulling his pants down and spanking him with her thick leather strap. The vulnerability and the embarrassment of having his neighbor and good friend’s mom see him naked and redden his ass is priming his dick to erupt like a volcano. It doesn’t take long at all and within minutes, he moans and ejaculates to a much needed release. He takes a few additional minutes to soak his head under the shower before drying himself off and getting into clean clothes. Now with a clear head, he meets Ryder outside on the deck overlooking his beautiful backyard.

“Dude, your mom is fierce!” he relays to Ryder, “I had no idea she had that in her.”

Ryder laughs, “Oh yeah, when she gets to that point… Look out!” He continues, “Last month she found out that I was drinking at school. When I came home, she gave me an option. I could take a good old fashion strapping from her or get my car taken away and move back home. Needless to say, I took the strapping.”

Caleb’s interest is totally peaked as he responds and pries for more information.“Wow! She still spanks you? How? Where? Bare ass?”

“She had me bend over the arm of the sofa in our family room. And yes... bare ass.” He responds with a slight tremble of embarrassment in his voice.

“She instructed me to pull down my jeans and underwear and stay in place. That was one of the hardest spankings I’ve ever gotten from her and trust me, growing up I’ve gotten many.” He looks at Caleb and nervously chuckles, “She really striped my ass good with that same leather strap. I was sore and marked for a couple of days.”

“Damn!” Caleb musters. It was the only word that he could say as his mind wandered thinking about Mrs. Doyle in a whole new way. The look of perplexity on his face made Ryder feel that he needed to defend his mom’s actions in dishing out discipline.

He quickly chimes in, “Caleb, don’t get the wrong idea. My mom is most the amazing, loving woman on this planet. One thing I have to say is that she always gives us a warning and she’s totally fair. It’s only when we disrespect her and behave so badly that she disciplines us like that.”

Caleb nods his head in agreement and listens as Ryder continues, “Then a short while later after she spanks us, she’ll sit down with us to calmly talk about it. She’ll explain her actions and the reason why she spanked us. My mom really gives us the world and does everything for me and Dillon. It’s just that she won’t tolerate any bullshit and for that I respect her so much. I want to raise my kids the same way one day.”

Caleb asks, “Did she ever spank you like that? In front of someone? I mean… fully exposed?”

Ryder thinks for a moment and then responds, “Only once when I was sixteen. I called Mrs. Beck up the street a bitch because she yelled at me. It was my fault and my mom warned me not to play baseball too close to any houses. I didn’t listen and I hit the ball thru her window.”

His nervous chuckle makes Caleb laugh along. Caleb’s ears are itching to hear more of the details. He waits a bit to see if Ryder elaborates and tells him more about the spanking. Unable to wait any longer he pries, “So, then what?”

“Mrs. Beck walked over to my house and told my mom.” Ryder continues to tell the story.

“My mom called me inside. She grabbed the strap and the wooden spoon and waited for me at the door with Mrs. Beck. I knew I was in trouble and the moment I stepped in my house, my mom went to town!” Ryder continues.

“She quickly yanked my jeans and underwear down, then pulled them completely off my body along with my sneakers. She grabbed my earlobe and marched me to the couch giving me several swats with the wooden spoon along the way. I was fully exposed as Mrs. Beck stood there and saw everything, and I mean EVERYTHING! I was dancing from leg to leg just like Dillon was. I still remember the smirk on Mrs. Beck’s face as she looked at my little dick bouncing up and down, and my mom reddening my ass.”

“Man Ryder, you must have been totally embarrassed.” Caleb replies.

“More then you can ever imagine bro’, and that was just the beginning of my spanking that day. My mom marched me to the sofa in the living room. She made me lay down on my back and lifted my legs in diaper position. She paddled my ass good with that wooden spoon. All the while Mrs. Beck stood over and watched. Once again, she totally got an eyeful of my ass as well as my dick. My mom spanked me so hard that she actually broke the wooden spoon over my ass!”

“WOW! Holy Shit Ryder!” Caleb blurts out as his mind is busy creating the images to match Ryder’s story.

Ryder gives him the last few details, “After she broke the wooden spoon, she turned me over on my stomach and gave me several with the leather strap. I was crying and howling like a baby!”

Caleb replies, “Oh man!”

“Just when I thought it was over, she pulled me up and held me over the couch and she handed the strap to Mrs. Beck. Needless to say, I got several from Mrs. Beck as well.” Ryder concludes.

“No way! Mrs. Beck also strapped your ass? Kailee’s Mom?” Caleb asks totally shocked.

“Yep, she sure did!” Ryder replies, “Turns out she’s no stranger to giving spankings. Just ask Kailee. To make matters worse, her and my mom are now good friends. They do yoga, play tennis together, and she comes over here a lot. I’m sure my mom will fill her in on the spanking that she just gave Dillon.”

Ryder continues and nervously chuckles to try and hide his embarrassment, “Even to this day, she comments whenever she sees me.

“Hi Ryder, how’s school? Behaving yourself?”

“She gives me that same smirk as the day my mom and her spanked me. I still get totally embarrassed whenever I see her.” Ryder adds.

Caleb in total shock, formulates a response, “Yeah, I can see why. It’s one thing to have your ass exposed my your mom... But damn, your dick? To a neighbor? And then get spanked by her as well... I can’t even imagine… That’s so embarrassing.”

Ryder laughs again, “Yep, but dude, my mom’s a nurse remember? She sees naked bodies all day, every day, in every color, gender, shape and size. She’s totally desensitized so seeing a penis or anyone fully naked is no big deal to her. It doesn’t phase her at all. Plus, when it comes to her spanking me and Dillon, she’s only interested in getting to our asses. Trust me, she’s not focused on anything else that happens in the process. Her goal is simple… teach us a lesson and redden our bare bottoms.”
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Chapter 4

That’s all Caleb needed to hear as he feels his dick pulsate again under his clothes. Ryder changes the subject to ask Caleb about his new job, girls, sports, etc. The two of them continue spending time together and catching up before they call it a night. Caleb wishes Ryder well on his camping trip with his dad and Dillon and then retreats to his house.

He can’t help thinking about Mrs. Doyle and this totally different side of her that he heard and even witnessed first hand. He’s super impressed with the way Ryder talked about her. There is a level of respect and love that Ryder has for his mom that is totally heartwarming. It actually makes Caleb a bit sad as he reflects on his own upbringing and the relationship he has with his parents, primarily his mom. Of course he loves them, but he realizes that they never provided that type of structure or discipline that Mrs. Doyle gives to her sons. 

Something comes over him as he reflects on all the stupid things he’s ever done. Everything from getting bad grades in school, hanging with the wrong crowd, mouthing off to bosses, quitting jobs, and even his relationships with girls might have been different and yielded even better results if he had more structure and discipline in his life. He thinks to himself that type of discipline surely would of helped him avoid some of the pitfalls he dealt with in the past.

He turns to his computer and starts entering keywords like “Spanking, Discipline, and Punishment.” His computer screen is plastered with links to websites, videos, and stories. He takes time to filter out the ones he doesn’t want and finds himself reading and visiting the websites of moms that spank. Caleb reads the many threads and articles that moms write about spanking their naughty kids. Within seconds his dick returns to a full on erection.

He’s beyond intrigued and continues to view other websites of Disciplinarians, Mistresses, fetish groups, spanking events, and even a few Dominatrix in his area. Once again his dick is throbbing as he now takes his pants off and starts stroking himself.

He has his computer screen display a picture that he found on one of the “Mom Spanking” sites. It’s an illustration of a pretty mom using a strap and giving a spanking to her athletic, teenage son. The picture already shows the teenager with several red stripes across his bare bottom as the mom has the strap raised over her head ready to add more. The picture is so similar to what Caleb witnessed a few hours ago with Mrs. Doyle spanking her son Dillon, that his dick immediately responds. Within seconds of stroking himself he erupts into another climax as sperm shoots upwards onto his well defined abs.

Having just turned twenty-two years old he doesn’t quite know what his next step is, but he feels he needs this in his life. He also knows the way he views Mrs. Doyle, his neighbor next door, has changed forever.
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Chapter 5

Caleb wakes up to a beautiful sunshine filled Saturday. As he lays in bed his mind replays the spanking that he witnessed Mrs. Doyle give to her son Dillon in his garage yesterday. He can’t believe this is the same loving, friendly, neighbor next door that’s always so pleasant and warm. To see this totally different side of her in action and to further hear his friend, her oldest son Ryder, elaborate on some of the spankings that his mom gave him, really has made an impact on Caleb.

He realizes that ever since yesterday he’s totally infatuated with her. It’s even to the point of him actually fantasizing about her disciplining him in the same manner. He pops out of bed complete with a morning hard-on and immediately goes to his computer and calls up some of the spanking sites that he discovered yesterday. He goes onto a Moms Spanking Forum and reads a new post just entered a few hours ago. It’s from a mom in the United Kingdom who has 3 teenage boys, 15, 16, and 18 years old. She posts how she just spanked each of them for fighting and playing rough in the house. This unfortunately led to them breaking her favorite vase and earning a serious disciplining with her belt. Caleb reads all about this as his dick is now pointing completely north at full attention.

His hand reaches down and slips beneath his underwear to grab his cock. It’s so hard and erect that it’s actually uncomfortable and calling for relief. He continues to scroll thru a few more posts on the moms forum and lands on another thread stating “This is how I spanked my son today.” It was from a mom in Georgia and it had a cartoon illustration attached to it. The picture showed a muscular teenage boy about 17 or 18 lying face down on the bed. His jeans and underwear were pulled down around his ankles and his bare bottom had several red stripes across it. He had an expression of crying out as tears flowed from his eyes. His pretty mom stood over him with her left knee pressed on the small of his back to hold him down. Her left hand was pushing down on his upper shoulders, while her right arm was raised high swinging a thin, leather belt that was folded in half.

This cartoon illustration really made an impression on Caleb as it looked so real. He easily pictured and imagined himself in that exact position getting a good strapping from Mrs. Doyle. That’s all it took as sperm shot up from his penis onto his stomach. The release felt so good that he took a moment to relish in it. Right after he cleaned himself up, he hears the sounds of his neighbors in the driveway next door. He peaks through the blinds in an incognito fashion.

He sees Mr. Doyle and Ryder loading the car with their camping supplies. It’s obvious they’re moments away from leaving as they close the hatch of their SUV and get inside. There’s no sign of Ryder’s younger brother Dillon and Caleb wonders if Mrs. Doyle grounded him from going camping this weekend. He continues to nervously spy out the window, making sure that he stays hidden from view. Moments later he sees Mrs. Doyle walking out with her arm around Dillon. She’s dressed in her exercise clothes and has a bag draped over her shoulder with a pickle ball paddle and a tennis racquet peeking out.

Caleb focuses on how incredibly attractive Mrs. Doyle looks with her short, brown hair stylishly done, and just gracing her shoulders. He manages to take a good look and really admires the view of her curvy hips and full, round, ample bottom that accentuate her thin, black leggings. For the first time, he also notices how toned and strong her arms look today. Maybe it’s just the way he watched her easily handle her disobedient son and swing that strap yesterday. Maybe its the way she held him firmly in place and dished out the discipline, but either way, today Caleb’s fully taking notice.

He always thought Mrs. Doyle was pretty but he never really gave much attention to any woman that is twice his age. His only focus up until now was bagging as many of the real cute college girls that he could. That’s all changed since yesterday and right now his mind is totally engulfed with Mrs. Doyle as he views her in a completely different way.

He does his best to put his ear to the window screen in order to hear what Mrs. Doyle is saying to Ryder. He manages to hear her tell Dillon to behave himself this weekend during his camping trip with his dad and Ryder.

“If Ryder or your dad tells me that you misbehaved this weekend your next trip will be over my lap.” She warns her son, “Is that clear?”

Caleb watches as Dillon nods his head with a “Yes” motion. He then sees Mrs. Doyle give her son a kiss on his cheek and a gentle pat on his butt over his jeans. The nurturing but firm reminder has Caleb’s just relieved dick pulsing once again thru his underwear. He watches as they pull out of the driveway and she waves goodbye. She proceeds to walk over to her own car and pulls out her cell phone.

“Hi, I’m leaving now. See you on the court.”

Caleb hears her say before she gets into her car and pulls away. He figures she’s heading to the park to play tennis or pickle ball since she was already carrying her bag. Maybe she’s even playing with Mrs. Beck as Ryder told him. He takes a quick shower and gets dressed in his gym shorts and t-shirt. He’s totally enthralled with Mrs. Doyle and decides to head to the park to shoot some baskets. If his theory is right, she’ll be there and he’ll manage to steal some glimpses of her in action, swinging her racquet.

Caleb arrives at the park and his theory is dead on. Mrs. Doyle is on the court with Mrs. Beck and two other women. It’s even better then Caleb imagined as the women are playing pickle ball and handling their large paddles. He sees Mrs. Doyle firmly gripping her paddle, running, and swinging intensely, connecting with the ball. Mrs. Beck is also impressing him as he watches her swing the paddle with force as well.

His mind quickly fantasizes about getting stripped down to his birthday suit and spanked by both of these mature women. The details of Ryder’s spanking from them has really stuck in his mind as he pictures himself getting his ass thoroughly reddened that same way by both of them.

“How can this be?” He says to himself and wonders. He never even thought about spanking or pictured his neighbor Mrs. Doyle in this way. For him it’s been the usual get as many blow jobs and fuck as many girls as possible. His attraction was always to girls his age or at least close to his age. He’s never, ever, viewed older women in this manner. Furthermore, the thought of getting spanked by an older woman has never even crossed his mind until yesterday. Now his head is filled with images of Mrs. Doyle and even Mrs. Beck pulling his pants down and disciplining him.

He dribbles the basketball, shoots another basket, and retrieves the ball as his eyes continue to gaze at his neighbors on the court. He’s not only focused on the way they’re swinging their paddles but also the way their asses shake as they run after the ball. Mrs. Doyle’s curvy hips and slightly chubby ass has his dick throbbing again underneath his shorts. Mrs. Beck’s toned arms and slightly thinner yoga physique also has him taking notice.

Mrs. Doyle retrieves the ball as she gets ready to serve. She inadvertently glances toward the basketball and notices Caleb.

“Hi Caleb, good morning.” She smiles and waves.

Mrs. Beck also smiles and waves at him. Caleb waves back at both of them and comments.

“Good morning. You guys are crushing it!”

His slang expression makes the women chuckle as they know from their own teenagers that this is a compliment. He goes back to dribbling the basketball, taking shots all over the court, and stealing glances of his neighbors. After an hour or so their pickle ball game comes to an end as they pack up their paddles and head to their cars.

They pass by the basketball court and Mrs. Doyle stops to talk to Caleb.

“Hey Caleb, how are you today?”

“I’m good, thanks.” he replies, “How are you guys?”

“Did you have a good game?”

“Yes, actually we did. We won again!”

“I guess we really know how to swing our paddles, right Marcy?.”  She laughs and smirks at Mrs. Beck.

Caleb’s dick makes an involuntary pulse as a result of Mrs. Doyle’s paddle comment. He places the basketball over the front of his shorts to try and cover the bulge forming beneath them.

“Caleb, I wanted to apologize to you for disciplining my son in your garage.” Mrs. Doyle expresses in a sincere tone. “You didn’t need to have your workout with Ryder interrupted like that.” She turns to her friend to explain her apology to Caleb.

“He really got an eyeful yesterday, Marcy. I gave Dillon a good strapping in his garage before I got him home.”

“Oh, I see.” Mrs. Beck nods as she gives her friend a smirk and adds,

“Well Megan, sometimes you got to do what you got to do.”

“No need to apologize Mrs. Doyle. Ryder and I tried to tell him to come home but he was really trying to be cool and act all tough. I’m sure he learned his lesson. You gave it to him good Ma’am. You really put him in his place.” Caleb replies.

“Well, he got even more when I got him into the house. I stripped him down to his birthday suit and gave him another dose of the strap. Then he got a mouthful of soap and a few with the wooden spoon. He’ll think twice before pulling a stunt like that again.” Mrs. Doyle replies.

“Yep, nothing straightens out bad behavior like a good old-fashion bare bottom strapping.” Mrs. Beck adds in a stern, convincing voice as her eyes quickly give Caleb’s hot, athletic body a quick look over.

She then adds, “My house motto is you’re never too old for a good spanking!”

Mrs. Doyle firmly nods, “That’s the motto in my house also.”

She sarcastically laughs and adds, “Just ask Ryder... He got a serious strapping last month for drinking at school.”

Mrs. Beck chuckles and can’t help to respond, “Oh yes Megan, I remember that strap of yours. It made quite an impression on Ryder’s bottom when he hit that baseball thru my window. He got it good from both of us that day!”

Caleb can’t help it and he smirks a bit since Ryder already filled him in on all the details of both of those spankings. Mrs. Doyle turns to Caleb with sincerity in her voice.

“Thank you for understanding, honey. By the way, I baked you a little something so stop by later this afternoon. It’s my way of apologizing.”

“Sure, thank you Mrs. Doyle. I’ll stop by later this afternoon.” Caleb confirms.
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Chapter 6

After another hour or so Caleb returns home from shooting baskets in the park and heads into his garage for a workout. Thankfully his erection subsided and he goes thru a killer workout. After grabbing lunch, he hits the shower, changes into clean clothes, and walks thru his yard over to Mrs. Doyle’s house.

He rings the bell and within a few seconds she opens the door and greets him with her huge, pearly white smile. Not only does she look impeccable as her body easily fills out another pretty sundress, she smells absolutely amazing. Caleb’s eye’s almost pop out of his head and his knees buckle as she swings the door fully open and lets him in. She offers to make coffee and after he agrees, they both take a seat at the kitchen table. Mrs. Doyle presents a tray of fresh pastries along with a container filled with chocolate baked goodies.

“Caleb, these are protein bars that I baked for you. It’s my way of apologizing once again for fully exposing Dillon and spanking him in front of you yesterday. I’m really sorry that I interrupted your workout. I’m sure you were totally shocked and got more than an eyeful. You didn’t need to see all that and I should’ve refrained and marched him into my house and dealt with him behind closed doors.” Mrs. Doyle continues, “I was beyond frustrated with him and my Irish temper just came out. Both of my sons know the consequences and that I don’t tolerate disrespect and errant behavior from them. It doesn’t happen often, but sometimes there’s no other way then to give them a good bare bottom strapping.” She tells him.

Caleb responds, “It’s no sweat Mrs. Doyle, you’re an amazing mom. In fact, Ryder and I had an in depth conversation over dinner last night. The way he talked about you was so enlightening that it brought tears to my eyes. You should be really proud of him and Dillon as well. You raised amazing kids that love and respect you. So even if they misbehave once in while, they know there will be consequences for their actions. Ryder especially told me how he needs that structure and accountability to keep him focused, especially now at college. Otherwise, he might make even more stupid mistakes and get into real trouble.”

Mrs. Doyle’s face turns a slight shade of pink as her cheek fully blush. The way Caleb just relayed that message really struck a nerve in her as a few tears form in her pretty, blue eyes. 

Caleb continues, “Ryder told me all the details of the spanking that he received last month when he got caught drinking on campus. He also told me about a few more spankings that you’ve given him over the years, including the baseball incident and the double disciplining that he received several years ago from you and Mrs. Beck.”

“He told you all that?” She asks.

“He sure did… willingly. It actually made me sad not to have that type of structure, discipline, and accountability from my parents. I mean, I know they love me, but they were never strict like that. They just grounded me or took away the car, my phone, etc. I could’ve avoided so many pitfalls if they were more strict with me. Maybe I wouldn’t of dropped out of college after getting my Associates Degree. Maybe I wouldn’t of quit several of my past jobs or gotten fired for mouthing off to my bosses. Hell, I won’t even get into my love life and my relationships with girls. Let’s just say none of them last more than a few months.” Caleb admits with a sincere tone.

“Hmmm, I see.” Mrs. Doyle replies, “So you were never spanked in your whole life?”

“Nope… Never.” Caleb responds, “It was never even on my radar. Now I have to admit that after seeing the way you corrected Dillon’s behavior with that strap and after hearing Ryder tell me all the details of his past spankings from you, it just makes me wonder.” He continues with a perplexed look on his face.

“I mean, did my parents just not care enough?” He asks.

“I know to this day they would provide me with whatever I need. However, maybe this lack of discipline is the reason that I often disrespected my elders, my teachers, and lost jobs by mouthing off to bosses. I have absolutely no filter at times and my mouth really gets me in trouble. So much of this might have been avoided if I had more accountability… more discipline.”
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Chapter 7

Mrs. Doyle listens intently as she can’t help but be impressed with the maturity level and the way that Caleb is expressing himself and this subject of spanking and discipline. It’s obvious that he’s given a good amount of thought to his past behavior and how discipline and accountability could have helped him throughout the years. She maintains eye contact with him and offers some motherly advice.

“Caleb, I’m sure your parents care and love you immensely. Some parents spank their kids and others just don’t. I happen to be a mom that won’t hesitate to pull my kids pants down and redden their bottoms if they need it.” She relays, “I found nothing works as good as a leather strap across a bare bottom. It does wonders for correcting bad behavior.” She ends with a slight giggle and cute smirk.

Caleb takes notice and replies, “Mrs. Doyle, I have even more respect and admiration for you. I mean you’re not only an amazing mom, a warm neighbor, but you’re also a strong, no-nonsense woman as well. I view you in a totally different way since yesterday.”

Caleb’s tone and philosophical introspection really impresses Mrs. Doyle. She’s a smart woman and picks up on the vibe that Caleb may have a slight crush or newly developed infatuation with her. She takes a sip of her coffee and let’s her mind formulate a response. She delivers a heartfelt message using the most nurturing, motherly tone that she can muster. She touches his hand and looks straight into his eyes.

“You are way beyond your years, Caleb. I’m super impressed that you came to this realization.” She offers some more advice.

“I want you to focus on all the good you’ve accomplished, even with those past setbacks. You can’t change the past but you can take steps to ensure your future is on the right path and the way you want it. Ryder told me about your new job... Congratulations, that’s amazing! When do you actually start, honey?”

“I’m still in my old position but I start my new position as soon as I pass my drug test and physical exam. That’s not going to be a problem since I don’t do drugs, smoke pot, and I rarely have a drink. Most of time I’m eating healthy and chugging protein drinks.” He chuckles as he looks at her.

“Well, once you get the paperwork, I can help. I can write you a script for your drug test and blood work. We can go over the results and I can even do your physical exam and everything else. I can even administer the new vaccines and flu shots. Most employers strongly suggest them and some even make it mandatory.” Mrs. Doyle notices a slight glow in Caleb’s eyes as they open wide. It’s obvious that Caleb’s thinking about it and giving her offer to examine him his full attention.

She continues in her nurturing way, “I know this might be awkward for you. It would require having me, your next door neighbor, and good friend’s mom, seeing you completely naked. However, I assure you that it will stay between me and you. I can even do the physical in the privacy of your house or you can come here during my work hours. My boys are at school and Mr. Doyle is at work, so only you and I will know. It’s up to you with no pressure at all. If it’s too close for comfort, I can still write your scripts and you can go to the doctor of your choice for your exam.”

Caleb’s legs squirm under the table as he feels his penis throb and harden at the thought of her examining him. His mind temporarily comes off the visions of her spanking him and now yields to the thoughts of her hands thoroughly touching, probing, and examining his body.

“Anyway, give it some thought, honey.” She tells him, “I know it’s a lot for a 21 year-old to take in over coffee, but I really am impressed with your maturity and introspection.”

“I’m actually 22.” Caleb chuckles and quickly replies, “My birthday was a few days ago.”

“Really, a few days ago?”

“Well then maybe I should give you your birthday spankings. Especially, since you never been spanked before.” She sarcastically giggles and blurts out of nowhere.

Caleb’s dick goes into a full erection beneath his jeans after hearing her offer. He’s momentarily lost for words which is something that he doesn’t experience often since he usually has an answer for everything. He takes a deep breath and asks, “Mrs. Doyle can I tell you something in confidence?”

She maintains a loving grip on his hand and responds, “Of course, honey. You have my word. Whatever you tell me will stay between me and you.”

Caleb takes another deep, cleansing breath to calm his nervousness, and then begins to speak.

“Mrs. Doyle, something awakened in me after I watched you spank Dillon yesterday. I think that bare bottom spankings as a method of punishment like you use on your own boys, might actually work wonders for me. It’s something that I never had before and I think it would be instrumental for me as I begin my professional career and head back to college for night classes. It might really help to keep me focused and in line.”

“Hmm, I see.” Mrs. Doyle responds.

Caleb doesn’t wait and continues to explain, “You see Mrs. Doyle, when I talked to Ryder yesterday, he gave me all the details on how you use spankings to keep him in line. This really intensified my need to find out more about spanking and discipline and how it might help me. I went straight to my computer last night and started searching “Spanking”, “Discipline”, “Moms that spank”, etc. I visited several websites on those subjects. Of course, I came across the hardcore BDSM, Dungeons, Dominatrix sites and videos. However, I also came across purely spanking forums run by moms, spanking and fetish events, and even the websites of several Disciplinarians in our area. I actually emailed a few of them and I’ve gotten some responses back!” Caleb pauses and takes a deep breath to try to get his nervousness under control.

Mrs. Doyle expresses, “Wow! You did all that? You really went all in, Caleb.”

Caleb responds, “I guess what I’m trying to say is that I need to experience a real, disciplinary spanking from a woman that knows how to administer it. It’s something that can’t be sexual or satisfied from young girls my age. This has to be authentic and administered from an older, more mature woman, preferably a mom that spanks… Like you!”

He totally confesses and let’s out a deep breath to relieve the nervous pressure that was forming in his chest. Caleb’s feeling a sense of relief and he decides to continue and comes right out and asks for it.

“Mrs. Doyle, I know you may have been joking but instead of getting a birthday spanking, I would like to experience the same type of spanking that you gave Dillon yesterday.”

Mrs. Doyle’s big, blue eyes open wide and she responds by tilting her head down and raising her eyebrows.
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Chapter 8

“Really?” She asks him in a tone that is beyond surprised.

“Yes, Ma’am… Full force with your strap, but not in front of anyone... Just me and you. I think it would be a valuable lesson for me and it would totally help me experience that type of discipline.” He looks at her even more intently, yet still with a level of innocence and asks.

“Is that something you would consider?” He concludes with a sigh, feeling slightly out of breath.

Mrs. Doyle is a smart woman. As an APRN she’s one level below a Doctor and as a mom to 2 boys not much gets by her. She knows all about the hormones that young men Caleb’s age experience and this spanking desire may be sexual to some degree. She even feels he may have developed a slight crush on her. She takes a moment to formulate her response and expresses it with full honesty.

“Caleb, just so you know, I have never spanked anyone but my own kids.” She responds. “I need to tell you a story about me when I was your age.” She continues.

“I was raised from a strict family and I was spanked bare bottom by both my mom and dad. That’s where I got spanking as a method of discipline from. When I went away to college I found myself getting into all kinds of trouble because I had no one to answer to. I was around your age and during one of my semesters I developed a huge crush on my professor, Mr. Roberts. He was older, about forty-five, somewhere around the age I am now. He was fit, strong, and very handsome. I didn’t care that he was married, had kids, or anything else. All I thought about each day was him. I even masturbated daily to the thoughts of him spanking me.” Mrs. Doyle now takes a deep, cleansing, breath before continuing.

“I purposely flunked a test and caused enough mischief in class that it earned me a detention. Back in those days you would be held after school for several hours, studying, and making up for bad grades, with the teacher present. Mr. Roberts knew this was out of character for me. Without me even knowing, he called my mom and learned of my strict upbringing. During the detention, he flat out asked me why I was acting up. This was my chance to fulfill my fantasy, but even more so to have the accountability that I desperately needed being far away from home. I completely confessed and told him that I needed him to spank me to get me back on track. He wasn’t dumb and he knew that I had a huge crush on him and some of this bordered on a sexual, “coming of age” type of experience that I was craving.”

“WOW!” Caleb responds as he realizes the similarities to what he’s feeling for his neighbor.

“What happened? Did he actually spank you?” He asks her.

“Oh, he sure did!” She further explains, “Back in my days there were no cell phones or cameras and people in authority had no problem dishing out discipline, especially in a private college. He took me by the arm and escorted me into the large back room attached to the classroom. It was essentially a huge closet that had some supplies and a couple of chairs. On the wall there were several paddles hanging down, plus a strap like the one I use now, and even several canes. For this first spanking, he put me over his lap, lifted my skirt, and pulled my panties down. That hand spanking he gave me was every bit as hard as any hand spanking that I’ve received from my mom and dad. Even though I wanted it and I fantasized about it, it was still punishment and it hurt like hell. My rear-end was red and bruised for days.”

Caleb is totally floored hearing Mrs. Doyle tell the events of her college year. He excitedly fires question after question at her without waiting for her to respond.

“So was it everything you hoped for?”

“I mean, did it give you relief?”

“Did you still masturbate and think about him?”

“Did you ever cross the line with him romantically or sexually?” Caleb rapidly inquires.

Mrs. Doyle giggles at his quick onslaught of questions then she responds.

“No, we never crossed the line romantically or sexually, but I would of.” She continues, “Mr. Roberts always remained totally professional and kept it purely about discipline. Having him discipline me absolutely helped me to maintain good grades and keep me focused. In addition, it gave me the sexual release I needed because it filled a fantasy of mine. At times I would still masturbate and think about him but not as much. I was finally able to get more done because it was no longer consuming my every thought. I made my fantasy of him giving me a bare bottom spanking come to fruition, and I’m so glad I did. I really needed to experience that.”

Caleb again realizes the similarity and how this is almost exact to the way he’s feeling about Mrs. Doyle. He continues to listen intently to hear every word she says.

“What it also gave me besides the sexual release, was the accountability and structure that I desperately needed. He had no problem spanking me if he felt I needed it. I also had an open door to come to him and ask for a spanking if I felt I was getting off track.” Mrs. Doyle explains.

“So how many times did he spank you during that semester?” Caleb asks.

“At least a half dozen more throughout the semester. I received the strap once and even the cane when I got into a fight on campus. It straightened out my behavior and I never got into another fight during my remaining years.” She answers.

“Wow!” Caleb replies totally stunned.

“So, as you can see from my own experience, some of this may be sexual for you. At least it was for me. However, it was extremely beneficial for giving me the discipline that I needed and for keeping my behavior in line.” She expresses to him.

Mrs. Doyle nailed it and Caleb knew it. She summed it up perfectly and almost as if she was in his body. His mind has been engulfed with the fantasy of her pulling his pants down, grabbing him aggressively, and applying that leather strap to his bare ass. His dick has been consistently hard even after he’s pleasured himself a number of times fantasizing about her.

“So Caleb, to answer your question… Yes, I will discipline you.” She tells him.
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Chapter 9

Mrs. Doyle further elaborates, “Since this is something that you’ve asked for, I want you to tell me exactly the way you want me to handle you. You’ve done a great job at expressing yourself so far. So think about it and make sure this spanking accomplishes exactly what you want it to accomplish.”

Caleb’s mind is running a mile a minute yet he’s totally clear on what he wants from Mrs. Doyle and reiterates.

“I guess all I have to go on is what I seen yesterday. The way you changed Dillon’s behavior in a matter of seconds blew my mind. He was rude, disrespectful, and just plain annoying. The minute you came into my garage clenching that leather strap his attitude totally changed. The way you chased him into the corner, grabbed him, and gave him several hard swats with the strap straightened him out instantly!” Caleb tells her and continues.

“However, the kicker was when you yanked his pants and underwear down. The remorse he felt and the way he totally changed his tune and his behavior when you applied that strap to his bare bottom really was something. I would of never believed it, if I hadn’t seen it for myself. I mean… Maybe it was the embarrassment and vulnerability of being fully exposed and having you sizzle his rear-end with no mercy. I don’t know, but whatever it was, it worked… So, needless to say, I want to experience that same spanking.”

Mrs. Doyle nods and replies, “Well, it didn’t end there. When I got him back here in the house I stripped him down to his birthday suit and gave him several more with my strap. Then I thoroughly washed his mouth out with soap. I finished up by giving him a few with the wooden spoon.”

“Are you sure you want to get all of that?” She asks Caleb as she raises her eyebrows.

Caleb’s is overcome with emotions and his dick is so hard that it’s popping thru his thin exercise pants. Thankfully he’s able to hide it as they remain at the kitchen table discussing his punishment. He looks at her and confirms his decision.

“Yes, Ma’am. You can handle me the exact way you handled your son yesterday.”

“Very well, Caleb. You know that you’re much bigger, stronger, and more muscular than both of my sons. Needless to say, that I don’t expect you to struggle as much as my naughty 15 year-old, however, I’ll address that if I need to.” She tells him in a stern tone.

The sudden change in her tone sends a shiver up his spine. He watches as she gets up from the kitchen table and walks in the direction of her bedroom. Her ass looks insatiable as it jiggles underneath her pretty, thin sundress with every step she takes. She comes back to the kitchen clenching the thick leather strap in her hand. This vision of his pretty neighbor holding the strap with a stern look on her face gives him goose bumps.

“Stand up, young man.” She tells him.

Caleb instantly obeys and stands facing her. He’s a few inches taller than his pretty neighbor and tilts his head slightly downward to maintain eye contact with her.

“Caleb, I want you to take your sneakers and socks off.” She instructs him.

Caleb follows thru and notices that he’s now only a little taller than her, especially since she has two inch heels on. Mrs. Doyle takes her finger and places it under Caleb’s chin.

“I’m going to give you the exact spanking that you asked for. If at any time, for any reason, you change your mind and want me to stop, simply say the word ‘RED’… Understand?”

“Yes, Mrs. Doyle. I understand.” He replies.

“Good. Now go to your garage and wait for me. I will be there in few minutes.” She instructs.
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Chapter 10

Caleb leaves his socks and sneakers in place, walks out of her house barefoot, and retreats to his garage. He can’t believe this is about to happen. In a few moments he’s going to be at the receiving end of her thick, leather strap. His stomach feels as if one thousand butterflies are in it flapping around. His penis is still fully erect and hidden beneath his exercise pants. He’s just moments away from having her pull them down and fully exposing him. The thought of being stripped bare by his beautiful, next door neighbor is already a turn on, let alone the thought of her reddening his ass. The anticipation is overwhelming as he glances out the open garage door in the rear of his house.

He watches as Mrs. Doyle walks thru his backyard firmly gripping the strap in her hand. His nerves take over and he’s actually frozen in the center of his garage. It’s just about the exact spot that her son Dillon was in until he foolishly tried to back away and resist when she approached. Mrs. Doyle enters the garage, gives Caleb a stern look, and taps the strap on the palm of her hand.

“So, it’s time to address this behavior of yours, Caleb.” She scolds and slowly approaches him. This causes him to instantly take one step back.

“Oh, you can try to back up and resist all you want young man. It’s your rear-end and one thing that’s for sure is that I’m going to give you a spanking you’ll always remember!”

Mrs. Doyle moves in quickly just like she did with her son Dillon. She reaches out and grabs Caleb’s left arm, and spins him around. Then without any hesitation, she forcefully swings the strap. Caleb’s exercise pants take away some of pain from the impact as the strap lands across his right butt cheek.

<CRACK>

He feels the sting through his clothing and naturally tucks his body inward. Mrs. Doyle spins him around and raises the strap high in the air. She swings the strap again this time connecting precisely with both cheeks, square in the middle of his rear end.

<CRACK>

Caleb gasps from the pain and is in shock that it hurt so much through his clothes.  He manages to pull his arm free from her and quickly covers his bottom. He takes several steps away from her as a natural reaction. Mrs. Doyle has seen this all before and once again she simply wasn’t having it. She’s been through this with her boys and one things for sure, she knows how to handle resistance.

“Move that hand, Mister!” She scolds and without any delay she delivers another hard swat that really connects with Caleb’s bottom.

<CRACK>

Caleb felt the force of the strap over his pants. Unable to hold it in he let’s his pain be known by letting out a small sound.

“Ow!” Lightly escapes from his mouth as his hands once again reach back to clench his butt.

Mrs. Doyle sees her opportunity and wastes no time. She quickly moves in and backs him into the corner of the garage. Standing face to face she reaches down, slides her finger into the waistband of his clothing, and gives a swift pull. This causes his exercise pants to fall along with his underwear below his knees. Caleb’s penis is rock hard and totally pointing north. He does his best and now shifts his hands to cover and hide the embarrassment of having his neighbor seeing him naked with an enormous hard on.

Mrs. Doyle tries her best to act completely un-phased and maintain her focus on disciplining him. She reaches down, grabs his wrists, and forcefully pulls his hands away.  As she succeeds at moving his hands away from covering himself up, her eyes light up as she takes in the sight of his beautiful dick.

Caleb can’t help from feeling embarrassed as he watches his neighbor’s attention shift to his penis. Once her eyes get their fill of gazing at his manhood, she grabs his arm, spins him back around with his cute, round, tush facing out to her. She then uses some additional force to push and hold him into the corner.

Mrs. Doyle smiles and smirks to herself as she absolutely loves the view of his bare ass. She eyes Caleb’s sexy, athletic bottom like it’s a target. Her smile last for a few seconds and then quickly changes as the vertical, frown lines between her eyebrows become more pronounced. She also purses her lips together as she’s totally determined to give him the disciplining that he asked for. Her eyes remain fixated on his bare bottom and the exact spot that she wants to redden with her strap. As she holds onto his left arm, she bends her torso and raises her leather strap high above her head. Mrs. Doyle then unleashes several relentless swings one after another, immediately adding more red stripes to Caleb’s cheeks.

<CRACK><CRACK><CRACK><CRACK>

Caleb for the first time in his life feels the force of a leather strap across his bare bottom. He clenches his teeth to absorb the pain as his body involuntarily tucks inward.

“Stick that behind out for me, Caleb!” Mrs. Doyle scolds.

He feels one hand of hers press into his abdomen while the other pulls on his hips to make his butt arch out. Mrs. Doyle now has him exactly where she wants him and once again she capitalizes on the opportunity. She takes one step back as she keeps her eyes focused like a laser on his bare bottom. Without any further hesitation she forcefully administers several more with her strap. The sound of the leather connecting with Caleb’s bare bottom echo’s loudly off the concrete walls of the garage.

<CRACK><CRACK><CRACK>

This time Caleb’s can’t help it and lets out a slight moan as his feet come off the ground. He dances from leg to leg as his hands reach down to grip his bottom. He remembers seeing her son Dillon do this exact dance yesterday when he felt the wrath of her strap.

“Oh! Oow!” Emanates from his mouth.

“Move those hands, mister!” Mrs. Doyle instructs her young neighbor. She takes another step back and gets a complete eyeful as Caleb’s fully erect penis is a sight that just can’t be ignored. Once again she grabs his arm and spins him back around so that his butt is facing her in clear view. She allows her finger to inspect and trace the bright, red marks that formed all over his cheeks. Caleb turns his head over his shoulder and takes in the view of his pretty neighbor running her fingers all over his rear-end to double check her work. His feeling of vulnerability and embarrassment is equally coupled with excitement as he remains totally rock hard and turned on by the way she’s handling him.

“Pull up your pants and march into my house.” Mrs. Doyle instructs him.

◆◆◆ 


Chapter 11

Caleb quickly obliges without even saying a word. He exits his garage and walks over to her house and lets himself in. He’s right back in her kitchen where this conversation first began.

He knows the second part of the spanking along with a mouth soaping is about to happen here. So far it’s exactly the way he witnessed Dillon getting it. The way she handled him, pulled his pants down, and administered that leather strap is actually better than his fantasy. The insane hard on that he’s sporting is total proof of that. He wonders what Mrs. Doyle is thinking as she took in the full view of his manhood. He enters her kitchen and waits for her with butterflies still vigorously flapping around in his stomach.

Mrs. Doyle takes a few moments to compose herself as she remains in Caleb’s garage. She definitely is feeling a bit over-heated from handling her hunky, young neighbor and seeing him in full bloom. She never even thought that giving him a spanking would have this kind of affect on her. She was totally honest in telling him that the only people she ever spanked in her entire life was her two sons. There was no way she could have anticipated everything that she’s feeling right now after administering the strap to Caleb’s bare bottom. She felt a pure adrenaline rush from the moment she grabbed him, yanked his pants down, and marked his cute cheeks with bright, red stripes.

It’s safe to say that giving her cute neighbor a serious strapping has made her wet beyond belief. She reaches down and touches her panties which are completely moist from her own juices. Some kind of switch must have flipped in her mind because now she’s viewing Caleb in a completely different way. She’s actually really turned on and can’t wait to go back into her home and continuing disciplining him.

Caleb’s natural good looks and his killer physique easily draws the attention from every young girl and now he has a new admirer in her as well. Unable to contain herself, she gives in and rubs her vagina vigorously underneath her panties. She closes her eyes and replays numerous images of his sexy body getting disciplined by her. The images of his totally erect penis fills her head as she gasps and rubs herself harder. She stifles her moans as she recalls how absolutely beautiful Caleb’s dick is. Her mind then fills with images of his cute, tight ass. Mrs. Doyle’s always been an ass woman and now it’s safe to say that Caleb’s round, muscular bubble butt is total perfection and was made for spanking.

Mrs. Doyle knows that she’s close to having an orgasm and uses all the restraint she could to pull her fingers away from her vagina. She straightens her sundress, grabs her strap, and heads out of Caleb’s garage. The kitchen door swings opens as Caleb watches Mrs. Doyle enter with the leather strap once again firmly clenched in her hand.

“You wanted the exact spanking that I gave Dillon correct, Caleb?” She asks.

Caleb looks at her and nods his head with a YES motion.

“Very well!” She responds as she places one hand on his left bicep and the other on his earlobe. “Let’s go… into the family room.” She commands with a firm grip on him.

Once they get into family room, she backs him into one of the corners of the room. She immediately tugs his pants and underwear back down, and this time she removes them completely off his body. Caleb then witnesses her fingers slide underneath his t-shirt as she pulls it completely off his torso and throws it onto the carpet. He’s now standing there facing her, fully naked, without one stitch of clothing on his body. Caleb’s mind is a mixed ball of mush as he experiences this feeling of complete embarrassment and totally vulnerability. Mrs. Doyle reaches out and takes a firm grips on his left arm. She leads him toward the arm of the sofa and commands him.

“Bend… Rear end out and stay in position!” Her voice has a serious tone of authority that sends shivers up his spine.

He feels her fingers touch, then gently pull and guide his hips outward. This automatically makes his ass arch up even higher.  Now, Mrs. Doyle has him exactly where she wants him. She takes a step back and then positions herself slightly off to his left side. She then extends her left arm onto the small of his back and presses down to hold him in place. Without further ado she raises the strap and delivers a forceful, fluid swing.

<CRACK>

It connects to the lower portion of Caleb’s bottom and slightly onto his upper legs. The sound bounces off the walls in her house as Caleb grits his teeth and stays in position.

“This will happen every time you misbehave or don’t give 100% at work or school.”

“Is that clear, mister?”  She scolds.

Caleb turns his head to the side to see her and simply nods “Yes”, indicating that he understands. He takes in the view of Mrs. Doyle’s pretty eyes intently staring and scoping out his ass for her next assault. Once again, she has that cute, sexy, smirk on her face that tells him she’s really enjoying the view of his body, as well as, administering this disciplining. He watches as she gently taps the strap twice on his cheeks, then changes her smiley smirk to that stern, sexy, “I’m gonna stripe your butt good” type of look. Her eyebrows come closer together with this slightly angry look as she raises the strap high and swings.

<CRACK><SMACK><CRACK>

Mrs. Doyle delivers several relentless swats that actually makes Caleb get out of the bent over position and bounce in place. His dick is still completely hard and pointing straight up toward the ceiling. Mrs. Doyle gets another eyeful of his beautiful penis bouncing up and down right in front of her, as Caleb moves his hands behind him to clutch and rub his butt. This sight of his hot, athletic body bouncing that close in front of her is just too much for her to ignore. Her mind plays an image of her boldly reaching out with her left hand and cupping his testicles. The movie then has her giving them a medium squeeze as she moves her body in close to the point where their lips are just about touching. She opens her mouth slightly and goes in for a sexy, passionate kiss as her tongue eagerly pushes through her full, red, lips. She quickly snaps out of this daydream and comes back to reality. Her big, blue eyes look directly into his as she sternly instructs.

“Move this body back in position!”

Mrs. Doyle maintains the tight grip on his left bicep as she escorts and pushes him back in place over the arm of the sofa. Once Caleb is back in place, she finally releases her grip and without saying a word, delivers the last flurry with her strap.

<CRACK><CRACK><CRACK>

Caleb impressively stays in position over the sofa as her leather strap adds more red stripes across his cheeks. He tries his best to stay silent but he can’t help it as he gives way to the pain and responds. 

“YEOW!… Ooh!”

Mrs. Doyle feeling more than satisfied with the strapping she just delivered, puts it down and once again takes hold of his muscular arm.

“Let’s go... walk this hiney to the bathroom.” She commands.

◆◆◆ 


Chapter 12

Caleb doesn’t hesitate and immediately walks to the bathroom as Mrs. Doyle follows alongside him. Her eyes take in the beautiful view of his striped cheeks with every step. Once they both enter the bathroom, Mrs. Doyle leads him over the sink. Caleb looks at his reflection in the bathroom mirror as Mrs. Doyle lathers a bar of soap in her hands.

“I told you that I also washed Dillon’s mouth out with soap yesterday. Let this be a lesson to you since you told me how your mouth often gets you in trouble… Now open!” She commands.

Mrs. Doyle takes the soap and thoroughly rubs it all over Caleb’s tongue. She’s turned on beyond belief as the wetness from her vagina is now trickling down the inside of her leg. She continues to take in the full view of Caleb’s amazing body as he’s totally naked and bent over her bathroom sink.

His cute ass is way too hot for her ignore and she opens her hand and delivers a hard slap onto his right cheek.

<SLAP>

She loves feeling his skin so much that she delivers another slap to his left cheek.

<SLAP>

Caleb doesn’t make a sound as her hand slaps fail in comparison to the pain he already felt with her strap. Mrs. Doyle’s hands are itching to feel more of his tight ass as she continues and applies several more slaps.

She then takes her left hand and with a forceful pinching motion, she grabs a good amount of his right butt cheek. She holds it tight and continues pinching him as hard as she can as her right hand navigates the bar of soap all throughout Caleb’s mouth. She makes sure to fully cover every inch of his tongue and once she’s finally satisfied, she gives the command for him to spit it out and rinse. Caleb did the best he could to try and remain silent but now he really feels the force of her pinching his ass and responds.

“OOoouch!”

The response seems to satisfy Mrs. Doyle as a mission accomplished type of smirk comes across her face.

“Okay Caleb, let’s go! Move it… into Dillon’s room.”

“On the bed… lie on your back… hands at your side.” Mrs. Doyle once again spews commands.

Caleb follows hers orders and lays flat on his back with his hands at his side. He is on full display with his super erect penis extending past his belly button. He watches her leave the room only to return in less then a minute holding a wooden spoon.

“This is the final part of your spanking, my dear.” She informs him.

Mrs. Doyle stands over him and looks directly down at his huge hard on. Little does Caleb know what’s going thru her mind as her eyes take in every inch of him. She’s doing all she could not to grab his beautiful, young cock and suck him into oblivion. There’s another little voice in her head that’s telling her to just hop aboard, ride him, and fuck his brains out. Mrs. Doyle refrains from both of these temptations and proceeds to carry out the discipline she promised him. She reaches down and tightly grabs a hold of his ankles. She then pulls his legs upward and firmly tucks them under her left armpit. Caleb suddenly recalls her son Ryder telling him about this spanking position yesterday. This is one of the positions that his mom spanked him in with Mrs. Beck watching for that baseball through the window incident.

He’s doing all he can not to explode and shoot his sperm everywhere as Mrs. Doyle takes control and handles his body. His eyes follow her every move as he sees and feels his legs become firmly tucked under her left armpit. Caleb can’t help but notice that once again, she has that same little smiley type of smirk on her face as her eyes stare with intensity at his rear-end.

Once she has his legs exactly where she wants them, she gives his body a quick little turn to the left. This exposes his sit spot and that delicate area right underneath the butt cheeks where the top of the legs meet. He then watches as her “smiley” expression changes to a “time to do my job” type of look. For Caleb he finds this stern look of sheer determination that Mrs. Doyle is wearing on her face incredibly sexy. This stern, strict side of hers is such a huge contrast to her sweet, loving personality that it actually turns him on.. Big Time!

Once again, Mrs. Doyle has that vertical furrow between her eyebrows, as she tightens her jaw and purses her lips tightly together. He looks on as she raises the wooden spoon high in the air and proceeds to deliver one spank after another in a fast, hard flurry that completely adds a deeper shade of red to this entire area of his backside.

<SMACK><SMACK><SMACK><CRACK><CRACK><SMACK><SMACK>

Caleb once again tries his best to hold it in but he just can’t maintain his silence. She’s really giving it to him good with the wooden spoon and he responds with a resounding, “Ow… Ouch… Oh!”

As Caleb’s body starts shaking from the pain, Mrs. Doyle tightens her grip around his legs. She doesn’t let up just yet. Instead, she gives one final inspection of his rear-end to make sure she didn’t miss a spot. With that fierce look still planted on her face, she continues and finishes him off with one last flurry of relentless swats.

<CRACK><CRACK><SMACK><SMACK><CRACK><SMACK>

Mrs. Doyle hears Caleb’s response to her spanking as music to her ears. She totally convinced that Caleb will always remember her... remember this, his first spanking, for the rest of his life.

She takes a moment to admire her work and takes in the full view of Caleb’s completely reddened bottom. There is not a single patch of white skin left on his entire hiney. Mrs. Doyle really went to town on him and she knows that this was one of the hardest spankings that she’s ever given… period.

She places the spoon on the bed and lets go of Caleb’s legs. She watches as he immediately turns onto his side in a semi fetal position. His hands are clenching and rubbing his bottom in an effort to ease the pain.

“Your disciplining is over, Caleb.” She tells him.

“I want you to get dressed and go home to think about this.”

“I’ll come over to check on you later and we’ll have a follow up conversation.”

◆◆◆ 


Chapter 13

Caleb stands up to face to her as his hands remain glued to his ass cheeks and rubbing them vigorously. Mrs. Doyle turns him around and takes one last look at his glowing, red bottom. It’s totally bright red with strap marks, as well as, wooden spoon imprints all over it.

“It’s safe to say that hiney of yours is going to be sore for a few days, my dear.”

“You wanted to experience a serious disciplining and now you got it.” She confirms with that cute smirk of hers.

“Thank you, Ma’am. I will never forget this.” He tells her.

Mrs. Doyle responds, “Caleb, I’m going to hold you accountable for your grades when you go back for night classes to get your bachelors degree. Plus, you can always come to me if you feel that you are getting off track… deal?”

“Yes, I totally need that structure and accountability.” Caleb replies, “Thank you, Mrs. Doyle… That means a lot. I won’t ever forget this... Can I give you a hug?”

“Of course, honey.” Mrs. Doyle extends her arms wide open and embraces him.

She can’t help but feel his stiff penis rubbing against her leg. She easily feels every inch of his manhood. In fact, she feels it so much, that it’s as if she wasn’t wearing a sundress at all.

“Oh and Caleb...” She mentions as they end their embrace.

“That is absolutely beautiful.” She points directly to his totally erect penis.

“You need to go home and take care of yourself.” She smirks.

Caleb is truly embarrassed but manages to give her a gentle smile as he goes and retrieves his clothes. Once completely dressed, he exits her house, walks across the lawn, and quickly retreats to the comfort of his own bedroom. This moment couldn’t come fast enough as Caleb lies on his bed, pulls his pants down, grabs a hold of his cock, and starts vigorously stroking himself. He closes his eyes and visions of Mrs. Doyle take over and flood his mind. It takes all of 30 seconds before he lets out an exasperated moan with sperm shooting all over his washboard abs.

After his orgasm is complete, he takes a moment to clean himself off and then lies back down. It’s a lot to process for anyone, let alone a 22 year-old, hormone gone crazy, guy.

Yesterday started just like every other day. He went to work, came home, and went thru a workout. That’s were the normalcy ended as he then witnessed his next door neighbor, and good friend’s mom, Mrs. Doyle, administer a bare bottom strapping to her youngest son, Dillon, right in his garage!

From then on there was no turning back. Mrs. Doyle and spanking has literally consumed his every thought. He fantasized and vividly pictured himself getting aggressively handled, stripped down to his birthday suit, and given a bare bottom strapping by her. He also fantasized and masturbated last night to the image of her together with Mrs. Beck giving him the same punishment as they gave to her son Ryder. Now here he is, just about 24 hours later, reveling in the fact that a bare bottom spanking from Mrs. Doyle actually came to fruition. His bright, red marked bottom is proof of everything that just went down. Talk about the power of intention and focusing your thoughts on what you want as an outcome! Caleb continues to lie there completely feeling euphoria from everything that he just experienced.

In the meantime, back at Mrs. Doyle’s house, she already has her panties down around her ankles. She’s so turned on that she immediately grabbed her vibrator and is pleasuring herself in her bedroom. She can’t help but replay the visions of aggressively handling Caleb and stripping him down to his birthday suit. Visions of that super fine ass of his and that absolutely beautiful, rock hard cock is filling her mind. It takes less than a minute for her to explode into an epic orgasm that has her body shaking with pleasure. Disciplining her young stud of a neighbor is so much different than disciplining her own kids. It actually turned her on so much that her vagina was dying for attention. Her adrenaline was completely revved up to the point where she didn’t want to stop delivering her strap to his bare ass. She also did all she could to withdraw from climbing aboard, riding his cock, and fucking his brains out.

As she lays in bed, she fantasizes and contemplates about the next time when she will have the opportunity to punish him. She also hopes that he takes her up on the offer to get the physical exam that is required for his new job from her. There is no doubt that Megan Doyle is infatuated and now fantasizing about Caleb as much as he is about her.

◆◆◆


Thank you again for reading “Spanked In The Garage”.

This is the very beginning, and these events serve as the catalyst to Caleb’s sexual awakening, as well as, the kinky changes to the life-style of his next door neighbor, Mrs. Doyle.

I hope you enjoyed this book and if you did, I can assure you, there is much more to come!

If you haven’t yet read the full books 1, 2, 3, and 4 of “The Spanking Neighbor”, I thoroughly suggest that you do. These books will add to the kinky experience, as well as, the book “UNINHIBITED”.

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 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

Spanked In The Garage

OTHER SERIES

Various Shades Of Spankings

A Spanking To Remember

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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