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    Having been acquired by a secret organisation and sold as a slave to a
    very dominant and demanding woman, Jack Hawkins is in no doubt that he
    has reached rock-bottom.  But when his owner lends him for the weekend
    to a friend of hers, he learns that there are indignities even he has
    not yet experienced...








    I was on my hands and knees weeding the patio flag-stones (with a bloody
    kitchen fork!) when I felt the tingle in my genitals.  The heavy iron
    chastity restrainer that was padlocked securely about my cock not only
    effectively prevented any sexual release (and I mean any): it doubled
    as a electro-shock device, which my owner, Miss Parker, used to summon
    me.  The shocks were graded, each with a slightly different level of
    voltage.  They ranged from barely sensible through a bit uncomfortable
    and 'you felt that alright' to sheer agony.  There were handsets left
    conveniently placed in each room, each set to deliver the shock keyed to
    that room.  All the so-keyed shocks were in the lower levels, more
    tingles than anything else.  She had demonstrated all the levels on
    the day I was fitted with it.  From that time on, I had been punished
    every time I made a mistake in figuring out which shock belonged to
    which room.  The punishment was a maximum-level shock, and then a caning
    on top.  I had quickly learned which tingle belonged to which room!  It
    was weird, but I felt pathetically grateful that the shock levels for
    the rooms were all so low.  She could easily have made each and every
    one of them painful.  What could I have done to stop her?


    And now she was summoning me from the living room.  I hurried into the
    house and into the living room, came to a sudden halt a few feet from
    her chair, and adopted the required posture: ram-rod straight, hands at
    my sides, feet together, head up and staring straight ahead — very
    careful however not to stare at her.


    She kept me waiting, as usual, quite as though she had not even heard me
    come in.  After a while, still without looking at me, she carefully
    ennounced, in that cut-crystal voice of hers, as though talking to
    herself:


    "I've decided to whore you out, boy."


    What?!  Whore me out?  After the first shock, I realised that I had no
    idea what she really meant by that.  I was bit long in the tooth to be a
    rent-boy.  Surely she...?  I felt it best to keep silent, since I did
    not know what to say.


    "What do you think about that?  Hmmm?"


    She looked at me for the first time.  My eyes flickered towards her,
    then away.  I saw a faint smirk on her face.


    "I...I..."


    She decided to let me out of my misery.  She must have been in a good
    mood.


    "A friend of mine needs a slave for the weekend.  Her regular is
    unavailable, for some reason.  So I thought I'd do a little pimping..."


    My heart lifted.  She had no male friends, so at least it wasn't—
    that...  But what did she mean by...? I mean, I wasn't allowed sex with
    her, she was hardly likely to allow me to have intercourse with her
    friend — or was she?


    She didn't enlighten me.


    "That will be all.  Get on with what you were doing."


    I uttered a humble, "Yes, Miss", I bowed low and turned to leave


    "No, on second thoughts, leave whatever it is until you get back.  You
    had better get the washing done — I don't want to be short of
    anything."


    All washing this house was done by hand, by me.  It took hours, the
    minimum of detergent, cold water.  Madame said this was easier on the
    fabric.  I too had to go easy: no vigorous rubbing, just a gentle back
    and forth in the soapy water.   Over and over and over.   It was, like
    most of my chores, mind-numbing in its sheer tedium.  Wash, rinse, hang
    out to dry.


    "Yes Ma'am," I repeated,bowed low again, and scurried away


    


    Madame had acquired me from the organisation almost two years ago.  The
    Organisation!  It had seemed like just an ordinary personals ad.  How
    could I have known what lay behind it?  I realised afterwards how
    carefully-worded that ad. was; then, how carefully I had been questioned
    by the agent sent to the first 'date'.  I never saw her again.  But
    what I told her, foolishly blabbing, had in retrospect clearly marked me
    out as a suitable victim.  The second date I was stood up in a remote
    park, not another sole in sight — until I was grabbed from behind, and
    knocked unconscious by a sedative injection.


    I spent the next six weeks somewhere, I had no idea where; with never
    enough sleep, never enough food, stark naked, and locked on my cock the
    first chastity device I had ever worn in my life.  At the end of this
    nightmare, the boss of the place, a hatchet-faced woman in late middle
    age, made my situation explicit.  Naked, no money, no ID — and, should
    I be identified, a kiddie-fiddler frame-up to deal with.  The state I
    was in, I was in no position to even think about trying it on.  I signed
    everything put in from of me.  I signed away my freedom; signed away, in
    effect, my life.


    And then I stood on a low platform before a room of women.  And they bid
    on me.  And I was sold.  To Madame Suzanne.  And the rest?  Well, I
    live the life of a naked chaste slave, because that is what I am now.  I
    am Madame Suzanne's property.  She works me hard and punishes me for
    the slightest hint of disobedience, the smallest mistake.


    And now, just when I thought things could at least not get worse, I was
    being sent into the unknown — 'whored out'!


    


    Her friend arrived that afternoon.  I was summoned while I was in the
    garden, just hanging the last of the washing I had spent hours doing by
    hand.  I hurried in, bowed low, stood at attention before them.
    Madame's friend, I was surprised to see, was a very young woman.


    "Well, here he is, for what he's worth," remarked my owner laconically.
    "Now, what are you offering me for him?"


    After some haggling, they eventually agreed a price.  A price of fifty
    pence.  "You hear that, whore?  that's how much you're worth!" my owner
    said to me, a sadistic smile playing about he lips.  I swallowed and
    hung my head.  I thought I had plumbed the depths — and now this...  I
    hung my head.


    "Head up, boy!" my owner said sharply.  "Don't insult Miss Mandy!"


    I heard the warning note in her voice and hastened to make amends before
    I was sent to fetch the cane.


    "Oh I am so sorry Miss Mandy, it isn't that i don't want to serve you,
    it's just that I have never been away from Madame before..." I hastily
    improvised.  It seemed to work.


    "You want a key for the cock restrainer?" my owner asked Miss Mandy
    asked casually.


    "Oh, heavens no!  Whatever for?"  Miss Mandy exclaimed ingenuously.


    My owner smiled.


    "Fine."


    "Any special instructions?" Miss Mandy asked then.


    "Nah, do want you want," said my owner with a lazy shrug.  "Well, you
    know, don't kill him, and don't cut any vital bits off!  Other than
    that..."


    Miss Mandy laughed.


    "Got that.  Cheerio then!"


    Miss Mandy got up and left, just like that.  I quickly scurried after
    her, aware of my Mistress's mocking gaze.  She said nothing as I left.


    She was standing in the drive, the boot of her car open.


    "Get in there!"


    I did.  The boot was slammed and I was left in darkness.  I shifted
    about, trying to get comfortable.  My head was against the spare tire,
    my legs were drawn up to my chest, my feet pressed against a toolbox.
    Comfortable it was not.  I had felt sorry for myself when I was
    delivered to Madame in the back of a van, bound hand and foot and
    hooded.  This was even worse.


    The car stopped.  I felt it sway slightly as Ms Mandy got out, then
    heard the slam of the door.  Then nothing.


    I was left lying there for about half an hour.


    


    The boot was jerked abruptly open, light flooded in.  I blinked.  "Out!"
    a voice barked.


    I stumbled awkwardly out of the boot, and had the presence of mind to
    kneel at once.  We were, I saw, in a secluded driveway.  The gravel of
    the driveway was painful to kneel on.  Before me, I saw Miss Mandy
    dressed in a very brief black leather leotard and thigh-length boots.
    She looked at me with contempt.


    "I don't know what your Mistress sees in you, I really don't," she
    sneered.  Then she turned on her heel and stalked towards the house.
    "Follow me!" she commanded over her shoulder, "on hands and knees!" I
    crawled after her.  She was promising to be a real martinet, this one.


    Once inside, she informed me it was her practice to give any new slave a
    'special welcome'.


    "With this," she said, picking up a cane from the table.  "Get your arse
    up!"


    This, of course, I did at once, though I was startled by this harsh
    beginning to my temporary servitude.  Miss Mandy then proceeded to give
    me six strokes.  They were hard strokes, making me cry out towards the
    end, and I found it well-nigh impossible to maintain the required
    posture.  But I did.  I had learned the hard way from my permanent owner
    that inability to take what she had to give just meant that I got more.


    "I can cane harder," she said flatly when she had finished.


    I could well believe it.  I was shaking, tears pricking my eyes.  So it
    is understandable that I was already in greater fear of her than I had
    been before my arrival!  It was difficult for me to comprehend how such
    a pretty young woman as Miss Mandy could be just as cruel as my owner, a
    hard-faced, older woman.  But she clearly was.


    Miss Mandy then showed me a very familiar thing in her other hand.  It
    was the handset which controlled my electro-shock device!  Oh, Christ!
    I had hoped for a few days free of that at least.  She noticed my dismay
    and smiled cruelly.


    "Yes, your Mistress was kind enough to loan me one of these," she
    simpering, holding it up for me to see.  Then she pressed the button—
    and a bolt of sheer agony jetted through my cock and balls and right
    through me.  I howled out loud as much from surprise as from pain and
    clutched myself.


    "My, my, what a fuss over a little shock," sneered Miss Mandy.  "Now you
    know what you'll get if you performance is anything less than stellar
    this weekend!"


    "Yes, yes, Miss" I grovelled, still clutching myself.


    "Straighten up and get your arse in the kitchen.  You're making dinner
    for two."


    I was then sent to the kitchen to prepare a meal.  For two.  Yes... Miss
    Mandy informed me that a friend of hers, Miss Judy, would be staying for
    the weekend.  This did not contribute to my peace of mind.  It is hard
    enough for a slave to satisfy one Mistress completely, let alone two.


    However, as it turned out, this Miss Judy — a tall, blonde and most
    beautiful lady — brought her own slave with her. His name was Thomas.
    I heard Miss Mandy suggest that he, too, should get a 'welcome' and,
    shortly afterwards, I could hear Miss Judy giving it to him.  Gasping
    and wincing, Thomas then joined me in the kitchen and we began to work
    as a team for the two young ladies.  I noticed his face was
    tear-stained.  Huh!  Couldn't take it as I had — I almost felt proud.


    "No gossipping," Miss Mandy warned.  "Any conversation must be strictly
    confined to your duties."  


    It was an order that neither Thomas not I were likely to disobey so soon
    after our drastically painful introduction to this formidable young
    woman!


    Some hour or so later, when their evening meal had been prepared, we
    both called in to serve drinks, light cigarettes and generally wait upon
    them.  When not performing these duties, we each knelt humbly in
    opposite corners of the room.  Either one of them had but to crook a
    finger and we would come running to be of service.


    Miss Judy, it became apparent, shares with my owner a predilection for
    keeping her slave quite, quite nude — in his case, not even a chastity
    restraint! — but at some point Miss Mandy made a fuss about this.  


    "I really don't like seeing that creature's bollocks swinging back and
    forth," she complained.


    "Sorry, darling, I wasn't thinking.  Don't want to offend you," said
    Miss Judy accommodatingly.


    As a result, Thomas was, very soon after this, sporting a pair of his
    Mistress's knickers.  They were rather too small for him, of course.  He
    looked utterly humiliated, as well he might, since he did look rather
    ridiculous.  The two ladies from then on made a point of commenting on
    his attire, as though he had chosen it himself: "look at that poof in
    the knickers!" etc., etc.


    I got the impression that Thomas was new to all this, and had got rather
    more than he bargained for!  Though we weren't allowed to talk together,
    still it was possible to pick up scraps of information just by watching
    what was going on.


    Anyway, the two ladies drank rather a lot and soon became rather giggly.
    This, I sensed, was dangerous for the two of us slaves — good tempers
    could quickly turn to bad under the influence —  but there was nothing
    either of us could do about it.  I for my part tried my very best, to
    avoid setting either of the Mistress's temper off.


    They set us to play games, competing against each other.  One game I
    found particularly irksome.  Two sets of playing cards were tossed
    around the room — one red-backed, one blue-backed.  I had to pick up
    the red ones, with my mouth, and crawl to Miss Mandy with them one by
    one.  Thomas had to do the same with the blue ones, for his Mistress.
    Unfortunately for me, Thomas was the more adept, and was finished first.
    So I lost — or rather, Miss Mandy decided that I had let her down, and
    put on a most petulant display of bad temper, at the end of which, after
    a few hefty slaps across the face, I was sent to fetch the strap from
    the hall cupboard.  result, Miss Mandy gave me ten stinging strokes of
    that strap.  They hurt like hell, across the still tender welts from my
    'welcome' caning.


    The next game was the old kid's game of 'hunt the thimble'.  This time I
    was lucky and found it first, so it was Thomas's turn to feel the strap,
    which Miss Mandy had told me to leave lying on the sideboard 'in case it
    should needed again.'  'In case'!  As though it wouldn't be!  


    Miss Judy is a big blonde, five feet ten inches tall and every bit as
    strong and powerful as she looks.  She laid into him with great severity
    and I had to admire the fortitude with which he endured it, despite what
    I had presumed to be his lack of experience.  He might be tougher than I
    had thought based on his reaction to that morning's caning — or maybe
    he's just a fast learner!.  Well, he would need to be tough: it would
    help him in his new life — a bit!


    Both ladies seemed to find these games most hilarious, but they were
    wearisome and nerve-racking for us.  I was strapped two more times,
    Thomas once.  My bottom was really burning and I realised I was in for a
    bloody hard weekend.  I even found myself wanting to be back with
    Madame Suzanne.  Not something I would ever have dreamed of wanting
    before that day!  But, the devil you know...


    Later we both served dinner and, luckily for us, this seemed to be
    satisfactory.  Thomas and I were permitted to finished up the scraps, on
    hands and knees, whilst the ladies settled down to watch TV for an hour
    or so.  Meanwhile, Thomas and I cleared away and washed up.  Once
    finished, we stood in the kitchen, looking at each other in silence,
    waiting to be summoned.  What next, we were both wondering!


    Next, in fact, was bedtime.  But not exactly rest, for any of us.  Each
    slave had carefully to undress his Mistress.  Then the two of them got
    on top of the large double bed.  It was obvious what kind of games
    they were going to play!  We, of course, were going to have to
    stimulate them as well, as and when they directed.  Miss Mandy took her
    strap to bed with her and was not slow to use it as a form of
    'encouragement'.


    Thomas and I had, repeatedly, to go down to each lady in turn... and the
    room was soon filled with their sighs and cries of delight.  Oh, they
    were having a wonderful time, but it was exceedingly hard work for us.
    It was also, as any man can understand, most frustrating to have to
    perform such intimate duties without being allowed any form of relief.
    Miss Mandy kept objecting to the erections which Thomas achieved whether
    he would or no — there was no way he could check them, naturally — and
    that was when she used her strap.  Miss Judy, on the other hand, did not
    object but, finding it most amusing, played around with him a lot, which
    only made matters worse.  painful on occasions.  Even though my
    restrainer assured I would not commit that offence, still I got plenty
    of strap too, for the flimsiest of excuses — ogling, coping a feel,
    anything either bitch could think up!


    As a finale, the two ladies decided they wished to enjoy each other
    alone.  Thomas and I were ordered to lift the bedspread aloft, so that
    it was rather like the top of an old-fashioned four-poster bed, and hold
    it over them.  Thus we could not see what was going on on the bed,
    though we could hear a lot!  My goodness, those two lovely ladies seemed
    quite insatiable!


    At last, thoroughly satiated, Miss Mandy reluctantly left the arms of
    her lover to take us in hand.


    "I'll just put these two wankers away," she said languidly.


    "Oh, wait a minute darling!"


    Miss Judy rose too, and swiftly roped Thomas's hands behind his back.


    "After all the excitement, I'm not having you playing with yourself,"
    she said by way of explanation.


    It was a cruel decision but then, a slave can't expect much else.  I, of
    course, still had my restrainer locked on, so there was nothing I could
    do in any event.


    Miss Mandy led the two of us to a small box room barely big enough for
    one.  There were no beds, mattresses — on furniture of any kind, in
    fact.  We both knelt humbly in the small room, waiting for her to go.
    But Miss Mandy still stood, pondering.  


    "I might allow you relief, boy," she announced unexpectedly, looking at
    Thomas.  "But only if you fuck him in the arse!" she continued, pointing
    at me.


    Thomas looked ready to drop with surprise and fear, as as for me....  I
    swallowed hard.  How long had it been since Thomas's last 'special
    treat', I wondered?  How desperate was he?  But I couldn't bear it!


    "I...I... would prefer not Miss," Thomas stammered, clearly trying to
    make his rejection of her 'generous' offer as humble and self-effacing
    as possible.  After all, she hadn't actually ordered him to do it, had
    she?  Miss Mandy sneered.  


    "Suit yourself!  I shall tell your Mistress you don't need relief as
    often as you have been getting it, then!"


    She smiled unpleasantly.


    "Now off to sleep, you two coy little bum-boys.  Lots to do tomorrow!"


    She flicked off the light switch and stalked out, locking the door
    behind her.  I settled down on the bare boards for what sleep I would
    manage to get.  I suppose Thomas did the same.  We didn't speak — what
    was there to say?  Who knew what I would be ordered to do to him
    tomorrow — or him to me?  A nice thought to go to sleep on!


    


    We were released from our miserable accommodation chores and other duties
    at eight o'clock in the morning.   The ladies stayed in bed until
    midday.  During the course of the morning, I heard Thomas playing with
    himself in one of the lavatories.  He was, I reckoned, taking a big
    risk, but I envied him all the same.  And after all, he wasn't wearing a
    restrainer, and I was.  When it came down to it, I would have done the
    same if I had had the chance.


    Then both of us had to bathe and dress one of the ladies, Thomas Miss
    Judy, I Miss Mandy.   I received frequent face-slappings from Miss Mandy
    for 'clumsiness', 'copping a feel', etc..  She really was turning out to
    be a most impatient and impetuous lady!  Thomas didn't fare much better.
    It seemed as though they were competing with each other in who could be
    the biggest bitch!


    A champagne breakfast was served to the ladies in the early afternoon,
    from one P.M. to two P.M.  A late lunch was taken a few hours later.
    The ladies relaxed at their leisure, enjoying good food and drink.
    Thomas and I, on the other hand, were never given a moment's peace.
    First serving, then clearing away, then washing up.  After all that, we
    were set to working scrubbing the kitchen and scullery floors.  Each of
    us was given an old rag, and we shared a bucket of cold water.  Elbow
    grease was suppose to take the place of more advanced cleaning materials
    — same old same old,  I thought.  I was beginning to feel very tired
    but, of course, dare not flag.  Incidentally, Thomas got a six stroke
    caning from his Mistress for breaking a cup while he was clearing up.  I
    had to stand by and watch.  This powerful lady really put everything
    into each stroke — Thomas having been tied over a chair — and she had
    him bellowing like a wounded bull.  I must state, in all honesty—
    which is what you wish, Mistress — that I am very glad that I am not
    owned by Miss Judy.


    Then it was back to more 'fun and games' for us, though I do not suppose
    Thomas enjoyed it any more than I did.  Once again, we were pitted
    against each other, and the loser punished.


    At the end of these games, Thomas was told to take off his knickers.
    Then he was told to kneel before them.  Then he was ordered to
    masturbate.  That, you may think, was a great relief for him, but it
    wasn't as simple as that.  Time and again, he was brought to the brink
    and then abruptly ordered to cease.  It was a cruel torment.  And it was
    all the more difficult for me, standing there dumbly, made to watch, for
    of course I had had no relief that day, as Thomas had.


    In the end, he lost control, despite Miss Mandy's order, and spilt his
    seed.  It was impossible to stop himself.  However, that was no excuse.
    Now it was his turn to be tied to the chair and get a caning.  Miss Judy
    gave him a dozen — not quite as hard as Miss Mandy had laid on earlier
    — but, on his already well-strapped flesh, those cuts were clearly an
    agony, as his howls and squeals bore clear witness.


    It was then that Miss Mandy winked at Miss Judy and announced in a
    over-dramatic way that would have got her thrown out of drama school


    "That wasn't your first wank today, was it, Thomas?"


    Miss Judy joined in then with a similar display of over-acting.


    "What?  Heavens!"


    Thomas looked as though he wished the sky would cave in and bury him.


    "I... Miss..."


    "Well?"


    I realised they both knew what he had done that morning.  They must
    have a CCTV system in place, I thought.  I had seen no cameras, but that
    didn't mean anything nowadays, such systems were miniaturised so that a
    pin-head seized device set in the ceiling could monitor everything that
    went on in a room.


    "We have discussed your wanking problem before haven't we Thomas?"
    brayed Miss Judy, getting all high and mighty and lecturing him as though
    he were a naughty schoolboy.


    Thomas hung his head.  He must have been thinking along the same lines
    as me, and knew that if he denied it he would just be in worse trouble.
    Fast learner, this Thomas!


    "Y-yes, Miss..."


    His face was crimson.  Strange that a naked slave who had just tossed
    himself off in front of all of us should still be humiliated by such a
    question!


    "Yes, what?" Miss Judy pressed.  "Tell Miss Mandy and I just exactly what
    you did!"


    "I... I... I wanked myself off, Miss."


    "Yes, so I have been told!" Miss Judy droned on.  "Fantasising about raping
    me or Miss Mandy or both of us, no doubt."


    Miss Mandy gave a display of shock and horror that would have shamed a
    sixth-form dramatic society.  Miss Judy hammed it up to match her.


    "Oh, don't fancy either of us, eh?  Your bum-chum here more to your liking,
    hmmm?"


    Miss Judy's lips curled in amused contempt.


    Thomas's face filled with horror.


    "Oh no Miss no, not like that.. you're... you're very beautiful..."


    "But I'm an old dog am I?" Miss Mandy interrupted.


    "Oh, no, no, Miss Mandy, please, you're.. you're beautiful as well..."


    "Oh, lucky old me!" Miss Mandy exclaimed to Miss Judy, "It seems I do
    get to be the subject of your randy slave's wank fantasies after all!
    You really ought to get him under control!"


    Miss Judy put on an air of outrage while Thomas looked on with an
    expression of sick dread on his face.


    "Yes, I know, I know!"  


    Miss Judy stared hard at Thomas, who looked about ready to faint.


    "And what did I promise you if you didn't get control of yourself?" she
    brayed.


    "A... a sound thrashing, Miss," replied the hapless Thomas.


    It was clear now.  She had wanted him to sneak off and wank, so she
    could catch him out and punish him!  What a bitch!  I felt almost glad
    that my cock was locked away just as it normally was: at least that
    meant this was one fiendish game to which I could not be subjected!


    "That's right, boy!  So, fetch me that strap over there and assume the
    position."


    Like a well-trained dog, Thomas fetched the strap, and knelt before his
    Mistress proferring it on upraised hands.  She snatched it up, and he at
    once pressed his nose to the carpet and stuck his arse up in the air.
    Poor bastard!


    Miss Judy laid on with a will.  I have already mentioned that she was
    powerfully-built.  I would not have liked to be in his place.  How he
    managed to stay in position I will never know.  My respect for his
    toughness increased.


    Miss Mandy saw my sympathy.


    "I can't wait for you to fuck up so I can give you the same boy!" she
    announced.  Then she looked thoughtful, and continued, "although as a
    matter of fact, I can give you a thrashing any time I want.  I don't
    need a reason, do I slave?"


    "I... no, Miss..."


    A cruel smile spread over her face as she heard the apprehension in my
    voice.


    I was worried at this.  I had been thrashed often enough but it never
    got any easier.  And I was still sore from my 'welcome' and the dose of
    the strap earlier during our 'games'.


    Miss Mandy continued to smile her cruel smile.


    "Something for you to think about!  Now, watch Thomas being punished.
    And don't you dare look away!"


    So I watched as the strapping continued.  She must have given him
    several dozen, I wasn't counting.  Buy the end he was snivelling
    miserably.  His owner gave him a back-hander across the face.  


    "Stop that fucking snivelling, you great sissy!"


    "Your Mistress must value the cock of yours, to keep it locked up the
    whole time," remarked Miss Mandy then, turning her attention back to me.


    I didn't know what to say.


    "Do you fuck her?"  Miss Mandy continued.


    Oh, what a question!


    "I... I... Miss, I..."


    "I asked you a question!"


    "N-no... no, Miss," I answered, as respectfully as I could.


    "You must be a queer then."  


    "No!  I mean, no, Miss..."


    "Are you contradicting me?"


    "N-no, Miss, but... please..."


    "Oh, look at the big baby, he'll be blubbering in a minute!" Judy butted
    in.


    "As far as I can see, if you don't fuck your Mistress, it must be
    because you're a queer," Miss Mandy continued sneeringly on.  "I could
    see you got all excited at the chance of a fuck from Thomas!"


    "Oh, did he now?" said Miss Judy significantly.


    An awful thought crossed my mind.  Oh, no, they can't, I thought, they
    can't be going to get Thomas to do...  to do that?  But then Miss
    Mandy turned away and, ignoring me, flounced onto a couch and opened a
    magazine.  Was I was going to be spared — for now, at least?  Miss Judy
    pointed to a corner, and I meekly assumed the position: kneeling, nose
    to the wall: out of the way.


    


    In the end, nothing came of that idea.  And, fortunately, we had a
    pretty quiet evening, since the ladies wanted to watch a long play on
    TV.  What a relief!  Not that much relief, but better than nothing.  We
    were put in opposite corners of the living room, nose pressed into the
    corner, kneeling, hands on head, and told not to budge an inch or make
    so much as a squeak.  That is, unless one or other of us were called
    upon to fetch and carry, which needless to say happened several times
    during the course of the evening.


    All the same, they day was not over.  Once again, there were games on
    the bed, in which Thomas and I had to play a most active part.  Later,
    exhausted, I fell asleep almost instantly on the hard floor of that
    small room.


    


    The next morning we both were again woken bright and early, with plenty
    of chores to keep us occupied.  The ladies rose mid-morning — early for
    them — since Miss Judy wanted to get back.


    Having assisted Miss Mandy with her morning toilette — getting frequent
    slaps again — I was dismissed to wait until she was good and ready to
    deliver me back to my owner.  Kneeling in the hall, nose to the wall, I
    heard Miss Judy and slave Thomas leaving.  Miss Mandy was most effusive
    to Miss Judy.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Miss Judy stalk out
    the door, Thomas crawling after her on hands and knees, cane welts
    making a darker-red pattern over a bottom that still glowed bright red
    all over from the strap.  Poor bastard!  what a life he must led!  No
    bloody different from the life I lead, though, I reflected.  The life
    to which I was now going back...
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Thank you for buying and reading this story by me, Miranda Birch. If you liked
it, please consider writing a review on Amazon.  If you found fault, please
let me know.  I welcome constructive criticism.  To leave a comment, or
simply to find out more about my work, go to my homepage: https://mirandabirch.wordpress.com/.



There is also a mailing list, 
https://mirandabirch.wordpress.com/mailing-list/, which will keep you
informed of new publications, special offers, and what have you.  



I am on Twitter as MissMBirch.



Finally, if you enjoyed this story, you might like to try some of my others:
my Amazon Author page http://www.amazon.com/Miranda-Birch/e/B01E0YCDUG
lists them all.
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