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Texas School Girl
Paddling

(Katie Gets Her Rump
Roasted)

 


By Katie Nicole

 


The
Following Fictional,

Erotic, Fantasy Story is meant

For
Adults only, not children.

 


It
is Erotica, Fantasy (NOT PORN)

Created for the soul enjoyment

Of
an adult audience.
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The Story
Begins
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My name is Katie, I am 18 years old.

Today I got caught in
class texting

My boyfriend, while
the teacher was talking.

 


She said: “Katie, you
know the rules

About texting in
class, and you know

The severe
consequences”.

 


That moment I
suddenly had

A sinking feeling of
dread come over me.

 


I said: “I’m sorry,
I’ll put it away,

It won’t happen
again”.

 


I quickly put it
away, hoping the teacher

Would just let me put
it away without getting

Into further trouble
about it.
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She said: “Katie,
it’s too late

For that dear. You
just earned yourself

A good fashion Texas
Rump Roasting”.

 


I said: “Please no
mam, I won’t do it again,

Please, no don’t send
me to the principals

Office for a
paddling”.
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You have 10 seconds
to get out

Of my classroom and
to

The principal's
office before

I come over there and
spank you myself

In front of the
class.
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So I went to the
principal's office and was told

To wait in the
disciplinary room.

 


Before they could use
the paddle on me, they

Had to call my
stepfather and have him

Sign a consent
form.

 


Not only did my angry
stepfather consent,

but requested I be
paddled

With my jeans off,
and paddled

In my panties, in
order for the

Punishment to really
hurt good.

 


I knew I was in deep,
deep trouble.

I was about to get
what they called

A thorough Texas Rump
Roasting.

 


I knew more
punishment

would await me when I
got home.
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My stepfather was
very angry and tense.

I was terrified just
looking at him,

Knowing what he was
going to do me

When we got home.
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Finally the principal
came into the room.

I was trembling as he
put his hand on my arm

As I stood before the
stool which I was about

To bend over and
position my bottom for a paddling.

 


Before I was about to
bend over I could see

My boyfriend watching
from the door window.

He knew there was
nothing he could do to help me.
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With my stepfather in
the room and my boyfriend watching

Helplessly from the
door window. The principal said

In a stern and
authoritative voice, : “Bend over the stool and

Raise your bottom up
into position”

 


This was not my first
paddling in the principal's office.

I knew how to get
over the stool so that I could

Maintain balance and
at the same time

Have my bottom high
in the air into position.

 


The seconds ticked by
slowly as

I awaited the first
stroke of the black

Wooden paddle against
my tender bottom.
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As the first crack of
the paddle

Landed on my bottom,
I could feel

The force of the
smack vibrate

All Through my
body

 


My boyfriend could
hear me

Wimper as paddle was
applied

To my tender
backside.
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The principal said:
“I hope this is getting through to

You” as the paddle
came down again, and again and again,

On my increasing
warmed up bottom.
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My bottom began to
feel ablazed with heat

With each smack of
the paddle.
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My body was begging
to quiver and shake

Uncontrollably as
each stroke was a applied

With such force and
authority.

 


My bottom was being
cooked.

I guess this is why
they call it

A Texas Rump
Roast.

 


Each crack of the
paddle

Against the flesh of
my sore

And heated bottom,
sent vibrations

Through my bottom all
the way down

To my toes.

 


I tried not cry, but
I couldn’t

Help but let out
wimpers.

I learned if you
cried when

Getting spanked,
you

Then got spanked
harder.
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My stepfather was
watching me

Take my paddling from
inside the room

As my boyfriend
continued to watch

From the window
door.
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I stayed sturdily in
position.

I knew if I let
myself fall off the stool

the paddling would
start all over again.

 


In this position I
presented

My bottom upward,
so

That the paddle would
land

Perfectly and have
the

maximum impact
intended.

 


The principal never
had a set amount

Of strokes. He would
just paddle me

Until he thought I
learned my lesson.
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This time, the
paddling seemed

To go on forever. As
the black wooden

Instrument of
punishment continued to

be applied to Texas
girl rump, I started

To think about what
awaited me at home.

 


My stepfather had a
special room

In the basement for
me when I was

Bad and needed to be
punished.

 


My stepfather and my
stepbrothers

Would Hold a mock
trial and

In which my verdict
was always

Guilty and then they
would decide

My punishment and
would watch

My stepfather
administer it.
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After the last
stroke,

The principal asked
me if

I had learned my
lesson?

 


I replied: “Yes Sir,
Thank You Sir”.
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My bottom was on fire
and I knew it

Was going to be a
long painful ride home.

 


My boyfriend still
pearing in

From the door window
with helpless, frustrated look

On his face as I was
ordered to stand back up.
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I stood up and the
principal then said to me:,

“That paddling was
for texting in class”

 


“From what I
understand you tried to

Argue with the
teacher when she told you

You to go to my
office for punishment”.

 


I was scared and knew
what

he was going to say
next.
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With the paddle
under my chin,

He then said:,

“I want you here at
my office

at 7:45am sharp to
receive

another
paddling

for arguing”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


[image: ]

 


“Is that clear young
lady?” He said.
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Scared and
Trembling,

in a quivering voice
I said:

 


“Yes Sir”.
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Then my stepfather
said:

“Now it’s my turn,
come with me

Young lady, we are
going straight home and

You are going
straight to your room

And await further
instructions”.
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I said: “Yes
Daddy”.

 


With my sore bottom
on fire,

I knew it was
going

To be a long ride
home.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


The End!
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