



Maid For Pleasure


Annie was sure that it his wasn’t right, but knew better than to question it. Jake had already left rather than take his punishment, but Annie needed the job. What gave them the right to decide that staff could not fraternise? She spent so much of her time at the Big House, even when she wasn’t actually working, that it was inevitable that sometime romance would blossom with on of the stable lads or kitchens hands. She had been in service all her life, and although she had made the odd mistake or two apart from an occasional scolding when she was younger, she had never been in serious trouble before. Since Jeremy Henchcliffe took over the ‘Big House’, however, things where different. All the domestic staff found him over-bearing and many had moved on.


As Annie waited in her small room, the worry and anticipation of the outrage was weighing heavily on her on her mind. Michael, the butler, seemed to take great pleasure in outlining all the details and protocol of her impending punishment. The very fact that protocol was involved puzzled Annie and it only served to fuel her fears. She was to wait to be called up to the Blue Rom (The main dining room of the house used for all formal occasions) The other staff would all be present to witness the beating which would be carried out by Master Jeremy himself.


The bell rang and the light above her little bed flashed; they were ready for her. She went to the door and saw that Michael was waiting to take her upstairs. He never spoke a word as he escorted her through the kitchens and into the hall lobby. He knocked on the large oak door and the butterflies in Annie’s stomach turned somersaults.


“Enter” The Master called in his booming voice.


“Your housemaid, Annie, Sir” he said holding open the door for the girl. She entered into the room and could see her colleagues, some of whom she knew and counted as friends and some whom she had never before seen in her life. Such was the turnover of staff since Jeremy had bought the Big House. Anyway, Annie would only ever have had regular contact with a handful, the other maids and the housekeeper. Each area of expertise within the House was kept completely separate. All the servants of Henchcliffe House were assembled in a semi circle facing the French windows, which overlooked the magnificent gardens.


A gap was made in the neatly assembled line and Annie was pushed through by Michael who then took his place in the crescent, leaving Annie in the centre looking at Master Jeremy and a peculiar looking wooden frame, shaped rather like a trestle.


“Take your dress of then girl, we haven’t got all day The Master swished his cane in the air several times in her general direction as if he was practising his strokes. Annie had been told to wear ‘full’ uniform for the occasion, which mean white hat, black maids dress, and black stockings (even though most of the girls wore tights these days). She lifted the dress over her head and knowing what was required of her, folded it neatly and handed it to Mrs Mangold, the housekeeper.


“John and Andrew, if you please” Master Jeremy beckoned to the two foot men forward and in regimented fashion the each took one arm and led Annie towards the frame.


“Bend over girl!” Jeremy snapped, he was not known for his patience, and Annie leant forward whilst the two footmen fastened her wrists to the frame. Similarly they attached her ankles to the other side. Her body now formed an inverted letter ‘V’ with her stocking clad legs and black panties facing inwards towards the assembled throng. She could hear the swish of the Jeremy’s cane as he rehearsed some more. Jeremy Henchcliffe was quite a good looking man. Strong and athletic, indeed it was always a bit of a mystery as to why there was no Mrs Henchcliffe; there was his mother of course, who came to live with him in the ‘Big House’, but no wife; the staff often gossiped about the reasons for that but no-one really knew.


“Michael will keep the score – are you ready girl?” he said


Yes Sir” She replied in a quivering Keep the score? She thought he thinks he’s treating it like a game of Rugby.


The first stroke cut into her rear and Annie’s natural reaction was to try and straighten up; her bonds prevented that. She let out a loud cry and screamed “No Please!”


“Silence girl or I’ll add some more” Jeremy responded to her pleas. “Of course if you feel you can’t take another nineteen strokes we could half that number, but they have to be applied to you bare bottom”


Annie had been given this choice at the outset but declined, now, however, she figured, having got over the initial embarrassment how much worse could it get? and her thin panties were offering no protection against the whip of the Master. More importantly she reasoned to herself, ten strokes are better than twenty. She said yes and Jeremy pulled down her silky black underwear to reveal a glowing red stripe across Annie’s backside.

The cane struck again “Two” Michael said in a crisp clear voice. Annie bit her lip

“Whoosh – Three” So far all three strokes had fallen on different places, but the fourth one 

landed on the same area as the first; both her rump was throbbing. Jeremy was no slouch with the whip; he had used it many times. Annie screwed up her face with the pain and tried to focus ion something different as Mrs Mangold had told her to. It seemed to work and she drifted into a semi unconscious state; she didn’t hear Michael call out” Six…Seven....Eight…..Nine” Jeremy changed direction for the last blow, striking the helpless girl vertically in the valley between her well rounded bottom cheeks. The cane hit a sensitive and very intimate spot and she shrieked out in agony, unable any longer to control herself. Her body jerked with her sobbing and her yells drowned out the call of “Ten” from the butler.


Annie was weeping loudly now but she heard rustling as Michael held up the Masters jacket for him to put back on. She heard footsteps as everyone filed out and back to their duties. Eventually John and Andrew released her from the trestle frame and left her in the care of Mrs Mangold


“There there my dear” she said wiping Annie’s eyes She pulled carefully pulled up the girls knickers and helping her back into her dress.


“Come with me and we’ll get you straightened up. I’m afraid the Master wants you back at work in fifteen minutes, but I’m sure I can cover for you for a bit longer if you need it.” The maid was still crying as the Housekeeper took her into her own quarters. She wiped Annie’s tears again and applied some soothing cream to the assaulted area. Her backside was salmon pink with angry stripes zigzagging across it; the Master had been very cruel!


Somehow Annie got through that day but it took several more days, before the bruising began to fade. The experience left Annie far more careful in all she did; she was scrupulous about her behaviour and within a few weeks the incident was forgotten, although it did leave a deep scar on her subconscious.


Over the next year or so, Annie witnessed several more beatings, but never returned to the Blue Room herself in such humiliating circumstances. In fact gradually Master Jeremy came to regard Annie as competent and a good worker; he grew to appreciate her innocent beauty as she matured into a beautiful young woman. She was promoted fairly quickly as some staff left for pastures new and ultimately Annie became Assistant Housekeeper , over all the other maids and responsible only to Mrs. Mangrove (and of course Jeremy.) This caused some resentment amongst the staff particularly the house-maids, but by this time Annie was spending at lot of time in the company of Jeremy, even to the extent of sleeping with him on more than one occasion.


It was during one of their more passionate nights together that they were overhead The maids regularly listened in the passionate love making of their master and his paramours and now that Annie was the guest in his chamber it had even more spice. 

“I love you Annie Dunston” he said stroking her velvet breast with a gentle 

brushing motion “You’ve grown into a beautiful woman” he continued “a lovely sweet thing, 

so fragile”


“Thank you” Annie replied languidly “Yes I am fragile but that didn’t stop you caning my bum that time!” she reminded him


“Never again my love, I promise; and nobody else will either, I won’t let anyone near your gorgeous backside ever again” he smiled “Except me of course” he added and ran his fingers across her buttocks causing a ripple of excitement within her body.


All the staff knew that Annie was now Jeremy’s lover, Mrs Henchcliffe, his mother had also got to hear, it was her maid Julie that was eavesdropping on their conversation that night and deliberately let it slip in conversation with her mistress. Margaret Henchcliffe was the original matriarchal figure; she was very over powering and resented her son carrying on with a ‘servant girl.’ She challenged her son about it many times but he just dismissed her enquiries.

“She’s a good worker” is all he would say. Mrs Henchcliffe knew she wasn’t going get anywhere with Jeremy, so she agreed with his assessment of Annie and asked that the maid be reassigned to her for a few days, on the pretence that Julie was unwell. Annie cheerfully accepted her new role and was meticulous in her cleaning of the suite, she was naively unaware of the undercurrent both from Mrs Henchcliffe and the other staff, but when a valuable ornament went missing, the loss was reported to Jeremy.

“I think the girl has stolen it or broken when she was dusting and got rid of the evidence” Margaret Henchcliffe said to her son.

“Are you sure Mother? “he asked

“Oh course, I’m not senile yet!” she indignantly replied.

Jeremy was not convinced but sent for the maid, who arrived with her usual promptness, and politely curtseying before Mrs Henchcliffe.

“My mother appears to have lost an extremely valuable ornament Annie , Do you know anything about the blue dolphin on a silver plinth?”

“No Sir” Annie replied “I remember the item well it was on the mantelpiece to the left of the clock. It was there yesterday.” She continued.

“Of course it was there yesterday, you’ve broken haven’t you?” Margaret interrupted.

“No Marm, I have not” 

“Then why is it missing?” Mrs Henchcliffe continued her tirade whilst Jeremy looked on somewhat bemused.

“I really have no idea” Annie respectfully replied.

Jeremy looked puzzled, and worried, he could not doubt his mother’s word, certainly not in front of a maid. Moereover the ornament was very expensive!


“It’s irreplaceable” Mrs Henchcliffe continued as if reading her son’s mind


“Mother” Jeremy finally decided to take charge “This isn’t getting us anywhere”


“She should be punished” The woman retorted.


“Annie will you wit outside a moment” Jeremy said as courteously as he dare, and once Annie was out of earshot, her mother fired her main salvo at him.


“Just because you are fond of the girl you can’t be seen to giving her special treatment. You can’t have favourites, how will it look to the rest of the staff. No, she must pay for the item or be punished severely.”


“Don’t be silly mother, where is a maid, going get £900 from?”


“So punish her!” she retaliated


“I can’t” Jeremy dropped his eyes, his mother could always tell if he was hiding something, even when he was very small.


“Why can’t you, you manage with all the others, Touch of scruples is it?” she went in for the kill.


“I promised her” Jeremy admitted.


“Ah I see, would that be the promise never to whip your lovely arse ever again line” Mrs Henchcliffe quizzed looking straight at Jeremy.


“Yes but how did you….”


“never mind , but there is still a way to punish her and keep u#your opromise”


“How so? He asked


“Let someone else do it” she answered smiling tru#iumphantly


“ No even that would break my word”


“What exactly did you promise this wench


“Never to have her backside caned again” Jeremy replied.


“Oh is that all, well we’ll have to think of somewhere to cane then”


“What are you suggesting Mother?”


“I would have thought that was obvious!” Margaret Henchcliffe stood glaring at her son. He was at a loss to know what to do. He couldn’t call his own mother a liar, and was true he could let Annie go unpunished if she was guilty of theft or breakage. He rang the bell and summoned the maid back into the Drawing Room. Mrs Henchcliffe fresh from her victory took control. ”The Master and I have discussed the matter and feel your answers are unsatisfactory” Annie made to speak but the woman raised her hand to stop the interruption “No matter we have decided ion your punishment: you will receive 30 lashes”


“But the master..” Annie stopped herself from saying what she wanted


“Yes girl, you were going to say that the Master had promised never to have your backside whipped again, is that not so?” Mrs Henchcliffe was enjoying herself


“Yes Marm”


“And the Master is a man of his word; Henchcliffes do not break promises; you will be whipped on the front of your body, you will of course be stripped first.” She smiled sweetly at Annie. The maid looked over towards Jeremy who averted his gaze from her; he could see the fear in her eyes.


“Please Master” she said. He had no time to answer; Mrs Henchcliffe relished the role of Witch finder General set out for herself and intervened over the awkward silence


“Tomorrow morning straight after breakfast report to the library and Michael will be waiting for you.”

Annie virtually ran back to her quarters, she felt her world had fallen apart, she couldn’t understand her crime, where had she gone wrong? Once again her sin seemed to have been falling in love. She threw herself on the bed and cried herself to sleep at the thought of the atrocity. She was woken by Mrs Mangold

“Come on girl, you’ve overslept” she said shaking Annie vigorously. We’ve all been very busy trying to help you. You still have some friends here you know”

“Thank you Mrs M but unless you can find the ornament its hopeless” Annie answered

“We think the old lady’s hidden it, tell you later but we got most of the story from Julie, I’ve girls looking for the dolphin now. My only fear is that we may be too late, you are expected upstairs in half an hour.” Mrs Mangold helped Annie to her feet then hurried off to organise her minions.

The thirty minutes were the fastest if Annie’s life. Michael arrived to escort her upstairs

“I’m not quite ready” Annie said “My uniform”

“It doesn’t matter” the butler responded “ From what I hear you won’t be wearing it anyway” he didn’t laugh, Michael never did, but Annie got the impression he wanted to.

As the library clock struck nine the naked whimpering girl was tied to the frame, assembled e in front of the watching staff. This time she stood upright, her body making a ‘X’ shape, she had her back to the window and faced Jeremy. The stable lads and boot boys all gazed on her exposed body as it writhed in the leather straps.

Jeremy’s first blow stroke Annie across the belly. He was half hearted, and Mrs H could see he lacked any conviction. She took the cane from her son and handed it to Michael. 

“The Master is feeling unwell will you take over please Michael” she said. “Thirty strokes please, may I suggest you start at the top and work downwards.”

Mrs Mangold was present and looked on in horror as Michael raised the whip in his right hand. Why didn’t Jeremy do something, she was angry. She looked at her watch waiting for her two maids to put in an appearance; fortunately no-one had noticed they were missing, but they all turned and noticed them when they emerged from the side door. One of them was holding the Blue Dolphin and she handed it to Mrs Mangold.


Annie was till reeling from Michaels’ first two strokes across her bosom. The pain was indescribable; she could see the angry red stripes already appearing on each breast. She was oblivious to the conversation in front of her.

“They found it in a cupboard in M’lady’s dressing room” the housekeeper said handing the ornament over to Jeremy. He took the keepsake and held it up towards his mother; he dismissed the astonished staff -much to the annoyance of the stable boys, and sent his mother to her quarters, asking Michael to lock her in. He turned towards the wriggling captive. Annie was crying openly, her tits were on fire. Jeremy knelt in front of her and gently stroked the reddening breasts with his fingers. Her nipples began to respond to his touch and she lifted her head to look into the Masters eyes. His face was one of genuine sorrow, true he was weak, he didn’t stand up to his mother, but he was remorseful, she could see that. She wanted to be cut free to have him hold her close and was about to ask when Jeremy buried his head between her luscious thighs and delved his tongue deep into her cunt. She struggled once more in her bonds, but this time it was in frenzy as he took her to the very pinnacle of her desires.
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