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    One Friday night Debbie & Jackie — the "Dominant Duo" — find a new
    employee at their place of work pilfering the petty cash.  They decide
    to take him home for an in-depth course of attitude correction — in
    their dungeon!









    


    This is the third book in the Dominant Duo series.  Debbie & Jackie have
    previously starred in
    Femdom Retribution
    and
    Femdom Abduction.  Now, in Femdom Crime And Punishment, they find
    another hapless victim to torment!





CRIME ...


    The intruder was shaken to the core to hear the office door opening and
    the sound of female voices.  There shouldn't be anyone here now!  Who
    could it be?  What were they doing here?  Cold sweat suddenly prickled
    all over his body.  What had started out as a piece of petty pilfering
    suddenly looked like turning into disaster.


    Should he run for it?  But the only way out was through the outer office
    and they were already at the door.  He was trapped like a rat, and no
    mistake.  He looked through the glass wall at the cash box, which he had
    stupidly left lying open while he went into the inner office to see what
    else might be lying around.  he wasn't a thief, he had reassured
    himself, he just needed the money.  It was more like a loan really, he
    could always pay it back, he would pay it back...


    The light came on in the outer office.  The game was up.


    Oh!  It was Jackie and Debbie, the two girl assistants.  Jackie was a
    slim brunette, petite and well-formed; Debbie a blonde, big and busty
    but still shapely with it —  And the arse on her!  Well, maybe he could
    still talk his way out of this after all.  They were only a pair of
    girls after all, and he was a man, and a graduate to boot.  He had a
    strong suspicion that Debbie fancied him.  At least, she hadn't seem to
    mind when he `accidentally' brushed up against her now and again...


    They saw him at once.  He saw their eyes: wide and startled.  There was
    a few moments' silence.  Then Debbie barged through the open door and
    confronted him.


    "Tom Roberts!  What the hell are you doing here?"


    A difficult question to answer, that.  You couldn't simply say, I've
    come in to nick — sorry, borrow — the petty cash!


    "Just left something behind, picking it up," he said stupidly.  Then he
    tried to laugh.  Perhaps he could bluff his way through this.  Then
    Jackie advanced.


    "What are you doing in here, though?  You have no business in here!"


    "Oi, Debbie!" came Jackie's voice from the outer office.  "The petty
    cash box is out and open, and ... hmm, I don't think it's all here!"


    Debbie's eyes widened with recognition of the facts.


    "The bastard's robbing!" she said.


    "So he is!" said Jackie, coming through the door.


    The two pairs of eyes were not startled any more.  They now looked
    distinctly menacing.  for two such young women, they had a certain air
    of authority about them.


    "He's just a bloody thief!"


    "Yeah!  And him with all his airs and graces!"


    Tom Roberts was the new library assistant.  He had a degree, and behaved
    as though the work — all he could get, in fact — was somehow beneath
    him.  And Debbie and Jackie, two slips of girls with no higher
    education, were definitely beneath him, as he lost no opportunity of
    pointing out.  Jackie and Debbie were senior to him, in fact, although
    not in charge of him; but he tried it on, bossing them about, he being a
    graduate after all.  Also, in the past, he'd often made the odd quick
    pass.  A fumble here, a squeeze there.


    And now here he was.  They had him!  Now the tables were well and truly
    turned.


    "Shall I phone for the police?" asked Jackie.


    Tom began to panic.  His job was being put right on the line, apart from
    the possibility of charges, and a conviction, and — oh, even a jail
    sentence!  And what would his parents say?


    "No... don't do that," he said quickly.  "Come on girls... surely we can
    come to an understanding about this."


    "Understanding?"  Debbie raised her eyebrows.


    "Well, you know... er, I could see you right in the future.  Promotion.
    More money and... er... all that.  I'm well in with the Head Librarian."


    "Well, you won't be for much longer," sneered Jackie.  "I don't think
    the Head Librarian is big on tea-leaves!"


    "Please..." said Tom.  He was getting desperate now.  He saw a hard look
    coming into Debbie's eyes.


    "Please!" echoed Jackie sneeringly.  Debbie laughed.  Then her eyes
    fixed on Tom, and she licked her lips.


    "Beg us," she said slowly in a flat voice.


    Tom swallowed.  He was damned if he was going to beg these two vulgar
    little bitches!  Common as muck, both of them!


    "Look... can't you be reasonable?"


    "Jackie, phone." was Debbie's sole reply.


    "Right!"  The girl gracefully withdrew her mobile from her handbag.


    "No... for God's sake!"  He saw a faint smile on Debbie's lips.


    "Beg us," she repeated.  Jackie stood, mobile in hand, faintly grinning.


    He'd have to do it —  he'd have to!  Blast the pair of them!  


    "I... I beg you..." said Tom lamely.


    "Beg us what?" demanded Jackie, hand still on the telephone.


    "Not to ring the police..."


    "What do you think, Debbie?"


    Debbie's smile broadened.  Obviously, she was beginning to enjoy herself
    no end.  What a marvellous reversal in roles for her!  


    "Get down on your knees and beg us," she ordered sharply.


    Tom felt his face flush.  This was going too far.   "Are you off your
    rocker?" he asked, sudden fury in his voice.


    "On the contrary.  Very sane.  Get down on your knees, you thieving
    swine!"


    "I... I won't!" said Tom.  


    Debbie sighed.


    "OK Jackie.  I guess we have to let the boys in blue handle this."    


    Jackie demonstratively lifted her phone, and pressed 9.  Once, then
    again.


    "No!" he yelled.  What did it matter?  Anything was better than the Law.
    "I... I'll do it."


    To his relief, Jackie stopped dialling.


    "So do it then!" barked Debbie.  


    Tom had never realised what a right little vixen she was.  Rage surging
    up through him, Tom knelt.


    "Beg us again."


    Tom almost lost control, then thought of the consequences.  


    "I... I beg you not to phone the police," he forced himself to say.


    It was unbelievable that this could be happening to him.  But it was...
    it was!


    Debbie smiled coldly and moved closer to him.


    "I beg you not to phone the police, Miss," she said.


    Tom flushed more deeply.   This was getting intolerable.  Yet he had to
    do what this chav girl said.


    "I beg you not to phone the police, Miss," he said sullenly.


    "Don't go sulky on me," snapped Debbie.  "Remember, you've brought all
    this on yourself."


    How true that was, how maddening!  Tom felt a hand grip his hair.  His
    head was forced back.


    "Smile," ordered Debbie.


    Tom forced a grimace of a smile.   


    "Has... hasn't this gone f-far enough?" he almost whined.


    "Nowhere near," answered Debbie.  


    In the background, he heard Jackie titter.  Oh what a lovely time those
    two were having!  the hand that still gripped Tom's head by the hair
    gave it a shake.


    "Now listen to me, Tom Roberts," said Debbie, "I want no more nonsense
    and no more arguing from you.  From this moment on, you're going to do
    exactly as we say.  Exactly.  Otherwise Jackie will pick up that phone
    and next time she won't put it down.  However much you plead.   Am I
    getting through to you?"


    "Y-yes..." nodded Tom.


    "Yes, Miss!" insisted Debbie.  


    Then she slapped Tom's face — hard.  He was more shocked than hurt.


    "You... you can't do th-that..." he quavered.


    "I've just done it," smiled Debbie calmly.  


    She was obviously just beginning to realise the extent of her power.


    "Say it!"


    "S-say what?"


    "Yes, Miss, you fucking blockhead!"  


    She slapped his face again.


    Fury surged within him — but helpless fury.


    "Yes... M-miss..."


    "Better," said Debbie.  "Don't forget again."  


    Jackie came strolling over.


    "What are we going to do with him?" she asked.


    "I'm considering it," replied Debbie.


    "He'll obviously have to be punished in some way," said the slim
    brunette.


    "Punished!" Tom's voice squeaked incredulously.  "What are you on
    about?"


    "Punishment," said Debbie, cool as a cucumber.  "Crime deserves
    punishment."


    "You... you can't take the law into your own hands," said Tom.


    "Oh, so you'd prefer the real Law?"


    "No... no... I didn't mean that."  


    Tom was slowly realising what an utter fix he had got himself into.
    These two bitches had him by the balls — and they both knew it!  He
    couldn't run because they would be sure to call the police then.  He
    couldn't even put up any resistance to whatever 'punishment' they
    intended to dish out — the warning Debbie had just given him had been
    crystal clear, and he could see she meant what she said.


    "We'll simply have to give him a good hiding!" proclaimed Debbie,
    smiling.


    "Oh come off it!  You can't do that!" protested Tom.


    "Who says we can't?" asked Jackie, almost smiling broadly.  "You?  You
    are in no position to decide.  After all, you know what the alternative
    is."


    "It... it's illegal..."


    "So's thieving."  


    They had him there.


    "You wouldn't dare."


    "Oh, wouldn't we?  We'll see about that."  


    God!  These two little bitches really meant it!  Tom felt a cold sweat
    prickling on his skin again.  Two vicious young women goading each other
    on — that could spell real trouble.


    "So we cane him then?  I like the idea of that."


    "Yes, we cane him.  Just like a naughty schoolboy."


    Tom was looking aghast from one to the other.   Were they simply trying
    to frighten him?  Surely the wouldn't dare use that kind of violence?
    But what was there actually to stop them?


    "This... this has gone far enough," he said.  "You've given me a good
    fright, fair does, but..."


    "Don't forget my warning, Tom Roberts," interrupted Debbie with sudden
    sternness.  "No second chances.  You do as we say.  Or else..."


    "A-alright..." Tom quavered.


    "Good!  Come on then!"


    "Where... where are you taking me?"


    "You'll find out!" 


    They frog-marched the hapless Tom out of the library and on to the
    street.  Debbie's Mini Metro was parked on the curb.  He was bundled
    into the back seat.  They drove the short distance to the house Debbie
    and Jackie shared.



... AND PUNISHMENT


    They lead him in the front door, through the hall and straight down the
    stairs into the cellar.  It was quite expansive down here, noted a
    surprised Tom, for such a relatively small house.  There was a long
    passage, with several doors leading off, presumably to other rooms or
    cupboards of what have you, and a narrow door at the very end of the
    passage.


    This one Debbie now unlocked, and swung it outwards.  The space revealed
    was no bigger than a broom cupboard.  It was bare of all furnishings,
    lit only by the light from the passage.  And kneeling up, his hands on
    his head, eyes cast down, was — was another man!  He was stark naked!


    Tom gawped open-mouthed at the shocking sight.


    "This is flasher, our full-time slave," Jackie informed him.


    "Get out here, flasher.  We have a visitor," ordered Debbie, and
    `flasher' at once fell on his hands and knees and crawled through the
    narrow door into the passage, where he at once resumed his former
    position, on his knees, hands on his head, looking at the floor.  He
    looked utterly miserable.  Once upon a time, he had been called Fred—
    until Debbie and Jackie had got their hands on him.


    Tom could now see that he was not quite completely naked.  That is, his
    prick was encased in a narrow tube of what looked like steel, attached
    to a ring behind the balls from which a hefty padlock dangled.  Tom
    could only gawp some more.  What the hell was going on here?  What had
    he got himself into?


    The girls just let him stare.


    Then, deciding he had seen enough to scare him: "Back in there, you!"
    Debbie barked at `flasher', and kicked him in the arse.  He scurried
    back through the cell door, which Debbie slammed and locked as soon as
    he was through.  As he crawled in, Tom could see that his bare arse was
    criss-crossed with marks, red marks, like he had been whipped or
    something... or caned!  Oh!  Caned!  Like they had said they were going
    to do to him!


    "Flasher got on the wrong side of us, and now he is doing time down
    here."


    "For just as long as we want him."


    "Do you want to end up down here, like him?  Not just for the weekends
    — but full-time?"


    Tom stared open-mouthed at her.  He was really terrified now.


    "No?  Do exactly as you are fucking told this evening, then!"


    Tom nodded dumbly.


    "Come," Debbie ordered.  


    She opened one of the side doors and stepped through.  Tom followed her
    numbly.  The room was — he had never seen anything like.  One wall was
    mirrored.  Whips and canes and all sorts of things he didn't quite
    recognised were arrayed along another.


    "Welcome to our play room, Tom!" Debbie announced, enjoying his look of
    surprise and wonder.


    "Kneel!"


    He fell to his knees like an automaton.  It was all too much for him.
    He just wanted to get it over with.


    "Right... let's have these clothes off."


    "You... you don't m-mean it?"


    "I certainly do," answered Debbie emphatically.  "You're going to get it
    on the bare.  Hurts more."


    The humiliation would be all the greater.  But what could he do?  He
    tried pleading.


    "It... it's not right..."


    "Right or wrong, you'll do it, Tom Roberts.  Or else.  I've warned you.
    Now do as I say.  Clothes off!"


    There was no way out.  He had to obey.  He started to unbutton his
    shirt.


    "Jackie, come with me," said Debbie.  


    The pair of them slipped through a side door, leaving him awkwardly
    disrobing on his knees.


    He heard the two of them laughing in the next room.  Oh, how he hated
    them for this!  Hated them almost as much as he hated himself for his
    stupidity.  Tom took off the shirt, then his vest; stood up and removed
    his shoes and socks, and his trousers; then very reluctantly lowered his
    underpants.  Now he was naked.  He felt terribly vulnerable.  Was he
    really going to be caned?


    Then the girls came back.  Tom was stunned at the sight of them.


    Jackie was practically naked, clothed in nothing more than a skimpy pair
    of white knickers and a pair of white high heels.  Her pert breasts
    joggled deliciously, nipples erect.  Debbie wore a low-cut black bra
    which left half her breasts exposed, black knickers, and thigh-length
    boots of black leather with a wicked heel.


    "Like what you see, Tommy?" Debbie taunted him.  


    They strutted back and forth in their high heels.  Tom felt anything but
    turned on.  Kneeling there naked, with these two dangerous females in
    their bizarre costumes parading in front of him.  But despite
    everything, Tom was fascinated by the sight of the two near-naked girls.
    And maybe, just maybe, all this talk about caning and punishment was
    just to scare him.  Could it be that they... but then how to explain
    `flasher'?  tom was utterly befuddled.


    "Dear me, nothing much happening in the willy department!"  sneered
    Jackie.


    "Perhaps he's never seen a half-naked lady before!" Debbie chimed in.


    "Probably shy," agreed Jackie.


    "Always wanted to have a look at my tits, haven't you Tom boy?" laughed
    Debbie.  "well now you can.  But don't touch!"


    "Anyway, time for his punishment!" announced Jackie with relish.


    She was looking down at him, grinning hugely.


    "I like caning a man," she said happily.


    At that moment, Tom realised to the full the awful humiliation that was
    coming to him.  He wasn't simply going to be caned.  He was going to be
    caned by this girl, this sneering, ill-spoken chav!


    Debbie meanwhile had taken two crook-handled canes from the wall and was
    jauntily swishing one too and fro.  "Here's one for you," she said,
    handing the other to Jackie.


    Jackie took the cane and flexed it happily.  "My, my, that feels good,"
    she said.


    "I doubt if Tom will think so," laughed Debbie.  


    Indeed, Tom had frozen inside at the sight of it.  Talking about it was
    one thing, seeing it was another.


    But they could say what they liked, do what they liked.  He had been
    driven helpless into a corner.  What fun they were going to have with
    him!


    Debbie tapped her cane on a low stool.


    "This will do nicely," she said.


    Tom felt goose-pimples.  


    "If... if I let you c-cane me," he said, "will that be the end of it
    all?"


    "Maybe," said Debbie.  "Depends how you behave yourself.  Now over you
    go."


    Tom hesitated.  Then anger gave him resolution.  I'll show these two
    little cows I'm a man, he told himself.  He bent over the stool.  He
    felt very vulnerable, splayed across it, legs astride, arms encircling.


    "Would you like first go, Jackie?" he heard Debbie ask.


    "Sure, why not?" came the answer.


    Tom Roberts shrivelled inside.  If, way back, someone had asked him what
    was one of the most unlikely things ever to happen to him, being
    thrashed by a negress would certainly have been one of them.  He tensed,
    clasping the stool to himself.  I can take it, he told himself.


    He felt the cool wood of one of the canes tapping gently on his
    backside.  He flinched.


    "You... you won't get away with this!" he cried out.


    "Shut up!" snapped Debbie.  "You're the one who is getting away with
    something.  Like not being reported to the police; like not losing your
    job.  Right?"


    Tom could only groan.


    "Right?" repeated Debbie.


    "Yes... yes... I suppose so..." whined Tom.


    "Yes, Miss!"


    "Ohhh... yes... Miss..."


    "OK Jackie.  Give this thieving swine half a dozen.  Just to warm him
    up."


    "A pleasure, sweetie!"


    There was a brief pause, then Tom heard the hiss of the cane, followed
    by a stinging cut across his bare flesh.  It hurt, it hurt like hell.
    But it was just about tolerable.  He gasped, his head jerking up.


    Again!  Again the rod swished down and cut a searing path across his
    rump!


    "Ahhh!"


    Again, just about tolerable.  It occurred to him that the two girls had
    discussed this.  They were going to cane him, but not so hard as to make
    it impossible for him to endure it.  They wanted their fun but not a
    disaster area over his backside.


    "Nice work, Jackie," said Debbie.  "Just about right."


    Again!


    "Yeeee-oooohhh!" Tom yelped.


    That one had been harder.  Despite his resolution to show what a tough
    guy he was, Tom simply couldn't help crying out.  How long was this
    going to go on, he wondered?  After all, he was not superhuman.  There
    were three more to come from Jackie, that he knew for sure.


    Again!  Once more the rod cut across his backside, wrenching an
    inarticulate cry from him.


    Tom gritted his teeth.  It stung like hell!


    "How are you liking it, boss?"  enquired Debbie.  


    Tom made no reply.  He felt like throttling the girl.


    "Answer me!"


    "I... I'm not..."


    "I'm not... Miss!"  Give him an extra one for forgetting, Jackie."


    "Sure thing."


    "I'm not... Miss..." whined Tom.


    Again!


    "That was the extra one," Jackie informed him.  "We want respect from a
    creep like you.  And we're going to get it.  Yes?"


    "Yes... Miss..."  


    Tom was quite defeated.  These youngsters could do what they liked with
    him at that moment.  One day, somehow, he was determined to get his own
    back.  But how... how?


    Again!


    "Ooooowwww!"  


    That had been considerably harder, and really very painful.  Tom
    summoned up his resolution.  He was not going to give way under this.
    Fury reinforced him again.  He'd like to take that cane and thrash the
    living daylights out of both of them.  No hope of that!


    Again!


    One more to come.   Tom gritted his teeth even more fiercely. 


    Again!


    "Yeeoo... ooow!"  


    That had been a real hard one.  He was near to sobbing now.  But he
    wasn't.  He had made it, he was through.


    "Nice work, Jackie.  I enjoyed watching that.  Just what the thieving
    bastard deserved."


    "Too right.  And I can't begin to tell you how nice it was to give it to
    him!"


    "I can believe you!"  


    Tom shuddered.  The test was getting harder all the time.  How long
    would it be before he was begging and pleading for them to stop?  How
    long before they broke down his powers of resistance?


    "G-give me a break... a bit of a break...," he head himself saying.


    "Alright, weakling," if that's what you want," answered Debbie.


    Weakling!  Did the girl have any idea how painful it was to be caned
    like that?  Obviously not.  "There's another half dozen to come after we
    take a little break.  Consider the situation, shall we say."


    "H-how long is this going on?" gasped Tom.


    Debbie gave him a sudden hard cut with the cane.  


    "Miss!" she snarled.  "Will you never learn?"


    "Eeee... owww... Miss..." squeaked Tom.  


    This girl was relentless.


    "Have you seen his cock?" enquired Jackie.


    "No, and I don't particularly want to," replied Debbie nonchalantly.


    Tom could feel Jackie's cheek against his thigh now.


    "It isn't bad," she said.   "I think I'll have a feel."  


    Tom was astonished to find the girl's hand gripping his penis.  It
    wasn't exactly unpleasant, just such an extra-ordinary thing to happen.


    "Mmmmm... not bad," Jackie adjudicated.  "Not bad for a creep like him
    anyway."


    "Don't get carried away, darling!"


    "Oh I won't, you can be sure."  Jackie's hand was squeezing, pulling to
    and fro.  Tom was horrified to realise that he was swelling and
    stiffening.  Oh the shame of it!


    "Is he getting `uppity', so to speak?" asked Debbie.


    "Just a little..."


    "Let him go.  I'll soon deal with that..."


    Crack!


    The cane descended across Tom's bare bottom.  He yelped loudly.  Debbie
    had laid it on considerably harder than Jackie.  That little bitch
    would!


    "Like pinching our bottoms, don't you, Tom Roberts?  Like squeezing tits
    on the sly?"


    "No... no..."


    "Don't lie to me, you bastard, you've been doing it since you started!"


    "I... I'm sorry... so sorry... please... that's enough..."


    "That's what you think!"


    Crack!


    Another stinging cut.  


    "Owwww... oh not so h-hard..."


    "Not so hard, Miss!"


    "Ahhh... not so hard, Miss, please..."


    Crack!


    Tom got a stroke just as hard as the previous one and he could not stop
    his hands flying back to clasp his tormented flesh.


    "Hands away!  Get back over the stool!"


    "I've had enough... enough... I say..."


    "Oh dear, oh dear.  So we'll have to phone the law after all."


    "No... noooo!"  


    That would be madness after all he had gone through.  He'd got to hold
    out, got to take it.  "Oh my God," he moaned, slumping back over the
    stool.


    Crack!


    "Yeeeoooo!"  


    A really vicious stroke had Tom twisting right over.


    "Please... please... not so hard..."  


    He was truly begging now.  Manly pride was fast slipping away because
    the pain was too great.  Oh how that willow hurt!  It was quite
    remarkable how much such a simple thing like a cane could hurt.


    Crack!


    "Owwww.. owwww...."


    He was twisting and kicking.


    "No... no more... that's enough... for God's sake... that's enough..."


    "Two more to come, thief" intoned Debbie.  "Then we'll take a break.
    Let's have that backside well up, Tom Roberts."


    Jackie was giggling.  


    "Come on...  up, I said... UP!"


    Somehow, Tom made himself thrust up his buttocks.


    CRACK!


    "Owwww.... aaaahhhhh!"  


    This bitch laid on far harder than Jackie.  Tom realised he was
    actually sobbing.  Not loudly, but definitely sobbing.  How could a man
    be reduced to such depths by two girls?


    Crack!


    He knew how.  Through pain.  The power of pain.  He lay over the stool,
    feeling the dozen or so throbbing weals which laced his flesh.  It was
    incredible to think that standing over him, doing this to him, were just
    the two girls from the library.  But it was true.


    "How's his cock?"


    "Not as lively as it was," replied Jackie.  "But that's not surprising."


    Tom felt his penis being squeezed and manipulated again.  Was there
    going to be no limit to his degradation?


    "Stand up!"


    Thankfully, Tom got up off the stool.  The weals throbbed nastily.  Rage
    was like bitter gall in his throat.  If only... if only... he could
    somehow overpower them... then he could give them both a thrashing with
    one of those canes that they wouldn't soon forget!  Oh, what a joy that
    would be!  But he knew even as the thoughts rushed through his head that
    he would never dare do try it.


    "Say thank you!"  That was Debbie.


    "Thank you," said Tom sulkily after a short pause.


    The cane lashed across his sore backside.


    "Miss!" he squealed.   "Thank you, Miss."


    "Now thank Jackie."


    "Thank you Miss," groaned Tom again, facing towards Jackie.


    "You deserved it, didn't you?"


    "Yes, Miss."  The fury was welling up again.  How long could he go on
    controlling himself?  There were deliberately goading him, he realised.
    They wanted him to loose his temper!


    "Are you going to be a good boy in future?  No more nose in the air?  No
    more pinching and mauling?  And above all, no more stealing?"


    "Y-yes, Miss."


    "I'm glad to hear it." said Debbie smugly.  Then she continued, "Are you
    aware, Tom Roberts, that we haven't finished caning you?"


    His heart sank.  Oh they couldn't!


    "Oh God... I've had enough... I can't stand any more.  Please...
    please..."


    "What a softie," said Jackie.  


    She was now seated on a chair alongside Tom  and, once again, she had
    got hold of his penis.


    "Are you referring to his cock?" laughed Debbie.


    "I wasn't actually," replied Jackie.  "But that's soft, too.  Must see
    what I can do about it."


    Tom felt the hand beginning to manipulate him.  Frantically he fought to
    control himself.  It was all so utterly humiliating to be dealt with
    like this.  To be roused for their amusement.


    "Please... please..." he whined.


    "Shut up!" snapped Debbie and the cane lashed.  "If Jackie wants to play
    with your cock she certainly can.  Can't she?"


    Again the cane lashed.


    "Oww... owww!  Yes... yes, Miss..."


    Tom felt himself getting hard despite himself.  It was so shaming.


    "That's better," he heard Jackie say — a sneer in her voice.  "Coming
    on a treat.  Keep caning him Debbie.  I think he must like it."


    "No... no... please!"


    Crack!  Crack!


    "Ywwwoooo... no more.... no more!"


    Crack!  Crack!


    "Stoooopppp... ohhh... stoppp!"


    But who was that plea directed to?  For Jackie had now brought him to
    full, solid erection.  At any moment, he thought he was going to loose
    control.  Lust was overpowering him, driving out the shame of it all.
    Then he felt her slipped a condom on his cock.


    "Don't want all that splooge going all over the place, do we?" she
    remarked lightly.


    Her hand resumed its work; Debbie's cane kept on with its work.


    Crack!  Crack!


    God how that cane hurt!  Yet the pleasure induced by Jackie's insistent
    pumping strokes was beginning to outweigh it.


    Crack!  Crack!


    "He's going to come!" giggled Jackie, hand working furiously now.


    Crack!  Crack!


    The explosion hit Tom and he jerked and shuddered in climax, spurting
    into the condom.  Then slowly he sank to his knees, burying his face in
    his hands.  He felt utterly defeated, utterly deflated.


    "Aren't men disgusting?" said Debbie from above.


    "Quite disgusting!" agreed Jackie.


    Oh the bitches!  Anyone would think it had been his fault that he had
    erupted in that fashion.  Would he ever be able to look either of them
    in the face again?


    "What next?"


    "I think we should cane his naughty cock and balls after that disgusting
    exhibition!"


    "NO!  NO!"


    Tom was desperate.  he was convinced now that they were mad enough to do
    it.


    "Alright, kneel up straight!  Look me!  Now — BEG us not to cane your
    cock and balls.  And you'd better beg good, my boy!"


    "Please, please!" howled Tom in terror.  "Don't cane my cock and balls!
    Please!  I beg you!"


    He actually clenched his hands in supplication.  He was a broken man.


    "Alright then, we WON'T cane your cock and balls."


    Tom sighed out loud with relief.  He was still shaking.


    Debbie pointed with her cane to a leather-covered bench.


    "Lie on that!" she ordered crisply.


    Tom meekly lay down on the bench.  Maybe they would give him a bit of a
    rest... Christ his arse was on fire!


    "Right, let's get him strapped down for this, Jackie."


    "What?  But no,... you said...," Tom babbled, half-rising from his prone
    position.


    "I know what I said," the big blonde bitch replied with a sneer.  The
    two girls seized him, and used leather straps to secure him to the
    bench.  They soon had him on his back and strapped down.  He lay there,
    splayed and helpless, quivering with fear.


    "I did not, however," Debbie continued, "say anything about not caning
    the insides of your thighs, did I?  Very tender area, apparently."


    Tom gave a hoarse, high-pitched squeal.  Then he found his voice and
    began to plead desperately.


    "Oh no, oh no, oh please no..." 


    Gag him Jackie," said Debbie calmly.  


    Her eyes were bright.  She swished the cane back and forth through the
    air, looking in Tom's eyes as she did so.  Her eyes were bright with
    sadistic joy.


    Jackie nonchalantly removed her knickers and stuffed them into his mouth,
    then secured them inside with a strap running across his mouth to the
    back of his head.  He was now soundly knicker-gagged, able to make only
    pathetic whimpering sounds in his throat.


    Debbie and Jackie took it in turns to lay on the cane then, one on his
    left thigh, the other on his right.   They started just below his
    oh-so-vulnerable balls, and continued down to just above the knee.  He
    got twelves strokes from each of them.  They took their time about it,
    savouring the look of helpless fear and suffering on his face, the tears
    flowing freely from his eyes.


    When they were finished, he just hung there limply in his bonds, sobbing
    helplessly.


    "Right, let's get the restrainer on him."


    He felt hands grab him.  The something coldly metallic was slid onto his
    prick.  Tom trembled with fear.  He thought for several dreadful seconds
    that they intended to castrate him.  He heard a clink as of a padlock
    snapping shut.


    "Let's unstrap him."


    The straps were unfastened.  He was able finally to spit the knickers
    out.  He was seized roughly and thrown to the ground next to the stool.
    But he was given no respite.  The two vixens stalking about him,
    shouting instructions, swishing their canes back and forth.


    "Kneel up!"


    "Legs apart!"


    "Hands on your head!"


    Confused and fearful, he obeyed each barked command.  When they were
    satisfied with his position, the two girls stood before him, smirking and
    grinning.


    Tom tried to get a grip.


    "What have you done?  What is this on my.. my...?"


    "What is it you've got on your cock?" Debbie completed the question.
    "It's a cock restrainer, that's what it is.  Stop you from playing
    with yourself."


    "You will be wearing that full-time from now on," Jackie chimed in.  "It
    will make bit of a bulge in your trousers, but that's alright, the girls
    will just think you are well-endowed, won't they?"


    "But... but.. you... I can't..." Tom spluttered.


    "Listen!  You're basically our toy, our plaything!"


    "We can do what the fuck we want with you!"


    "And we will!"


    "If you're a very, very good boy, we may let you out of that thing now
    and again."


    "Occasionally... as a special treat."


    "Yeah, every month or so."


    "And let you wank yourself off in front of us."


    "Won't that be nice?"


    "You will be spending your weekends here with us in future.  Unless of
    course you want to spend this one in the local nick, and the next few
    hundred in Wandsworth, after you get convicted of rape."


    "Rape, what?  I never..."


    "DNA evidence, dick-head!  DNA evidence!"


    Debbie cackled.


    "According to me and Jackie, you brutally raped her.  We have the
    evidence in the form of what you spunked into her!"


    She waved the half-filled condom in front of his face.


    "But I'll tell them what really happened..."


    "Oh?  Your story is two young girls kidnapped you and caned you and made
    you wank yourself off!  Oh, yeah, the Old Bill is gonna believe that!"


    Tom knelt there, stunned, realising that he was getting deeper and
    deeper into — something...


    "I see it is sinking in.  Good."


    "Well, he is a graduate, Jackie, a powerful brain!"


    The laughed.


    "Now, Sir's room is ready, if Sir would like to come this way."


    "On hands and knees!"


    They lead him crawling to a door at the other end of the passage.
    Jackie opened the door, and there was another tiny cell, exactly like
    the one he had seen `flasher' emerge from at the beginning of this
    terrible ordeal.


    "In!"  Debbie barked, and kicked his arse.  


    He crawled miserably inside, followed by the two girls.  There was
    barely room in the small cupboard-like space for all three of them.
    Swiftly, Debbie grabbed his arms and pulled them behind his back, looped
    a leather strap around his wrists, and  buckled it.  Jackie meanwhile
    did the same with a strap around his ankles.  He was trussed up like a
    turkey!


    The two stood framed in the narrow doorway, looking triumphantly in on
    him as he lay on the floor, blinking up at them in shock and dismay.


    "We'll leave you here for the night."


    "Let you have a think about things."  


    "And in the morning we can start the weekend!"


    "Won't that be nice?"


    The door slammed.  A key turned.  The light flicked out.  He was left
    alone.  He lay there in the dark, bound in a most uncomfortable
    position, his rump and the insides of his thighs two burning masses of
    pain.  A sob shock his frame, then another.  He began to cry helplessly.


                                TO BE CONTINUED





    This is the third book in the Dominant Duo series.  Debbie & Jackie have
    previously starred in
    Femdom Retribution
    and
    Femdom Abduction.  










This book's code is: rVhzhWRlxx



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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