
        
            
                
            
        


Serving His Time

In Femdom Captivity


Book II of Deadlier Than The Male



      By Miranda Birch





             Copyright ©2017 Miranda Birch.  All Rights Reserved.






    As a naked captive in a cold, dark cellar (see Abducted and
    Imprisoned), Roger has spent the longest
    week of his life suffering as he has never suffered before.  And now
    things are about to get even worse.  The beatings, the hard labour, the
    worse-than-prison food… all that has been hard to bear. But now he is
    put to work upstairs — tarted up as a sissy maid!
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UPSTAIRS


    “It is nice to have a slave about the place again,” remarked Linda.



    “Isn't it just?” agreed Natalie.



    She was sitting at the dressing table in the bedroom which she shared
    with Linda, combing her long, black hair, while Linda stood at the
    window, looking out.



    “I presume that this one's mouth will be used for more than talking
    too?” added Natalie archly.



    Linda raised her eyebrows innocently.  She knew Natalie didn't really
    approve of her making sexual use of their prisoners.



    “Well,” Linda pouted, “it's been too long.  No-one since old Geordie,
    ah, ‘left us’.”



    The slave ‘Geordie’ had been enduring a prolonged session of bottom
    worship under Linda's broad backside when his heart had suddenly given
    out.



    “I rather enjoyed Geordie,” said Linda wistfully.  “Well, his mouth and
    tongue anyway, after he'd been trained up to use them properly.  Shame
    his ticker had to give out on him.  Just when he had really got the hang
    of giving me a proper backdoor climax…”



    Linda looked in the middle distance.



    “Well, this one seems young and healthy enough.  Let's hope he lasts you
    a bit longer, dear,” rejoined Natalie tartly.



    Linda pouted and gave her well-rounded backside a pat.



    “Doesn't do much talking when he's under this, I can tell you!  Anyway,
    we all have our little… what's the word?”



    “Foibles?” Natalie suggested.



    “Yes, that's it exactly!  Foibles.  Well, one of my favourite foibles is
    reducing a macho guy to the status of a humble arse-licker — MY humble
    arse-licker!”



    Natalie smiled tolerantly.



    “What's your humble arse-licker doing now, by the way?”



    “The usual,” said Linda.  “Humping sacks of sand from one end of the
    cellar to the other.  I told him yesterday, his work rate wasn't good
    enough.”



    Natalie laughed sadistically.  “You really are such a slave-driver,” she
    said.  “He crawls out of that cellar totally exhausted and you're still
    not satisfied.”



    “Are you complaining, darling?  Perhaps I should go easier on him?”



    “No… it's exactly what I want,” stated Natalie emphatically.



    “Slaves must be pushed to the breaking point every day,” said Linda.
    “They must be made to work until they literally drop.”



    “And still be made to go on until they drop again.  It amazes me
    sometimes what pain, pure and simple, can do,” Natalie chimed in.



    Linda ran her fingers along the leather of her supple switch and licked
    her lips.



    “If you felt one of these across your pretty little bottom, you might
    understand better.”



    “Thanks,” laughed Natalie.  “Do you know that some women like to keep
    female slaves?”



    “I've heard so,” replied Linda.  “Doesn't appeal to me.  Give me a
    whimpering, cringing male any day.”



    “We are in agreement there,” nodded Natalie, “though I must say I would
    deal with a female slave just the same.  Just as ruthlessly.”



    “I believe you would,” said Linda, giving her companion a saucy look.
    “You're a sadist to your fingertips!”



    She strolled slowly over to the door and back to the the window.  Her
    magnificent bottom, scantily covered by a skimpy pair of black lace
    panties, swung and rolled seductively from side to side, and her
    high-heeled patent leather boots clacked on the parquet floor.  Looking
    down into the street she said,



    “When you are ready, I think we might we might go down and see how our
    new boy is getting on?”



    Natalie smiled. “Yes, we don't want him getting lonely down there, do we?”



    She gave Linda an arch look then.



    “You are already, ah, ‘ready’ then?”



    “Oh, I like to give him an eyeful — it's not like he can do anything about it!”





DOWNSTAIRS


    Down in the cellar, Roger was reaching the end of his tether. It had been a whole week since those bitches had kidnapped him, and since then he had been in hell.



    Stark naked but for the heavy iron tube locked on to his penis, viciously whipped at the whim of his cruel captors, fed on cold porridge once a day, he had spent all day every day of those seven long, long days toiling non-stop at utterly pointless tasks, before being locked in a tiny cell for a few hours to get some precious rest.



    Now he staggered along under the weight of yet another sack of sand and slung it on the growing heap at the far end. He was half blind with tears and sweat and he was panting hoarsely. The thought that this was going to go on day after day, week after week, month after month, with no end in sight, brought him to the brink of total despair.



    Back he went to fetch another heavy sack, straining to haul it up and place it over his shoulders. He simply could not go on much longer. Yet he dare not stop. Had not that sexy, curvy blonde warned him that his work rate was too low? She would surely thrash him yet again, if she was not satisfied with his efforts.



    The knowledge drove Roger on. He dumped the sack and actually hurried back for another. He uttered a moaning sob, then another.. The throbbing pain from the still-fresh weals across his backside were a constant reminder of the penalty for failure. He didn't want any more. They always thrashed him so hard. So hard! It was terrible! Did they realise with what savagery they treated him? he continued to sob in sheer desperation.



    The very futility of his task made things worse. When all the sacks had been moved from one end to the other, then what? He would have to start taking them back again.



    “Dear God, help me,” he mumbled to himself, “get me out of here, somehow. I swear I'll never commit another crime as long as I live!”



    Another sack. Stumbling, groaning with effort.



    Then another… and another.



    He simply couldn't go on. Yet he dare not stop.



    Another sack was done! But this time, Roger, fear to stop though he might, simply fell on top of it as soon as he dropped it. He was half-senseless with exhaustion, his chest heaving painfully. He was so caught up in his own misery that he did not hear the click-clack of high heels approaching down the corridor. He did not hear the cellar door open. He did hear the louder click-clack of high heels on the bare stone flags as Natalie and Linda approached.



    He did not hear — but suddenly he felt! Linda's switch whip-lashed across his left buttock, swiftly followed by Natalie's across his right. Two well-aimed strokes, laid on with full force. With a howl of pain he jerked up, half-erect.



    “Lying down on the job, eh, slave?” snarled Natalie.



    “I told you I wanted a higher work rate,” said Linda, flexing her switch. she gave Roger another vicious cut with it across one flank.



    Roger threw up his arms appealingly.



    “Mercy… merceee… Miss… I just c-can't go on…” he whined. He began sobbing.



    “That's what you think,” said Natalie. “Get your arse up slave and get it up high!”



    “N…no…no….I beg you, Miss…”



    “Get it up… now!” ordered Linda relentlessly.



    Roger burst into tears as he forced up his quivering hindquarters.



    “Oh God… no… noooo more.”



    All this after he had toiled till he dropped!



    “Higher!” insisted Linda.



    With satisfaction she watched the terrified male further upthrust his quivering buttocks. How marvellous to make a man submissively offer his already welted backside to the whips of his owners! She looked at Natalie and smirked. Then her plaited switch fell first, lashing full-bloodedly across both buttock cheeks. A howling shriek rent the cellar and Roger writhed convulsively right over on to his back.



    “Mercy…mercy…no more… no more,” he kept repeating mindlessly.



    “Assume the position slave! Nose to the ground, and arse up!” shouted Linda.



    “Get it up again… and be quick about it!” Natalie barked. Her dark eyes were flashing with delight. This was just how such a vile creature should be treated.



    With sick dread Roger twisted over, pressed his nose to the stone, and up the hindquarters came again, up high, twisting and flinching, nates clenching with dread.



    Swish… crack!



    Roger received an equally full-blooded stroke from Natalie and was once again contorted in writhing agony. The two women glanced at each other, smiling happily.



    Linda glanced at the pile of sacks and noted that the work rate had improved somewhat. But he could probably still do better, given the proper encouragement.



    “And now go and fetch another sack, slave,” she ordered.



    The two young vixens watched then as Roger staggered up and reeled down the cellar towards the smaller pile of sacks. the new weals looked very vivid, rather complementing the faded colour of the old. Swaying, Roger humped a sack over his shoulder and came slowly back towards them. They saw the sweat and tears, saw the near-total exhaustion etched onto his features… and loved it!



    “There,” said Natalie as the sack was dumped down. “I told you you could do it, slave.”



    “All it takes is a little extra effort,” said Linda, “and of course, some motivation.” She smiled broadly. “These switches make great motivators, don't they, slave?”



    “Y-yes… yes Miss,” whimpered Roger.



    “Go and fetch another sack, slave,” commanded Natalie and once more Roger staggered off to obey. His mind was reeling. He just couldn't go on much longer whatever they did to him. There were limits to human endurance… and he was fast reaching them.



    Bent double, wheezing and moaning, he humped another sack and dumped it down. And then Roger simply fell on top of it. But both Natalie and Linda knew they had driven their victim to the brink and left him, seeing the heaving of his chest, hearing his groans.



    Linda turned in the doorway and looked back to see Roger tackling another.



    “We are watching, slave!” she announced with sadistic joy shining in her face, pointing with her whip to the CCTV camera mounted high in one corner. “Always watching. If either of us should see you slacking for a single minute, we will be back down here with our, ah, ‘incentives’.”



    She cackled, and slammed the door shut.



    Left alone in his misery, Roger began to sob helplessly as he struggled to get up, to get up and pick up yet another sack, and once more to hump it over to the growing pile. To the pain of his overworked muscles was now added the painful throbbing of the fresh red welts across his buttocks.

	


TO AND FRO


    Back upstairs, Natalie and Linda were at their ease. On a whim, Linda glanced up at the CCTV screen. It showed their slave toiling to and fro, albeit very slowly and with frequent pauses. As she watched, a wicked little grin stole across her face.



    “I have just had the most delicious thought!” she announced.



    “What?”



    “Just watch the camera…”



    With that, she was up and stalking on her high-heeled boots to the lift. Down in the basement, she took her time making her way along the corridor to the cell where their naked captive continued his pointless, back-breaking task. The acoustics down here were such that the the slave would hear the click-clack of her high heels on the bare stone flags as soon as she got out of the lift. She knew that sound would put a chill through his heart. Good! He should learn to dread it!



    She slammed open the door and stalked arrogantly up, hips swaying, whip swinging, to where Roger staggered under the weight of a sack, He was almost done, she could see. And done-in, for that matter — but who cared about that? Anyway, time for a bit of amateur theatricals…



    “What the hell is this?”



    Roger stared at her dumbly.



    “You were told to get those sacks from that side to that side!” she enunciated clearly and distinctly, and pointed with her whip from the side of the cellar which was now almost full towards the wall he had almost finished clearing.



    “But… I… no… it… I'm nearly finished…”



    She interrupted him with a back-hander across the face.



    “Are you calling me a liar?”



    “No, no! It's just…”



    The look in her eyes made him tail off.



    “Then you were just willfully disobedient, weren't you?”



    “But..”



    Another vicious blow full across the face silenced him. Linda raised her crop in warning. Roger cringed.



    “I don't know what you've been doing here all this time. You should be finished, and it looks like you have hardly started. You haven't done much more since I was down here last time!” Linda ranted with indignation.



    “Now! Listen to me slave!” A tone of sadistic menace crept into her voice. “Get those sacks over there” — she gestured with her crop at the wall Roger had spent about three hours clearing — “where the they are supposed to be!”



    “Oh, and no food for you until you have finished your assigned task,” she added haughtily.



    She stared at him. Roger bent, picked up the sack, and wobbled back to put it where he had fetched it from not five minutes ago.

		

		Back upstairs, sitting at her ease watching the CC TV camera, Natalie giggled. There was no sound, but it was not hard to work out the dialogue. She did have such a wicked imagination, that girl! Natalie thought.

		

		Linda walked back into the penthouse suite. Natalie greeted her with a cry of delight.



    “Oh, you are wicked Linda!”



    “I know! I am a wicked, wicked bitch!” Linda's eyes were shining with delight. “Tell you what, let's give him an hour or two, and then it can be your turn!”



    Natalie opened a questioning mouth, then the penny dropped and she fairly cackled with sadistic glee.



    “Oooooh, I like it!”



    “Come on, I'll take you out for lunch, and you can go down when we come back.”



    “Righty-ho!”



    The two close friends grabbed their hand-bags and headed out.


	

“My turn, I think!”



    Natalie grinned as, back from a lovely lunch, she looked at the CCTV, which showed that Roger had got most of the sacks back where he had carried them from in the first place.



    “Enjoy!” sparkled Linda.



    She rose and swayed off towards the lift.




Downstairs in the cellar, Natalie flung open the door with a crash, stalked in, and feigned outraged indignation.



    “You were told to get those sacks from that side to that side! Are you too stupid to understand a simple order, or just plain lazy?”



    Roger, bent nearly double under one of the sacks, looked up at her in dumb stupefaction.



    “Lazy is my bet,” Natalie continued. “Just as well you're wearing the cock cage, or you'd be wanking off down here.”



    She snorted in contempt. Then, talking slowly and loudly as though to a backward child,



    “Now get those sacks over to where you were told to put them!”



    Roger wanted to protest. But one look into those cold dark eyes told him exactly what would happen if he opened his mouth. Barely able to stand, he turned and teetered uncertainly with the heavy sack, to put it back where he had just taken it from. There were only five left… or rather, there had been “only five left”. Now there were only five on the right side, and all the work still be to done. Again.



    He stomach rumbled with hunger. He had not yet been fed today. Miserably, he laid down the sack and traipsed back for another.



    Natalie watched him imperiously in silence. Then she looked up at the camera mounted high on one wall, gave a wide grin, and went off to rejoin her companion in tyranny.

	


REST


    After a light dinner, Linda suggested they relieve their slave. It appeared from the CCTV that he had finally managed to finish — or rather, he had pretty much finished for the umpteenth time!



    “We had better put him in his cell and give him some grub,” said Natalie.



    “Oh, Florence Nightingale! Be careful you don't spoil him!”



    Natalie cackled.



    “Fat chance.”

		

		Roger was slumped over a sack, almost insensible. As they entered he gave a muffled groan and tried to rise.



    “Slave, get on your hands and knees and crawl after us. You're finished in here — for the time being.”



    This welcome news gave Roger just enough strength to get on his hands and knees. With another heartfelt groan at the stiffness and pain in his limbs, he crawled after the two pairs of high-heeled boots. Thank God… Thank God… at last he was going to be allowed to rest! Switches swinging, the two women made their way out of the cellar and along a corridor. Roger felt true terror at the thought of the power they had over him. They arrived at his cell door and it was unlocked. Never had Roger imagined he would be glad to arrive at such a place.



    “In!” said Linda crisply and Roger got a painful kick up the arse. He scrambled in, sobbing weakly.



    “Just a minute,” said Natalie, “he hasn't licked his feeding trough clean from yesterday.”



    “Really?” Linda sounded amazed. “You know our orders about that!” Two whip-lashing strokes laid on in quick succession across his thighs contorted Roger into a writhing frenzy. “Disobey again and I'll give you a dozen.”



    “I… I'm sorry, Miss… so sorry!” wailed Roger.



    “Sorry, slave? You'll be sorrier still, I can assure you.”



    “Now go and clean up your trough, you lazy pig!” ordered Natalie.



    With a groan, Roger crawled over to the trough. Would they never leave him alone? He bent over the nauseous trough and licked up the remains of what had been deposited there yesterday. It made him feel sick, but he was almost past caring. He just wanted to lie down and rest.



    When Linda was satisfied that the trough was sufficiently clean, she unlocked the lever and pulled. Moments later the trough was filled with the usual fare: cold porridge.



    “Mmmmm, yummy!” exclaimed Linda. “Get your snout in then!”



    She kicked Roger, who nauseated though he was, was also very, very hungry. He snurfled greedily at the unappetising mush.



    “What a greedy pig!” exclaimed Natalie.



    “Isn't he just!” agreed Linda.



    When Roger had eaten every bit, and been careful to lick the trough very clean this time, “Get up on your bunk, face down,” came the order. Roger scrambled up. He stretched out. His iron penis ring clanged dully on the wooden planks. He stretched out, feeling total, if temporary, relief.



    Linda started kneading in some of the special healing ointment they used on their victims. It healed with amazing rapidity. A mission of mercy? Well, not quite. If was done so that they could thrash their victim more often, and harder. She seemed to enjoy her work, grinning as Roger winced and yelped. He was so very, very tender. She would have loved to give him another six of the best across that helpless arse; but best to let him heal a bit first. There was always tomorrow.



    “I'll be coming to fetch you early tomorrow morning, so get right down to sleep, and no wanking!” he heard Linda say. Just her little joke. She loved to taunt her captives about the fact that their cocks were locked up. But this one really didn't care any more right now. He was already drifting into a sleep of total exhaustion.



    The two women looked down at him contentedly. So far things had gone well and there was no reason why they should not continue to do so. Their captive would soon become fitter and stronger. When he had done so, they would increase the weight of the sand-bags.



    There was going to be no let-up for Roger.

		


TONGUE TRAINING


    Roger woke sometime the next morning. He lay there, shivering in the pitch darkness of the cell. He wondered what time it was. Down here, either in pitch darkness or in the blaring light of the naked bulbs high in the ceiling, one soon lost all track of time. He felt the better for a night's sleep, but his over-worked muscles ached abominably.



    Then he recalled Linda's words. I'm coming to fetch you early, she had said. With sick dread in the pit of his stomach, he wondered what new horrors and torments were in store for him.



    How long could he endure this existence, he asked himself. I'll go mad, I must escape. Somehow… somehow. He contemplated the prospects coldly. He would have to deal with them one at a time. Perhaps he could drown Linda in her bath, which he often had to attend. Afterwards, he would take Natalie by surprise. It was possible. Just. Better than be subject to this horrifying servitude for ever. he would have to plot and plan and take his time.



    After this decision, Roger felt a vague sense of relief. There was a faint hope. Better than nothing.



    After all, he was a man and stronger than they were. Individually anyway.



    With a frisson of dread, he suddenly became aware of the sound of high heels coming along the corridor. It was one of them. He lay still, trembling, feeling his heart pounding.



    The door opened and light flooded the cell. Forcing himself up Roger knelt submissively beside the bunk, which he had to do, if he were not chained to it.



    It was Linda. Blonde and beautiful and — stark naked but for gleaming thigh-length black leather boots! She smiled at him in a rather possessive way.



    Linda smirked to see her naked slave fall to his knees at the sight of her. How marvellous to have this brute kneeling before her, submissively waiting her next order!



    “Had a nice rest, slave?” she enquired.



    “Yes, Miss,” he answered humbly.



    “Rather longer than intended. Miss Natalie and I have had things to do. How's your arse, slave?”



    “A… a little better, Miss,” replied Roger.



    “You had better make more of an effort to obey today than you did yesterday, or it will soon be a lot worse!” Linda sneered.



    Roger quailed inwardly. It was so unfair. But all he said was, “Yes, Miss.”



    “Right, crawl after me.”



    She led Roger along the corridor, and into a room he had not been in before. it was a stark contrast with the dim, minimally-furnished dungeon-like quarters which had been his world for a full week now. It was bloody luxurious, thought Roger in astonishment.



    He knelt on his hands and kneels — he knew better than to rise without being told, now; the whip and the cane had taught him that very well — watching Linda as she strutted about the room, her high heels making her shapely bottom move in a most salacious way.



    “Like girls with big bums, do you?” she said suddenly.



    “I…I…”



    “You like mine?”



    “Oh, no Miss…”



    “What! So you're saying I'm an old dog, is that it?”



    “No, no!”



    “So you do fancy me?”



    “You… you're very attractive, Miss.” Roger stammered out. He had to be very careful, he knew. What the hell was she up to? Trying to trick him into saying something for which he could be punished? Or maybe… just maybe… she was going to… to use him as a man? Hope surged within him suddenly. Out of this bastard iron cock-cage at last!



    Linda smirked. She pointed with her whip.



    “On your back, there.”



    Obediently, Roger lay on the broad, soft leather-covered couch. It was the softest, most comfortable thing he had lain on in a week, a vivid contrast with the cold stone floor and the bare plank bed that were normally his lot. He waited expectantly.



    “Alright lover boy, let's see what you've got,” said Linda. She moved towards the bench, slowly, flaunting her voluptuous body. She was very curvy, with just a trace of a tummy. Roger watched fascinated as she undulated toward him on her six-inch heels. She straddled him. His heart was thumping. And then — her broad backside descended on his face!



    “Ummmpppphhh!”



    Roger's first instinct was to throw her bodily off, but he suppressed it. He had already found out to his cost that these girls were not to be messed with. He inhaled the scent of her as he gasped for air.



    “I always use our slaves in this way,” he heard Linda remark nonchalantly. “From now on, I shall require regular, prolonged, intimate service front and back, if you get my meaning.”



    There was a pause.



    “I don't feel that tongue?” Linda remarked in a remarkably calm and reasonable tone for her.



    She smirked, wriggled her bottom a little — then brought her crop down with full force right across Roger's hairy bollocks.



    “MMMMMMMHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHPPPPPPPPHHHHHHH!”



    “I don't think you like the whip on your tender little plums. Am I right?”



    She lifted up slightly.



    He gave a mighty gasp, filling his lungs with air, and babbled, “no no I don't please don't!” and breathed in again.



    Linda brought her big arse down on his face again.



    “A hard-working tongue, or a pair of bruised and bleeding plums. Your choice!” she exclaimed with sadistic enthusiasm.



    Then she felt the tongue begin to probe, tentatively, unsurely. Obviously a complete novice. Never mind, she would train him up. Train him up to be her personal arse-licker1



    She settled her weight evenly over his face, and her hands moved to her nipples. Natalie wouldn't mind if the slave was a bit late…



    Linda kept the slave under her for half an hour.



    His face was bathed in her juices.



    “Right, on your knees slave, we're going up to the apartment. Crawl after me, and don't take your eyes off my arse!”



    Sliding off the leather couch, Roger got on hands and knees and followed Linda out of the cell and along the corridor. He kept his head up, staring at the red boots and the seductively swinging, naked backside above them. Bitch! Roger thought. If I ever do overcome her, he told himself, I'll fuck the arse off her before I've done with her. The thought suddenly inflamed him and there was painful pressure on the iron ring.



    They got into the small lift and Linda sat on his back as he knelt on the floor. He could actually feel her cunt pressing against him. This one was a real teaser, he thought, unlike Miss Natalie who seemed utterly indifferent to him.

		


DOMESTIC SERVICE


    Roger crawled into the apartment to find Natalie sprawled in a revealing negligee on a couch.



    “There you are! Took your time, slave!” barked the petite brunette.



    Linda giggled.



    “Yes, Miss, sorry, Miss,” said Roger meekly.



    He would try as hard as he could to ingratiate himself with her, he thought. she seemed slightly less cruel than Linda.



    “His balls are bright red. Have you been whipping them, Linda?”



    “Of course I have!”



    “You are a naughty girl!”



    They giggled together.



    Their naked slave knelt before them miserably, wondering what torment they would think up next to add to his new life of pain and degradation…



    “I'll leave him with you then, I've got to go out for a bit,” Linda said, walking to the bedroom.



    “Fine.”



    Linda dressed and left.



    Natalie looked Roger up and down.



    “Do you know why you have been brought up here, slave?” Natalie asked snootily.



    “N-no, Miss.”



    “You are going to clean this flat from top to bottom,” Natalie announced, “and you are going to make a bloody good job of it, or I am going to warm your bottom for you.”



    Roger knelt in silence, staring the floor. A wave of relief flooded over him. Only a bit of housework! Bloody woman's work, but a damn sight easier than humping sacks of sand back and forth.



    Natalie rose and took something from a cupboard. She threw it at him.



    “Put that on!”



    He looked dumbly at her, the garment draped over one shoulder.



    “Oh, stand up, you tit!”



    Roger stood, holding the garment in his hands.



    “It's your girdle. A pretty pink girdle!” Natalie exclaimed gleefully. “Now put it on!”



    Roger didn't know how. How could he? He wasn't a bloody poof!



    “Just step into it and pull it up, dimwit!”



    Roger did so.



    “Now these!”



    She flung a pair of stockings at him.



    “Roll them up your legs, carefully. Ladder them and I'll put some ladder-rungs across your arse!



    The stockings were sturdy and he managed to get both on without laddering them.



    ”This now.“



    It was some sort of dress, Roger saw. Of all the indignities… some blokes in prison used to go in for this, he remembered. Bloody poofs. He couldn't do it, it was…



    ”Please Miss…“ he ventured desperately.



    Natalie stared at him hard, without a word. Then without dropped her gaze she reached out for her crop, and tapped it menacingly on the table.



    Roger flinched as soon as he saw her pick it up. With a deep sigh of hopelessness, he pulled the dress over his head.



    Natalie laughed mirthlessly.



    When the dress was on, she threw over a pair of high heels. Roger stepped into them. They were tight, and it was hard to stand on them.



    Natalie stood up and, grabbing his arm, led him over to a mirror.



    ”You don't seem up to a man's work, judging by your performance yesterday, so let's see how you do as a maid. You certainly look up to the part.“



    Roger looked at his reflection. He looked… well, he looked like a bloke in a frock, is what he looked like. Just ridiculous.



    ”This is your domestic uniform, slave. You will always be so attired when you are working up here. Today I helped you with it. In future, you be fully uniformed when you present yourself to me, or I will lay my whip across your arse. Do you understand, slave?“



    Yes Miss said Roger miserably. He had thought downstairs was bad, but this was in someways worse. He had never been so humiliated in his life.



    Turning their captive into a sissy maid was a new idea of Natalie's. She had grown jealous of Linda's zealous use of every captive's face and tongue, and had decided she deserved to have her own ‘special time’ with this latest slave. After all, he was her slave too wasn't he? She loathed the very idea of any sexual contact with men, so she had hit upon the idea of turning Roger into… who? She hadn't thought of a name yet. Oh, well, she would have a think. She would pick a nice sissy girly name for her new sissy maid!

		

		Linda came back from town later in the afternoon. She entered the flat and encountered Roger miserably polishing the hall mirror.



    Linda stared at him a few moments, then laughed as she realised what Natalie had done.



    ”A right little tranny tart, aren't you? Are you a poof or something?“



    Roger looked up and shook his head dumbly.



    ”Why are you done up like that for, then? You look like you belong on a street corner!“



    She eyed him up and down contemptuously.



    ”That's an idea, come to think. You might make quite a nice little earner!“



    Contemptuously she brushed passed him and stalked into the living room. There she addressed Natalie in a put-on tone of shock and surprise, totally overdone, making sure she was loud enough for Roger to hear every word.



    ”Well, well, well!“ she began. ”I leave a naked male slave here, and I come back and he's been replaced by some dolled-up tart. What have you done with our slave Roger, Natalie?“



    Natalie giggled. Linda was such a good sport!



    ”Turns out Roger the Dodger likes to dress up,“ she simpered. ”Apparently his girly name is Cindy. Don't forget to call ‘her’ that or ‘she’ is liable to get upset and start crying!“



    Linda laughed, and flopped down on the sofa beside her dear friend.



    ”Fetch some dry white wine, Cindy,“ Natalie ordered crisply.



    ”Yes, Miss…“ Roger scurried off towards the kitchen.



    ”Come back here!“ came Natalie's harsh voice at once.



    He scurried back.



    ”When I give you an order, you curtsey and then you say, ‘yes, Miss’.



    Roger was dumbfounded.



    “Miss, I… I don't know what to do,” he managed to get out.



    Natalie rolled her eyes.



    “Pinch the corners of your apron.”



    “Now bend your knees, keep your back straight”



    “Eyes down.”



    “It'll do — you'll get better with practice.”



    Natalie waited. Then sighed and prompted him,



    “Now you say ‘Yes, Miss’. What have you got in that head of yours, Cindy, straw?”



    “Yes, Miss,” whimpered Roger.



    Linda guffawed.



    “And now go and get my wine at last, you lazy slut!”



    “Yes, Miss,” Roger said again, and teetered off unsteadily on the heels.



    He returned, poured the wine and served it on a tray, first to Natalie then to Linda.



    They ignored him for quite a while and he was very conscious of how very attractive both women were. And yet, so cruel, utter sadists!



    He sensed that both were in a teasing, taunting mood and feared the worst. Doubtless, he was the one would was going to suffer.



    His eyes wandered to Linda's breasts. He tried not to think about it, but it was useless. Soon he felt the pain of the iron ring again and tears formed in his eyes.



    “Where are your knickers, slut?” Linda said to him suddenly.



    “I… Miss… I don't have…”



    “She prefers to go without,” explained Natalie. “Easier access, see?”



    They giggled.



    “Cindy does have a sexy arse, it must be said. No wonder she likes showing it off!”



    “Mmmm… better be careful Roger doesn't take a fancy to her!”



    They laughed.



    “What, you reckon slave Roger has a thing for trannies?” Linda giggled.



    “Well, you know, in prison, they take what they can get, don't they?”



    Linda sneered at Roger alias Cindy, who stood there in his ridiculous get-up, face crimson.



    “Shall we try to find you a boy-friend, Cindy?”



    Natalie burst out laughing.



    Roger's stomach lurched with sick dread.



    “N-no, Miss, please…”



    The two young woman tittered and giggled.



    “Oooh, she's shy, bless her!”



    They drank more wine; Roger refilled both glasses.



    “Fancy going out for dinner?”



    “Yeah, why not?”



    “Better get this trollop back under lock and key, or she'll turn the flat into a knocking-shop while we are out!”



    “Oi! No-knickers! Get that gear off!”



    It had been humiliating to be always nude, but now Roger stripped almost eagerly. Being naked was better than wearing that gear, and being taunted — as though he wanted to wear it!



    “I'll get him locked up,” said Linda.



    “Come along, slave, follow me,” ordered Linda. Feeling weak and exhausted and utterly humiliated, Roger scampered after naked her on hands and knees.



SOMETHING TO LOOK FORWARD TO


    Down in the cellar, Roger was pushed into the shower room, and subjected to the usual cold shower. He shivered under the cold jet of water. Quickly drying himself, he was then led on hands and knees into his small, bare cell.



    He knelt in front of Linda, and waited for whatever she might please to do to him. They were going out, he remembered. Oh, please, just let her lock me in her!



    “Straighten your back,” Linda barked at him.



    Roger tried to do it.



    “Spread your legs wider. Wider!”



    Roger moved his knees out.



    “Put your hands behind your head.”



    Roger did so. It was better than being in that bastard uniform. But just as degrading in its way.



    “This is how you will kneel before me in future, slave.”



    “Yes, Miss,” said Roger meekly.



    Linda looked down at him haughtily, every bit the slave Mistress. In some ways this was the bit she enjoyed most. Just standing there, looking down at a naked captive kneeling before her waiting to be used.



    “Now, slave, I am sure you have enjoyed your ‘girly time’ with Natalie, but life can't be all pleasure can it?”



    “N-no, Miss,” stammered Roger.



    “As you have heard, we are going out now, which means you get locked in your cell. I may pay you a little visit later, when we get back.”



    She looked down at him, savouring the miserable expression on his face. then she turned, and thrust her rump into his face.



    “Nice, long, passionate French kiss,” she commanded haughtily. “Show your owner how much you adore her!”



    She felt the slavish tongue intrude. Still very much a beginner this one. But that would change. Mmmmm… the lovely long hours of tongue-training she had to look forward to! She could hardly wait! Shame she had to go now, really…



    “That will do.”



    She pulled away and turned back.



    “I will leave you with the taste of that. Give you something to look forward to, won't it?”



    “Yes, Miss,” Roger replied quietly, humbly.



    The door clanged to, the light flicked off, and Roger was left to lie on the bunk in darkness, to get what rest he could before all too soon the use and abuse began again…

		THE END
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