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Wendy’s
Woodshed Whipping

(Spanked in Her
Little Red Panties)

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.

 



Enjoy!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


The Story
Begins
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Once a upon a time,
there was a young wayward girl

Named Wendy. She had
a hard time staying

Out of trouble and
had left home when

She turned 18. A very
strict older man named Bob she

Knew from church
agreed to take her in, so long as she

followed his rules
and was willing to submit to corporal

Punishment if she
broke any of his rules.

 


One of the rules, is
that she was not supposed to

Talk on the phone
until after she did her chores.

One Sunday afternoon,
she had not done her

Chores and was
speaking to her friend Todd on the phone.
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Todd was in love with
Wendy. They would talk on the phone

For hours everyday,
however Wendy insisted they just be friends.
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Suddenly, Bob walked
into her room and caught her

Talking on the phone
with Todd.
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Bob said:

 


“Wendy, you know the
rules. No phone until

after you have done
your chores. Now put down the

Phone and do your
chores. Next time I catch you on

The phone and you’re
chores not done,

you’re going to get a
whipping”.
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Wendy told Todd that
Bob was making her get off the phone

Because her chores
were not done.
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Todd said he would
text her later.
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Bob said in a very
Stern Voice:

 


“I mean it Wendy, if
I catch you on the phone

And the chores are
not done, you are going to get

A very, very severe
whipping young lady.
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So two hours past and
Wendy still had not done her chores.

Instead she was
texting with Todd.
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Todd got a text from
Wendy telling him to meet her in the woodshed.
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Bob walked into
Wendy’s room absolutely furious at her.

In stern voice of
rage and anger Bob said:

 


“That’s it, you’re
getting a whipping”
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Bob looked at Wendy’s
phone and read

Her messages and
said:

 


“Looks like Todd is
going to meet you

At the woodshed, so
that’s where

I will be taking you
for your whipping,

So he can watch you
get your rump roasted

with the strap once
again.
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Bob texted Todd
back:

 


“When you get to the
woodshed look in the window”
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“Lets go Wendy, time
for a good old fashioned woodshed whipping”

 


Said: Bob
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Todd got the message
to meet Wendy by the woodshed window.
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When Todd got there
he witnessed Bob instructing Wendy

To take off her
shorts and bend over the whipping horse.

As she had her eyes
fixed on Bob’s braided leather strap,

She grimmised as she
remembered her last whipping..
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She took off her
shorts and just stood there looking at

the whipping horse.
She trembled nervously at the site of it.

As Bob said:

 


“Go on, bend over and
get yourself into

Position. You know
how this goes. I’ve

Lost track of how
many whippings I have

Had to give you since
you came here”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


[image: ]

 


Resigned to her fate,
she reluctantly bent over the

Whipping horse and
prepared for her spanking

In her little red
panties. Bob said in a very forceful voice:

 


“Keep your bottom out
and your back arched

And don’t move or get
up or I will start the whipping

All over again from
the beginning.”
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Todd watched as Bob
raised the stiff leather strap.
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Wendy let out a loud
whimper as the first lick

Whipped across her
tender bottom.
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Todd felt helpless as
he watched Wendy

Get her whipping in
the woodshed.

The sound of leather
smacking flesh

Echoed in the room as
Wendy

whimpered and
moaned.
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Both Bob and Todd
could tell that

Wendy was getting
aroused from her whipping.

She seemed to be
enjoying her punishment.
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Bob began to whip her
harder and harder,

To let his anger
really get through to her.

But as the strap came
down harder and harder,

Wendy bent over
shaking all over, was

Whimpering and
moaning louder and louder

Giving her pleasure
away.
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It’s all Wendy could
do to keep herself still and

Not get up as the
lashes roasted her bottom good.
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Todd was broken
hearted watching the girl he loved

Get such a vicious
and thorough whipping.
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The strap continued
to rained down on Wendy’s

Poor tender sore
bottom.Her bottom was on fire.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


[image: ]

 


“Are you ready for
your last lick young lady?”

 


Bob asked Wendy

 


 


“Yes Sir”

 


She replied.
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Swoosh Crack! The
last lash of the whipping was applied.
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Just the way she had
on previous whippings,

Wendy got on her
knees and prepared

To give Bob an oral
apology.

This time as Todd
watched from the window.

 


 


 


 


 


 


The End.
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