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    To those who don't learn their lesson the first time... now you're getting it again! 
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Description:

Another book of short stories in the She's Just Bad series.

More naughtiness leads to lots more punishment, but bad girls never seem to learn. No matter how blisteringly hot that bare bottom gets spanked.

These ten stories range from spanking as mentoring, being taught a harsh lesson, showing contrition, and discovering that actions can have unexpected consequences. 

Enjoy reading how proper discipline turns a defiant little miss into a sore and sorry girl. Until the next time the naughty minx misbehaves!

Content Warning: 

Please do not read if stories about spanking will trigger bad memories or trauma.
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The Wayward Ward
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Bethany is winning the argument in the imaginary conversation she’s having with herself. She’s assertive and certain of her irrefutable facts while demonstrating mature and thoughtful consideration of Andrew’s counterpoints. He thrusts, she parries, until she wears him out with her logic and wins. 

Except what do I want to win? she wonders. I know I say I want my freedom but to do what, exactly? My homeschooling has finished and I wasn’t clever enough to go to university. I can’t think of anything I want to do for a job, and I don’t have any skills anyhow. I think I’d be interested in traveling but I can’t very well go by myself. If only Andrew didn’t think of me as just a silly, little girl. Oh, I wish I was bold and forthright and wayward!

Her face frowns in a pout and watching her from the upstairs window Andrew smirks. Especially when she leans against the decorative railing before quickly pulling back with a yelp. He chuckles thinking how sore her little bottom is and how it’s going to get worse before it gets better.

His little ward has grown up and is ready to spread her wings.  Well that’s certainly not going to happen, he chuckles to himself. Bethany is mine. I have nurtured that girl since her infancy, biding my time until she became ready to claim.

Andrew Underwood is Bethany Chalmers guardian, as designated by her parents in their Last Will & Testament. He is also her betrothed, which she will discover when she attains her majority in two weeks and learns the stipulation of her inheritance. But for his plans to succeed first he needs to get her under his complete control.

Andrew kept a close eye on Bethany’s development but was careful to ensure they never met. He didn’t want her to think of him as a father figure, or an avuncular family friend. He also didn’t want to know her as a child, not when he was planning to marry her some day. 

They’d become engaged, privately of course, at her birth. Ten years ago, when her parents were tragically killed in a hotel fire, she became his ward. 

Over the years Andrew made sure Bethany’s tutors steered her away from any lessons where she showed notable skill or talent. He wants a malleable wife, not an accomplished one. No one could take away her natural singing voice, strong with a wide vocal range, but he doesn't mind that. Andrew looks forward to eliciting loud cries of passion and pleading.

Bethany’s godmother, Ariadne Chalmers, knew of both arrangements her cousin had made with Andrew Underwood. So although the woman wished the young girl could have enjoyed a carefree life with plenty of parties and beaux she knew that was never going to happen. Bethany’s future was all mapped out while she was still an infant.

Bethany came out at the city’s Debutantes’ Ball just three weeks before her eighteenth birthday, and Andrew took charge of her from that moment forward. Ariadne couldn’t complain, he was a handsome, wealthy, eligible man but at thirty-two he was also almost twice the girl’s age.

I suppose that’s not necessarily a bad thing... she mused at the time, but he’s so domineering and commanding. I worry he’ll crush her spirit although in truth she’s hasn’t really shown much. She’s quite a docile, obedient girl and very pretty in her face and figure. Oh well, I’ve done my duty by bringing the girl out so she’s in Andrew’s hands now.

Bethany was in Andrew’s hands last night and she’s still suffering the effects. It all began quite innocently when they were discussing her clothing allowance. Andrew decided that since he was paying for everything he should be allowed to see what he’d bought.

“But you have, I mean sure there are some gowns I haven’t had an opportunity to wear yet, but other than that I’ve pretty much just bought what I need for everyday.”

“Yes, but according to the print-out from the store I’ve bought a large amount of expensive lingerie and I definitely haven’t seen any of that.”

Bethany feels her mouth fall into an O shape of surprise, and blushes because she knows she did go overboard with all the lacy bits she got. But everything is so pretty I simply can’t choose, she recalls thinking at the time.

“Well, I guess I can go fetch the stuff from my room and show you—” she begins.

Andrew interrupts telling her: “I’ve already seen photos from the invoices. I want to see the merchandise modeled.”

He’s serious! she thinks, scandalized by the thought. “Andrew I’m not stripping down to my undies and that’s final!” Bethany forcefully declares.

Andrew purses his lips while studying her. He waits so long she starts to fidget, giving in to her unfortunate habit of snapping the hem of her panties through her dress. Her hand is rather high up and Andrew realizes she’s wearing one of those silky thongs he’s paid for. The strap will be sitting high on her hip leaving her backside exposed and he enjoys the picture that’s formed in his mind.

“I don’t care for your tone, Bethany. You do not give me ultimatums. I tell you what to do and you do it, understand?”

“Um, no Andrew, I don’t understand. You’re being high-handed and piggish and just plain mean bullying me like this.” Folding her arms tight across her chest Bethany is the picture of defiance. 

Quick as a flash Andrew strides across the room and before she knows what’s going on Bethany finds herself face down across her guardian’s knee. Andrew ignores her demand of what do you think you’re doing? and starts swatting her behind while she indignantly kicks and fights against him.

“Behave yourself, you spoilt little girl,” he hisses angrily “or I’ll... to hell with it, I’ll do it anyhow.” And with that remark he lifts the hem of her dress up to her waist and is greeted by the delectable sight of Bethany’s creamy fleshy bottom, bare except for the thin strap of fabric that constitutes her pricey thong.

After pausing a long moment to ogle the pretty view Andrew begins a rat-a-tat spanking striking sharply and steadily. He berates Bethany firstly for choosing such outrageous underwear, secondly for actually wearing it, and finally for wearing it under a dress. 

The smacks rain down harder with each criticism and though the girl would love to refute his claims she’s too busy gasping at each stinging blow and can’t catch her breath.

“Scandalous slut playing the tease!” he chastises her with his words and the palm of his hand.

She’s sure the staff can hear the loud smacking sound of every stroke and is humiliated that they know she’s being spanked like a naughty child. Andrew completely ignores her cries of stop! and don’t!

The rosy red of her derriere satisfies Andrew that Bethany’s sassy backtalk has been suitably disciplined. His scheme to dominate and control every thought and every action of his future bride is off to a great start. She's learning that there will always be consequences.

Hoisting her back on her feet again he sends her to bed. It’s early, but with a housemaid and a footman lingering to gossip in the foyer Bethany is only too happy to escape to her room. In the privacy of her boudoir she commiserates with herself over how hot her flesh is as she rubs her sore bottom for relief. 

Now it’s the following morning and she’s determined to speak seriously with Andrew. It’s important that he understands he must treat her like the grown-up woman she is. 

Bethany is well aware that suitors will appear when she comes into her inheritance on her eighteenth birthday so the sooner Andrew recognizes that she’s an adult - and a lady - the better.

She finishes marshaling her thoughts just as the breakfast gong sounds. Chin up she marches past the tittering serving staff and takes her seat at the table. Andrew is already sitting down and he quirks an eyebrow when he notices how she flinches when she lands on her chair.

Bethany pretends she doesn’t see and instead requests an interview with him in his study after the meal. The wolfishness of his smile gives her pause but he agrees readily enough so she tamps down any misgivings.

Half-an-hour later the two of them are in the study. Andrew is seated in the big chair behind his desk while Bethany wanders around feigning interest in the bookshelves until he loudly clears his throat to get her attention.

Bethany comes up to his desk and leaning forward states: “Andrew, I’m coming into my inheritance soon which means I’ll be dating with a view to getting married so you need to—”

“No,” he interrupts.

She blinks in wide-eyed surprise at the abruptness of his tone.

“No, Bethany,” he repeats, “You will not be dating because you already have a fiancé.”

“No I don’t... who?”

“Me,” he answers getting up to walk around to her side. Tilting her head back to meet his eyes Bethany's surprised look encounters Andrew’s intense gaze.

“You are marrying me. It’s all spelled out in the documentation accompanying your inheritance. This was decided by your parents and mine from the moment you were born. It wasn’t my choice, I was a minor at only fourteen, but now that you’ve come-of-age I’m...” he pauses to rake his eyes over her from head to toe before continuing: “satisfied with the arrangement.”

Rage like she’s never experienced before erupts within Bethany’s breast and explodes in a furious diatribe against Andrew and whatever nonsense their parents have concocted. She practically spits the words at him finishing up by insisting I won’t marry you and you can’t make me, it's the 21st century for godsake!

But poor Bethany learns that Andrew can, indeed, coerce her co-operation.

He expected this reaction, although not quite as vehemently as she’s shown, and wastes no time pushing her across the desk. Bent over like this her feet don’t touch the ground and she can’t propel herself up and off. Same as yesterday evening Andrew pulls at her clothes until he bares her bottom.

“I enjoy taking my time with a leisurely over-the-knee spanking Bethany and you’ll get plenty of those as my wife, but this is something different. This is me teaching you a lesson in obedience and you are going to learn it the hard way.”
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