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Spanking His Maid: A Submissive Discipline Story


Chapter One

My employer, one Mr. Harold Jeremy Stanford, wanted to spank me if I misbehaved as his maid.

It was in our contract that if I cleaned for him, became his dutiful, obedient around-the-clock maid, then he could punish me in however manner he saw fit. Most often, the contract stipulated spankings, but there were other punishments he could inflict on me depending on the severity of my misbehavior and the mistake. For example, if I failed to address him as Master when so required, then he could take my orgasms away for the day—if not longer. If I touched myself without his explicit permission in defiance of him, then he could put me over his lap, push up my skirt, pull down my panties, and spank me until my ass was beet red. Until I was good for him. Until he trained me proper.

I had smiled at him softly as I read the contract over on the opposite end of his desk, in the quiet, introspective space that was his office. The paper in front of me really had been quite something. Ever since I started college, I worked as a maid to get by, often cleaning apartment complexes, motels, and the like. Nothing too fancy, or too lucrative. Enough to pay rent and live meagerly below my means, and that was all. The opportunity to clean the massive seaside mansion of millionaire Mr. Stanford was a lot to take in, to say the least of it. Living alone on the property ever since his wife passed away, Mr. Stanford rarely had visitors, nor did he have the time to do household chores while occupied with his businesses and many hobbies. Being his personal maid would be a perfect fit for the both of us.

But he didn't just want a personal maid to simply clean his floors, now did he? No. He had wanted far more than that. He wanted a submissive to dominate. He wanted me.

“Keep reading, Natalie,” he had commanded me, fidgeting slightly in his chair.

I had batted my eyelashes at him, sweetly, innocently. For a man who wanted to so thoroughly dominate me, he was rather nervous. According to him he had interviewed many women for the job over the past several weeks, but none of them caught his attention like I had. I didn't have to guess to figure out why. I was likely the only one not turned off by his proposal to make me his obedient maid. He demanded a lot from this job.

But lucky for him, I had always been eager to please.

I had kept reading silently as golden afternoon sunlight streamed in through the open window blinds. Grabbing a pen from his desk, I underlined one sentence after another for later reference. I made a mental note to contact a lawyer. I wanted this contract to be bulletproof for us both.

I didn't have to worry. On and on, the contract enlightened our working relationship and how he expected me to behave on his property. What my duties were, what areas of the property he expected me to clean, when he required that the cleaning was done, and so on. The contract was extensive as it was detailed. Just above the dotted line, there was our safe word, one that I chose myself, ‘buttercup’, which at any time I could use to end a scene. There were a lot of rules and restrictions written into the contract so as to penalize Mr. Stanford if he didn't respect the safe word. In fact, if he continued a scene at all after I used ‘buttercup’, then not only did I cease to be his maid right then and there, but that I would be paid ten times my base salary on the spot.

Even for a rich recluse like my Master, a handsome sum like that was nothing to scoff at. It was not a rule he would ever break. Our contract together gave him good reason to treat me well, and for me to him.

“May I take this home?” I had asked politely as I stood from my chair and straightened my skirt. I had to admit, I like to leaving him in suspense. For the moment I signed the contract, I would have to submit to him, obediently and without any brattiness, but I hadn’t signed it yet, now had I?

“Yes, of course, Natalie. Please, by all means,” Mr. Stanford had said as I caught him admiring my backside. “I know that it's a lot to think about. This won't be like any of your previous cleaning positions. This will be a sexual relationship just as much as it is a working one. So please, take your time.”

“I will,” I had said, placing the contract into my purse before Mr. Stanford led me to the door. “I want some time to look over the contract, make sure that nothing is amiss. I'll also need to buy the maid outfit you want. Something nice, black and white, and frilly. I may have to get one ordered.”

“I can do that for you, Natalie,” Mr. Stanford said, not willing to burden me any more than necessary. At the doorway, he breathed in the sweet scent of my perfume and nearly toppled over. I had such an effect on him, even though we hardly knew each other. “My wife’s seamstress will be a perfect fit. Text me your sizes later. I'll have her create a range of outfits for you. You'll only have to wear them on the property and nowhere else.”

“Good.” I had smiled at him. Clearly he had put a lot of thought into his fantasy. Every possible detail he had thought of and carefully planned out ahead of time. Except one. Me.

I came home that night and set the contract on my bedsheets as I thought it over. To be honest, the money didn't really matter to me, although it would certainly be a nice bonus. What was on my mind instead was the fact that if I put down my signature on that piece of paper, I would be his submissive, for now and until the end of my employment, whenever that would be.

Mr. Stanford would be able to spank me, punish me, do whatever he wanted to me. He could make me work naked if he so wanted to—the contract stipulated that my manner of dress, and undress, was to be determined entirely by him. Masturbation? He could have me do that too. He could also command me to service his cock, and indeed, a part of the contract said that I was to give him a blowjob at least twice every week. He could use all of my holes and cum in any of them to his desire. As my master, he could do whatever he wanted to.

It would've been absurd of me to sign it. And yet…

I put down my signature on the contract later that night, smiling to myself as I printed out a copy for safekeeping. I'll be good for you, Mr. Stanford, I thought to myself, already a bit excited at all the possibilities on my first day at work. I'll be the best good girl I can be…


Chapter Two

My master spanked me five days later, when I touched myself without permission.

I didn't mean to, but really, I just couldn't help it. I had never had my own orgasm denied before, and after only four days of work, my pussy was dripping, aching for some kind of relief each day I finished my duties and returned home. Although Mr. Stanford couldn't control what I did in the privacy of my own apartment, I did what I was told in accordance with the contract. No touching. No cumming. Not without my master’s permission.

The routine for each day was more or less the same. Bright and early, I would arrive and change clothes into one of the frilly French black and white maid costumes you can see for yourself online. I wasn't allowed to wear underwear underneath. In fact, I could only wear what Mr. Stanford gave to me that day. If he gave me nothing, he said, that he expected me to work naked. My master hadn't taken advantage of that freedom just yet, but I expected him to. Once I was better trained.

Once dressed, I would clean the mansion, tidying up any room that Mr. Stanford deemed worthy of my time. The vast size, coupled with the fact that my master was usually the only one present, made sure that many of the rooms were unexplored. There was a tennis court and swimming pool, a library, office, a personal gym stocked with all the exercise equipment one could ever need, on top of four guest rooms and three master bedrooms. There was a vegetable garden that Mr. Stanford grew and maintained himself. He took great care of the property, even though only he could appreciate it before my arrival. It was pleasant exploring the property the first few days I acted as his maid. Most of the time, I could do whatever I wanted. It was clear that ‘cleaning’ was low priority compared to the other expectations my master had of me as his maid.

After a few hours, my master would call me into his office for a personal inspection. He would have me stand in the middle of the room, still like a statue, as he walked around me, drinking in every part of my body, as if I were a fine piece of art. He would undress me slowly, working down my body until I was bare for him. He would grope my breasts, finger my cunt, breathe down my neck, tease my nipples, if anything just to see if he could get a reaction out of me.

I would moan for him. The first sign that I was beginning to submit. He smiled at that.

While I still stood there in the office dressed in nothing but the waning sunlight from the window blinds, my master retrieved a vibrator hidden in a compartment in his desk. He put it inside me, strapping it around my thigh, then had me dress.

“From now on, I expect you to work with this on,” my master said, a proud, satisfied smile on his face. “You’ll insert at the start of the day when you change clothes. You're not allowed to turn it off or on. Is that understood?”

I blushed slightly. He had a lot more tricks up his sleeve than I expected from him. “Yes, sir,” I nodded. “What do you plan to do with it?”

“This.”

I shivered as I felt the vibrator suddenly switch on and make my knees buckle. Fuck, it was on a high setting. The vibrator buzzed and buzzed, making it all but impossible to stand straight, to the point that I had to hold up my weight by pressing my hand down on my master’s desk.

There was no way he could expect me to do any kind of work wearing this. And yet, he did.

The device switched off a moment later, and I breathed in deeply, beads of sweat already forming at my temples. fifteen seconds. All it took was fifteen seconds to make me melt in front of Mr. Stanford.

“I expect you to work wearing it from now on, Natalie. I will turn it on and adjust the setting periodically throughout the day, tease you, to see what buttons I can press. You're not allowed to take it out. Is that understood?”

I nodded slowly. “Yes, Master. I'll be good for you. I won't take it out, I promise.”

“Good girl.”

It was almost frustrating how those two words could make me feel. With permission to put my clothes back on, I left his office and went back to work, scrubbing the floors dutifully, making sure not to miss a single spot. At first, I expected that I would work peacefully, even with his vibrator inside me. Mr. Stanford usually preferred to keep to himself during the afternoon and evening, setting the time aside to write a novel in the privacy of his office while I worked around the property. He was a man who liked to stay busy, caring little for distractions. Everything, in some way, shape, or form, was curt and planned down to the letter with him. Even our dynamic.

…Until I felt the vibrator buzz again, making me bite my lip as I sat there on my hands and knees scrubbing the floors. Off and on, off and on, off and on, seemingly with no discernible pattern whatsoever, the vibrator teased my pussy. Sometimes it was at a high setting that made it almost impossible for me to work, often for only a few brief moments before turning back off. But at other times the buzzing would stay on at a low setting, often for tens of minutes at a time, as if each time he simply forgot about it as he went back to writing.

He was such a tease.

Even with the vibrator on, I did my best to do what I had to, cleaning and sweeping the floors and picking fruits and vegetables to bring inside from my master’s garden. I knew I wasn't allowed to touch myself, even though that rule became increasingly hard to obey. Before long the only thing I could think about is touching myself. My mind was obsessed with putting my hand down my skirt.

And that was after only a single day. Only a handful of hours.

I returned home and did my best to stay obedient, because I knew my master would be able to tell if I did have an orgasm while I was away. During his inspection of me, he would notice in a heartbeat. There was no hiding without any clothes.

For the next few days, master commanded me to put the vibrator on as I got dressed in my maid’s costume. Then, he would turn on the device more and more throughout the day. I almost started to get frustrated at his teasing. With each inspection, his touch grew more invasive, more handsy, as if to see if he could get me moaning just through light touches alone. Each time, I would be a good girl. Obedient. Doing whatever my master asked of me. Without question.

But by the fifth day I just couldn't take it anymore. I needed to fucking touch myself. I needed to cum. When I thought my master would be busy writing, I snuck into one of the many vacant guest rooms to take care of myself. I threw everything off, my skirt, blouse, stockings, heels, bra, panties—everything. I don't know why, but I simply needed to feel every inch of my body after being denied for so long. I collapsed on the bed and spread my legs wide, throwing one hand over my mouth to stay silent as I played with myself to my heart's content. I couldn't help but let out a moan or two. I was absolutely animalistic.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…” I breathed through my fingers as my thighs shivered and my orgasm hit me like a train. It had to be the best orgasm I ever had. My pussy was pink, puffy, and twitching, insatiable—even after just one orgasm. I knew that I would be punished swiftly, but I didn't care—I would just do my best to hide it during the next inspection. I kept mindlessly rubbing my pussy as I closed my eyes, not even bothering to keep track of the time. By the end I was caked in sweat, so exhausted that all I could do was lay there and pant for air.

Meanwhile, the vibrator turned on and off at the side of the bed, doing nothing but make a low buzzing noise. There were no cameras in my master’s mansion. I knew that for certain because of the contract. He probably thought that it was still inside me, making a mess of my pussy as I tended to my duties.

I giggled impishly, a thief successfully getting away with her prize.

…But not for long.


Chapter Three

My master caught me instantly when I undressed for his inspection. His expression turned cold, and he studied me sharply, his hand rubbing his chin, as I blushed in his presence. “You touched yourself,” Mr. Stanford said sternly as his knowing gaze penetrated me. At this point in my orgasm denial, I should've been begging him for permission to touch myself, but instead I was completely relaxed. Too relaxed. The fact that I was satisfied and no longer pent up was practically drawn on my face. “Admit it to me. Now.”

My blush turned into honest embarrassment. “Master, I—“

“I can see your pussy well enough. You fucking touched yourself without me. Come here. Now.”

I bit my lip. I knew what the contract called for in this moment. And it made me wetter just thinking about it.

“Yes, Master,” I said as Mr. Stanford led me to his favorite chair where I could lie on his lap. Ass up, head down. The position required for a bare bottom punishment. “I want to be a good girl for you, Master. I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to touch myself. But after five days I just had to. Please, Master, I want to be good!”

Master didn't respond as I arched my back and sat still in his lap. I look down to the floor, wondering what he was thinking. Until I realized… that this was his plan, wasn't it? To tease me with a vibrator for so long that I had no choice but to disobey him, so he had the perfect excuse to spank my ass raw.

When we first discussed details over the contract, Mr. Stanford admitted that spanking was one of his favorite kinks. And now, he was going to be able to enjoy himself. I had to give him credit for his patience. Five days, nearly a week of waiting just for this moment.

I turned to my head and watched as he rolled up his sleeves and revealed his strong, veiny forearms. Even at fifty he took great care of himself. A wide, confident grin was on his face. I shivered slightly as he groped my ass cheeks and parted them, gliding his fingertip over my shaven asshole. Up and down, up and down, he ran his finger over my holes, seeing what kind of reaction he could get from me before striking my bare bottom. “Stay still, and don't make a sound,” Master commanded me. “I'll spank you harder if you do. Say ‘Yes, Master.’”

I bit my lip and felt my heart thump against my chest.“Yes, Master,” I said without any hesitation. I wanted it to be good for him. I braced myself, digging my nails into the side of the chair to better support myself.

…SPANK!

I gasped instantly as his hard, calloused palm struck my ass, but before I could even process the waves of pain sent throughout my body, my master hit me again, and again, and again, giving me no time to think as my ass grew red and sore. I had never been spanked like this before. I had never been spanked at all! Tears formed in my eyes as I tried my best to be good for my master, biting down on my knuckle so that I wouldn't moan. Between my inner thighs, my aching pussy twitched from my master’s successive blows. Up until this very moment, I didn't realize the pain could feel so good. Mr. Stanford spank me again, and again—if he was keeping track of the number, he was only doing it inside of his head. The contract I signed did not specify how many spellings I deserved for a punishment; the number was up to my master’s discretion.

“You're not going to touch yourself without your master’s permission,” Mr. Stanford growled in my ear, massaging my ass cheeks for only a few brief moments before spanking me again. “Is that understood, slut?”

I nodded. Not good enough. Gripping my chin and turning my head to the side so that I looked into his eyes, my master spanked me harder, so hard an audible clap shook my eardrums. My ass started stinging from the touch. He smacked me again, a little less aggressively this time, then caressed my ass as the waves of pleasure and pain reverberated through me. I felt my master sneak between my legs to run his fingers over my pussy lips, his fingers returning back to him wet with my arousal.

“Good,” Mr. Stanford set softly as he slowly pulled his hands away. He had me stand in front of him, and then turn so that he could admire my backside in the light. A tall body sized mirror in the room allowed me see it for myself. Sure enough, my ass cheeks were bright red from his spanking, slightly bruised from the successive hits. Slowly, I reached down to feel it myself. I bit my lip from the stinging sensation, but otherwise it felt good. It almost made me want to touch myself more, even though I knew I couldn't. Not without my master’s permission.

I turned to him and lowered my head. “I'm sorry for disobeying you, Master. I want to be a good girl for you. I promise to never do it again.”

“I know you won’t,” Mr. Stanford said, arms crossed, as he leaned back in his chair, a subtle satisfied look across his face. I could tell that an idea had just hit him just then, making his smile grow wider. “You really want to cum again, huh?”

I blushed, feeling like I wasn't quite sure what to do with myself. Standing naked in front of him like this, especially for a conversation, always made me feel even more naked. “Yes, Master,” I admitted. After five days of orgasm denial, one was just not enough. I needed more. “Yes, please. I want to touch myself again. For you.”

“No,” my master said as he unbuckled his belt, a wicked smile glancing back at me as he took his cock out. My eyes went wide. It had to be bigger than my own forearm, thick and veiny and oozing pre-cum at the tip. He stroked it from the base to the head, groaning slightly from the pleasure of that simple touch. I had been so focused on my own pleasure that it didn't even occur to me that my master should be pleasured, too.

I wanted to get on my knees to suck his cock until his balls were dry and all of his cum spilled down the back of my throat, but before I could lower myself, Master grabbed my arm, brought me close so I could sit on his lap. I realized then what he wanted me to do. To ride him, to bounce my already sore ass cheeks in his face.

“You’re not allowed to cum. Not until I do. Not until I give you permission. Is that understood?”

My cheeks blazed red as I turned around and slowly lowered myself onto the head of his cock. “Yes, Master. Your pleasure comes first. I just want to please you. I just want to be a good girl.”

“I know.” He held onto my neck, one hand grabbing my breasts as the other kept my balance. I squirmed and moaned from his touch as his thick cock slid into me. It was so fucking big that I could hardly take it all, but I tried to push each inch into my cunt. Even though my ass still stung, it felt nice to have it pressed up against Master’s stomach. Finally, when I got it all in, Master seemed proud of me as my pussy lips touched the base of his cock. “Good girl,” he whispered, his breath like fire down my bare shoulders, his strong hands refusing to pull away. “Start riding.”

It was difficult at first because of his spanking. But I didn't want to disappoint my master. Slowly, I worked up a steady pace, sliding his thick cock in and out of my wet cunt as Master roamed my body with his hands. There was not a single inch of my naked body he didn't want to explore. He cupped and squeezed my breasts, kissing my neck hungrily as his rough fingers brushed up against my nipples. I wanted to stay silent to be good to my master, just like he had told me, but it was no use. Sweet, passionate moans kept leaving my lips as I rode him faster and faster, sweat dripping down my temples, my heart pounding against my bare chest. He rubbed my ass cheeks again, just because he could. For a small second I wondered if he planned to spank me again, but instead he spanked something else. He slapped my breasts around once, then twice, delighted from how the pain made my moans even louder. My body surrendered itself to him. It didn't matter how he touched me, whether it was for pleasure or for pain, because I was in love with either one.

As I bounced on his cock, my master hit my breasts until they were just as bright red and sore as my ass cheeks. Still, I couldn't help but moan. I wanted to be good for him no matter what. After one final smack, he pulled his hands away, as if deciding against hitting again—only for me to grab his wrists and bring them back to my breasts.

He seemed surprised by that. Hell, I was surprised by myself, too. “I can take it, Master,” I said, feeling his cock twitch inside me as I said the words. “Punish me. Make me a good girl. Do whatever you want with me. I want to be your slutty obedient housemaid, Master. I promise!”

I could feel him about to orgasm inside me as he started to smack me again. He felt even closer with every hit, the more and more my breasts turned red from the palm of his hand. Even though it hurt, I didn't want him to stop. I bit my lip to resist the pain and moaned through my teeth, desperate for more, eager to take it for as long as I could. “Master,” I said softly. I knew I wasn't allowed to make commands, especially to him, but I just couldn't help it. “Cum inside me. Fill your obedient maid up with your cum…”

Master groaned, his cock spasming as hot, ropes of cum shot inside me. I gasped, the warmth blissful and heavenly as Mr. Stanford pulled me close and kissed my neck. My breasts were still so sore, but I let him wrap his arms around me, especially in this embrace. Another rope of cum filled me, then another, spilling down between my thighs. I never wanted this moment to end. I was so submissive to him now, so wonderful obedient in stark contrast to the brat I was before I signed the contract. I really was his now. And I felt wonderful.

“You’ll be expected to clean up this mess after you're done with the rest of your cleaning,” Master told me as I got back on my feet while he buckled his pants. I couldn't help but smiled at him as I reached for a hand towel tucked in my skirt to clean up the cum leaking between my thighs. “But good girl. You take your punishment well. How do you feel?”

“Lovely, although I sting a bit,” I said honestly as I gently placed my hand over my breasts. Red, sore, but not bruised. I did the same with my ass. The pain was worse there, but somehow felt better. It almost made me wish to break one of my master’s rules tomorrow just so he had an excuse to spank me again. Ideas, ideas… Maybe the bratty side of me wasn't gone after all.

“I should get back to dusting the library,” I said. “But thank you, Master. I know I needed to be punished.”

Mr. Stanford smiled. “Good. Get back to work. When you're finished you can clean up in here. After that, I'll see you when you leave for the day.”

I nodded. “Yes, Master.”

I reached for my clothes lying on the floor only for him to suddenly grip my wrist. I looked to him blankly. “Master?”

“No clothes,” he said sternly before releasing my hand from his grip. “You can finish the rest of your work without them.”

My cheeks blazed with embarrassment, but I wanted to be good. Dressed in only his cum and the beauty marks he left on my skin from his spankings, I left my frilly black and white maid outfit on the floor, leaving to perform the rest of my duties around the mansion.

For the rest of the day, my body stung ever so lightly from his spankings, a low dull feeling that made me all too eager to touch myself again. I didn't know what it was about my punishment that made me so aroused, but it did.

But I didn't touch myself. I wanted to be good.

And with my next inspection the very next day, I could tell that my master was pleased.

…

For the next several weeks, I worked as Mr. Stanford's personal maid, doing whatever was asked of me on his property as he continued to work on his story. Each day would be slightly different but largely the same as the day before. Cleaning, orgasm denial, sweeping, spankings, dusting, rough fucking. Despite my master’s continued use of the vibrator, I never touch myself without permission again. Instead he would give me permission later, during inspections when he knew I was good and obedient. I would masturbate for him after a long day, doing a striptease out of my maid costume so he could appreciate my body and all the marks he put on it. And he would fuck me again, pumping his cum wherever he desired on my body, just like the contract allowed him to.

After a month of this, the trial period stipulated in our contract was over, and I had the chance to look for another job if I wanted to. Mr. Stanford almost seemed a tad nervous that I would take the chance during his last inspection—he probably doubted he'd get even this far in disciplining me. True, the job was hard. But he had nothing to worry about. On Monday morning, like clockwork, I showed up again and dressed myself in the maid costume like I had so many days before.

“Natalie. What a welcome surprise seeing you again. So, you’re interested in still working for me,” Master said, arms crossed, as he looked me over, a small but happy smile across his face.

“Of course, Master,” I said as I grabbed my cleaning supplies from the closet, flashing him my ass just below my skirt in the process. “I love working for you. Even if you do struggle to keep your hands off me. Is the job a bit unusual? Of course… But having experienced it? I wouldn't take another job in the whole wide world.”

THE END
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