

Bad Boss

The perfect boss is not what she seems!

By Samantha Jones

WARNING: This book is for ADULTS ONLY! The following story contains explicit accounts of some very adventurous sexual activities and includes spanking, caning and very explicit sex scenes. It is not suitable reading for anyone under 18 years of age.

My name is Luke and I am a manager at a successful estate agents in London. I have a new boss who is very sexy, but I soon discover that she is more than just a little out of the ordinary.

Sometimes she is behaving as if she is a slightly kinky sex starved little slut and then on other occasions she becomes Ms. Grayling who is a very strict and merciless woman.

Every day I do not know whether I am going to have the most incredibly adventurous sex with her or whether I am going to be told to stretch across her office desk to be mercilessly punished by her.

Then she comes up with something that I did not see coming.  
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Chapter 1 Retirement Party

The day has finally arrived when Mr Grayling retires. He has been running the estate agents that he created for the last thirty years and in that time he has built it up to be of London’s biggest. The office deals with some of the Capitals most expensive properties and employs over forty staff. I have worked here for twelve years and in that time have moved up the ladder to become office manager. Not a bad feat for a thirty two year old man that works to live and not live to work.

Mr Grayling has told me to expect some interesting news tonight at his leaving party. I am quietly confident that he is going to announce that I am to take over as general manager. I cannot wait for this evening to arrive.

Finally six o’clock arrives and we all head to the Lion Inn across the road for some farewell drinks.

As I stand at the bar waiting for some drink I notice a woman standing alone. I am always on the lookout for interesting conquests since my wife left me two years ago after she found out that I had sold her Grandmothers wedding ring while I was having a lean spell with my gambling.

One of the perks of this job is that I have had more than my fair share of the office slag’s and temps since then, but I continue playing the field until I find Miss Right.

I eye the woman at the bar up and down and reckon that she is a little older than me, maybe mid thirties? She has medium length black hair and a very fit but maybe slightly plump figure? The way that she is dressed in a tight white blouse, tight grey skirt and long boots tells me that she is here looking to meet a man.

She sees me eying her up and down and gives me a lovely big smile.

Yes she is obviously gagging for it. Time to make my move!

I move closer to the woman and introduce myself.

“Hello I´m Luke. Are you waiting for someone?”

The woman slowly looks me up and down before she replies.

“Hi Luke, my name is Elizabeth. I am here for a leaving party. I start work at the estate agents across the road next week.”

Now I am interested!

She is slightly older than most of my previous conquests, but she will be a welcome extra notch on my bedpost if I play my cards right tonight.

I smile as I reel her in.

“That is great news Elizabeth. I will be your new manager. If all goes to plan tonight I will be general manager of the whole place. Don’t worry; I will make sure that I look after you.”

I point towards Mr. Grayling.

“That’s the old Dinosaur who is retiring today. As soon as he is out of the way I am going to modernise that place.”

I lustfully look Elizabeth straight in the eyes.

“Welcome to my team Elizabeth. Now let me get you a drink.”

Before Elizabeth can reply Mr. Grayling is standing on the small stage in front of us tapping a glass with a knife to get attention.

The pub falls silent as Mr. Grayling begins to speak into a microphone.

“Thank you all for coming tonight. I would like to keep this short and would just like to say that the bar is on me tonight.”

A loud cheer fills the room before Mr. Grayling continues.

“A big thank you to each and every one of you. I am going to miss you all.”

There is a pause as Mr. Grayling wipes away his tears before continuing.

“I have just one announcement to make before I leave you all to get on with some serious drinking. I need to introduce you to my predecessor. Your new general manager:”

He looks over to where Elizabeth and I are standing. I quickly put my drink onto the bar and straighten my suit.

Mr. Grayling then points to the two of us and jokes.

“I see that you are already sucking up to the new boss.”

I smile to myself as I think.

Elizabeth does not have a clue just how much she is going to be sucking if she wants to climb up the career ladder with me in charge of the office.

Still looking in our direction, Mr. Grayling then does a beckoning gesture towards the stage.

I straighten my jacket again and head towards where Mr. Grayling is standing, but he stops me in my tracks as he proudly announces.

“I would like to introduce you all to my daughter Elizabeth. She is going to be taking over from me as the new general manager.”

There is a loud round of applause as Elizabeth heads to the stage.

I am frozen to the spot!

Elizabeth takes the microphone from her father.

She speaks very confidently and clearly as if she is a television presenter.

“Thank you all for such a warm welcome. I will be in the office from Monday. I would like to let you all know a little about my background. I graduated at Oxford and then worked as an accountant for a few years before slowly working my way up the ladder in a well known estate agents in Chelsea. I have been general manager there for the last two years, but when dad offered me this I could not say no.”

There is another loud round of applause and when it quietens down Elizabeth continues.

“Just to let you know that I have picked up a few ideas over the years and I am going to be making a few changes which I am sure will make us more productive and give you all more earning potential. I am sorry but I have to leave early tonight as I have a few loose ends to tie up at my previous place, but I look forward to seeing you all on Monday. ”

Damn! Not only have I not got my promotion, but I have also made a fool out of myself. I also hate the way that woman sounds so confident.

I am beginning to dislike her already.

There is another loud round of applause as Elizabeth leaves the stage. She walks past me and says coldly.

“I look forward to seeing you in my office on Monday morning.”

Chapter 2  New boss

I worry all weekend about going into work on Monday morning after I had made a fool of myself in front of my new boss. I cannot help but to wonder what she had meant by.

“See you in my office on Monday morning.”

The new working week has arrived all too soon. Today I make sure that I arrive in the office on time.

The first thing that I notice when I arrive at my desk is that I have been given a brand new computer.

Good! Things are looking up already.

One of my work colleges, Ben comes over to my desk. He looks as if he is bursting to tell me something.

“Our new boss is in her office already. She has said that she wants to interview every member of her staff over the next few days. Here are the interview times.”

Ben passes me a sheet of paper from the pile that he is holding.

I look at the list and note that my interview is one of the first at 10.50 this morning. Already I start to feel a little apprehensive. I cannot afford to lose this job, my wages are only just covering my mortgage and gambling debts, and I know that I would not find a job paying this sort of salary while the country is still in the middle of a recession.

Over the next couple of hours I watch as, one by one my work colleges disappear into Elizabeth’s office, with quite a few of them coming out with red faces looking as if she has given them a hard time in there.

I try to think of a plan for when I am called in.

Should I apologise for the other night? No I think I will say nothing and hope that she has forgotten all about it.

At exactly 10.50 the receptionist answers her phone and then calls to me.

“Luke. Ms. Grayling will see you now.”

I try my best to look cool but find myself hurrying towards the office door.

I knock quietly.

A firm female voice answers.

“Enter.”

I fumble with the door handle for a second before entering the room.

Elizabeth is sitting behind the desk in front of me. She looks very different from the other night. Her hair is tied back and she is wearing glasses.

I stand in front of the desk for a few seconds and then Elizabeth looks up and says.

“Take a seat Luke.”

I sit and watch Elizabeth for a few minutes as she intently looks through some papers, pausing every now and then to glance at me.

Finally she puts the papers down before looking me straight in the eyes.

“Right then Luke: What do you think you can offer this business and what are your aims here.”

My mind goes blank. I cannot think how to answer this. I am panicking while I try to think of something.

Elizabeth finally puts me out of my misery.

“Ok! We will skip that question if it´s a bit too difficult for you. I have something much more serious that I need to talk to you about.”

She is scaring me now.

I see Elizabeth looking at some computers on the floor and recognise one of them as mine.

Her voice turns very serious as she continues.

“As a security measure I had all of the computers in the office checked over this weekend and it was discovered that you have been spending at least ten hours a week on gambling sites.”

We look at each other in silence for a minute before Elizabeth asks.

“Do you wish to say anything?”

I don’t know what to say. I know that this is probably going to cost me my job. I try to think of an excuse but I cannot!

With my head bowed I eventually squeak an answer.

“I am sorry Elizabeth. It will never happen again. From now on I will work harder than ever. I will make it up to you.”

My reply has made Elizabeth very angry. She raises her voice and very sternly replies.

“Please address me as Ms. Grayling!”

There is a long pause before Elizabeth continues.

“I see that you also spend a great deal of the company’s time each week looking at spanking and caning sites.”

My face starts burning. I can feel that it has turned bright red with the embarrassment.

Elizabeth looks over the top of her glasses at me and asks.

“Do you waste your time in the office having fantasises about being caned by a woman?”

She is correct I do have those fantasies, but I am way too embarrassed to speak, and even if wasn´t embarrassed I would never tell her my private thoughts.

Elizabeth gives me a few second and then continues.

“Be careful what you wish for. I would absolutely love to cane a self centred, bone idle man like you.”

She certainly says what she thinks, but the thought of me bending over in front of her as she holds a cane makes my cock go rock solid. I can feel it trying to push its way out of my trousers.

Elizabeth raises her voice again.

“Get out! I will decide what course of action I propose to take and will let you know later.”

As I stand I notice that Elizabeth is looking at the bulge in my trousers. I walk back to my desk trying in vain to cover the bulge with my hand.

Chapter 3  Come to my office

Later that afternoon I receive an email from Elizabeth which reads.

As soon as everyone has left this evening I want to see you in my office.

My heart starts to beat a little faster as I know what to expect in her office. I am surely going to be dismissed.

The rest of the afternoon passes slowly and I then wait impatiently as one by one my work colleagues say goodnight before they head home. I cannot but help to wonder if I will see any of them ever again.

Finally I am alone in the main office.

I nervously head to Elizabeth’s office and lightly tap on the door.

After about a thirty second wait I hear Elizabeth call out.

“Come in.”

I slowly enter her office closing the door behind me.

Elizabeth is standing with her back to me writing on a wall chart.

I nervously announce my arrival.

“You wanted to see me Ms. Grayling?”

Elizabeth takes a seat behind her desk and points to the other seat. I sit down across the table from her.

She thinks for a few seconds before speaking.

“I have been thinking over what to do with you. If you were just using the company’s time to gamble there would be just one option and that is obviously instant dismissal, with security immediately escorting you from the premises.”

I knew it I have lost my job!

Elizabeth then continues.

“Because you have also spent a lot of time looking at those spanking and caning sites I have another option.”

I am mesmerised wondering what the hell she is going to say next.

Elizabeth looks me straight in the eyes and says in a matter of fact sort of way.

“After looking at the data on your computer it appears that we have a mutual interest. You seem to like the idea of being caned by a woman and I am excited by the prospect of severely caning you.”

There is a long silence. I am not sure whether I am meant to reply or not, but then Elizabeth continues.

“The deal is this. Either I call security now to remove you from the premises or you agree to be caned by me and you keep your job.”

Silence again until Elizabeth asks.

“Well what´s it to be?”

It’s a no brainer for me, I can´t afford to lose my job and I have always fantasised about being caned by a woman but have always been too embarrassed to do anything about it.

Still embarrassed to say the words I reply.

“The second option.”

Elizabeth’s face instantly lights up. She is obviously delighted with my decision. I never knew that is was so easy to make a woman so happy.

Elizabeth instantly stands up and walks over to the corner of her office and unlocks the tall metal cabinet standing there.

I am shocked to see her take out a very long whippy looking cane!

As she walks back towards me with the cane I notice that it is bending under its own weight.

I have fantasised about this moment for most of my adult life.

But now I am not so sure!

Elizabeth brings the cane down onto her desk.

“WHOOOSH”     “WHAAACK”

The sound makes me jump back.

Elizabeth then speaks to me very calmly and clearly.

“I am going to give you just six strokes today, but if you move before I have finished or do not get into position fast enough you will get extra strokes. Take your jacket off so that I can get a proper aim.”

I take off my jacket and put it over the chair.

Elizabeth points to her desk with the long cane.

“Bend over the desk. If you move before I have finished I will start from the beginning again.”

I can’t believe this is happening; what an embarrassment!

But I will have to do as she says or I will lose everything.

I bend over the desk, gripping the other side firmly so that she cannot accuse me of moving. I suspect that six strokes will be enough; I don’t want to be given any more.

I jump! and almost let go of the desk as I hear a terrifying sound.

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

I am so glad that she was just taking practice swings. I hope that she is not planning on whacking me anywhere near as hard as that. Her cane sounds more like a whip as it screeches through the air.

I now feel the cane resting across my ass and I realise that my thin trousers are not going to give me much protection.

I then hear the terrifying sound of the cane cutting through the air again. This time the sound is even louder and intimidating!

“WHOOOOOSH”

But now the sound is followed by an even louder.

“WHAAAAACK”

As the long whippy cane wraps around my poor ass I hear Elizabeth squeal loudly with delight.

The stinging is unbearable. There is a fierce burning line right across and around both of my cheeks.

I quickly cover my ass with my hands and jump up before she can land another cruel stroke.

Elizabeth’s delight suddenly turns to anger.

“You have obviously decided on dismissal.”

I try to plead with her.

“But you are doing it so hard Ms. Grayling!”

Elizabeth is very angry now.

“I told you that I was going to cane you severely. I was only going to give you six strokes you wimp. This is your last chance. Get back across the table or get out and don’t come back.”

As scared as I am, I just cannot afford to lose this job. I stretch back across the table gripping the other side even more tightly, determined not to move again.

Elizabeth announces.

“Ok I will start your six strokes again. If you keep jumping up we will be here all night, but you are going to take your punishment one way or another.

I feel the cane lightly tapping my ass as Elizabeth adjusts her stance.

I jump as the cane taps the burning line that she has already made.

Elizabeth seems to find this amusing.

She reminds me of my predicament.

“Right I am ready now. I am going to give you the first stroke in ten seconds and the others about ten seconds apart. If you want more strokes just move before I have finished. I will be more than happy to give you extra.”

She sounds as if she is absolutely loving this. I am determined not to get any more of her cruel strokes than I have to, so I tighten my grip on the desk.

I now hear the terrifying sound again.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

Again Elizabeth squeals with delight.

“AHHHH”

The cane stings even more this time. She seems to be whacking me even harder.

I somehow manage to keep my position as she continues.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

Judging by the squealing sounds, Elizabeth is having the time of her life.

I am certainly not!

After three strokes my whole ass is burning, but I know that if I move she will start from the beginning again. I somehow manage to find the willpower to hold my position as she continues to cane me mercilessly.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

As the last stroke lands I instantly jump up clutching my burning ass.

Elizabeth screams out.

“I didn’t tell you to get up. Bend back over for another stroke.”

I reluctantly bend back over the table and a few seconds later Elizabeth brings another stroke down even harder than before.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

This time I remain in position until Elizabeth says.

“OK Luke, you can get up now.”

I stand up and am glad to see Elizabeth locking her cruel cane back in the cupboard.

She is obviously very excited from caning me and she exclaims.

“That was brilliant! We both lived out our fantasies. I hope that you enjoyed it as much as I did.”

I choose not to reply.

I don’t like to tell her that my fantasy was always to be caned by a woman, not to be mercilessly thrashed by a cruel bitch.

I put my jacket back on and head towards the door, but Elizabeth stops me.

“Aren’t you going to buy me the drink that you promised the other night?”

This woman is just full of surprises.

I think for a few seconds before replying. If nothing else it is the right career move to go for a drink with her.

“Sure! Where would you like to go?”

Elizabeth thinks about it before answering.

“I don’t know. You know this area better than me. Surprise me, we can take my car.”

Chapter 4  Buy me a drink

Outside Elizabeth leads me to her car. Wow! It's a very expensive looking convertible sports car.

I guide Elizabeth towards a quiet pub that I know on the riverside. She can see that I look nervous and jokes.

“Don´t worry it’s not the car from the film, you’re not sat in an ejaculation seat.”

We both laugh out loud at this.

We find a table outside at the pub and I ask.

“What would you like to drink Ms. Grayling?”

Elizabeth smiles at this.

“Please call me Elizabeth outside work. I will just have an orange juice as I am driving.”

We both have non alcoholic drinks as I also have to drive home when Elizabeth drops me back at my car which is outside the office.

As we chat I come to realise that Elizabeth is a very different person when she is not working. She is a lot of fun to be with and not so scary when she is not holding that long whippy cane in her hand.

All too soon Elizabeth announces.

“Right, I had better get going. I will drop you back to the office to get your car.”

On the way to the office Elizabeth tells me.

“I just have to call into my apartment on the way home to pick up some papers. I have someone coming to the office for an interview later.”

Wow! That is what I call dedication to the job, working evenings as well as weekends.

We pull up outside one of the most expensive apartment blocks in the city and Elizabeth gets out of the car.

“Come in a minute Luke.”

I do not need telling twice and follow Elizabeth into the lift. She presses the button for the top floor.

As Elizabeth leads me into her apartment I realise that she has one of the best views in the city through her oversized windows.

She guides me to the living room and then heads towards the bathroom calling out as she goes.

“Help yourself to a drink. I am just going to take a quick shower.”

This is crazy! A few hours ago I was terrified of my new boss and now I am in her apartment while she takes a shower.

I sit on the leather sofa and wait.

A few minutes’ later Elizabeth returns to the room dressed in a red silk dressing gown.

I stand up when I see her. I don’t know why I jumped up. Perhaps she still scares me?

Elizabeth walks straight over to me and puts her hand behind my head. She then pulls me towards her and starts kissing me passionately. I respond and we are snogging away like a couple of sex starved sex addicts.

When I finally come up for air I notice that her dressing gown has slipped to the floor and she is wearing nothing except for a black suspender belt and stockings.

Wow! What an incredible figure. Big breasts and a plump firm ass. I like it!

I think I now know where this is leading.

But I am wrong!

Elizabeth’s bottom lip pouts.

“I know that I have been a naughty little slut. Are you going to spank me?”

I don’t need asking twice. I grab her hand and sit down onto the leather sofa pulling her cross my lap as I do so.

I am now presented with a big firm ass. I spank her hard one cheek at a time.

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

I am spanking her harder and harder but she just giggles at my efforts. Her white cheeks have now turned completely red and my hand is stinging.

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”

Elizabeth calls out.

“Is that the best you can do?”

It is! I am smacking her as hard as I can and my hand is stinging a lot now.

She suddenly jumps up and heads to the bedroom.

Maybe it was too hard for her after all?

A couple of minutes later Elizabeth returns from the bedroom carrying a very large gym shoe (plimsoll)

I am scared now!

My fear suddenly turns to relief and then excitement as she puts the plimsoll down next to me and bends over my lap again.

I study the shoe. It is a very big size 12 with a completely smooth rubber sole.

I tuck the laces inside the plimsoll and then grip the heel end.

I hold my non stinging hand out and smack it lightly with the slipper.

“SMACK”

Wow! That thing stings!

I am so happy that it is going to be whacking Elizabeth’s lovely plump ass and not mine.

Elizabeth is still bent over my lap and seems to be getting a little impatient now.

“I have been a naughty little slut today. I have bent you over my desk and caned you as hard as I could. What are you going to do about it?”

The spanking was obviously a disappointment to her, so I will make sure that this slippering is not.

I push Elizabeth away from me so that she is over my knees and also twist my body so that I can get a better swing.

I take my time measuring up for my first whack. I see that the big plimsoll just covers one of her plump cheeks nicely.

I raise the plimsoll above my head and then.

I begin to whack her lovely ass very hard one cheek at a time making sure that the smooth rubber sole lands in a slightly different place each time so as to turn the whole of her cheeks a lovely shade of crimson.

The smack sound of the rubber sole impacting on her smooth skin is incredibly loud. This has got to be stinging her ass big time.

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

After eight hard whacks her screams of excitement turn to screams of pain and her legs start kicking in the air.

I can tell that she is struggling now. I think about how hard she caned me and continue with the whacks just as hard. The smack as the smooth rubber sole lands onto her bare skin gets even louder as my excitement gets the better of me.

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

Elizabeth is now wriggling about frantically in the hope of spoiling my aim but I make sure that the whacks continue just as hard and as loud.

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

Elizabeth can take no more and she tries to twist off my lap and onto the floor.

I hold her firmly with my free hand and continue to whack her red raw looking cheeks.

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     “SMAAAAACK”

After giving her the six extra whacks I release my grip and she immediately wriggles off my lap onto the floor to get her burning ass away from the big plimsoll.

I bend down to pull her up, but she catches me off balance and pulls me to the floor.

She quickly pulls my trousers down to my knees and before I know it she is sucking my ready to burst stiff cock.

As her head moves up and down on my cock I try my best to think of something else to delay its imminent explosion.

Elizabeth then lifts her leg across my body into the 69 position and I have her hairy wet pussy and bright red cheeks in front of my face.

Knowing what she wants I lick away at her most sensitive areas until she loses control and starts wiping her pussy frantically up and down my extended tongue.

I pull my head away from her. I do not want her to have an orgasm too soon.

I let her suck away at my cock making sure that she cannot reach my tongue with her desperate pussy.

I give her a few long slow licks, but each time that she tries to grind her now soaking pussy into my face I pull away and let her relieve her sexual frustrations by sucking my cock more vigorously.

After another ten minutes or so, I realise that she has got me and I cannot stop myself from Cumming, so I decide that it is time for her to cum too.

I explore all of her private areas with my tongue and then lick the full length of her pussy slowly at first and then gradually speeding up, but making sure that the pace is just slightly slower than her pelvic thrusts tell me she wants.

Now I lick her pussy fast. This is what she has been desperate for!

She screams and tenses up as the orgasm hits her. For a minute she is out of this world. I have turned her to jelly.

I am soaked in her juices.

As she regains her senses she returns to frantically sucking my cock.

I just cannot hold back any longer and as I cum into her mouth I call out.

“This is what you deserve you little slut”

She gulps down my cum as each powerful squirt hits the back of her throat and then coughs a little as it has become too much for her.

As she gains her composure she takes her time to clean up every last drop from my cock with her very active tongue.

She kisses my cock and there is a “Pop” sound as she pulls away.

She then climbs off the top of me and heads to the bedroom.

I stand and then pull my trousers back up.

A few minutes’ later Elizabeth returns from the bedroom fully clothed.

“Right then Luke I had better take you to collect your car.”

She is speaking very formally again as if nothing has happened between us.

The drive back to the office passes in silence.

We pull up outside the office and Elizabeth just say a formal goodbye.

“Goodnight. See you in the morning.”

She then disappears into the office.

I stroll to my car.

After a few minutes of checking and re-checking all of my pockets I come to the conclusion that I have lost my car keys.

After a few more minutes of searching I think it possible that I may have left them in work.

As branch manager I have a set of keys and so I let myself in so as to not disturb Elizabeth.

I head to my desk and find my car keys in the top drawer.

As I turn to leave I hear an all too familiar sound coming from Elizabeth’s office.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

It looks like I am not the only bad boy in the office.

I wonder who the unfortunate person is on the receiving end of her cruel cane?

I don’t care as long as it’s not me.

I beat a hasty retreat out of the office.

Chapter 5  Late for work

I am a little apprehensive as I arrive for work the next day considering what went on between my boss and I last night.

I decide to try to creep in and get to my desk before anyone notices me.

As I enter the office I hear.

“Luke.”

I look around to see Elizabeth standing there not looking very pleased.

She looks at her watch and barks.

“What time of day do you call this?”

I look at my watch and reply.

“Five past nine. Sorry for being late Elizabeth.”

Elizabeth is now furious.

“You are meant to be the manager here. You should be setting an example, and I have told you before to call me Ms. Grayling.”

I notice that everyone in the office has stopped work and is watching me getting my public dressing down.

Elizabeth storms off back to her office and as she does she yells.

“I want to see you in my office before you leave tonight. And you know what to expect!”

Everyone in the office is now looking at me wide eyed, but as soon as I stare back at them they all pretend to be busy again.

I have no further contact with Elizabeth throughout the day until the last of my work colleagues leaves for the night and I knock on her office door.

She immediately answers as if she has been waiting for me.

“Come in.”

I enter the office. Elizabeth is sat at her desk and points to the chair in front.

I sit down.

I look at her table wondering who it was who was bent over there last night being mercilessly caned by her.

As she starts to speak I realise that she has her very serious head on again.

“Luke I am very disappointed in you. I gave you a second chance and the next day you cannot even turn up for work on time. Do you have anything to say?”

I cannot think of anything that will make the situation better, so I keep quiet.

I nervously look around the room, hoping that I do not see her ferocious cane waiting to be used on me again.

Elizabeth then asks.

“You do not deserve it, but do you want one final chance?”

I nod my head.

“Good. Take your trousers down and stretch across the desk then.”

As Elizabeth walks towards the steel cupboard in the corner I stand up next to the table. Undecided on what I am going to do.

I am relieved to see Elizabeth returning holding a big plimsoll instead of her cane.

She whacks the plimsoll down onto the desk in front of me.

“SMAAAAACK”

“Do you recognise this from last night Luke? You spanked me terribly with it. I was not expecting you to give me anything like such a severe thrashing. I counted every whack and I am going to give you the same now.”

I nervously ask.

“How many was it Ms. Grayling?”

“Believe it or not you gave me thirty. I somehow endured twenty four of your vicious whacks thinking that you were going to show me some mercy and stop any moment, but when I could take no more you held me down and gave me another six. I am going to give you the same now. That is unless you move and I decide to give you extra.”

What an idiot I am. I never had a clue that I had given her so many. I just got a little carried away.

I watch intently as Elizabeth squeezes the heel end of the plimsoll in her hand. She looks as if she just cannot wait to start spanking me.

How I wish it was me slippering her and not this way around.

Elizabeth screams out.

“Quickly trousers down and across the desk, or I will fetch my cane.”

I immediately drop my trousers and stretch across the desk.

I feel Elizabeth unceremoniously yanking my boxers down to my knees.

My poor ass is now totally exposed in front of the cruel bitch.

I feel the plimsoll tapping both of my cheeks as Elizabeth takes aim.

I am surprised at how big and heavy it feels on the bare skin of my ass compared to when I was holding it.

I suddenly have a very scary thought. Because I am bent over the desk she will be able to get a better swing and whack me much harder than I whacked her when she was over my knee.

My thoughts are interrupted by two incredible sounds.

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

The bitch has obviously whacked me as hard as she could, once on each cheek. The terrible sting from the plimsoll has completely covered my ass. I never had a clue that the thing was stinging anything like this as I spanked Elizabeth with it.

How she took it I do not know.

But there was worst to come.

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

When the next two whacks land on top of my already burning cheeks the stinging is doubled and then unbelievably it doubles every time that the rubber soled gym shoe impacts.

Elizabeth squeals with excitement as she continues to whack me, but after six whacks the whole of my ass feels red raw.

I cannot take any more, but I know that if I move I will get even more.

Before every whack I am hoping that Elizabeth will miss hit slightly, but every single whack lands with the same sickening loud slap.

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

I am gritting my teeth and doing all that I can to hang on now as the merciless bitch keeps whacking my red raw ass with all her might.

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

I just cannot take anymore and I cover my burning ass with my hand to stop the merciless bitch from whacking it anymore.

Elizabeth sounds upset by my action and frantically screams at me.

“Move it now!”

I reluctantly move my hand out of the way and immediately the bitch continues.

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

No! No! Try as I might I just cannot take anymore. I quickly jump up before the merciless bitch can land any more of her cruel whacks.

I realise that I have not taken as many as I gave Elizabeth and I apologise to her.

“I am sorry Ms Grayling. I just cannot take any more.”

Elizabeth asks.

“Do you wish that you were able to take them all?”

Without thinking I reply.

“Of course!”

Elizabeth heads to her metal cupboard and tells me.

“OK I will help you.”

She returns with four leather straps and tells me.

“Quickly bend over the table. I will tie you and it will soon be over.”

Without thinking I bent over the table and very quickly I am very securely spread-eagled across it.

I am not even sure how many more whacks she intends to give me, but I soon get the bad news.

“You have eight more to come. Plus as I am in a good mood I will give you just two extra for jumping up. So just ten to go.”

“Wow! What a kind generous woman she is!

My poor red raw ass gets it again. The sound is incredible and the stinging is terrible. The cruel bitch knows how much that exact plimsoll stings but still chooses to show me no mercy whatsoever.

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

She is making sure that every single whack lands with the same incredible sound.

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

“SMAAAAACK”     SMAAAAACK”

Elizabeth stops the cruel whacks and then goes around the table untying me.

She then tells me.

“You can get up when you are ready.”

I stand and carefully pull my trousers back up.

I can tell by the look on Elizabeth’s face that she loved every second of that.

Elizabeth then says.

“See you in the morning. I trust you will be on time.”

I am disappointed to hear her say that. I was hoping to give her another good spanking or a good seeing to tonight.

As I turn towards the door I summon up all of my nerve and ask.

“Do you fancy going for a quick drink?”

Elizabeth thinks for a few seconds.

“Yes OK, why not. But why don’t we go straight to my place it is more comfortable.”

I do a private little fist pump. Result!

Chapter 6  Back to her place

Elizabeth drives me to her apartment in her flashy sports car. She opens the door to her luxury residence and I follow her inside.

She heads off to the bedroom and tells me.

“Make yourself at home. I am just going to change into something more comfortable. I am then going to make your fantasies come true.”

Wow! She does not beat about the bush. My cock feels as if it is about to burst already.

After a very long wait Elizabeth returns from the bedroom.

What a surprise!

She is wearing thigh length black boots with very long stiletto heels, black fishnet stockings, a very short leather micro skirt that shows off her suspenders and just a black bra on top which is struggling to contain her slightly oversized boobs.

As I eye her up and down I struggle to control my breathing. She really does look like a cross between Miss Whiplash and a dirty little slut.

Elizabeth tells me.

“Come with me.”

I follow here past her bedroom to the second bedroom. She opens the door.

Another surprise!

The room has a rough wooden floor and is bare except for a sturdy wooden trestle in the centre. The A frame trestle has some leather padding on the top and straps at the bottom of each its four legs. I notice it is securely bolted to the floor. There is a selection of canes, whips and leather straps on the wall.

I don´t believe it! She even has her own dungeon.

My heart starts to race as I realise that the wooden trestle in the centre of the room is her caning bench. I think it highly likely that I am going to be bent across it very soon while she mercilessly canes me.

Elizabeth then explains.

“This is my hobby room. I used to bring my boyfriends here but none of them seemed to stay with me long, I don´t know why? I hope that you are going to be different because the room has been very much underused lately.

I am even more scared now!

But then Elizabeth looks at me with her pouting lip expression.

“I know that I have been a naughty little slut again. Are you going to cane me?”

This has taken me totally by surprise.

I would absolutely love to cane her!

I mumble

“Err, um, yes. Of course!”

Elizabeth´s pout gets bigger.

“How many strokes are you going to give me?”

I can´t think what to say.

I don´t know what she is expecting me to say.

“Um... Twelve. Twelve hard strokes of the cane!

Elizabeth looks very happy with my decision.

She has a glint in her eye as she says.

“Ok and I expect you to take the same number as me afterwards.”

Oh dear. This has put a different light on things. I am happy to give out twelve strokes of the cane but I am not happy to receive twelve. Seven of her fierce strokes the other evening were seven too many.

Twelve is a stupid amount. Why did I ever say that?

I was planning on not caning Elizabeth very hard, but if she is going to give me the same number afterwards I will have to make sure that she cannot take too many strokes.

I will make her as apprehensive as I can before. Then I will cane her hard. I certainly do not want her to be able to take more than about four strokes.

I try my best to put on a stern voice as I point to the trestle.

“Bend over there you little slut while I choose a suitable cane to whip your lovely ass with.”

I walk over to the far wall and then take my time to select the longest and whippiest of the canes.

As I walk back Elizabeth is standing in front of the trestle.

She pulls up here skirt revealing her bare plump ass. She then slowly bends over the trestle touching the floor on the far side.

Her big white cheeks are now completely bare right over the top of the wooden trestle.

I did not tell her to lift her skirt out of the way. I cannot see her holding her position after the first stroke now.

As it was Elizabeth’s decision to lift her skirt and not mine, I am certainly not going to go any easier on her. Especially as every stroke that she takes is going to be one that I have to take from her and I know that she will definitely not go easy on me.

I take a few practice swings through the air with the long whippy cane.

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

Wow! What an incredible sound. I understand now how Elizabeth gets so excited when she is caning me.

I rest the cane across Elizabeth´s bare cheeks as I carefully set my stance.

I lift the cane high and give her a very hard stroke.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

Elizabeth gives out a load squeal.

The cane leaves a white line right across both of Elizabeth´s cheeks.

I watch as the line quickly turns to bright red.

I cannot believe that she did not jump up after such a stroke. It must have stung like hell.

Knowing that every stroke that Elizabeth takes means a stroke that I will have to take makes me cane her harder with every stroke.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

The cane leaves a perfect line each time and Elizabeth lets out a squeal from every stroke, but somehow she is still in position. So I continue to cane her hard.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

I am panicking now. She has not flinched after six of my best strokes.

I try my best to get her to stand up by making sure that every stroke lands perfectly with maximum effect.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

I am determined to make her give up. I do not want to have to take twelve of her strokes.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

I stop caning and Elizabeth asks.

“Have you finished?”

“Yes.”

Elizabeth stands up and pulls her skirt back down. She then tells me.

“You gave me thirteen!”

Damn! I must have miscounted in my panic.

Now I have made things even worst for myself.

Elizabeth gives me a wry smile as she says.

“Your turn now. Trousers down and bend over.”

Damn! I wish that she had not lifted her skirt for the caning. Now I have to take it on the bare too.

I reluctantly do as she asks and drop my trousers and boxers before bending myself across her caning bench.

Elizabeth then suggests.

“I think that you might struggle a little to keep still for thirteen strokes. Perhaps it´s better if I secure you?”

I shrug my shoulders and not long after I feel Elizabeth securing my ankles before moving around and securing my wrists.

I try to see if I can move but she knows what she is doing and I am fixed solidly in the position with my bare ass presented to her.

I am now totally at the mercy of her and her cruel cane. I do not expect any mercy from her either!

Elizabeth sounds very excited now.

“Luke you have made a very good choice with this cane. It is my favourite when I am not on the receiving end.”

She swishes the long cane through the air.

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

A few minutes ago I was thinking what an exciting sound the cane made. Now I am thinking what a terrifying sound it makes.

Elizabeth then announces.

“If you are comfortable I will begin your thirteen strokes. You have probably worked out by now that they will all be very severe, especially as you called me a little slut last night as your cock exploded in my mouth and then seeming to take great pleasure in caning me so severely today.”

Oh dear! I think that I am in for it now.

I feel the cane touching my bare cheeks and I know that I am seconds away from feeling its terrible sting, and sure enough.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

The stinging line is terrible as the whippy cane curls around my bare cheeks. It is much more intense without my trousers protecting me.

I quickly try to put my hand in the way to stop any more strokes, but I am very securely restrained. I cannot move.

The cruel bitch knows exactly how much this cane stings but she mercilessly continues.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

This is unbearable now. If I was not restrained so well I would have been up and out of the door by now.

The nasty bitch continues to cane me hard.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

I try to twist out of the way of the strokes but it is useless. My completely unprotected ass is a sitting duck for her cane and she lands every fierce stroke with the same sickening loud whack.

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK”

Elizabeth asks.

“Is that enough for you or would you like a few more?”

In a panic I blurt out.

“No! No!”

I am relieved as Elizabeth starts to release me.

I stand and sort my clothing out.

She is now looking very pleased with herself and announces.

“I have had a great time tonight. I will drop you back to the office now to collect your car.”

I am very disappointed to hear that. I was very much looking forward to fucking the little slut’s brains out tonight.

I reluctantly follow Elizabeth to her car.

Chapter 7 The boss’s car

As we head back towards the office I notice that Elizabeth’s clutch control is a bit erratic and I then realise that she is somehow managing to drive wearing her long boots with stiletto heels. If we were to get stopped by the police I am sure that they would think that I am with a prostitute and not a company’s general manager.

Suddenly Elizabeth turns off the road into an unlit picnic area.

She stops the car and turns to me.

“Do you think that I have been a naughty slut again today?”

I do not know how to answer her.

I just shrug my shoulders.

Elizabeth continues.

“You know that I am a naughty little slut. What are you going to do about it?”

I pull her over me and lift her skirt up. I start spanking her hard.

As I spank away I can feel Elizabeth opening my trousers and then I get the incredible sensation of her sucking my cock.

I can tell by the action of her lips and tongue on my cock that she is very excited by me spanking her.

After a few minutes she suddenly pulls away from me and I hear her opening her window. She then reclines her seat fully backwards.

Now she puts her stiletto booted leg out through the open window and her other leg on the top of my seat.

I do not need to guess what the little slut wants now.

I reach down and massage her wet pussy.

She puts her hand behind my head and desperately pulls my face into her wet pussy.

Yes I know what you want and I am just the man to give it to you.

I slowly lick away at her pussy exploring everywhere with my eager tongue.

Every now and then I have to pull away from her for a few seconds as I worry that she is about to orgasm.

I make sure that I keep licking very slowly so that it is impossible for her to cum before I want her to.

She is now frantically pulling my head and bucking in a desperate attempt to make me lick faster.

I make sure that I do not!

Even though she is gripping my head tightly I pull right away from her.

She lets out a big breath with frustration and then yells.

“You bastard!”

I somehow manage to climb on top of her and after a bit of fumbling I push my stiff cock slowly and deeply into her.

The first thrust makes her arch her back. I now pump away firmly and slowly.

After a couple of minutes I can tell by her movements that she wants me to pump faster and then she screams out.

“Faster! Faster!”

This makes me slow the pace a little. She is again too close to an orgasm for my liking. I want to make her beg for it a bit first.

I keep a nice steady pace for the next few minutes and I can tell by her heavy breathing and bucking actions that she is now absolutely desperate to cum.

She now starts to squeal with frustration and so I slow down the pace even more.

She then screams out.

“Faster! Faster! You bastard fuck me harder!”

I give her full length thrusts but slow the pace even more.

She has not begged enough yet!

I keep the deep slow thrusts coming for a few more minutes, but then I feel her hands on my buttocks. She pulls me towards her and then controls the pace with her hips.

She bucks faster and faster until she lets out a loud scream as the relief of the orgasm hits her.

Her reaction triggers me off and my cock explodes inside her.

We both stay in position for a while as we get our breaths back

When my breathing gets back to a controllable level I climb off her and she then slowly gets her tired legs off the seat and back inside the car.

We then notice a middle aged man and women walking their dog on the pathway right next to our car. They both look as if their eyes are about to pop out of their heads and their dog looks to be in shock at what he has just witnessed!

We drive back in silence to where my car is parked and pull up next to it.

Very formally Elizabeth says.

“Goodnight. Don’t be late in the morning.”

Chapter 8  Obsession

That night I come to the realisation that I am totally smitten with this crazy woman. Yes the canings that she dishes out are terrible, but at the same time incredibly exciting, and the sex is out of this world. But more than anything I realise that I love the mystique of the woman. I have had many girlfriends but none of them has ever come anywhere near to making me so excited.

Since meeting Elizabeth I have stopped gambling completely. As well as being such fun to be with she has saved me a small fortune.

The next day I arrive at work nice and early hoping that I am not to be stretched across Elizabeth’s office desk tonight being mercilessly caned by her.

I do not see or hear anything of Elizabeth all day, so in the afternoon I ask the receptionist.

“Is Ms. Grayling in today?”

“No she has booked a few days off at short notice for personal reasons.”

I wonder what that can be. I am missing her already!

The next day at work Elizabeth does not show up again but at about 3pm I receive a text message from her.

Luke it has been great fun, but it is not what I want. Busy now speak later

I am devastated to read such a message. I do not know how she could end it like that after the excitement we shared together.

I do not feel like eating anything that evening, I just feel sick inside.

The next day things turn even worst.

Just after lunch Elizabeth arrives back at the office and she is accompanied by a very handsome casually dressed man. By the way that he is dressed it is clear that he is not here on business. They both disappear into here office.

About an hour later the man and Elizabeth come out of her office and they then hug in front of everyone before saying an emotional goodbye.

I cannot concentrate for the rest of the day and have a difficulty seeing my computer screen as the tears well up in my eyes.

As I am about to leave for the night I get a text message from Elizabeth.

Come to my office

What a nerve! She still expects to have her fun caning me after she has just dumped me.

I decide to go to her office and tell her that I am quitting. I can afford to get a lesser paid job now that I have finished gambling.

I march into Elizabeth’s office without knocking.

She looks pleased to see me. Probably because she thinks that she is about have her fun by mercilessly caning my poor ass again.

Before I can speak Elizabeth asks.

“Did you get my text message the other day?”

I snap back.

“Yes of course!”

Elizabeth then explains.

“I am sorry that it was such a quick message. I was in the middle of a family crisis, but I felt that I had to let you know how I was feeling about things. I have found our time together so exciting that I would like to make things more permanent. I hope that you feel the same. Would you like to move in with me for starters?”

I am totally shocked by what she is saying.

I ask.

“What about that man who was in your office earlier?”

Elizabeth laughs.

“He is my brother. His wife has suddenly left him for another woman, that´s why I had to shoot up to Manchester at short notice to help him.”

I suddenly feel so happy.

Elizabeth asks.

“Well what do you think. I need to know whether I need to buy some more canes?”

“I would absolutely love to Ms Grayling!

The End

Disclaimer: everything in this book is purely fictitious. The author does not condone any of the practices in this book and does not recommend that anyone tries out such practices or gets in any situation with another person without first seeking professional advice and researching all of the potential pitfalls and dangers beforehand, every person portrayed in this book was a fully consenting adult.
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Here is a short extract from “Caned by Maria”

Tuesday afternoon finally arrives and I find myself heading for my first Russian lesson and as my satnav brings me close to my destination I realise that the lessons are in a large private house standing in its own grounds. I pull up outside the front door and ring the bell.

The door opens and

Wow!

I am standing facing a very sexy looking lady, she is not very tall maybe 5ft 4 with long straight blond hair and although she is not that slim she has very large and firm looking breasts and a plump ass which gives her a very sexy and slutty looking figure. She is wearing a tight fitting white T-shirt, a tight short black skirt and black thigh length boots. Her slutty figure and clothes are complemented by her bright red lipstick and nails. I would guess that she is in her late 30’s and although she is not the sort of woman that I would usually chase after, for some reason I find her highly desirable. I have already decided that I want to fuck her brains out and I have not even spoken to her yet.

We look at each other for a good few seconds before the woman speaks in a strong Russian accent.

“Hello. We have been expecting you Mr. Bond.”

We both laugh for a few seconds before I announce.

“Hello I am Ryan”

“Hello I am Maria. I have been looking forward to meeting you. Please come on in.”

Maria leads me through to a large room at the back of the house; it is a lovely old fashioned looking room with high windows and bare wooden floorboards. The room is quite empty except for an office desk in the centre of the room and some pieces of gym equipment down the far end. The desk has a chair either side and Maria gestures for me to sit in one of the chairs and she then sits down opposite to me. We spend the first 15 minutes telling each other about ourselves and I learn that she is 38 years old, divorced and lives alone.

Eventually Maria announces.

“OK then Ryan we had better make a start now. We are both up against it if you are to speak Russian in just 3 months but if you do everything that I tell you I guarantee that we will get there.”

Maria speaks so confidently that I am sure that we are going to do it.

We spend the next two and a half hours going over and over basic Russian phrases and my head is spinning as Maria announces.

“OK Ryan that is enough learning for the day, I am now going to test you and I will give the result to Jane.”

Maria then takes all of my notes and books and gives me a paper with 30 questions on it. The questions are all Russian words and I have to give the English translation. I struggle away for about 20 minutes before declaring that I have finished the exam. Maria then takes the paper to mark.

After a few minutes Maria declares.

“Congratulations Ryan, you have done very well and have scored 24 out of 30.”

She then spends some time going through the 6 answers that I have got wrong.

As soon as Maria has finished going through my wrong answers I decide it is time to make her day by asking her out. I bet there are not many 38 year old women who get asked on a date by a fit looking 32 year old. I take a deep breath before asking.

“Maria thanks so much for a great lesson. I would like to take you out for a meal sometime to thank you.”

Maria’s reply is as cold as a Siberian winter.

“Sorry Ryan I do not date my students.”

There is a slightly awkward silence as Maria walks to the far end of the room. She then calls to me.

“Ryan when you’re ready bend over the table.”

I think that I must have misheard her so as I turn around to face her and I ask.

“What did you sa...”

I stop in mid sentence as I see Maria holding a very long and scary looking cane. The thing must be at least a meter long and as she walks with it I can tell by the way that it flexes that it is also very whippy. I thought that she looked sexy before but after seeing her with the cane in her hand my excitement levels have just gone through the roof.

Maria speaks in a very stern voice, her Russian accent now stronger than ever.

“Ryan I want you to bend over the desk so that I can cane you. You got 6 answers wrong in today’s exam so I am going to give you 6 strokes with this cane.”

I do not embarrass easily but I can feel my cheeks going red. I have lost count of my number of girlfriends and I thought that I had done just about everything with them but nothing like this. I suppose that I had better humour her but I hope that she only taps me with that thing as I only have a thin pair of trousers on and the cane looks like a dangerous piece of kit if it were to be used properly.

I bend over the desk with my arms resting on it. This seems to make Maria angry.

“NO! Go to the end of the desk and reach right across to the far end.”

I quickly do as she says not wanting to make her anymore angry while she has that terrifying looking cane in her hand. I bend right over the table and just about manage to reach the far end. I hear Maria walk around behind me and then all goes quiet for a few seconds before I nearly jump out of my skin.

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

The sound is unbelievable as Maria swishes the cane through the air; I cannot believe that a cane can make so much noise, it is almost screeching as it cuts through the air. I grip the desk tighter as I feel her resting the cane across my ass. I suddenly realise how thin my trousers are.

Suddenly the cane is no longer resting across my backside and I again hear exactly the same terrifying.

“WHOOOOOSH”

But this time it is followed by an even louder

“WHAAAAACK”

As the cane comes crashing down across my backside.

A terrible stinging and burning line then spreads right across both of my cheeks. I cannot believe how hard the fucking bitch has whacked me. I cannot bear the stinging sensation and I jump up as quickly as I can, but as I do I hear.

“WHOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAACK”

Thanks again.....Sam
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