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Mistress Prime Minister

The heavy wooden ruler landed at steady intervals on the seat of the poor boy's black silk underwear. The boy wiggled on her lap, but Manna Sarin lifter her ruler high in the air again and with a heavy thud it landed on the boy's tender behind once again, taking his breath away. Manna Sarin was only 35 years old, but she had been elected to rule the small nation of Finland as the youngest prime minister in their hundred-year long history. In her tight black dress and long brunette hair she had the looks worthy of a Vogue cover but as a politician she was not one to play around. She knew that as a young female politician she had to be even more strict and more severe than her older male companies and it showed in everything that she did. She ran a rigid regime where questioning her choices was not an option. If something was not up to her standards, the poor intern boys were the ones to feel it on their behinds.

For an 18 year old boy who had taken a leave from high school to work as a intern in the parliament, quitting after the first month was not an option and Manna knew that when the strict wooden ruler landed on the intern's bottom. Young Niki adjusted his position on the lap of the prime minister but outside of the deep breaths, a word did not come out of his mouth. The prime minister slapped the boy's behind with her hand.

"I do not think this is having the expected effect on you, young man. Maybe you are not feeling this enough with those underpants on. Get up and drop those down", Sarin commanded.

"But Manna...", the boy tried to desperaly plead before the ruler landed on his behind again.

"Miss Prime Minister. Now get up and drop that underwear right now or you will feel this ruler on your testicles instead."

Niki sighed and got to his feet, rubbing his bottom that was already turning red. Niki was an 18-year-old high school student with high ambitions. An accomplished track and field athlete and a rising youth politician in the same Social Democratic party, he was one who was willing to do anything it took to elevate his position and advance his career. Niki ran his fingers through his thick dark hair, looked the prime minister in the eyes and smiled. If this is what it takes then so be it, he thought. He dropped his silken underwear to the ground and revealed his muscular thighs and a semi-erect penis. At first, he thought it was ridiculous to be scolded and spanked by the prime minister like a naughty school kid who had stolen candy, but there was something strangely erotic in the ordeal. He lowered himself back over Manna's lap and adjusted his position to make his butt perfectly available.

Manna grabbed his buttock firmly and gave him a good slap on the behind.

"Good. Maybe this will teach you to proofread your texts before you present them to me. I want you sitting there with a burning behind that reminds you that typos are not allowed in this building. Do you undestand?"

Niki smirked.

"Yeah, sure."

The heavy ruler landed on his buttocks and without the underwear on, a deep bruise instantly formed. The boy finally gasped from the pain.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister", he quickly corrected.

The ruler landed on the same spot on the lower part of his bottom again and instantly for the third time, making Niki yell out loud. The ruler had turned his bottom deep red and wiped the smirk instantly off his face. Manna had a way of making even the proudest of boys obey her. The heavy ruler landed on the exact same spot again and again. Niki twisted and groaned and tried to cover his behind with his hand.

"Take that off right now! I can put you in handcuffs if that is what you want but you are going to keep still and take your punishment. And I am the one who decides when this punishmend ends", Manna ordered.

The boy winced and did as obeyed. His ass was burning like hell already and he wanted to get up, but his cock was only getting hard, pressing against Manna's tender thighs.

"I can feel that, young man!" Manna called out.

The ruler landed on the same spot twice again.

"Do you really like this so much? Purple blisters forming on your behind? I can promise you that you are going to feel this when you are sitting down tomorrow."

The ruler landed again on his buttocks to make the message clear. Niki yelled.

"Oww, please Miss Prime Minister. It hurts. I will behave, no more typos", Niki pleaded.

The ruler came down again with a forceful thud.

"Good. Is that a promise?" Manna inquired.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister", Niki obeyed.

The ruler landed again, right on the already purple bruises. Niki winced and bit his teeth down hard. The pain was getting so unbearable that even his erection was coming down. He was not sure how many more swats he could even bear. With a loud swat, the ruler came down again, and Niki could feel his eyes getting filled with water.

"Good. I really hope you are serious about that promise because I can promise you that the next time I find a typo on my speech, you are not getting spanked with a mere ruler. You are getting caned", Manna declared.

To make sure that the message was clear, she gave the heaviest spank yet, breaking the skin on the poor boy's behind. Niki could not do anything but grind his teeth together and hope that he is not going to cry.

"Did I make myself clear?" Manna asked with another severe swat that did a number on poor Niki's ass. Manna Sarin inspected the tip of her ruler that had got a drop of red on it.

Niki took a deep breath, trying to keep himself together.

"Yes...", he sighed. "Miss Prime Minister."

"Good, now get up."

Niki tried to get himself together and concentrated on steadying his breath before finally pushing himself up. He wiped his eyes before beginning to pull his underwear back up.

"I didn't say you could get dressed. Keep those down and look at me", Manna ordered.

All defiance and cheekiness had been spanked out of Niki, who just wanted to pull his pants up and run out of the room. Having to look Manna Sarin in her eyes with his pants down on the floor almost made him cry again.

"Are you crying? Good, it means that you are learning. No more typos. One more typo in my speeches and you are getting a whipping with the cane that you will truly remember. Understood?"

Niki wiped his eyes again.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister."

"Good boy. I intend to make you a trustworthy and obedient servant. You are an obedient little boy, aren't you?" Manna smirked, tapping the boy's lengthy penis with her ruler.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister", Niki sighed.

"Good, I have one more job for you. Get down on your knees."

Niki hesitated for a second before feeling the welts on his bottom that was already almost torn open. The most intense pain had subsidided, but he still felt like he was being burned.

"May I put my pants on before it?", Niki asked.

"No."

The boy sighed and got down on his knees.

"Good boy", the prime minister smiled. "You do know how to follow instructions. Now crawl under my table."

Niki looked at the smiling prime minister before lowering his head and slowly crawling under the table like a dog. Nothing makes a young boy obey better than a well whipped behind, Manna Sarin thought.

Niki looked at her dress shoes and her milky white ankles that were well visible. He was not sure what would follow but he had already promised himself that he would go through with whatever he was ordered to do.

Manna Sarin slowly lifted her tight black dress all the way up, revealing her smooth calves, her tender thighs and finally her pale crotch. There was no sign of underwear when she sat her beautiful butt down on her expensive leather chair. Slowly she raised her left leg on the table, before doing the same to her right leg. A complete view to her most holy opened to young Niki under the table. The boy gulped loudly, before pinching his behind to make sure he was not dreaming. The sharp pain running through his body made it clear that he was not.

"Come on boy, you know what to do. You know what to do, don't you?" Manna smiled.

"Y-yes, Miss Prime Minister", Niki was not sure what to say.

"Good. Now be a good little boy and get to work so I do not have to spank your butt again. Start slowly", Manna ordered.

Niki gazed at her crotch and took a deep breath. She had a small neatly trimmed bush; her legs were invitingly open, and she smelled good. Niki crawled closer, gulped, and went to work with the experience of a teenager who had had one girlfriend before being ordered to go down on the beautiful prime minister. He kissed her on the inner left thigh. Manna fondled his hair.

"Good boy. Keep going", she instructed.

Niki kissed her thigh again, moving closer to her vagina. He kept kissing her thighs, taking small nibles of the tender skin. Manna gasped when he moved onto her vagina, gave her a small kiss on the outer lips and moved straight onto kissing her other thigh. Niki made sure to kiss her thighs all over before slowly making his way back to her crotch. He kissed her inner thighs and even gave a small peck on her firm buttocks. He moved his tongue slowly up and down the outer lips of her pussy, before a good lick that moved from her butt all the way to her clitoris. Manna moaned and grasped his hair tighter, taking her legs down from the table.

Niki started moving the tip of his tongue around her clitoris. Manna moaned and took a firmer grip on his hair. The moans made the boy almost forget the painful burn on his backside and he started to get erect again. Slowly Niki moved his right index finger inside her and Manna's breathing started to get heavier. Niki moved his finger up and down the ceiling of her vagina, slowly inserting another finger. All the while his tongue slowly moved across Manna's sensitive clitoris.

While pleasuring her, Niki moved his left hand on his own crotch, and began to move his own erect cock slowly up and down. Her pleasure and the feeling of being under a powerful woman made Niki feel good and even the pain on his bottom started to feel erotic. He kissed Manna's clitoris while masturbating himself before a powerful kick on his testicles made him yell and turned his vision blurry. This was quickly followed a stern open-handed slap on his face, taking the taste out of his mouth.

"Niki! Who gave you the permission to start pleasuring yourself?" Manna demanded to know.

Niki groaned and tried to cover his sore testicles.

"I'm sorry. I thought..."

Another slap on his face turned the boy's eyes watery again.

"Your job is to follow instructions. I am the only one who is supposed to be pleasured here. You were just punished so hard that your bottom is still sore and now you think you are allowed to start masturbating? I should give you another whipping for misbehaving like that. Is that what you want? Get up right now!"

Niki moved himself back to his knees, his penis still fully erect, but his testicled and buttocks aching painfully.

"Sorry, Miss Prime Minister. I did not mean to offend you. Please do not punish me again", he desperately pleaded in a way that was natural to a young and aspiring politician.

"Come here, stand next to me. Don't cover your genitals, put your hands behind your head", she sternly commanded.

He did as instructed, walked over to her and lifted his hands behind his head. Manna instantly gave him a heavy open-handed slap right on his testicles that made the boy scream and fall down on his knees.

"You naughty, naughty boy. Up."

Niki got up and instanty she slapped his testicles again, making the boy dizzy.

"You absolutely do not have permission to touch yourself. If I want to see you touch yourself, I will command you to do it. Now turn around and put your hands behind your back."

The prime minister opened her drawer and took out heavy steel handcuffs. The cold steel came down on Niki's hands and locked his hands tightly behind his back. Manna gave him a good slap on the most bruised part of his bottom.

"Now get back under my table and finish your job before I change my mind about spanking you again", she commanded.

She raised her legs on the table again and Niki slowly crawled back under the table with his hands neatly tied behind his back. He moved his head back towards her crotch when she pulled his hair and hauled his face right into her dripping pussy.

Niki got back into kissing her clitoris and moving his tongue around her most sensitive part. Manna tightened her grip on his hair and adjusted her position. She pushed her butt right into his mouth.

"Lower. And do not be afraid to use your tongue, you naughty little boy", she moaned.

Niki gulped, before moving his tongue around her butthole. He was surprised by the sweaty taste that got mixed with her dripping pussy. It felt like pure lust, and without even being ordered he moved his tongue in.

"Good boy, just like that. Keep going", she said, breathing heavily. Niki let his tongue wander around, kissing her perk bottom, before moving back straight into her anus.

Manna's breath began to get heavier and her body began to tremble when she ordered Niki back up to her clitoris. The first gentle touch was enough for her whole body to start contracting and wiggling around. He kept moving his tongue around and Manna could feel the pleasure around her body, from her toes to her throbbing butthole. When she could not take it anymore, she grasped Niki by his hair and and lifted his face again. Manna sighed, lowered her legs back to the floor and gave Niki two gentle taps on his cheeks.

"Good boy", she praised her. "You may get up now."

Niki got back to his feet and the young athlete was a sight to see. Pants and underwear around his ankles, his erect cock throbbing, his butt full of painful purple welts that were almost bleeding, hands locked behind his back with sturdy handcuffs and his face wet all over from the prime minister's juices. Niki and Manna locked eyes again, their hearts pumping fast and their breath still steadying.

"You may go now", Manna ordered

"Uh... Miss... I am still..." Niki hesitated.

"Yes?" Manna smiled.

"I am in handcuffs with my pants around my ankles", he appealed.

"Should we do something about that?" Manna asked.

"Could you unlock me and let my pull my pants up before I go?", the boy said, beginning to blush.

"Ask nicely", the prime minister smirked.

"Could you please unlock me and let my pull my pants up before I go?", Niki said, not sure if he had picked the right words.

"If you wish", Manna said, picking up the keys from her drawer.

She walked up to him and caressed Niki's burning butt that was already starting to turn from purple to black.

"And what did we agree about typos?" she asked.

"No more typos."

"Or?"

Niki blushed.

"Or I get whipped", he finally said.

Manna smiled and gave the boy a kiss on the cheek.

"Good boy", she said before unlocking his handcuffs.

Niki thanked the prime minister, quickly got his pants back on and walked out of the door. His heart was racing, his bottom was burning, and his cock was still as erect as it could be. He was not sure what had even happened let alone what he should feel about it.

For two weeks Niki tried to interact with Manna as little as possible and he was not entirely sure whether he had dreamed up the entire ordeal. When one Friday morning he was called up into the prime minister's office, he was not sure what to expect. Would it just be a basic assignment, or would he be forced under the table again?

He gave a sturdy knock on the prime minister's office and waited for a while before being called in.

"There you are. Would you close the door behind you?" Manna said calmly. "And lock the door."

Niki locked the door and when he turned around, he saw the prime minister with a large Cuban cigar on her feminine lips. And a large rattan cane sitting on the table before her.

"Niki. I have somehing that I need to talk to you about", she began.

He gulped loudly.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister?" he asked nervously.

"I have gone over the speech that you typed yesterday. I have also noticed that on the second page you have typed 'form' when you obviously should have typed 'from'. I thought we went over this weeks ago. This is unacceptable", she lectured.

"I am very sorry, Miss Prime Minister. I promise this will not happen ever again", he apologized.

"I sure hope it will not. I believe we went this over already. What did we agree would happen if you did make spelling mistakes like this again?"

Niki lowered his eyes to the floor.

"And what kind of punishment are you about to get now, young man?" she enquired.

"The cane, Miss Prime Minister", he conceded.

She took the cigar out of her mouth, lifted the sturdy cane in the air and smiled.

"Exactly. Now let us get this over with so we can both back to our work. Stand in the middle of the room, drop down your pants and put your hands behind your neck. I want you standing still and silent during your punishment and thinking very hard if this is worth it or if you should concentrate more on your work. Come on now", she urged.

Niki's gaze wandered around the room but silently he obeyed. There was something about Manna Sarin's words that made you want to please her and do as you were told. Manna put the cigar back in her mouth, stood up with the cane in her hand hand gave it a good swoosh through the air. She was a fierce and even erotic figure. For many times Niki had looked back into the experience of getting spanked over her lap and despite the intense pain, the thought had excited her. But he had never been caned before. Could it hurt even more? He obediently removed his belt, dropped his pants to his ankles and even removed his underwear. He put his hands behind his neck and looked at Manna as if to say "alright, let's get this over with".

Manna inspected the boy's behind before starting the punishment.

"Good, your bruises have almost healed, there's barely anything to see anymore. Maybe that is why you have forgotten to behave so we are going to have to change that. I think ten heavy strokes should suffice; don't you think?"

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister."

"But I want you to keep perfectly still. No wiggling around or moving your hands so I do not have to start all over from the beginning, do you understand?"

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister."

"Now push your butt in the air. Good, just like that. Good boy."

Manna swung the cane, hitting full force through the poor boy's buttocks. The deep tramline was already beginning to form when the inevitable scream came out. The wave of hot pain went through Niki's whole body and without even undestanding why, his erect cock stood straight up.

Manna tapped his penis softly with her thick rattan cane.

"Young man, what is this?" she enquired.

"Oww... I am sorry Miss Prime Minister... I do not mean to...", he answered, not even fully sure what he was apologizing for.

"I am beginning to think that you like your punishments a bit too much, Niki. Look at this. How am I supposed to turn you into an obedient servant if you get erections when you are being punished? We can not go on like this. We have to take care of this right now", she decided.

"I am sorry...", Niki pleaded.

Manna fondled the cigar on her thin lips.

"Well there seems to be only one way. You will ejaculate and then we will go on with your punishment. If you get an erection again, you will have to ejaculate again. We will go on like that until we can be sure that you are not getting too exited during your punishment. Go on."

"Uhh... Miss...?" Niki muttered, not sure he understood.

Manna slapped his erect cock so hard that the boy winced.

"Miss Prime Minister", she corrected. "And now I want you to start stroking your cock. Go on, you do know how to masturbate, don't you? Or do you need help?" Manna smirked.

Niki looked at the prime minister, not entirely sure how serious she was. He put his right hand around his erect penis and looked at Sanna Marin, as if expecting and approving nod. Instead she swooshed her cane through the air again.

"Start stroking, young man! Or do I need to cane you to get you to start, you seemed to enjoy the idea", Manna commanded with a stern voice.

Niki began to stroke his erect penis, which had to be close to eight inches in length. The first stroke on his bottom had already made his bottom burn as if it was being burned with a hot iron and he was afraid how much worse it would feel after being forced to cum, but he still did as instructed. To his own surprise, the thought of Manna's heavy cane on his behind, despite all the stinging pain, seemed to make him excited. He closed his eyes and thought of Manna's wet pussy and the taste of her womanhood and he began to stroke even faster. His erotic fantasies were soon interrupted by the familiar stern voice.

"Come on, young man. We do not have all day", she said, smacking her cigar. "Do I really need to give you some extra motivation?"

Worrying about what kind of terrible punishment the extra motivation could mean with her, Niki quicklu apologized, tried to concentrate on Sarin's perky breasts and tried to stroke his shaft as fast as humanly possible.

"Bend over, boy", she commanded.

Niki, his hand still around his penis, did as he was told and presented his bottom for the prime minister once again.

"Spread your legs", Manna said, before spitting on her thick Cuban cigar. "And spread your buttocks."

Niki swallowed. He knew what was coming up, but he did as instructed. He left his erect penis alone for a moment, spread his buttcheeks wide apart and prayed that it would not hurt too much.

Manna Sarin had a first-class view on the poor intern boy's young anus.

"Keep still, this might pinch a little", she said calmly, before pushing the thick cigar into the boy's butthole. "Do not flex, it is just going to hurt more."

The boy winced as he felt the cigar slowly slipping inside his dry behind. When the tip was in, she pushed it in even harder and the boy winced. Manna slowly moved the spit-covered cigar in his ass, slowly taking it out before pushing it even further in. Then slowly out and slowly back in, before it was fondling the intern boy's prostate.

"Relax, it feels good, doesn't it? Now stand back up and put your hands behind your neck. I am going to take care of this if I can not trust you to even masturbate by yourself. You just keep still and think of something nice."

Manna kept fondling the boy's prostate with the cigar with her left hand, while her tiny right hand took a good grasp of Niki's erect cock. She began moving her hand up and down, while moving the cigar in his butt, and she could feel how the boy's dick became even harder and thicker.

"Here we go, young man. In no time you will be ready for your punishment", she said. "Now you think that being caned is all fun and games, and it makes your cock go straight up. You like the idea of domination, don't you?" she asked while moving his foreskin up and down rhytmically. Manna stuck her cigar as far up the boy's butthole as she could, making Niki moan. She leaned into the boy's ear, still keeping the steady rhytm with masturbating him.

"But after you have come, you will not like it one bit. You will see nothing erotic or enjoyable in having your buttocks torn apart with a sturdy rattan cane. Every single lash will hurt like hell and you will feel nothing but deep pain and embarrasment. From the first second the terrible pain will make you want to stop, but I will not stop. I will not stop until your deserved punishment is over", she whispered into his ear while massaging his prostate and his penis. "But the second stroke will burn even more, and it will leave an even deeper welt. And by the time I am done with you, your bottom will be full of deep dark welts, your eyes will be filled with tears and we might even break the skin on your tender behind." She nibbled on his earlobe. " Because it will not be erotic play. It will be a well-deserved punishment."

Niki felt his body quivering and his mouth only opened for small moans to come out. His legs began to shake and when his erect cock started throbbing, Manna leaned into his ear again.

"And when you are about to come, I want you to say. We do not want you making a mess in my office. Because if you do, you are going to have to clean it with your tongue", she whispered.

"N-now...", he said, desperately fighting against ejaculation.

Manna grabbed a tissue from her pocket and tied it neatly around his throbbing shaft.

Niki's field of view blurred, and his asshole pulsated around the thick Cuban cigar, when he burst into the tissue as if he were coming for the first time in his life.

"Good boy", Manna smiled while wiping his still throbbing penis.

Niki gasped for air and fell down on his knees, breathing heavily, the cigar still in his butthole.

The prime minister threw the tissue away and grasped the heavy rattan cane back into her hands. One heavy swoosh through the air was enough to make Niki's heart stop beating.

"And now that we have got this small little inconvenience out of the way, we can get back to why you are here. Get up and take your position. I believe we agreed upon ten cane strokes for misspelling. Is that correct, young man?" she asked.

Niki involuntarily stood back up and moved his hands back behind his head. His penis was now limp and the idea of a severe punishment with a thick cane couldn't feel less erotic anymore. His mind was entirely concentrated on the harsh strokes that were about to hit his tender young behind.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister", he sighed.

Manna smiled and grabbed his butt that was still bearing one red welt from the first stroke of the cane.

"You seem to be enjoying that cigar in your butt. Let us keep it there, shall we?"

Niki was not sure whether he should answer. He nodded.

"Good. Let us start from the first one. Remember to keep still. If you break your position or start wiggling around, we will start from the first one again. If you can not behave and start getting erections again, we will take care of that and then we will start from the first one again. I hope you can follow rules now, so we do not have to keep starting from the beginning for the whole day. I hope this punishment will really teach you a lesson. With every stroke that is tearing your butt apart, I want you to remember why are here. No typos. No misspellings. No sloppines. Is that clear, young man?"

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister", Niki meekly agreed.

On the same second, the strict cane landed on his backside. Niki winced and grinded his teeth together, with a thick welt rising on his pale white bottom.

Manna inspected his limp dick and smiled at the boy's suffering.

"Feels like a punishment now, doesn't it?" she teased the boy.

"Yes, Miss Prime Min..."

Niki's words were cut short with another heavy stroke of the cane that made the boy wail. He was still gasping for air when Manna stroke again. The cane came down full force, wrapping around his thigh, instantly leaving a long bluish welt.

Niki closed his eyes and moaned in pain, desperately trying to keep still. The pain made his butthole uncomfortably conract around the cigar and waves of pain went around his whole body.

"Keep those hands still and your butt nicely presented. Don't want to start over from the beginning again, do we? "

The heavy rattan cane slashed again, and Niki was screaming out loud. If he was capable of concentrating on anything but the overwhelming pain, he would have wondered how he was ever able to see anything erotic in a situation like this.

"Do we?" Manna urged again.

Niki was sniveling and holding back tears. He was trying to close out the world around him, but Manna would not allow that.

"No, Miss..."

The cane landed for the fifth time, Niki screamed, and tears came out of his eyes. He could feel the burning pain all over his bottom now and six deep welts were nicely raising on his tender behind.

"And stop screaming. This is a punishment that you have fully deserved, try to take it like a man. We agreed that you would concentrate better in the future and stop with your silly typos, but you had to be sloppy again, didn't you? I really hope you are learning your lesson now. If I find typos in your texts again, then next time we are repeating this ordeal and adding five strokes. At some point the pain will be enough even for a stubborn young bull like you. But right now, you clearly haven't had enough."

Manna raised the cane high over his head and with all her force, he lashed down right on the middle of poor Niki's ass. The sixth stroke was enough for the boy to shriek and bawl his eyes out.

"We simply have to do something about these constant screams coming out of your mouth. Open your mouth, young man", Manna urged.

Niki could not see through the tears, but obediently he opened his mouth slightly open. At the same moment he felt something in his butthole. Manna yanked the cigar from his ass and inspected it for a bit.

"Here we go. Nice little gag for a naughty young boy."

Manna slowly pushed the cigar into his mouth and Niki closed his lips around the moist cigar. He was too concentrated on his burning behind to resist or think about the taste.

"Oh my, you are not crying, are you? You still have four strokes left. Now keep your hands where they are, keep your legs still and keep your mouth closely around that cigar. I do not want to hear any more screaming. Remember, we can always start all over from the beginning if you so wish", Manna lectured. "Now brace yourself."

The cane began swiftly dancing on his tender backside again and Niki tried his best to keep still despite the overwhelming pain. Seventh stroke he could take but the eight one made his knees buckle and he fell to his knees, only to instantly raise back up with tears in his eyes.

"What did I say about keeping your position, Niki. Do you want to start from the first one again?" Manna asked.

Niki mumbled incoherently to the cigar, terrified of the thought.

"Good, then stand still", Manna said, instantly letting the cane swing wildly again.

Niki was shaking nervously, puckering his lips around the cigar like he was holding on for dear life. He could no longer tell the deep tramlines on his buttocks apart; it was all just one huge burning pain.

The last stroke landed right on top of an old welt, breaking the skin on his butt. Niki howled and the cigar fell to the ground along with several teardrops.

Manna smiled and tapped him on his backside with the palm of her hand.

"I hope you truly learned your lesson now. Remember, next typo and we are going to repeat this ordeal. But this time it will be fifteen strokes. Do you understand?"

Niki wiped the tears away from his eyes.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister", he said with his eyes lowered to the ground.

"Good. Now pull your pants up and take that cigar with you and get back to work. Remember, no more typos", Manna said, putting the cane away in her cabin.

"Yes, Miss Prime Minister", he agreed.

Niki pulled his pants up, left her office and threw the cigar in the nearest trash can. When he sat down in his own office, the burning pain instantly came back. He began writing again, concentrating deeply on every single word.

"If only I could admit that I have dyslexia", he pondered with his butt aching. "But that would be bad for my political career." He kept writing in silence.
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