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Her twelve hour
shift in the hospital had whizzed by but this was by no means a
good thing. It had been almost insanely busy today, one of the
busiest days Harriett had known in the four years since she had
qualified as a nurse. She supposed she couldn’t really complain.
After all, she had volunteered for the ‘front line’ of the health
service by becoming and A&E nurse so she couldn’t really
complain that it got busy every now and again. Still, this was
ridiculous, unsafe even. Harriett felt mentally and physical
exhausted and yet she knew she had to be at the top of her game at
all times. One mistake in the triage could mean the difference
between life and death for a patient. On that day alone two people
had collapsed in the waiting room and had to be rushed into
intensive care. Throughout all the stresses the day brought on,
Harriett gritted her teeth and carried on. She was willing
five-o-clock to come when she could at last clock off and go home
to her boyfriend, Orrin. Indeed the thought of Orrin was the only
thing that kept her going sometimes.

Harriett was a
short girl of exactly five feet, twenty five years old with long,
wavy blonde hair coming down past her shoulders and a pronounced
hourglass figure. The nature of her work kept her body very fit and
firm; she had large breasts and a pert, firm ass behind. Despite
her diminutive stature she was no pushover, had high cheekbones, a
slightly upturned nose, piercing blue eyes and strong features. Her
lips were full and always fixed into a determined expression. She
believed in doing things right and she never suffered fools gladly.
It was this that had made Harriett so good at her job and won her
the admiration of both her patients and her colleagues. Although
she was firm with her patients and took no nonsense from them she
cared deeply for making people better, had a kind heart and a great
deal of compassion and was devoted to her job despite its many
hardships.

As usual
Harriett ended up working a little after five because it was so
busy and it was half past five by the time she was finally able to
leave the hospital and make her way to the nearby bus stop. She
felt dead on her sleep but she cheered herself up with the thought
of seeing Orrin and the fact he was going to take her out to dinner
tonight.

Harriett and
Orrin lived together on the third floor of a converted warehouse
apartment that gave out to a view of the docks. The apartment was
airy, modern and spacious and it was quite expensive to rent and
run but neither Harriett nor Orrin drank or smoked and so they were
able to live quite comfortably. Because Orrin was only doing
temporary office work following a trip abroad the apartment and
indeed all the bills were in Harriett’s name and she was also by
far the main earner. Some more old fashioned girls might not have
been happy with this arrangement but Harriett loved being the
dominant one in the relationship and she knew Orrin did not mind at
all that she looked after him, although he too worked hard and paid
his share of the bills so it could not be said he was on the take
from her.

Harriett had
perked up a little by the time she got off the bus and she almost
skipped up the steps to her apartment and in through the front
door. Orrin was waiting for her when she arrived. It was a Saturday
and he’s had the day off. “Orrin!” She exclaimed happily, hurrying
forwards to throw herself into his arms.

Orrin was
twenty-six years old, of average height for a guy with a slim but
muscular build and light brown hair, hazel eyes, a pleasantly
rounded face and soft features. Upon seeing Harriett he came
forwards and lifted her up as she threw her arms around her neck,
kissing her face and lips and half carrying her over to the sofa
where they slumped down together with her on his lap. “Wow!”
Exclaimed Orrin, slightly overwhelmed by Harriett’s affection for
him. “I take it you’ve had a rough day, huh? Either that or you’ve
been missing me.”

“Both,” replied Harriett affectionately as she nuzzled into his
neck. “It has been the worst day. I would never have coped had I
not had the thought of you to come home to.”

“I’ve been missing you too, honey,” said Orrin with a smile. “I
love you, you know.”

“And I love you too.”

The two of them kissed some more. Harriett was tempted to lead
Orrin into the bedroom and make love to him but she’d had an idea
forming in her mind since that afternoon and she was wondering if
Orrin might be in the mood to indulge her. “So how has your day
been?” She asked him at last.

“Quite average really,” replied Orrin with a shrug. “I had a bit of
a lie in, popped into town, came back, watched the rugby on
television, waited for you to come home.”

“And that’s it?” Said Harriett curiously. “Nothing else that I
should know about? Nothing bad you’ve done?”

“I don’t think so,” replied Orrin thoughtfully. Nothing I can think
of anyway.”

“Okay then,” sighed Harriett. She sounded a little
disappointed.

“What is it?” Asked Orrin curiously. “Why are you so suspicious of
me all of a sudden?”

“I’m not suspicious at all,” protested Harriett. “It is just after
the frustrating sort of day I’ve had it would be nice if I had an
excuse to spank you, Orrin.”

“Oh,” said Orrin, his eyes widening. “Oh, I see.”

Despite
Harriett’s desire to spank Orrin she could hardly have been
described as a dominatrix. The two of them enjoyed a perfectly
normal sex life and although Harriett had spanked Orrin before it
was by no means a regular occurrence. She often tied him up during
sex and sometimes she liked to be tied up herself and like a lot of
girls she loved it when he took her hard and fast. Mostly, however,
Harriett was the one on top, both inside and outside the bedroom.
Nothing made her climax harder than when she spanked Orrin and
nothing drove Orrin so wild for Harriett as when he was spanked and
dominated by her. If she was looking for an excuse to thrash him he
was determined to give her one.

Orrin looked at
Harriett thoughtfully. “Well,” he said at last. “I have been
relaxing all day whilst you’ve been hard at work. I suppose that’s
quite bad of me.”

Harriett shook her head. “That’s hardly your fault, Orrin,” she
told him. “I mean I’d have to be a real bitch to punish you for
something like that. It wouldn’t feel right.”

“I could always do something bad?” Suggested Orrin.

Harriet laughed and leaned forwards to kiss him. “You want me to
spank you really badly, don’t you Orrin?” She asked him knowingly.
“Why you need it just as much as I do.” She reached down between
his legs and caressed his cock through his trousers. He was rock
hard for her. “Alright then, Orrin,” she said seductively. “I have
an idea. What if I gave you a just because spanking? Not a
punishment spanking, but a sexy spanking. A very long, very sexy
spanking which I will give to you for no reason other than that you
are mine, I own you and I can consequently do whatever I like to
you.”

“I think that’s a great idea, Harriett,” replied Orrin
emphatically, his heart racing with excitement. “Will you spank me
before or after we go to get something to eat?”

Harriett tapped her teeth thoughtfully, her face lighting up as an
idea came to her. “Both,” she said emphatically, eyes gleaming with
anticipation. “Before and after.” She looked at the clock on
the wall. It was now half-past-six. Her plans for the evening, and
for the spanking, stretched out before her. She stood up and took
Orrin by the hand. “Come along now, slave,” she ordered him primly.
“Let’s go and get a shower. There is much we have to do.”

It felt so good
for Harriett to at last be able to remove her restrictive hospital
uniform in which she had been sweating all day, strip naked and
step into the cool shower. Orrin stripped off his own clothes, his
cock springing out hard and erect when he removed his boxer shorts.
Harriett beckoned him to come and join her in the shower. It felt
so good, after a hellish day, to at last be with somebody who
wanted her and her alone, to be hard for her and thinking about
her, to love her like he most certainly did. She embraced him
tenderly and they kissed longingly as the hot water splashed down
upon and around them. Harriet put her arms around Orrin’s neck and
pulled him close thrilling at the feel of his naked cock against
her bare skin and the way her breasts pressed into his chest. At
that moment she wanted nothing more than to leap upon him, wrap her
legs around his hips and impale herself upon his waiting cock but
she knew she must exercise some self-control. She had worked very
hard for the treat she had coming, and was determined it was not
going to be spoiled.

After a few
minutes Harriet got out of the shower. Orrin joined her a moment
later and they began to towel themselves down. “I’m going to dry my
hair in the living room,” said Harriett as she slipped on her silky
red dressing gown that cut off midway down her thighs. “I want you
to go into the bedroom and get on your knees. Do not get changed.
When I am ready I shall join you and you get what you have
coming.”

“Yes Harriett,” replied Orrin submissively, realising that for the
time being at least he was totally her slave.

Harriett went
into the living room, took out her hairdryer and started to blow
dry her hair, brushing it with the large, flat handled hairbrush as
she did so. She took her time, knowing that making Orrin wait was
all part of his punishment. After she was done she put her hair up
in a high ponytail, replaced the hairdryer in the drawer and picked
up the brush. She was soon to have a different use for it.

When at last
she went into the bedroom she was gratified to note that Orrin had
followed her instructions and was dutifully naked for her on his
knees beside the small armchair with his hands resting on his
thighs. Harriett felt so powerful and in control as she went to sit
down before him. She regarded his appreciatively for a moment,
noting how he was still hard. Meanwhile Orrin’s gaze was drawn
towards Harriett’s strong, slender thighs and the hairbrush she
held in her hand. He was so turned on at that moment he felt sure
he could have cum right there and then if only his mistress were to
command it.

Harriett
reached out her bare foot and started to slowly run it up and down
the shaft or Orrin’s cock. “Looks like you’re getting a little
frisky down there,” she murmured. “Thinking naughty thoughts about
me, huh? Or perhaps you just realise how lucky you are.”

“A bit of both I’m afraid, Harriett,” replied Orrin, bowing his
head meekly.

“Indeed?” Mused Harriett. “Well I suppose in some ways I should be
flattered, although it isn’t going to help you very much in what
you have coming. Quite the opposite in fact. I’m going to give you
three extra strokes with the cane for having naughty thoughts about
me without my permission.”

“Yes Harriett.”

Harriett tapped the hairbrush smartly against her bare thigh. “But
anyway,” she said formally. “Enough talk. You’ve got a hard
spanking to come and afterwards we’re going out for dinner and
after that I’m going to take you back here and spank you some more.
What happens after that depends on how well you take your spanking.
Now climb over my lap and be quick about it. Time is short and we
have a very sound thrashing to fit in before we can eat.”

Orrin got up
off his knees and climbed gingerly over Harriett’s lap, his hard
cock pressing into her bare thigh. He fidgeted a little so that he
was comfortable, knowing he was bound to incur her displeasure
should he move out of position after they had begun. Harriett
wrapped her arm around his hips and pulled him close, resting the
flat end of the brush against his lean, muscular ass. She thought
of the day she’d had at work, all the stress, the physical and
mental strain. Now at last was the time to take out some of her
frustrations on the one she loved the most.

Harriett lifted
the hairbrush high over her head and brought it down hard against
Orrin’s cheeks where it landed with a satisfying crack. She started
spanking him slowly at first before speeding up, alternating
between each cheek. Orrin’s body jerked forwards slightly and he
breathed in sharply each time he was punished but for now he was
able to avoid crying out. Harriett was not quite sure why he always
tried to be brave when she spanked him. He knew full well she was
not going to stop punishing him until he was totally submitted and
sobbing before her. She supposed it must be some sort of misguided
male pride. I will soon put pay to that! She thought to
herself with satisfaction.

Harriett soon
settled into a steady rhythm, paddling Orrin until his ass had
turned a most satisfying shade of crimson. Occasionally, when she
felt the need for a break, she would cease spanking him for a
moment and gently caress his ass, enjoying the heat it gave off
from his punishment before slipping her hand between his legs to
caress his balls with the tips of her fingers, enjoying the
sensation of him getting hard against her leg only to become
flaccid once more after she had recommenced with spanking him and
his mind was once more fixed upon his punishment.

Harriett
carried on spanking Orrin until he was crying out with each blow,
his ass a deep shade of red which Harriett thought contrasted
perfectly with the rest of his quite pale skin. Her arm was
starting to get tired as well and she didn’t want to wear herself
out before they’d really got started. “And there we are,” she said
with satisfaction,” resting the hairbrush on the arm of the chair
and treating Orrin to a playful slap on the ass with the palm of
her hand. “Nice and tenderised for the cane, wouldn’t you
agree?”

“Oh yes, Harriett,” groaned Orrin submissively, as he thought about
what he still had coming and how much worse it was going to get for
him.

Harriett
ordered Orrin off her lap and back on to his knees then got up and
went to the large pine cupboard, rummaging around until she found
the long rattan cane and the sleek black riding whip. She placed
the whip on top of the chest of drawers then came towards Orrin
with the cane, swishing it in the air as she did so. The sight of
Harriett in her sleek silk dressing gown and bare thighs as she
held the whip in her hand made Orrin very aroused indeed and he
found himself staring at her transfixed. “Okay Orrin,” said
Harriett, her tone matter of fact. “As you know time is getting on
and we need to go out for dinner soon. I’m going to give you twelve
very hard strokes with the cane and afterwards we are going to get
dressed and go out. When we return I will give you the rest of your
caning followed by a whipping on top of that.”

“Yes Harriett,” replied Orrin, for as a slave there was really not
much else that he could say.

Harriett
usually had Orrin lie across the bed with his ass raised over piled
up cushions when she caned him but as they were in a hurry, and
this was to be a rather short caning by her standards, she decided
to do things differently. She went to the desk by the window and
picked up the large upright chair next to it, bringing it into the
centre of the room before setting it down. “Bend over the back of
the chair with your hands gripping the seat if you please,” she
ordered, pointing with the cane. Orrin went to do as he was told.
He found the chair had rather a high back and in order to bend
across it he was required to stand on tiptoes, which had the effect
of pushing his ass out tight. Harriet moved behind him and tapped
his ass lightly with the cane, swinging it up and down in a couple
of practice strokes. “So twelve strokes then,” she said with a
smile. “Be sure to remain in position, Orrin. Keep your hands on
the seat of the chair, stay on your toes and keep your bottom up
and out. You know full well what will happen if you even think
about moving out of position now don’t you?”

“Oh yes, Harriett,” murmured Orrin with trepidation as he braced
his body for the cane.

Harriett raised
the cane high in the air and brought it down forcefully across
Orrin’s ass. Orrin gasped and cried out loudly, the sting of the
cane filling his world. No matter how much he tried to brace
himself he found it always hurt far more than he remembered.
Harriet smiled and waited as a thick red welt spread out in a long
line across Orrin’s cheeks. She raised the cane again and gave him
another stroke, this one slightly lower than the first across the
tops of his legs, then another after that. “So how do you like
this, Orrin?” She asked gleefully, as she treated him to another
hard stroke. “Is it what you want? What you need?”

“Oh yes, Harriett,” gasped Orrin, gritting his teeth as he tried
not to burst into tears.

“Does it hurt?”

“Oh yes!” Cried Orrin as another especially vicious stroke crashed
against the top of his legs.

“Good,” replied Harriett primly. “Because it is what I need as
well, and it is making me very wet, you know.”

Orrin could only nod. The caning was hurting him like hell but he
was prepared to do anything to please his mistress and make her
wet.

Harriett gave
Orrin the twelve strokes very slowly and very hard. By the time he
was finished Orrin’s ass was crossed with welts and he was trying
hard not to sob. A few more strokes and he would surely have
cracked, and it would not do to go out to dinner with red puffy
eyes. “Okay Orrin,” said Harriett with satisfaction. “You may stand
up now and get ready for dinner. I shall finish off the rest of
your spanking after we get back. She stepped back and placed the
cane on the bed. She would be needing it later.

Orrin got
dressed carefully. Every move he made burned the welts upon his ass
and it was especially painful to put his boxer shorts and trousers
back on, finishing off with a light grey cotton shirt which left
two buttons open at the top and with the sleeves rolled up.
Meanwhile Harriett also changed into a tight red satin dress that
showed off her cleavage, the hem cutting off midway down her
thighs. She completely the look with a pair of strappy black high
heeled shoes which made her a few inches taller, although Orrin
still towered over her. She wanted to look nice for him, wanted him
to desire her and would keep the dress on when she was finishing
off with his spanking later. The outfit certainly had the desired
effect. Orrin thought she looked absolutely stunning.

Orrin and
Harriett left their apartment and walked hand in hand into the
docks area which had long ceased to serve any industrial purpose
and was now a hub of pubs and high class restaurants. Harriett had
been working hard and she thought she deserved a treat. They didn’t
live especially flamboyantly and so they could afford to splash out
every now and again. Harriett and Orrin went into a pizza
restaurant and were shown to a side table. Harriett smiled as Orrin
sat down carefully, wincing as he did so.

 

The waiter came
round and took their orders and the food was served quite quickly.
Harriett started to talk generally about her job and the sort of
day she’d been having (without, of course, breaking patient
confidentiality). Orrin, however, did not say much, seemed listless
and distracted and occasionally fidgeted in his seat. Harriett did
not need to ask the reason for his inattention, and she decided to
tease him a little. “Just look at all these people here in this
restaurant,” she mused motioning around the room with her fork.
“Young couples mostly, seemingly just like us, boyfriend and
girlfriend out for a meal. Why anybody looking at us would think we
were exactly the same as them. Only they’d be wrong, Orrin,
wouldn’t they?”

“What do you mean?” Asked Orrin, not quite sure what she was
getting at.

Harriett slipped off her shoe and lifted it between Orrin’s legs,
reaching out so that she touched his crotch and began to rub up and
down with her bare toes. “Because for tonight at least we are not
boyfriend and girlfriend, are we Orrin? Rather we are mistress and
slave. You would not be able to tell that just by looking at us,
you would not be able to tell that you are my possession, my
property, but we both know it, don’t we Orrin? We both know to whom
you belong.”

Orrin’s eyes lit up and he smiled. His cock was rock hard against
the touch of her feet. “You’re damned right,” he said with real
emphasis. “None of them know just how lucky I am!”

“How is your ass feeling?”

“It hurts,” replied Orrin, although he did not seem the least bit
upset. Quite the opposite in fact. “Every time I move it hurts and
reminds me to whom I belong.”

A thrill ran down Harriett’s spine. “Yeah? Well I’m pretty
uncomfortable too, Orrin,” she told him, leaning forwards and
speaking to him in a hushed voice. “You know why? Because I’m so
fucking wet right now. I’m soaked right through my knickers at the
thought of what I’ve just done to you, and especially at the
thought of what I’m going to do to you once we’re back home. I’m
going to hurt you, Orrin, do you understand that? I’m going to have
you kneeling and weeping before me, totally submitted. I’m going to
cane and whip you so hard you’re still going to be feeling it into
the next month!”

Orrin tried hard to control his breathing. Harriett’s foot
continued to move up and down his crotch and her words were turning
him on even more. He knew he could climax right there in the
restaurant if he didn’t make an effort to control himself and yet
he was almost completely unable to control himself when Harriett
aroused him like this. Harriett could see he was having a tough
time and she certainly didn’t want him to climax now before she had
commanded it and so she withdrew her foot and slipped it back in
her shoe. The two of them went back to their meal and the
conversation turned to more mundane matters, although they both had
an appetite for only one thing.

Harriett ate
slowly and afterwards they ordered desert and she insisted they
linger a little while in the restaurant. Orrin knew full well this
was all part of his torture and making him wait, thus further
emphasising her domination over him. But Harriett had endured a
long day at the hospital and knew she would be getting tired soon.
She didn’t want to leave it too late into the evening to finish
Orrin’s spanking.

It was a little
after nine by the time they returned to their apartment. Harriett
happened to think nine-o-clock was the perfect time to give a
spanking; at the end of the day but still with plenty of time for
passionate lovemaking afterwards. After they were through the front
door Harriett draped her arms around Orrin and kissed him lightly
on the lips. “Okay then, slave,” she said pleasantly. “I want you
to go into the bedroom and prepare for the rest of your spanking.
Pile two pillows one on top of the other on the bed and place the
footstool beneath them. If you wish you can have another pillow a
little further on the bed to support your head and give you
something to cry into. When you’ve done this I want you to get
naked for me again and afterwards kneel before the comfy chair as
before. I will be through to deal with you in a little while.”

Orrin went into
the bedroom to do as he was told. Harriett didn’t have anything
particular to do in the living room, she just wanted to make Orrin
wait and think about what he still had coming. She spent a few
minutes checking the internet and afterwards went and examined
herself in the full length mirror, tying her hair back so that it
wouldn’t get in the way when she was punishing Orrin later.

It was ten
minutes before she finally appeared in the bedroom to find that
Orrin had prepared the pillows and footstool as instructed and was
now on his knees, hands on his thighs, head bowed in a submissive
pose. Harriett knew he had been in that position the entire time;
he was such an obedient slave.

Harriett picked
up the cane and went and sat down on the easy chair with her legs
crossed. She peered down at Orrin’s rock hard cock and thought
about how good it was going to feel inside her later on. “Well,
well Orrin,” she said quietly. “I hope you’ve spent this time on
your knees thinking about how lucky you are.”

“Yes Harriett,” replied Orrin, looking up at her hungrily with
pleading eyes. “You’re a goddess. I am… completely unworthy.”

“We shall see.” Harriett smiled thinly and uncrossed her legs,
stretched out her feet towards him. “Now grovel on the floor before
me and start kissing and licking my heels,” she ordered him. “Put
your hands behind your back as you do it. Let me know how perfect
you think I am and how thankful you are that I am about to spank
you hard and make you cry.”

Orrin crouched
down low, hands behind his back as instructed and began to worship
Harriett’s feet, his tongue running up and down the cool leather of
her shoes before kissing her toes one by one. Harriett smiled and
bit her lip. His tongue tickled her but it felt so good. She held
out the cane towards him and rested it on his shoulder in order to
remind him of what he would soon be getting. She offered him the
other foot and he worshipped her some more whilst she dug the other
heel hard into his thigh, causing him to cry out softly as he
continued with his devotions.

Eventually
Harriett withdrew her foot and tapped Orrin lightly on the shoulder
with the cane. “So how was that?” She asked. “Did you enjoy
worshipping your mistress?”

“Oh yes Harriett,” replied Orrin enthusiastically. “And I hope I
pleased you too.”

Harriett smiled. “Indeed so,” she replied. “But how would you like
to please me even more?”

“I would like that very much, Harriett.”

“Even if it meant and even harder spanking?”

“Anything,” breathed Orrin, his cock straining with arousal.
“Anything to please you, Harriett.”

“Twelve extra strokes with the cane and twelve more with the
whip?”

“Anything.”
“Very well then.” Harriett leaned back and
parted her legs. “Look up my dress, slave,” she ordered him. “Look
right up my dress towards my centre, towards my lacy black knickers
and try not to blow your load as you do it.”

Orrin’s eyes moved upwards. He felt a knot in his throat as he
gazed between Harriett’s firm and perfect inner thighs towards her
knickers. He could so easily have climaxed right there and
then.

“Now then,” whispered Harriett seductively, pushing her hips
forwards slightly and lifting herself slightly off the chair with
her hands. “I want you to take off my knickers with your teeth. Do
it slowly and keep your hands behind your back.”

Orrin moved his head forwards, his hair brushing against Harriett’s
inner thighs and causing her a thrill of pleasure. His teeth took
hold of the hem of her knickers and he pulled downwards. Harriett
arched her back and closed her legs slightly as he pulled the
knickers off over her ass and down her thighs and calves, the past
her toes until finally they came free of her body and hung in his
teeth. Harriett reached forwards and took them from him, throwing
them aside. She would not be needing them anymore tonight. She
pushed her face into his so that their noses pressed together. “Now
make me cum!” She ordered lustily, her eyes alive with passion.
“And just be aware that the harder you make me cum the harder you
punishment will be!”

“Yes Harriett,” replied Orrin, hands still behind his back as he
moved once more towards her thighs. “I will be sure to make you cum
very hard indeed.”

Harriett
crossed her legs as Orrin came towards her and wrapped his head
around her thighs. A moment later she felt his tongue thrashing
around inside her and a moment after that he found her clit and
began to obediently lap away. Harriett was already extremely wet
and she knew she would not be long in climaxing. Orrin’s tongue
moved passionately against her, lapping away at her centre in long,
fluid motions, totally devoted to her pleasure. “Ooh Orrin!”
Giggled Harriett girlishly, forgetting for a moment her ice queen
veneer. “Goodness me! You obviously want me to spank you very hard
indeed!”

And of course
this was exactly what Orrin wanted. He was devoted to Harriett,
wanted nothing more than to please her. In the way he licked her
and the way he took the spankings she gave him he expressed his
love and devotion towards her, and they both knew it. Harriett felt
a tight knot of orgasm build up in her stomach, like the seething
waters against a dam, struggling to break free. Her cries of
pleasure filled the room. She gripped the arms of the chair,
wrapped her legs even tighter around Orrin’s head in order to pull
him even closer to her and at the moment the dam broke and she let
forth with an ear-splitting cry as her orgasm gushed all over her
slave’s face she knew that she loved him more than anything else in
her life combined.

Harriett
released Orin from the grip of her legs and allowed him to fall to
the floor, gasping as he recovered his breath for in her excitement
she had squeezed much of the air from her lungs. Harriett’s breasts
rose and fell, she leaned back on the chair with her legs spread
and out and her eyes closed as she too recovered herself. When she
opened her eyes again Orrin was once more knelt before her, looking
up at her expectantly. Harriett picked up the cane and tapped it
smartly against her hand. “Well, well slave,” she said strictly.
“You made me cum very hard indeed and you know what that means,
don’t you?”

“Yes Harriett,” replied Orrin keenly. “An extra hard
spanking.”

“You’re damned right,” said Harriett. She stood up and pointed
towards the bed with the cane. “Go and kneel down on the footstool
with your ass raised over the pillows,” she ordered him. “Legs
slightly apart, bottom raised nice and tight.”

Orrin got up
off the floor and made his way over to the bed, submitting himself
over the pillows with his ass tight and raised. Harriett got up and
came towards him, swishing the cane loudly in the air in order to
tantalise him still further. “Oh my, oh my but you’re a lucky boy,”
she said with a smile as she tapped his ass smartly with the cane.
“To have a girl who not only loves you as much as she does but it
prepared to do this to you as well.”

Harriett raised
the cane high in the air and brought it down hard across the centre
of Orrin’s already heavily welted ass. Orrin cried out loudly as
the pain of the stroke dominated his very core and gritted his
teeth as he struggled to control the urge to rise up out of
position. Harriett caned Orrin very slowly and very hard indeed,
especially delighting in the strokes she gave him on his upper
thighs and the base of his ass where she knew it would hurt the
most. Orrin buried his face into the pillow and clenched his fists
into tight balls. His body screamed at him to rise up and move out
of position, to roll over and rub frantically at his raw and
punished ass, but Harriett was his mistress and he her slave, and
he was determined to obey her.

Harriett did
not bother to count the strokes she gave Orrin. She intended to
cane him until he cried with a good few more after that. At the
moment Orrin was trying to be brave but they both knew he was going
to cave in eventually. “Why don’t you just let go?” Asked Harriett,
as she treated him to an especially hard stroke across his thighs.
“Or are you afraid of being made to cry by a girl?”

“I… I…” Gasped Orrin. She caned him again over an especially nasty
welt and he saw that she was right. There was no point in bottling
it all up until the tension caused him to involuntarily move out of
position and earn extra. Upon the next stroke he surrendered his
male pride and let forth with a gasping sob. A moment later he was
crying steadily into the pillow.

Harriett
continued to cane Orrin with the same force until her wrist started
to get tired and she felt the need of a break. Orrin was sobbing
loudly now, the pillow drenched with his tears. Harriett put the
cane down upon the bed and went and sat next to Orrin, gently
rubbing his ass up and down, her touch feeling so soothing after
the punishment he had just received. Her hand moved between his
legs, fingers brushing against his balls so that he became hard.
Harriett wondered if she should feel a little guilty for soothing
Orrin like this when she was only going to start caning and
whipping him again in a few minutes but then again she was only
giving him what he wanted, and he was her property after all.

“Your caning is
almost over,” said Harriett quietly as she continued to softly rub
and caress his balls and ass with her hand. “I said I was going to
give you twelve extra strokes as a reward for being allowed to eat
me but as you made me cum so hard I’m actually going to give you
fifteen strokes.”

“Yes Harriett,” sighed Orrin, knowing he was hardly in a position
to refuse her.

“Fifteen very hard strokes which I want you to count and thank me
for.”

“Yes Harriett.”

Harriett got up
off the bed and picked up the cane once more, tapping it against
Orrin’s ass as she measured her stroke. A moment later she started
caning Orrin again, the strokes seeming to him even harder than
before (he could never understand why a caning hurt far more
following a short break in the punishment). Soon he was sobbing
loudly once as he counted each stroke Harriett gave him and thanked
her for each one.

Harriett gave
him the final part of the caning very slowly so that he had time to
appreciate the sensation of each stroke. It seemed to take an age
before she got to the number fifteen at which point Orrin felt
almost at the limit of his endurance. Harriett went and replaced
the cane in the cupboard and went and sat down next to Orrin once
more, running her fingers through his hair and rubbing his ass once
more. “Are you okay, sweetie?” She asked him, leaning down to
lightly kiss his neck.

Orrin nodded. “Yes Harriett,” he replied through choking sobs. “I
just hope… that this is pleasing you.”

“You’re damned right this is pleasing me,” smiled Harriett. “You
are making me so fucking wet, you know that? I am going to fuck you
senseless for this. I am going to fuck you senseless right
after…”

“Right after I’ve taken a whipping?” Asked Orrin with
trepidation.

“That’s right,” replied Harriett. “But if you like, as a special
treat, because you’re making me so wet and because I love you so
much I shall tie you face down to the bed so that you don’t have to
worry about moving out of position.”

Orrin nodded his consent. “Yes please, Harriett,” he said
gratefully.

Harriet went to
her bedside chest of drawers and retrieved four long leather straps
which she proceeded to attach to all four of the brass bedposts.
Afterwards she ordered Orrin off the bed before piling the two
pillows one on top of the other in the centre of the bed. Now she
turned to Orrin once more. Lay face down over the bed with your ass
raised over the pillows please,” she ordered him. “Arms and legs
stretched out towards the bedposts.”

Orrin climbed
on to the bed and reached out towards the straps, taking care to
make himself comfortable over the pillows first. Harriett knelt
beside him and proceeded to bind his wrists and ankles tightly to
the bedposts, pulling the straps taut so that he felt next to no
movement when he tested his ties. “And there were are,” said
Harriett with satisfaction as she climbed off the bed and picked up
the whip. “You are all tied up.” She rested the whip on his ass,
looking at him with a dreamy expression and thinking how fantastic
he looked, bound to the bedposts, his welted ass raised, waiting
for her to do whatever she liked to him.

Harriett
quickly raised the whip and brought it down diagonally across
Orrin’s cheeks with a loud crack that echoed across the room. Orrin
cried out loudly, his eyes filling with tears once more,
instinctively straining at the bonds that held him tight. Harriett
whipped him slow and hard, crisscrossing his ass with welts. After
a minute or so she moved to the other side of the bed and began
whipping him from a different angle in order that he was evenly
punished. The sting of the whip filled Orrin’s world and he knew he
would never have been able to submit to the onslaught had he been
unbound. Soon his wrists and ankles were raw from straining but
Harriett had him well tied and he did not move an inch from the
raised pillows over which his stricken ass was submitted.

Once more
Harriett did not keep track of the strokes but because he was tied
up and thus did not have to worry about moving out of position she
treated him to a very long whipping in order to compensate and
stopped only when her arm began to tire once more. By now Orrin’s
entire body was sheened with sweat and he was weeping
uncontrollably. “My goodness me,” said Harriett as she sat down on
the bed beside him and gazed at his red wrists. “You’re going to
have to wear a long sleeved shirt until those marks on your wrists
fade otherwise everyone is going to know what a kinky boy you’ve
been.”

“Perhaps I should just wear a t-shirt anyway,” replied Orrin,
making a manful effort to control his sobs. “I’m not ashamed of my
servitude to you, Harriett. I’m not ashamed of whom I belong
to.”

Harriett smiled, deeply touched by his devotion. “You’re very
sweet,” she told him, reaching out to playfully ruffle his hair.
“And I know you’ve taken a lot tonight but I’m afraid I’m still
going to have to give you those additional fifteen punishment
strokes. Had I known you would have taken your spanking so
gallantly I would never have promised them to you but the fact of
the matter is a mistress always has to keep her word to her
slave.”

“I understand, Harriett,” replied Orrin stoically. “I’ll happily
take my punishment whipping and I hope the strokes are very
hard.”

“You need have no fear of that,” replied Harriett, as she got up
off the bed and readied the whip against his ass. “You just think
about what we’re going to do afterwards and it will all be over
before you know it.”

Harriett put
maximum effort into giving Orrin the extra punishment whipping. She
was a firm believer in the idea that the end of a spanking should
involve the hardest strokes of all, and judging by Orrin’s
anguished cries she certainly practiced what she preached. As the
thrashing wore on Orrin felt his strength starting to give way and
by the time she was through with him he was hardly able to strain
against his bonds at all but instead lay limply over the pillows,
sobbing weakly and hardly able to react as the whip continued to
crash down upon his purpling, welted ass.

Harriett went
and put the whip back into the cupboard as Orrin continued to sob
face down on the bed and afterwards went into the bathroom,
returning a moment later with some cream. She straddled his legs,
poured a generous helping on to her hands and spent the next five
minutes slowly massaging it into Orrin’s punished ass until his
weeping slowly gave way to low, appreciative moans. “And there we
are,” she said soothingly, as she started to untie him. “All over
now. Now it is time to move on to other things.”

Once Orrin was
free he slowly rolled over, wincing as he did so. The cream had
helped a great deal but he would still be feeling the effects of
his punishment for much of the next week. Harriett immediately fell
into his arms and began to kiss him passionately, her fingers
tousling his hair and coming down to stroke his face. Orrin
returned her passion in equal measure, his hands exploring every
inch of her body, relishing the feel of her curves and breasts and
ass. Harriett’s lips moved against his ear. “Take off my dress,”
she ordered him.

Harriett turned
around so that Orrin could unzip her and after he had done so she
squeezed out of the tight dress and quickly removed her bra so that
she too was naked. Now she untied her hair and shook her head to
let it fall down over her shoulders. She turned around and they
faced one another for a moment without touching. Orrin thought
Harriett looked absolutely divine with her full, firm breasts,
nipples erect, hair askew with a few stray locks falling across her
beautiful desiring eyes. Harriett for her part was no less
enamoured with Orrin and his toned, muscular torso, thick brown
hair and eyes still red from crying, his cock hard and wanting her
so much. She moved forwards so that their knees were touching and
draped her arms around his shoulders. “Is it time?” Asked Orrin
hopefully.

“Oh yes,” replied Harriett with gusto. “You’d better believe it is
time.”

Harriett’s lips
locked against Orrin’s and she slowly fell back on to the bed,
guiding Orrin on top of her. She felt his hard cock brushing
against her inner thigh as he moved upwards towards her centre and
she took him between her thumb and forefinger in order to better
guide him inside her. For Orrin the feeling of at last being
allowed to make love to Harriett was one of total exaltation. He
began to thrust slowly and gently inside her, astounded and
delighted at how wet she was, burying his face into her neck as she
dug her fingernails into his back so as to leave deep red marks,
crying out in ecstasy. Her hands moved down to caress his ass,
relishing the heat still given off by his earlier punishment,
fingers moving up and down across and over the furrows of welts.
She thought about how she had punished him and how well he had
submitted to her, and how good he had looked when he had been all
tied up and taking his whipping, totally devoted to her pleasure.
She lifted up her leg and flipped him over so that she straddled
him on top and seized hold of his wrists, guiding them once more
towards the straps. Orrin groaned in pleasure as she bound him once
more to the bedposts and strained deliciously at the straps as she
twisted and moaned above him, one hand holding her thigh for
support, the other on her forehead, holding back her hair, her head
thrown back, her cries almost screams that filled the entire
apartment and beyond.

Harriett
tightly gripped Orrin’s hips between her strong thighs, her eyes
filling with tears as the crescendo of her orgasm burst upon her
like a wave and it felt as though she was lifted off the ground and
swept along by a vast ethereal force, her climax ear-splitting,
intense and dangerous. At the same moment as she reached her
pinnacle she felt Orrin gasp and cry out as his cock tightened and
she felt him cum hard inside her, his body tensing as he too
enjoyed his own intensive orgasm.

Harriett
collapsed breathlessly on top of Orrin, her breasts heaving, eyes
filled with happy tears and hugged him tightly around his neck for
several long minutes whilst they both recovered. Afterwards she
untied him and she wrapped her arms around him and snuggled into
his chest. As far as Harriett was concerned it didn’t matter how
much she dominated him or how hard she spanked him; she was still a
girl and as such she expected to be held tightly by her man after
sex. Orrin began to kiss her hair and face. They both felt the
spanking had increased the intimacy and trust between them and made
them more in love than before, not that either would have thought
that possible before. Suddenly Harriett felt herself overcome with
tiredness, but it was a happy sort of tiredness. She no longer felt
stressed out over her day working at the hospital but rather she
felt proud about her part in helping those who needed it. Tomorrow
was a Sunday. She and Orrin both had the day off and she knew they
would spend much of it making love. “Oh Orrin,” she sighed happily,
gazing deep into his eyes. “I do hope it isn’t too awful to be the
slave of such a kinky freak as me.”

Orrin laughed and held her even closer. “You forget that your slave
is just as into it as his mistress,” he told her, pressing his nose
against hers. “You and I are a pair, Harriett. I never thought it
possible to love somebody as much as I love you, and there’s no
spanking that could ever hurt as much as being apart from
you.”

“Oh Orrin,” sighed Harriett, her eyes soft and lovelorn. “You
really are the sweetest boy, you know that? I suppose I should feel
bad that I spank you so hard but I just don’t, because we both know
it is what we both need.”

“Never set me free,” urged Jack, as he moved in to kiss her
passionately, his cock growing hard once more. “Never release me
from your divine enslavement.”

“You need have no fear of that,” replied Harriett, as she rolled
over on top of him and began to guide his wrists back towards the
straps. “It is clearly the will of us both that you remain my
prisoner for life.”

THE END
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