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Spanked by the Young Maid

The thick oak paddle landed with a heavy thud. The boy tried to keep his mouth shut but the paddle was quickly lifted again and again it came heavily down on the pale and tender behind. The boy let out a small weep which seemed to please the maid girl. The paddle landed again, and three whacks came down on the poor boys left buttcheek in quick succession.

"Aww! Please Miss Mari, it hurts so much", young Andy finally cried out, while trying to cover his bottom with his hand.

"Good. That is the reaction that we are looking for. It's supposed to hurt, how else would you young boys learn?", Mari smiled.

The young maid grabbed the boy's arm, twisted it behind his back and landed five quick smacks all over his bottom. She only stopped to lecture him about covering his bottom.

"You need to learn how to keep your hands in control. If you try to cover your bottom, I will just have to spank you even harder to be sure that you are really getting the message. You've deserved this punishment with your own actions and when you've deserved a punishment, you should take it like a man."

As if to make sure he understood, Mari's heavy wooden paddle landed on his behind five more times in quick succession. A thick oak paddle in the right hands is a mean tool and Mari sure knew how to use it. Every swat resulted in a deep red bruise and soon Andy's whole behind was covered in dark red bruises. As much as the boy wanted to take his punishment like a man, three heavy licks on the lower side of his right buttcheek made the boy kick his legs and cry out in pain. Though he had been carried out to the woodshed for his punishment, it was clear that his yells could be heard all around the yard.

"Please have mercy, Miss Mari! I promise I will be good! Besides, it was all Johan's idea", Andy tried to desperately plead with his bottom burning and snot running from his nose.

The oak paddle landed on his ass as if as an answer.

"I don't care whose idea it was", Mari answered with a stern voice. "You're the one who was caught red handed with stolen apples so you're the one whose butt is paying the price. I am trying to teach you to take some responsibility for your actions and you're trying to shift the blame to others. Shame on you!"

The paddle landed twice on Andy's both buttcheeks and his usually so pale behind was starting to turn purple.

"You should know better than that. You should apologize to me and to Johan and take your punishment with some grace."

"I'm sorry, Miss Mari. But it was Johan....", Andy desperately cried.

The maid girl twisted his arm and the paddle came down, and it came down and it came down again until the boy was shrieking in pain.

"Not one word about Johan! I am embarrassed by your behavior and I am going to make sure that you learn something today. I will beat your behind for the stolen apples until you are so blistered that you won't sit down for a week, and then you're getting five extra with the heavy leather tawse for trying to blame others. Do you understand, young man?"

"Yes, Miss Mari. I'm sorry, Miss Mari."

"Now hold still, don't move and don't say a word. This is going to hurt it and you know you deserve every single swat."

Mari locked the boy's legs with her right leg and kept his arm twisted so that the boy was completely unable to move. And then came the heavy whacks. The paddle landed time after time and every single swat turned poor Andy's behind into a deeper and darker shade of purple. The boy tried his best to keep quiet, but his yells quickly turned into sniveling. That did not stop Mari who kept striking her paddle, every swat just as severe as the one before.

"What did I tell you about making noise? Stop your sniveling and crying, you know that you have deserved every single swat."

Mari ran her hand over Andy's bottom as if to inspect her work. His bottom had turned into a deep shade of purple, with swollen bruises and blisters.

"Your crying doesn't help you. This punishment does not stop until I say it stops. Now have you learned something today, young man?", Mari enquired.

"...D-don't steal", the crying boy managed to answer.

The oak paddle landed on his behind again and the boy grinded his teeth together.

"Good. Now I want you to repeat after me, 'Im sorry, Miss Mari. I will not steal again. If I do, you may punish me even harder'".

The oak paddle landed on his right cheek and the boy let out a cry, before trying to compose himself.

"I'm sorry, Miss Mari. I will not steal again. If I do, you may punish me even harder."

"Again."

The paddle landed on his left cheek, right on top of the already swollen welts. The boy yelled and tears were running down his face.

"I'm sorry, Miss Mari. I will not steal again. If I do, you may punish me even harder."

"And one more time, to make it clear that you've learned your lesson."

Mari landed her heavy oak paddle right on the same spot on the boy's left cheek for the second time on purpose. The boy was crying freely and seemed unable to put a sentence together.

"I'm waiting for your answer, young man. Or do I have to give you another whack?"

"P-please no...", the boy managed to answer. "I-I'm sorry, Miss Mari. I w-will not steal again. If I do... you may punish me even harder."

"Good. Now stand up."

Andy's behind was so painfully swollen that even walking seemed to distress the young man. He tried to soothe his bottom by rubbing it, but even that seemed to just hurt more.

"May I go now, Miss Mari?", the boy asked with his pants still around his ankles and his genitals in full view of the maid.

"Have you forgotten something?", Mari enquired.

The boy gulped and lowered his head.

"What did I promise you for your behavior?"

"The tawse."

" So, go get me the tawse and bend over the sawhorse. And don't even dream about pulling your pants up."

Andy limped to the wall with small steps and stopped before the heavy leather tawse. Next to the tawse were hanging an Argentinian horsewhip for the horses and a rattan cane for the naughtiest of boys. Andy picked out the tawse, 56 centimeters of hard and heavy leather that could tear a young boy's behind apart. And Mari sure liked to wield the tawse.

Andy limped back to Mari and handed over the mean punishment tool. Mari inspected the tawse a bit, before looking at the boy.

"And what do we say before the punishment, Andy?"

"I'm sorry, Miss Mari. Please punish me."

"Good. Now bend over the sawhorse and keep still."

Mari inspected the young boy's purple behind that had painful bruises all over.

"Your butt seems quite well punished. So, you will be getting these ones on your thighs. This will hurt so brace yourself. And remember, you've earned this."

Mari adjusted her aim and before he could even realize, the heavy strap hit his thighs with a thunderous power. Andy's legs started trembling and the boy could barely hold himself over the sawhorse. Deep red welts started to instantly form on his thighs. Before he could get his breathing under control, the tawse struck again. The boy let out a painful yell that could certainly be heard even at the main house.

"Stop crying and stop yelling. You have deserved this punishment so try to take it like a man. And never blame others for your own misdeeds. When I am done with you, I am going to march you in to the main house with your pants around your ankles and you are going to apologize to your brother. Do you understand?"

"...Yes, Miss Mari."

"Good, now hold still."

The maid lifter her tawse again high in the air and swiftly it came down on the boy's thighs, right on top of his other welts. The boy was once again crying openly, breathing heavily, and trying to maintain his position over the sawhorse. If he could have gotten a word out of his mouth, he would have been apologizing.

The heavy tawse landed again, and the boy's painful shrieks were instantly cut down by another heavy strike of the tawse. Andy shrieked and fell on his knees.

"What did I say about keeping your position? Do I have to continue?", Mari questioned.

The boy tried to quickly crawl back up despite the immense pain all over his backside. Finally, he managed to crawl back over the sawhorse with his swollen behind up in the air.

"Have you learned your lesson, Andy. Do you think that you deserve more?"

The boy was breathing heavily with tears in his eyes and trying to get himself together for the answer seemed like the hardest job in the World. Finally, he managed to let a whisper out.

"Please no more, Miss Mari... I've learned my lesson."

"I certainly hope so. If I must take you out to the woodshed again, you can be sure that you are getting the cane. Now get up."

The boy got himself up, pants around his ankles and his purple bottom burning painfully. As soon as he managed to stand up, Mari twisted his ear and pulled him.

"Let's go. They are waiting for you."

The walk back to the main house felt like it was taking forever, but when they made it to the door, Andy felt like he could walk the same steps several times over, if he just didn't have to go in and present his swollen young behind to everyone.

The living room was full of people when young Andy was marched in by a tight grip on his ear, with his pants around his ankles and his blistered bottom burning.

"We're done. Andy would just like to say something to his brother", Mari announced, with all eyes on the crying boy and his purple bottom.

"I'm sorry for blaming you, Johan."

Johan laughed and asked if the boy had learned his lesson. Andy blushed and did not say anything. Mari twisted his ear again and marched him into the corner with his pants around his ankles and his bottom in full view.

"Now kneel there, put your hands behind your head and think about how you should behave in the future. And do not even think about moving or rubbing your bottom. I'll come get you in half an hour."

"Yes, Miss Mari", the boy meekly agreed before getting down on his knees.

When the young maid left to her room, the talk in the room instantly turned to young Mari and her efficient methods, as if the punished boy was not even there.

"She sure does an efficient work. I bet our boys will surely behave in the future."

"She does spank hard, just like it should be done. She will make a good wife someday."

The elders all agreed that stern discipline and heavy punishments were a surefire sign of someone being able to lead a household. It did help that Mari was a beautiful sight in her summer dresses and her long brunette hair. Her smile made boys weak and her severe spankings made them even weaker. Though Mari was still a teenager and only a couple of months older than Johan, she had an air of authority. Being given full permission to punish the boys just as she saw fit did help and she certainly did not mind using that permission. After all, it was believed that heavy spankings at regular intervals are needed to turn young boys into succesful and well-behaving citizens.

The next morning Mari was woken up by a heavy knock on her door. She quickly put on her pink gown that emphatized her ladylike figure and her perky breasts that certainly did not make her look like a teenager.

On the door was Debbie, the lady of the house. She was holding small pink panties with a stern look on her face.

"Mari, are these your panties?", she enquired.

"Why, yes ma'am. Where did you find them?"

"They were in Johan's room and I instantly realized what was going on. I am so embarrassed for my son. To steal a maid girl's underwear like that for.... God knows what purpose. I am humiliated and shocked. Mari, I assume you understand what I expect you to do. And don't spare the rod."

"Ma'am.... He is only a couple of months younger than me; he is almost an adult. Has he even been spanked in years?"

"As long as he lives inside these walls and behaves the way he does, he lives by the rules that I set. I have given you the full permission to punish my sons and I expect you to use that permission. Since he is almost and adult, you do not have to hold back. I expect him to feel the pain and humiliation that I am feeling."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Take your underwear. He is waiting for you in the woodshed. Whenever you're ready."

Mari inspected her underwear and finally slipped them on. She had a hunch of what was going on, but since she was ordered to punish Johan severely, that is what she would do. It was her job after all.

In the woodshed, Johan was waiting for her without a single item of clothing. The long-haired boy had the body of a farm worker and it was clear for all to see. His thighs were strong, his back was wide, and his abs were glistening. His genitals were covered by thick pubic hair, but his penis was still hanging almost at the middle of his thighs. And yet the boy, almost a man, seemed humiliated and weak before her. He had his hands behind his head, showing his biceps, but his head was lowered to the ground.

"Johan, look at me", Mari ordered.

Johan meekly lifted his head, blushing at the girl who was basically the same age as her.

"You know why you're here", Mari said.

"I didn't take your panties. I don't know how they ended up in my room", Johan defended himself.

"You just saw how I punished your brother yesterday for trying to blame you, and now you want to blame someone else instead of just taking your punishment like a man. You are going to get punished anyway and you are going to get punished hard. Your mother is embarrassed, and I am embarrassed. It is up to you whether you want to do this the easy way or the hard way, but you are going to get whipped all the same. I take this as a personal offense, I want you to admit what you have done, and I want you to apologize. And then we are going to take care of your punishment, whether you like it or not."

Johan lowered his head again.

"Alright, can we just get this over with?"

"We can. As soon as you admit to your crime."

"I'm sorry I had your underwear in my room. May I have my punishment, Miss Mari?"

"You may. Fetch the heavy cane and bend over the sawhorse."

The boy wanted to talk back, but he knew he was going to get the cane anyway and he was going to get it hard. On the wall next to the tawse and the whip was hanging a British rattan dragon cane, 110cm in length, thich enough for heavy welts and whippy enough for a sharp and painful sting that brings tears out by the first stroke. It was intended for the heaviest of punishments and Johan knew it. The boy wanted to fight and talk back, but he knew that Mari was stern and when she had decided something, it would happen. Fighting would only get him an even harder punishment and he knew that his punishment would be hard enough without getting into extra trouble. He reached for the cane, took it in his hands, walked back to Mari and handed the cane over to her. Mari swished it through the air and the harsh sound was enough for Johan to gulp loudly.

"What did I say to you? Bend over the sawhorse."

Johan did as was instructed. It was embarrassing to bend over like that, naked and your butt and genitals in full view, for a girl almost as young as you. He was already feeling the humiliation, but he knew that the pain would be an even stronger feeling.

"Get your butt in the air. Get on your tiptoes, take a good grip and spread your legs."

Johan got on his toes and spread his legs. His butt tightened, his buttocks were spreading apart and if Mari wanted, she could have his butthole in full view. Mari was more concentrated on his buttocks. Johan had the strong ass of a working man. A behind like that would be capable of taking a heavy punishment so she intended to swing as hard as she could.

"When I asked you to take a good grip, I really meant it. This is going to hurt, and I do not want you screaming or wiggling or jumping around. If you move your hands, start to yell, or try to move around, we will start from the beginning again. I think 12 heavy strokes will be a suitable punishment. Whenever you are ready", Mari said.

Johan took a deep breath.

"I'm ready."

"And what do we say?"

"You may give me my punishment, Miss Mari."

"Good."

The cane instantly swished through the air, landing with a heavy thud on Johan's buttocks. The cane left a deep red tramline and the boy instantly jumped up, screaming.

"What did I just say, Johan? I want you to keep still. Let's start from one again."

The cane swished through the air again, landing right below the previous welt. Johan could feel the sharp pain on his butt and a shockwave going through his entire body. He grasped the sawhorse with all his strength.

"Good, that's one. I hope we don't have to start from the beginning again."

A second heavy swing created a third deep tramline and the boy wanted to scream as hard as he could.

"Two", Mari announced.

The third one swished fast right on top of the previous welt and the boy could not help but scream.

"Fuc... Auh. I am sorry. It just hurts way too much."

"Young man, you do not curse during your punishment. Of course it hurts, it is supposed to hurt. You are getting punished for stealing my underwear. Maybe you should have thought about the consequences before stealing them."

Mari lifted her skirt and removed her pink underwear. Based on the state of her underwear, it was evident that she did not mind punishing Johan and playing with him.

"If you like my underwear so much, let's put these into your mouth.  That way wou will at least not curse during the rest of your punishment. And we're starting from one again."

The boy put his teeth down on the soft underwear and he could taste something warm. The taste did not stay in his mouth for long before the cane swished again. It was the fifth dark line on his bottom, yet his punishment had just begun.

"One. Bite down, keep your grip and stick your butt in the air. I have nothing but time, we can keep starting from the beginning all day, if you so wish."

The second painful stroke of the current punishment hit Johan on the lower end of his buttocks. The third one landed only seconds after right under his tailbone and if he didn't have the panties to bite on, the boy would have screamed obscenities again. His bottom now had red lines all over and the pain was starting to get unbearable.

"Three. How does it feel?"

The boy mumbled with the underwear restricting his speech.

"Good, I sure hope so. I don't think I have to remind you that I will start all over from the beginning if I have to."

The fourth, fifth and sixth strokes landed on the middle of his bottom in quick succession. Johan's legs were trembling, he felt the sharp pain all over his body and his right hand left the sawhorse for a second. He quickly got the grip back and adjusted his position to present his ass as told.

"What did I tell you about holding your grip? Do you want to start all over from the beginning again?"

The boy sniveled and mumbled into the underwear. His eyes were starting to get filled with water. He really wanted to hold his position, but the intense pain was simply too much.

"We're only halfway through. That was six. You still have six more strokes... If you can hold onto your position and behave. Keep sticking that butt up and try to remember why I have to punish you in the first place."

Johan nodded and the painful cane bit down on his ass again. The tip of the cane tore on the side of his body, instantly leaving a purple welt. The boy's body was twisting but he tried his best not to move too much. Trying to adjust his position the cane landed again, now on top of the old welts on the middle of his bottom. The heavy stroke left a dark red welt and it would not need many more strokes like that for the skin to break. The boy's nose was running freely but he did not dare to move his hands.

"Eight. I hope you're having as much fun with this as you were having with my panties, you pervert."

Mari grabbed the boy's bottom and he winced. A good slap on the behind made the boy mumble again.

"Good, I bet it hurts. It is supposed to. Now keep your body still and your butt in the air and we won't have to start from one again."

The ninth stroke landed on the lower part of his bottom, which made him lift his butt even higher in the air. Instantly the tenth stroke landed right on the middle of his behind on top of the old welts, which made the boy fall on his knees. He quickly adjusted his position on moved back on top of the sawhorse, but tears started to run down his face because he knew that he would have to take the punishment from the start again. He bit down on the now wet underwear and sniveled freely.

Mari walked over to the boy and ran her fingers through his long hair. She petted him, before lifting his head by putting her finger under his chin. The boy tried to close his eyes, but the tears were still running freely.

"You moved again. Look at me. Do you like this so much that you want to start from the beginning again?"

The boy shook his head. The tears were now falling on the hay beneath them. Mari removed her underwear from his mouth.

"Please no, Miss Mari. I'm sorry, please not from the beginning again."

"Why, don't you like it? Does it hurt?"

"It hurts way too much. Please no more. I am sorry for everything.  Please not from the beginning", the boy weeped.

"Then you have two more strokes left. If you move an inch again or start cursing again, you can be sure that we will be starting from the beginning again. The only thing I want to hear coming out of your mouth is 'I'm sorry for stealing your underwear, Miss Mari. I've deserved this punishment.' Is that clear?"

The boy cried and tried to adjust his butt back into position.

"Yes, Miss Mari."

The cane tore into the middle of his butt once again, as if on purpose, and the skin broke. The boy cried and shook and his fingers gripping on the sawhorse were turning pale white, but he held onto his position, gritting his teeth.

The final stroke landed on the exact same spot on the middle of his buttocks, tearing his butt well open. The end of ther rattan cane now had a drop of blood on it. Johan felt like his ass was on fire, the pain was so unbearable that he couldn't even be sure which part of his butt was struck his time, but out of fear and numbing pain, he managed to not move too much.

"Twelve. I hope this really teached you a lesson. And I really hope you will behave in the future. It does not matter if you are almost an adult and only months younger than me, your mother has given me the full rights to discipline you exactly as I see fit. If I must whip your bottom bloody every week from now on, so be it. Now stand up and look at me."

Johan stood up, trembling. His bottom was burning, and his eyes were filled with water so badly that he could barely see. He wanted to lower his sight out of embarrasment, but when Mari urged him again, he lifted his head.

"Hands on top of your head, don't even dream about touching your behind. And what do we say after a rightful punishment, Johan?"

Johan put his hand on top of his head.

"Thank you for my punishment, Miss Mari. I deserved it."

"Good. Now take a good look at my underwear because this is the last time, you will be seeing these. Now get into the corner and keep your hands over your head. Your mom will come to get you when she feels you have had enough time to think about what you've done."

Johan meekly walked into the corner. He had to really fight his urges about touching his well beaten behind, but he certainly did not want to anger Mari anymore. That would mean another trip over the sawhorse and another trip over the sawhorse would mean his bottom turning into a bloody mess. Mari took the wet panties into her hands and put them back on before walking back into the mainhouse and locking herself into her room.

Laying in her bed, Mari slowly put her hand into her pink panties. She had started to really enjoy her role as the discipliner of younger boys. She thought about the strong buttocks of Johan, the almost bloody tramlines, and the way the boy had cried, willing to do anything she wanted. Her breath got heavier, as her finger touched the clitoris. Of course she knew that it was actually Andy who had taken her underwear and hidden it into Johan's room, but their mother had told her to punish Johan and it was the mother who paid her wages. An order is an order, she thought when the first finger slipped slowly in. She let out a small moan.
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