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    To the brats who are having their panties taken down yet again... you've gotta learn!
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Book Description:

Everybody knows that the proper punishment for a naughty girl is a sound spanking on her bare bottom. The spectacle of her squirming derriere being thoroughly reddened exquisitely mortifies a deeply embarrassed girl, especially when witnessed with grim approval!

These ten stories include spanking for entertainment, emotional well-being, and of course punishment for wayward behavior. The disciplinarian knows that despite tears of shame and promises to be a good girl some poor behinds need to learn the same lesson over and over again.

Enjoy these tales of tearful and pouting girls who are so well-disciplined they have to stand to eat their meals. 

Content Advisory:

These stories are meant to titillate with sexual spankings as fun foreplay, or dire warnings to prevent naughtiness!

All of the stories contain one or more firmly administered spankings. If this kind of behavior will offend, disturb, or upset you in any way, then please choose another book.  

However, if you enjoy reading about bad girls being bent over a knee for the good old-fashioned bare bottom correction they’ve earned, then these tales are sure to entertain.  

Happy Reading!

Author Statement:

Please be advised that the lack of proper punctuation will irritate some readers, but it is done deliberately. I like the shapes that form on a page when adding ellipses, dashes, and question marks, it makes the layout interesting.

Also, I believe it’s a good way to convey the thoughts going on in my character’s heads by showing all their hesitations, stutters, and over-exclamations. I add the interrogation points in a stream-of-consciousness manner so no, I don’t capitalize the next word.

Especially if my character is wondering should I do this? or that? or maybe nothing?

I’m giving this heads-up because I don’t want to battle with my readers... I’m already fighting the spell and grammar checks built into the word processor!

But please feel free to point out typos and laugh derisively if you like!

All of my writing is VerifiedHuman™
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“Whoo-whee, Chickie! Look what I drew!” screams Hooters. 

Her best friend steps back from the wall to can get a good view of the artwork. Hooters is just as talented with a spray can as she is with a pencil. Chickie wonders what this girl could do with a real paintbrush... but that’s just a dream.

Underneath the gang tags Hooters has created a curvaceous beauty lying supine, looking out at the viewer. Light shines on her full lips making them look wet and sexy.

“Oh girl, the guys are gonna love the shit out of this!” Chickie breathes, her voice filled with awe.

Hooters is dancing up and down with excitement. Too often the finished piece falls far short of the image in her mind but this time... this time she’s brought the 2D image to life.

Maybe now Wizard, the gang’s tattoo artist, will take her on to sketch some designs. She’s got so many ideas, but it seems like none of the guys can see past her tits.

Distracted, neither girl hears the heavy tread of the three men approaching until it’s too late. They’re trapped in the alley, their escape blocked, but they still try to run. That spurs the men on.

Hearing deep chuckles from the predators the two girls dart forward, dodging to evade the reach of those long arms, with Hooters breaking free. She races the fastest she’s ever run in her life but the girl is aptly nicknamed. In only a minute her short-legged, full-figured body is hopelessly outpaced.

The man who latches on to her grunts in appreciation at the voluptuous handfuls of soft, young skin. He gives his captive a tight squeeze in his forceful embrace.

If Chickie had started from the spot Hooters was in she might have gotten free. Her 5’ 7” height is almost all legs. She’s got the slender, coltish build of an adolescent. If she manages to avoid the drug-riddled lifestyle so easily available to the girls in her neighborhood she’ll grow into a stunning beauty some day.

Meanwhile they’ve been caught, literally red-handed – and black and green - with the spray paint staining their skin in colorful accusation. As the men hustle the girls to the street they shrilly protest that we didn’t do nothing and you can’t arrest us, we’re underage.

A loud laugh greets that last remark with the burly man asking: “Who said anything about an arrest? Do you really think we’re cops?”

“Well then let us go! What’s it to you if we’re tagging?” 

“It means plenty to our boss, the King of the South Strip, perhaps you’ve heard of him?”

One of the other men, slim and muscular, adds: “And he fucking hates seeing the mess some pissant gang is marking up his walls with. No two-bit outfit can lay claim to The King’s town.”

Of course both girls have heard of the King. They’ve never seen him, but the stories of this monster of a man are terrifying. 

The girls are surprised that the gang they hang around with is even on the King’s radar. They silently communicate their concern to each other. How would he even see the tagging? He’s a real gangster.  Yeah, but it’s rumored that he knows Every Single Thing that goes on in his territory.

The third man, who is the oldest of the three, speaks up now explaining: “We’ve been sent to stop whoever is behind all this graffiti shit. Looks like we’ve found them.”

“It’s not graffiti, it’s Art!” Chickie asserts, affronted by the insult to Hooter's talent, but the men just shake their heads.

The younger one gives the image a quick onceover conceding that it’s sexy as fuck, but it ain’t nothing the King wants on the walls.

Despite all their kicking, twisting, and wriggling around the two young girls are no match for the enforcers who easily drag them into a van. After a twenty-minute drive, which the girls spend alternately begging and arguing for their release, they arrive at a nondescript suburban home. The men drag them into the house through the garage so there’s nothing for any nosy neighbors to see.

Manhandling Hooters and Chickie onto a couch the three men loom over them, finally getting a good look at the girls under the room's bright overhead light.

“They’re just kids!” exclaims the bulky man, looking slightly uncomfortable as he remembers the groping and fondling he enjoyed back in the alley.

“I’m phoning the Boss,” announces the third man. His call is quickly answered and all four of them listen intently to the one-sided conversation.

“Yeah, we got them. No, no trouble. There was nobody around. Yeah, they’re punks, but... well, they’re chicks. Yeah, you know, girls.”

The girls anxiously study his face to try to get a clue about what’s being said on the other end of the phone.

“No, Boss, we can’t punish them with a hard fucking because they’re girl-girls, like really young, you know?" Turning away from the phone he calls out "Hey how old are you? Eleven? Twelve?”

“Thirteen!” snaps Hooters.

With Chickie quick to add: “Almost fourteen.”

“And we’ve fucked before,” asserts an indignant Hooters. “Lots and lots of times.”

The younger guy nods saying: “That’s probably true, after all you’re South Strip girls so of course you fuck around. It’s legal when the guys you have sex with are the same age as you. But we aren’t boys, sweetheart and that means you're jail-bait.”

Hooters bites back any retort realizing it’s unwise to provoke these men. What he said is true: they aren’t boys to tease and lead on. No, these are grown men. They don’t have to wave around their guns - or their dicks -
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