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Spanked by the Young Maid:

An Undeserved Punishment

Nick blushed and shuffled his feet nervously. He was slowly beginning to understand that there was no way out of this punishment.

“But…”, the boy still tried to desperately plead, but he did not know how to finish his sentence.

“No buts, young man. Take your pants down right now, you remember what we agreed on. Don’t you?”

Nick raised his eyes and looked at her. He knew perfectly well what they had agreed on when the new maid had come to the house. Despite that, it was still embarrassing to drop your pants in front of her and getting ready for your punishment.

Getting punished was never easy, but Anna was young and beautiful, which made it all the more embarrassing. With her flowing brunette hair and her dark eyeliner, she looked nothing like your typical maid. Yet she had the duties of a typical maid, and that included handling the corporal punishment of misbehaving young men.

Nick opened his belt buckle, and soon his jeans were rolled around his ankles. The boy hesitated for a second, but the tiny white underwear followed. He was completely uncovered under the watchful eyes of the young maid. Anna inspected every inch of his body from the stylish blonde hair to the muscular upper body and all the way down to his well-developed privates.

“A letter from school means a punishment, that is what we agreed on”, the young maid calmly explained. “I know that you have not broken the rules, but a letter about dropping grades is still a letter from school. And dropping grades merit an action, don’t you agree?”

Nick did not agree, and he was not sure if he had actually agreed on these rules in the first place, but he knew that he was not talking his way out of the situation with his pants already around his ankles. He just wanted to get it over with.

“Yes, Miss Anna”, he meekly muttered.

“We all want you to do well at school, so I believe this will actually help you. Now bend over the side of the bed”, she commanded.

The ritual was always the same. Dropping your pants down, bending over the side of the bed and getting ready for the stinging mountain ash switch that had to always be present in your room. If the switch was missing or inadequate, that was already enough for another punishment.

Of course, that was only for the first punishment of the week. Getting punished twice during the same week merited a trip to the woodshed. You did not want to go the woodshed with Anna.

Nick did as ordered and laid his body over the bedframe. His upper body fell down on the sheets, his feet stayed on the ground, and his pale behind was high in the air in optimal position for punishment.

“Are you ready?” Anna asked and took a good grab of his firm butt.

You were never ready for your punishment, but still you had to take it. There were no alternatives.

“Yes, Miss Anna.”

The maid grabbed the long switch and inspected it. Swooshing the switch through air already made Nick’s legs flinch. Mountain ash was the worst wood if you had to feel it on your bare behind. Thicker than birch and bendier than oak, even a few strokes were enough to leave dark and painful welts. 

“Stay still”, the maid urged.

The switch cut through air and landed on Nick’s behind, instantly leaving a red stripe. The boy winced and squirmed. The first one always seemed like the deepest cut.

“Do not move and keep your butt in the air. We did agree that you will take your punishment like a man, or you will get more and harder strokes. Do you want to make this harder for yourself?” Anna questioned him with the long switch in her delicate hands.

“No, Miss Anna”, the boy admitted.

“Good. Then keep still and take your punishment.”

The switch landed again, leaving a thick red line. The boy was grinding his teeth.

“Aw, not so hard”, Nick desperately tried to plead.

“Young man, I decide how hard you get punished, and you get punished exactly as hard as you deserve. If you do not want to get the switch, you should work harder in school. If those letters keep coming, I can do this every week if I have to. I do not like this either, but it is my job to keep you in line.”

The heavy mountain ash switch cut through the air twice in quick succession, leaving the boy gasping for breath and grasping his behind. He did not want to yell or cry, but it was getting harder by the stroke.

“Take your hands off. I do not want you moving your hands while you are getting disciplined. You are to stay still, present your behind and think about what you have done. Grasp your ass again, and I start whipping your thighs”, the maid said with menace in her voice.

“Please no, Miss Anna… It hurts too much”, the boy pleaded. Nick moved his hands in front of him and grasped the sheets with all his might. Getting whipped on your thighs was the worst. It hurt almost twice as much, and you could not cover the welts with your underwear. If you got it hard, everyone could see that you had been a naughty boy once again. There was nothing more embarrassing than that.

The switch landed twice more in quick succession on Nick’s lower behind. When the maid really wanted to leave her mark, she always aimed there. The bendy switch bit hard into his skin and instantly left two blue stripes. The boy yelled in pain but kept grasping into the sheets. After six hard strokes, the burn really starts to set in, and you are in unbearable pain every single second.

The boy was hoping it would be over soon. Sometimes the maid was happy with just a few strokes, sometimes she laid into his behind full force for dozens of times, turning his whole behind into a field of stinging left welts that would not set down for days. The worst part was that you would never know how much you would get. There were no set numbers, and it did not stop if you started to cry. It all depended simply on her mood. You would get just as much as she wanted, just as hard as she wanted.

“Good, keep still. You can yell and you can cry, but do not move your hands if you do not want to get more”, the maid said, running her finger over the boy’s striped behind.

“We are really starting to leave a mark on you, I hope you are learning your lesson. Are you, young man?”

Nick took deep breaths, trying to steady his accelerating breath.

“Yes, Miss Anna. No more letters from school.”

The switch landed full force on the middle of his ass, making the boy cry out in desperate pain. The maid smiled mischievously.

“What did you say?” she questioned again.

Nick’s eyes got wet. He knew that he would not be able to take much more strokes without crying out and moving his hands, which would only result in even more strokes in an even more severe fashion.

“No more letters from school”, he said again.

“Good boy. Because you know what happens if I have to punish you twice during the same week.”

The switch landed again, bringing tears to his eyes. Nick could not keep his legs from shaking, the excruciating pain on his tender behind was simply too much. His pale behind had slowly turned into a mix of deep red and bluish welts that burned deeper and harder after every single stroke.

“What happens if I have to punish you twice during the same week?”

Nick did not want to think about that. But after every single spanking, the maid made sure that that would be exactly what he would be thinking.

“The woodshed”, the boy submitted.

“And what do you get in the woodshed?” she teased him further.

Nick sighed.

“The heavy riding crop”, he said. He was not sure if his voice was shaking from the burning pain or from the thought of the dreaded crop.

“That is right. I really hope you will be on your best behaviour from now on, because I do not want to take you to the woodshed.”

Nick was not sure if he should believe that. The maid really seemed to enjoy punishing him. Sometimes he would have to drop his pants and get ready for a spanking even if he had done nothing wrong. If she got the idea of punishing him, she would punish him.

“Now put your hands over your head”, the maid urged.

The boy sighed a breath of relief. That was a sign that the worst was over. He gladly moved his hands into position, even if it meant that he could not grasp his swollen behind. The maid carefully inserted the long switch between the boy’s beaten buttocks, leaving him to keep the mean tool in position.

“Now stay like that for the next fifteen minutes and think about your behaviour. If you have moved or dropped the switch when I come back to get you, we are starting all over from the beginning. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Anna”, the boy answered, beaten and humiliated. The position was embarrassing, and he really wanted to caress his behind, but he knew better. He had gotten a second whipping once after moving after his punishment, and the deep blue welts all over his thighs had left a lasting memory into his mind. After your punishment you would stay still, keep the switch in position and think about what you had done. Even if you had not really done anything.

***

“More tea, Miss Jones?” the maid urged.

“Thank you, dear”, the old lady smiled. “Has everything been good here? Do you get along with Nick?”

“We get along just fine”, Anna said with joy in her voice. “He can behave when he wants to. And I have my methods if he does not want to.”

They both laughed. Punishing boys was not an unusual topic in the countryside. It was simply something that had to be done, and something that everyone understood. How would you raise wild boys into behaving model citizens if not with the rod?

“Oh, Nick is a darling”, the lady sighed. “Unlike those rascals who have been stealing my apples again.”

The maid turned her head.

“Surely you do not think that it could have been Nick?” the maid inquired.

“An eighteen-year-old boy stealing apples? Surely that is unlikely. But he has always been a bit wild…”

The old lady began to ponder.

“It could be good to take care of it anyway, just in case”, the maid proposed. “A little discipline would help to keep him line.”

The old lady nodded.

“I doubt he has done it, but it would not hurt him. Boys like that can never be spanked enough, it helps to build character.”

“I wholeheartedly agree”, Anna smiled. “And if he has stolen the apples, he really does deserve it.”

“Yes, that is true”, the old lady said. She thought about it for a minute. “In that case you do not have to hold back.”

The maid curtseyed with a wide smile on her face.

“As you wish.”

***

Nick was concentrating on a book, when the maid barged into his room with a stern look on her face.

“You have done it now, young man”, she scolded. “Take your clothes off, I want you naked in the woodshed in three minutes.”

“But I have not done anything!” the boy instantly defended himself.

“Three minutes. A second more and you will not be sitting down for a week”, Anna exclaimed.

Nick was left flabbergasted, but he knew he had no choice. He quickly pulled down his jeans and removed his shirt, only hesitating for a moment with his underwear. Soon he was without any clothing or any idea about why he was going to get punished. He was certain that he had not done anything, but the young maid seemed to be sterner than usual. He opened the door, covered his genitals with his hands and quickly jogged to the woodshed, hoping that no one would be watching. A single look at the unclothed boy would instantly tell that he had been naughty again, and painful and embarrassing discipline would soon be following.

When he got to the woodshed, the maid was already testing the bendiness of her long riding whip. One look at the sturdy whip being almost folded in double was enough to tell how it would wrap around your bare buttocks. The maid looked at her with a stern gaze.

“Do not cover yourself, Nick”, she chastised the boy. “Put your hands over your head, you are being punished.”

The boy hesitated for a second, before doing as commanded.

“What did we agree about needing two punishments during the same week?”

“But I have not done anything”, the boy kept protesting. Standing bare naked in the woodshed in front of the riding crop, he could already tell how well his protesting would work.

“Do you want to get extra for lying? I talked to the lady from next door. Stealing apples at your age, how dare you?”

“But I have not stolen any apples…” Nick muttered.

“Are you calling the lady a liar?” the maid questioned, her voice getting angrier by the minute.

“Well, no. But…” Nick started. He did not know how to finish the sentence.

“No buts, young man. I have talked to the lady, and she insisted on a severe punishment. That is what thieves deserve. Now get over the wooden sawbuck.”

The boy did not want to move. He had not stolen any apples and he knew it full well. For a brief moment he thought that she would have to know it too, he had never stolen apples in his life. The whole idea was preposterous.

“Get over the sawbuck right now, young man!” the maid commanded, and enforced her words by swinging the riding crop through air.

The sound made Nick’s heart skip a beat. Fearing for the repercussions, he did as he was told. He lowered his waist on the cold wood and grabbed the legs of the horse with his hands. The skin on his behind tightened and he could feel his butthole and testicles becoming visible.

“Widen your stance, legs apart. Do not be embarrassed now, you know that you have deserved this.”

The boy moved himself into an even more revealing position.

“Wider”, the maid kept urging.

The boy moved his legs as far as he could.

“Good. Now did you steal the neighbour’s apples?” the maid questioned.

“No”, the boy insisted.

The crop landed full force on his behind, with the tip biting deep into his right buttock. The harsh swat instantly seemed to bite through his skin and into the muscle. The boy gasped for air through the burning pain.

“Did you steal the neighbour’s apples?” the maid continued.

“I said no.”

The whip came down on his left buttock, instantly leaving a bright red mark. The wincing boy had to move his legs around.

“Keep your legs apart. We can stay here all night, but I am not moving onto your actual punishment until I have heard a confession. These strokes do not count”, the maid said. The tip of her crop moved on to fondle the boy’s testicles. “Did you steal the neighbour’s apples?”

The boy ceded. He knew that they would actually go on for all night if he did not confess to the deed which he had not done.

“Yes. I am sorry, Miss Anna”, the boy said.

“Good”, the maid said with a smile on her face. She moved the crop slowly on the boy’s back. “And what do naughty thieves deserve?”

The boy did not want to say it, so the maid helped her. The shaft of the swinging riding crop left a red line on the boy’s behind. Nick screamed.

“I asked you a question, young man”, the maid urged.

“A punishment”, the defeated boy admitted.

The whip struck again. Every stroke turned her bottom into a deeper shade of red, and every stroke burned deeper. The boy was grinding his teeth.

“What kind of punishment?” the maid kept teasing him.

“A hard punishment?” Nick half-asked, hoping that the answer was correct

“As you wish, young man”, the maid said. The whip landed full force, leaving a deep red tramline on the middle of his buttocks.

Nick felt like his ass was on fire and he could barely keep himself together, but the boy did not dare to change his position. The wide stance meant that he could not contract his bottom, so his buttocks were in perfect position the whole time. He knew that moving around would only result in extra punishment.

“Naughty young boys like you really do need severe punishments. That is the only way you will learn. I do not want to see you stealing ever again, do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Anna”, the boy bleakly admitted.

The tip of the whip came down on his right buttock, then on the left. When he tried to catch his breath, the right buttock was struck again. Every blow of the heavy whip felt like he was being branded with a hot iron. The boy shuffled his feet, grasped on the wood full force with his hands and tried not to cry. But the pain was too much, and soon the first tears were falling down his cheek.

The joyous maid whirled her crop around, enjoying the painful screams. She knew that she was getting through to him. She did not care whether he had actually stolen the apples this time, she only cared about the valuable lesson that he was learning. The boy would certainly not be stealing anything in the future.

She gently moved his hair out of his face and inspected the tears. The boy did not want to look at her.

“Oh my, are you crying?” the maid asked with a mocking voice.

When the boy did not answer, the crop soon landed on his thighs. The sharp lash of the tip instantly left a blue bruise on the boy’s right thigh. The boy screamed and tried to cover his thigh with his hand.

“Move your hand right now, young man, or I will tie you down to the sawbuck”, the maid lectured. The trembling boy obediently did as he was told.

“I asked you a question. Are you crying?”

The boy snivelled and tears kept falling down his face.

“Yes, Miss Anna”, the boy sheepishly agreed.

“Good, that means that you are learning your lesson”, the maid said while inspecting the red stripes and bruises on the boy’s behind. The stripes from the whiplashes began mixing up with the earlier stripes from the switching, and soon the boy’s behind was filled with painful evidence of what kind of lessons he had been learning.

“But that does not mean that your punishment is over. I want to really drive this lesson into your head. Keep still and keep your bottom in the air.”

The boy tried to brace himself, but he knew that the whacks would only become more severe and more painful at that point.

A heavy lash landed on his behind, and the tearful boy screamed. The burning pain was too much, every stroke felt worse than the one before. His hands moved back to cover his behind again.

“Get your hands into position right now, young man! Do you want to start over from the beginning again?”

“I am sorry, Miss Anna. Please no…” the boy lamented.

The biting tip of the whip bit deep into his left thigh. The boy was shaking uncontrollably, but he did his best to keep his hands before him.

“Move your hands one more time, and we are repeating this lesson tomorrow, do you understand?”

“Please…” the boy managed to mutter through tears.

The whip struck again, once more on his thighs. The boy screamed, while his thighs began to get covered in purple welts.

“Do you understand?” the maid asked again.

“Yes, Miss Anna. I am sorry, Miss Anna”, the boy screamed.

The whip landed on his thigh again, and again, and again. The boy kicked and wailed without control; his face filled with tears. His bottom and thighs were covered in bright welts, with clear purple bruises on the places where the tip of the whip had landed. One look was enough to tell that the welts would not be healing in one week.

“No more stealing. Do you understand, Nick?”

The boy wept, but he knew that he had to answer quickly, or the crop would strike again.

“No more stealing”, he managed to reply.

The riding crop fell on the ground next to him.

“Good. Now get up and get on your knees on the gravel. And no touching your bottom”, the maid commanded.

Nick moved up and winced. Even moving was enough to make the burning behind worse. He got down on his knees, and instantly he could feel the sharp gravel biting on his knees. It felt almost as bad as the welts on his ass.

“Put your hands on your head, stay still and think about your behaviour.”

“Yes, Miss Anna”, the boy meekly admitted.

“I will come back to get you in one hour, and then we will go up to the neighbour and you will apologize to the lady. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Anna.”

“And do not even think that you will get to dress for that trip. I want her to see what happens to thieving young men in this house.”

The boy wanted to wipe the tears from his face, but he did not dare to move his hands again. The slightest mistake could result in another thrashing.

“Yes, Miss Anna”, he silently whispered. The sharp gravel bit into his knees.
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