
        
            
                
            
        



                           Girls Just Wanna Have Fun!




                                Domestic Femdom




      By Miranda Birch





             Copyright ©2018 Miranda Birch.  All Rights Reserved.






    A middle-aged man with an unhealthy addiction to “barely-legal” porn gets
    his comeuppance from a nubile young lady.  His life will never be the same
    again.  No more ogling teenies on the computer screen for him!  He is
    locked in chastity, put to hard physical work around the house and garden,
    caned for every fault, and degraded and humiliated in front of her friends.
    All just good fun for the young lady; for the old geezer — not so much!
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DOMESTIC BLISS


    In the living room it was football night.  Stefan, a middle-aged man in
    jeans and T-shirt, ‘temporarily’ out of work, had got a six pack in and
    settled down for the evening.  “Yes!  Yessss!  Righ' in ve back ov a net!
    Way-hay!” he shouted drunkenly, and took another swig from his bottle of
    Pils.  His team had just scored again.










    Sitting on her bed in her bedroom, Jessica, a pretty young blonde student
    wearing a tight pink top and expensively-ripped blue jeans, was furiously
    texting with her bestie.



    “stupid wanker watching fball again wtf?!”



    “lol he ever do anything else?”



    “no lol!”



    “does he fancy you?”



    “uh! puke!”



    “bet he does lol!”



    “effing hate him so shut up!!”



    “srsly wtf your mum see in him?”



    “dunno!”










    Late from work again, Martina, a middle-aged businesswoman, as blonde as
    her daughter, still attractive but with a rather tired face, turned her key
    in the door and stepped inside.  The house was dark.  She flicked on the
    hall light, dropped her bag, and popped her head round the living room,
    door, just on the off-chance… but no.  She took a long look at the
    scattered bottles, the TV still glaring, and her so-called ‘lover’ sprawled
    on the couch, snoring loudly.  “Dead drunk again!” Martina snarled
    disgustedly.  Not that he would be interested in her if he were sober…
    She tutted crossly, and left him there on the sofa.  She went to bed alone.
    As usual.






CAUGHT RED-HANDED


    Martina was on a short business trip, as often; and Stefan was at home
    on-line, as ever.  He was ostensibly looking for work.  But today there was
    a new video on his favourite ‘barely legal’ ‘dubcon’ website.  He watched
    it avidly, flies un-zipped, cock out and hard, edging himself with his
    hand.



    “Ooooh, you little teenie bitch.  You stay bent over and take it from
    daddy, you little slut.  Yeah, you love it really, don't you?  Yeah,
    yeah…”



    Stefan could hold out no longer.  He moved his hand faster and came
    strongly almost at once, his semen spurting into the pair of knickers held
    in his other hand.



    “Uuuuuhhhh….”



    He closed his eyes.  That had been a good one!



    Then from behind him came something that would change his life forever.



    “How absolutely disgusting!  You sick perv!”



    Jessica's loud, taunting voice shattered his post-orgasmic trance very
    abruptly.  He jumped to his feet and tried to get his jeans fastened up.  The wet,
    stained pair of knickers dropped to the floor.



    “What the fuck?!” Jessica continued, coming into the room and staring at
    the laptop's display.  As Stefan frantically covered himself, she
    confronted him.



    “Are you wanking to kiddle porn?  You are, aren't you?”



    “No… no… it's legal, it's just…” Stefan stammered stupidly.



    She had her phone in her hand, he realised.  She couldn't be… oh, no…



    Yes, Jessica was filming.  She had been in the doorway filming for quite
    a while!



    Now Jessica examined the scene in the browser as the video continued to
    play — and as she continued to film!



    “Yeah, I'll bet!”  She watched a few moments the still running video clip.
    “She looks younger than me.  Still, technically legal, I guess…maybe…”



    Her eyes flashed.  Thoughts went rapidly through her mind.  She had always
    hated her mother's new man, right from the start.  All he did was sit
    around the fucking house all day, drinking beer and watching TV — oh, and
    as it now turning out, wanking to Internet porn of teenage girls being
    shagged by old geezers!  She regarded him with utter contempt.  And then
    she realised that she knew just how to handle this.  In fact, it was a
    heaven-sent opportunity.



    She carefully put her phone in the back pocket of her jeans.  Then she
    posed dramatically and began to address a police constable she had conjured
    up out of thin air.  The one she would tell about all the horrid things her
    new ‘papa’ had done.



    “When was the first time he touched me, officer?  Oh, officer, it was when
    I was only fifteen!  Oh it was horrible officer!  He made me take my
    clothes off…  and then he started… you know… touching me… all
    over… and.. and touching me down there… and then… and then… he…
    he put his thing in me officer!”



    Jessica stopped and looked at Stefan.  He was staring at her, dumbfounded.



    “After that I expect I will be too distraught to continue!  I'll just cry
    and cry and cry!  And they will most likely take you downstairs and kick
    the shit out of you.  That's what they generally do to nonces, isn't it?
    And then when you are sentenced and imprisoned, I guess they will have let
    the other cons know all about you.  So they will kick the shit out of you
    as well.  On a regular basis.  Pretty much daily, I expect.”



    Stefan was shaking.  This little bitch had him by the balls, and she knew
    it!  He tried to regain control of the situation.  He had his jeans done up
    again by now, which gave him a bit more confidence.



    “Look, you wouldn't do that!  You know I love your mum…”



    “Yeah, right!” Jessica interrupted contemptuously.  “Just shut up, wanker!”



    Then her gaze shifted to the floor, to the pair of semen-soaked pair of
    knickers lying there.  She darted forward, and picked them up between
    finger and thumb.  There was a disgusted look on her face.



    “These are mine…”



    Stefan coloured.



    “Um… I just found them… you know… lying about… I didn't…”



    “Yeah right, ‘you didn't’!”



    A sneer of utter contempt distorted Jessica's pretty face.  Then the sneer
    faded, to be replaced by a supercilious smirk.



    “I've really got you now, haven't I?”



    “Look, I…”



    “Shut up wanker! Speak when you are spoken to! I have DNA evidence of rape now, wanker!”



    Stefan stared at her open-mouthed.



    “Strip off!”



    Stefan said and did nothing.



    “Are you deaf wanker? Or rather, slave! Because that is what you are now. You are my slave, and if you don't want to spend ten to fifteen years in a very unpleasant place having very unpleasant things done to you, you will do as exactly as you are told! I said strip!”



    Stefan grinned stupidly. He was out of touch enough to think that maybe, just maybe, Jessica had been turned on by watching him having a wank. All this ‘slave’ stuff was just her kink. Yeah, well, he could get into that, why not?



    A hard back-hander across the face brought him a bit closer to reality.



    “Naked in thirty seconds, or I call the police!”



    A flash of anger went through Stefan — how dare she hit him? — closely followed by wariness. The silly little bitch might well go through with her threat. She had nothing to lose, whereas he… He pulled his T-shirt over his head, unfastened his jeans, dropped them, took off his boxers. he was naked, and not a very prepossessing sight.



    Jessica threw herself into an armchair and stared hard at him.



    “Get this mess cleaned up!”



    With a self-pitying sigh, Stefan began to clean up his mess. Some bloody sex-game! Oh well, she would have her silly teenage fun, and then he could get on with his life.



    When Stefan was done cleaning up, he got his next surprise.



    “Go to the garden shed. Come back with one of the cane rods Mummy uses for supporting new plants.”



    With a shrug, he went off and returned with one of the canes, which he attempted to hand to Jessica. She slapped his face.



    “What was that for? I got the…”



    “Shut up!”



    Stefan saw the look on her face, and shut up.



    “Let's try that again, shall we?”



    Stefan stared dumbly at her.



    “On your knees!”



    Stefan glared momentarily, then recollected the difficult position he was in, and knelt down.



    “Now offer me the cane on your upturned hands.”



    Stefan held the cane out as instructed, and Jessica snatched it up.



    “Now! Snout down, arse up — slave!”



    The wretched Stefan got awkwardly down onto all fours.



    “You can get it higher than that!”



    She kicked his arse viciously. He arched his back and tried to get his bottom up.



    She stalked around him.



    “I said, you can get it higher than that.”



    Her voice dripped venom.



    He flinched, awaiting a kick that this time did not come. Then he bent his back more, and sure enough his rump raised higher.



    “And get that snout right down to the ground, go on, press it down!”



    Frantically he pressed his nose flat against the carpet.



    “Yes, that's… adequate.”



    She stalked around him again.



    “Now you are getting — let's see, hmmm… twelve, that's a nice round number. So, twelve strokes of the cane. You will count each one, and thank me for it.”



    Silence. Jessica smirked. She had never caned a man before. She was anticipating it with relish. But she was in no hurry to start. Let him wait. Let him wait there in fear! So she stood there for a while, looking down at his rather flabby arse. Making him wait.



    Then she swished the cane down and caught him on the left bum cheek.



    “One, thanks,” Stefan said somewhat sulkily. The first stroke had stung, but he felt the pain of the humiliation far more deeply.



    “Thank you, Miss!” Jessica's voice rapped out.



    “Thank you, Miss,” Stefan said in a rather too cocky tone which Jessica caught at once.



    “Insolence! You are getting that one again.”



    The rod came whistling down again, and this time it struck with considerably more force.



    “Owwwwh!”



    Then, remembering, he added quickly, “Two thank you Miss.”



    “No,” Jessica corrected him at once, “that was one. You got number one again didn't you? Let's see if you get the number of this stroke right.”



    And with that the cruel rod struck again, harder than the last time.



    “Eeeehhhh! Two, two Miss!” squealed Stefan.



    And the rod continued to rise and fall, harder and harder. By number six, Stefan was beside himself with pain and humiliation. He had never been caned before.



    “No, no, enough, stop, stop!” he protested.



    “Fat chance!”



    And again down came the cane.



    THWACK!



    “Ooooohh! S-seven, thank you Miss.”



    “No! you didn't count the last one, or thank me for it, so you got it again. So it wasn't seven, was it?”



    Silence.



    “Was it?”



    “N-no… no, Miss.”



    “What one was it?”



    “Six, Miss.”



    “That's right. And now here comes number seven!”



    She made him wait for it. His buttocks flinched convulsively with anticipation, once, then again. Jessica grinned. How absolutely marvellous! The tapped his rump with the cane very lightly, and saw him flinch again. And then she drew it up high and brought it down with all the force she could muster.



    “Awwwh! S-even… seven, Miss… thank you Miss!”



    The final five were all counted, and Stefan stayed in position.



    Jessica threw the cane to the floor. And walked around so that she could face him.



    “Look up at me, slave!”



    Stefan looked up.



    “I think we need this next bit on film,” she said with a giggle. She took out her phone.



    “Kneel there!” she barked, pointing to place nearer the standing lamp, where the light would be better for filming.



    Stefan numbly crawled over and knelt where she had pointed.



    “Look right into the camera!”



    Stefan heaved a tremendous sigh of humiliation and despair — and looked right into the camera.



    “Good! So we can begin!”



    She started filming. And then in a snooty voice, she said:



    “I believe you have something to say to me, slave?”



    “I…I… thank you for caning me, Miss.”



    She nodded smugly.



    “You deserved it, didn't you slave?”



    “Yes, Miss.”



    “And you will get the cane again whenever I feel you deserve it, won't you slave?”



    “Y-yes, Miss.”



    Stefan was trembling with humiliation. How could he let her do this to him? But what choice did he have? The cops would believe her, they always did. And then… her voice interrupted his self-pitying reverie.



    “And what are you now, slave?”



    “I… I… er… your slave, Miss?”



    “You don't sound so sure…”



    “I am your slave, Miss.”



    “That's right. You may now kiss my feet, slave. Thank me for enslaving you while you do it.”



    (kiss) “thank” (kiss) “you” (kiss) “for” (kiss) “enslaving” (kiss) “me” (kiss) “Miss.”



    She gave his face a nudge with the toe of her shoe.



    “Enough! I will deal further with you later!”



    And with that Jessica stalked imperiously from the room.



THE MAKING OF A SLAVE


    Later that day, Jessica typed ‘male slave’ into google and started reading. Most of it was just ads for porn sites, but here and there she found this and that of interest: a blog entry, an ad for chastity devices — chastity devices! Apparently you could lock a bloke up in one, and he couldn't do nothing in that department until you unlocked the device!



    On impulse, she typed the name of a popular device together with the name of her town — and was rewarded with a search hit of a shop right there! She whistled softly to herself. I could go in and buy it right there and then! And then lock it on Stefan! Who's to stop me? It's not illegal. They are like sex toys, aren't they? And I am eighteen, so I can buy one. Except, she thought with a smile, it won't be a ‘sex toy’ for Stefan!



		“I want this place clean and tidy before Mum comes back! Now get to work!”



    With that, Jessica was off to town. She had given him a list of chores she had thought up on the spur of the moment, and promised him another caning if everything was not done to her satisfaction when she got back.



    Reluctantly, he started with the dusting.



    Stefan was on his hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor when the back door opened and Jessica stalked in — dirtying the patch of floor he had already cleaned.



    “You should have had this done by now!” she announced for all the world like some Lady of the Manor from a bygone age. “Doesn't matter, you can do it later. Report to me in the living room.”



    And with that she walked over some more wet tiles, tracking dirt over them too, kicked her shoes off, and walked through into the hall.



    Seething with resentment, Stefan stood and walked after her.



    In the living room, Jessica reclined at her ease in her favourite arm-chair and pointed to a spot on the floor before her.



    “Stand there slave!” she snapped.



    Stefan shambled over and stood there like a great lump.



    “Back straight! Arms by your sides! Head up!” Jessica barked at him.



    Stefan got into some semblance of ‘standing at attention’.



    “Now, wanker, I have something to keep you under control during those dangerous times while Mum is away. Because clearly no young girl is safe with you around!”



    As Stefan stood to attention naked before her, she took the HolyTrainer out of its box.



    “Probably a bit big,” she said tauntingly, “I should have got a smaller size. Still, it will have go do. Come closer.”



    Stefan shuffled over. Jessica took hold his prick, and he shuddered. With excitement in her eyes, she put the ring behind the balls, made sure it was a snug fit, then slipped the tube over the totally flaccid penis and fastened it to the ring. Then she padlocked it. To make assurance doubly sure, she also secured the device with a plastic tie. She drew Stefan's attention to this.



    “You might just be able to slip out, so to speak, especially given how tiddly your willy is,” she sneered, “but there is no way to do so without breaking that tie, and that will give the game away.” Her face and voice grew suddenly much colder. “I promise you, if I ever find that tie broken, I will thrash you so hard you will wish you had never been born!”



    She rose from the chair abruptly and slapped his face hard.



    “You got that, wanker?”



    “Y-yes, Miss.”



    “Ex-wanker, I should say,” she corrected herself, and was suddenly her light-hearted, teasing, taunting self again. “Now fuck off and get busy!”



    And Stefan spent the rest of the day and evening toiling naked for his strict young task-mistress. She kept finding fault, although to be honest she was no ‘domestic goddess’ herself.



    The next day, Mum was back and life was back to something approaching normality for Stefan. Martina was surprised by how subdued he was.



WHEN THE CAT'S AWAY


    For two weeks, things were quiet for Stefan. He kept out of Jessica's way, and tried to curry favour with Martina while trying to avoid being seen undressed by her. That was not hard; Martina had grown used to them sleeping apart, and was just glad he was not he usual surly self.



    And then Martina got news that was very good for her and her career. She had to travel to China and spend two weeks there visiting various branches of the firm in which she held quite an important management position.



    Jessica was delighted — for the sake of her Mum's career, and for the sake of the fun she would have with her slave while she was away!



    They both saw Martina off at the door. She insisted there was no point in taking her to the airport.



    Jessica turned on Stefan as soon as the taxi had left the close. She slapped his face hard.



    “I will not tell you again wanker! The second Mum leaves this house on a business trip, you will be kneeling naked, waiting to serve! Now strip!”



    Trembling with suppressed rage admingled with fear (two weeks alone with this little bitch?), Stefan began to unbutton his shirt.



    Jessica grabbed it and pulled hard, ripping it.



    “Move it!”



    She tossed the ruined shirt aside.



    Rapidly he removed the rest of clothing.



    “On your knees! Again, you should not need to be told!”



    Trying to suppress an angry snarl, Stefan knelt before her.



    Jessica took up the garden cane from where it stood in a large vase.



    “Have you been playing with this?” she said, flicking the tip of his chastised cock with the thin length of bamboo.



    “N-no… no, Miss.”



    “No! You can't play with it, can you?”



    Silence. Stefan stared sulkily at the ground. Jessica gave him a vicious kick.



    “Look up at me, slave!”



    “Now, I will ask you again. You can't play with it, can you?”



    “No, Miss.”



    “Are you staring at my tits?”



    “Oh no, no Miss!”



    “Why not? Am I some old dog or something?”



    “Oh no Miss!”



    Stefan was quite petrified with fear. He did not know what was coming next.



    “Right, so stare at my tits then.”



    Swallowing hard, Stefan looked at the pert young breasts, well-defined by the tight T-shirt, the erect nipples pushing against the fabric. The little bitch wasn't even wearing a bra! He felt his cock stiffen inside the tight plastic tube. He gritted his teeth.



    “That's better!” Jessica said with a laugh. “In fact, I want you staring at my tits whenever you are in my presence. I want you staring at these gorgeous girls, and at what's between them.”



    She hefted her firm breasts in her hands. What was between them was the key to Stefan's penile restrainer, on a nice silver chain. She had just told her mum it was ‘the fashion’ and her mother had of course believed her. She always believed whatever her darling daughter told her. Which was nice. And very, very convenient these days!



    Then she turned to give him an eyeful of her pert little bottom in skin-tight jeans. She giggled to herself.



    “Alright, that's enough lazing around for one day, you idle sod! Follow me!”



    Looking over her shoulder as she walked out, she saw him rising to his knees.



    “On hands and knees, dolt! I will not tell you again!”



    Stefan stopped rising, put his hands on the floor, and crawled up to her. She stalked out the back door, him following.



    “This patio is a disgrace!” Jessica announced. “When is the last time you cleaned it?”



    Stefan foolishly shrugged, and got a slapped face for his insolence.



    “Well you will clean it while I am shopping. And if it is not done by the time I get back…”



    She wagged a finger.



    Stefan stood there, his face red.



    “Get a pair of your boxer shorts, and a pail filled with water. Cold water.”



    Puzzled, Stefan did so. He came back with both items, still wondering what on earth they had to do with cleaning the patio. Wasn't there some sort of machine Martina got that man to use…?



    Jessica smirked.



    “So, slave, you have a rag and you have a bucket of water. So get on your hands and knees and scrub this patio spotlessly clean!”



    Stefan stared at her. Jessica said nothing, just picked up another bamboo cane from a bunch lying next to one of Mum's flower-beds.



    “If you would rather work with a very sore arse, that can be arranged. Either way, you will do it, slave…”



    She swished the cane to and fro.



    “Oh, alright, I'll give it a go…”



    The cane caught him on front of the thigh, and really stung.



    “Miss! Miss!” he corrected himself frantically.



    Jessica smirked.



    “Let's see you make a start then.”



    With resignation, he got on hands and knees, dipped his boxers in the water, and started scrubbing one stone tile. One of many. Jessica took a short film with her phone, then without a further word walked inside to get ready for town.



		Jessica spent a lovely day shopping. In one old junk shop, lured inside by a lovely necklace in the window that proved to be far too expensive, she saw a curious thing. It looked like a pig's head. She was so surprised that she asked the man behind the counter about it.



    “Oh, that? That's a hood, that is.”



    “What does it look like a pig's head for then?”



    “Well, it's for fancy dress, innit?”



    A hood, a piggy hood… a thought flashed into Jessica's mind…



    “Wicked! How much?”



    Jessica gave him her loveliest smile.



    “Oh, I'll take a fiver for it, love. Bloody thing's been there for years.”



    “Great!”



    “Better give a bit of a dust… pop it in a bag… there you are love!”



    “Brill, thanks!”



    Another dazzling smile, and Jessica was out the door and off home, her shopping trip cut short by her latest little idea. The shopkeeper watched her as she left, watched that pert little arse wiggle in those tight jeans, so tight they looked painted on, and sighed to himself. Oh to be a young man again!



		Jessica stepped out the kitchen door and on to the patio. Sure enough, there was Stefan, on his hands and knees, naked, scrubbing away. She looked up and down. Some of it was cleanish, some still quite grubby, and a lot still absolutely filthy. Well! This just wasn't good enough!



    “Boy!” her clear young voice rang out, and Stefan looked up.



    “Stand over there!”



    Stefan looked over to where she was pointing, but did not move. That was right out in the open, where…



    “Yes, over there!”



    “But…”



    “Do it now, wanker!”



    Her voice took on a hard edge. With a sigh, Stefan walked out. He was away from the house now, and in plain view.



    “Straighten up! Stand at attention!”



    He did so. His anxiety was visible on his face.



    “Yes, you had better hope no-one sees you!” Jessica sneered. “Even better, you had better hope that no-one sees you and me, and jumps to certain conclusions!”



    Stefan stood there at attention, utterly humiliated, eyes flicking from left to right, to the tall hedge on either side. The garden was quite secluded, fortunately, but still, one never knew…



    His tormentress went over to the garden shed, had a look around inside, and emerged with a Kaercher high-pressure cleaner. With a supercilious smile, she applied this to the patio. In a few moments, the whole tiled surface was spotless.



    She walked over and stood close to him.



    “I should not have had to do that, wanker!” she hissed. “There were at least twenty-five tiles completely undone, even though I told you to scrub all of the patio floor.”



    “But Miss…” began Stefan weakly.



    Jessica slapped his face hard.



    “Shut it! Don't you dare interrupt me! So, that's twenty-four strokes of the cane for sheer and utter laziness, and another six for interrupting.”



    Stefan seemed to freeze inside. His face registered utter dismay. He opened his mouth — to plead? to beg? — then thought better of it.



    But twenty-four — no! Thirty! — thirty strokes from that cruel-looking rod! That was over three times as many as he had ever had.



    He tried one more time.



    “Miss, I am sorry…”



    “Oh, you will be!” Jessica assured him smugly.



    “Oh yes,” she replied. “And, piggy, if you twist away or jump or any nonsense like that, we start from square one all over again. I don't care if it takes all evening to do it.”



    “P-please, Miss… pleeeease…”



    She quite ignored him.



    “Fetch the cane. I am giving it to you out here!”



    After one last imploring look at her, which was quite ignored, Stefan scampered off to the garden shed, and returned with the cane. Meanwhile Jessica had wriggled out of her jeans, taken her knickers off, then wriggled back into her jeans. She now held the pair of skimpy panties before his face.



    “Mouth open!” she commanded.



    She stuffed the knickers into his mouth.



    “Can't have you bothering the neighbours can we?”



    Then she made him kneel on the hard tiles of the patio.



    “Now, assume the position.”



    Stefan got down on all flours, got his nose to the tiles and his rump high up. And waited. It was difficult to grasp the enormity of thirty strokes from that cane. yet that was what Stefan was facing.



    Tap… tap… tap. Stefan flinched and twisted as he felt the thin rod tap again and again against his rump.



    “Keep still and keep your bottom square,” Jessica rapped out sharply.



    Then the tapping stopped and there came a strange high-pitched whistling sound as the cane slashed through the air. The willow cracked across his tight skin.



    “Mmmmmmmpppphhhh!” came the muffled cry through the knickers balled up in his mouth.



    Then came the second cut… and again Stefan twisted and writhed, snorting through his nose. The pain was just too awful. How could he possibly stand another twenty-eight like that?



    “Get that arse up, piggy!” commanded Jessica.



    Stefan tried to thrust his rump up even higher. He knew she was quite capable of starting all over again unless he did everything he was told.



    SWISH… CRACK!



    “Mmmmmmmpppphhhh!”



    Stefan managed to hang on but a bellow of pain was torn from him. His behind twisted left and right in torment.



    SWISH… CRACK!



    “Mmmmmmmpppphhhh!”



    Only by a tremendous effort of will did Stefan manage to stay down. His nails were digging painfully into the hard stone. But what was that pain compared with the pain of the weals already raised?



    He pressed his fingers even harder against the hard stone of the patio.



    “Hurts, doesn't it, piggy?”



    “Uurrfff… mmmfff!”



    “It's meant to! Just what a filthy lazy wanker like you needs!”



    SWISH… CRACK!



    “Mmmmmmmpppphhhh!”



    Stefan's head jerked up again, but he got it back down. It was so hard to stay in position. the position itself was a form of torment.



    “Keep your head down or it's six extra!”



    The sixth stroke came almost instantly and up Stefan's head yet jerked again. No matter about that threat of six extra, Stefan simply couldn't help it.



    “Six,” said Jessica. “Eighteen more to come. And I said snout to the ground.”



    The very thought of six more quite unnerved him. Stefan pressed his nose back down to the ground, and attempted a plea for mercy.



    “Mmmmppph! Hmmmpph!” Stefan tried to beg. He spat the knickers out of his mouth.



    “P-please… Miss… not so many… oh please… I won't be able to go through with it!”



    His voice was croaking. But Jessica was quite determined.



    “Oh yes you will,” she said. “Never fear. And remember, I've got all day to give them to you if necessary. It's going to get a lot worse before it is over.”



    She was gloating.



    “Knicker-gag back in!”



    A loud sob burst forth from him; but he obeyed.



    And then he waited for the next stroke, feeling the increased stab of the weals over his bottom flesh. His rump was twisting to one side, in an absurd attempt at evasion. Then, miscalculating and thinking the cruel rod was already on its way, Stefan suddenly flung back a protective arm.



    “If you do that again, wanker,” she said menacingly, “it won't be six extra, it will be twelve! Get that hand away and get your backside square!”



    Stefan forced himself to obey. Still she kept him waiting. His nerves were raw. Twitching, he closed his eyes. The first tears were squeezed from them.



    Then the caning was resumed.



    As stroke followed relentless stroke, Stefan howled unashamedly, the animal-like noises muffled by the knickers in his mouth. Stefan twisted, Stefan writhed, Stefan jerked up and down. At one point Stefan found himself almost lying on his side, twisted over, racked by pain. She gave him three slashing strokes across my exposed bottom in quick succession.



    “Arse up, snout down!” she commanded.



    Somehow Stefan straightened out, got his rump back up, his nose to the ground, and his rump properly presented.



    He felt couldn't stand it: he couldn't! Yet he knew he was going to have to. This was true punishment, unlike anything Stefan had known before. Not only was his behind bare but, he knew, Jessica was caning him harder than he had ever been caned before. Some kind of demon seemed to have got into her.



    Stefan lost count of the strokes. They seemed never ending. There came a time when Stefan, out of control, had turned about and was frantically clasping her ankles, begging her to stop.



    “You're getting thirty strokes, boy, no matter what you say or do,” came Jessica's grating voice. “Get up and bend over this instant!”



    He himself didn't know how he made himself do it; but he did. His knees and back were aching from being on all fours, and he was crying like a kid.



    At some point Jessica announced that Stefan had received twenty four strokes. And then came those dreadful words:



    “And it would be over now if you'd behaved yourself better,” she said.



    Behaved myself better indeed! How could he have? he thought.



    Those last six strokes were the most terrible of all for most of them fell where the cane had already fallen. The purest agony. Fortunately, he checked himself from throwing back a protective arm, from trying to evade the cane, from jumping up and just running! He was quite sure, if he had done, despite his pitiful condition, Jessica would have given him yet another six extra. She just didn't seem to care. She simply laid the last of the strokes across his red, welted behind whilst Stefan stayed there, jerking back and forth, twisting and turning uncontrollably, his tears making a wet patch on the patio.



    Then at long last it was over.



    Stefan stayed where he was, absorbing the intensity of pain. Thirty cruel weals throbbed simultaneously. They seemed to pulsate deep, deep down, burning excruciatingly. Stefan couldn't have felt more sorry for myself. He didn't deserve all this. He didn't! But Jessica seemed to think otherwise.



    “You do not seem to have enjoyed that, slave,” Jessica remarked callously.



    “Mmmmppphhh… ummmppphhh!”



    “Too bad. You deserved it,” Stefan heard her continuing. “And you will get beating like that every time you mess up. Remember that.”



    Her voice seemed to have lost its harsh edge. She sounded — happy!



    “And just remember, slave, I can give you as many strokes as I like, as often as I like! 'Cos there is nothing you can do about it! Now now kneel up and thank me nicely for correcting you!”



    Stefan knelt up stiffly and awkwardly. It felt like his rump was on fire. He had thought the first caning was bad, but that had been as much humiliating as painful. But this had been just sheer agony; and it still hurt like hell. He looked pathetic, kneeling there, panties still bunched up in his mouth. He drooled as he tried to speak with them filling his mouth.



    “Open your mouth, knob-end!” ordered Jessica contemptuously.



    He opened wide, and Jessica took the sopping wet panties out between finger and thumb.



    “You can wash them in the kitchen sink later,” she announced. “Oh, in fact,” another idea just occurred to her, “you can wash all my stuff in the kitchen sink from now on. Machine washing is very hard on clothes, you know, especially lingerie.”



    She stopped talking and looked at him expectantly. Stefan stared dumbly at her. Her open hard crashed back and forth across his face.



    “Well?”



    “I… oh… thank you for correcting me, Miss…”



    Jessica nodded. She looked down at him, hands on her hips, a sneer on her face.



    “You deserved it, didn't you?”



    “I… oh… yes, yes Miss!”



    She nodded again.



    “That's right. Now get inside and wash those knickers! Oh, in fact, do everything in the laundry by hand while you're at it. And then hang the lot out to dry.”



    Stefan stumbled to his feet, picked up the scanty panties and trotted off towards the kitchen door. Jessica watched him as he went, a haughty smile on her face. how wonderful to break a man to your will! She could do anything with her slave while Mum was away!



PIGGY


    That evening, Jessica decided to introduce slave Stefan to the new indignity she had decided on for him.



    “Your new name is ‘piggy’. Do you like your new name, piggy?”



    Silence. Stefan just stood there, looking sulkily at the ground.



    “You will answer your Mistress!” shouted Jessica in a sudden rage. Her right leg darted out and caught Stefan right between the legs. He gave a cry of pain and doubled up, clutching himself.



    “Stand to attention!” she shouted. “Stand to attention right now or it's the cane!”



    Groaning, Stefan tried to stand straight. He got himself upright, somehow, and stood there clutching himself.



    “Hands on your head, you disrespectful pig!” Jessica barked at him.



    Face contorted with pain, Stefan raised his hands to his head.



    Jessica regarded the tall, middle-aged, out of shape male before her contemptuously.



    “We shall start again. Do you like your new name, piggy?”



    “I… I… yes, Miss,” he stuttered out, utterly defeated.



    “Good! You look like a pig, you act like a pig, you live like a pig — it's only right that your name should fit. Isn't it?” she continued remorselessly.



    “Yes, Miss,” muttered Stefan, close to tears.



    “What's that? Speak up when you address your owner, piggy!”



    “Yes, Miss,” said Stefan loud and clear.



    “Since you are a pig, and your name is piggy, I am going to make you look even more like a pig,” Jessica said with a smirk. She produced the pig hood and showed it to him. “This is your new face when Mum's away,” she announced.



    Stefan groaned in sheer despair at the sight of the hood. It was a pretty accurate replica of a pig's head: pink, with a big snout and floppy ears. She couldn't do this! But then, with a sickening feeling, he realised that, yes, yes she could — because who could stop her?



    Jessica pulled the bottom of the hood open and pulled it down over Stefan's head. Then she walked around him and buckled it about as tight as it would go at the back of his head. And then she closed both padlocks about the fastenings. Let's see him getting out of that! she thought triumphantly.



    Stefan snorted through the nose-holes of the hood, peering through the eye-slits, close to panic at these unaccustomed confines.



    Jessica stalked about, looking at him and jeering.



    “Big fat pasty old pig!”



    She gave him a cut with the cane, just for fun. Then another, stalking round and round, laughing at the sight of that silly big pink head.



		Jessica picked up her phone and dialed the number of a local hardware store.



    “Hello? Yes, I need a strong chain and a bolt set in a wall. No, just a shed, but inside. Yes, we have a dog, a Staffordshire bull-terrier, I think he's lovely but you know what they say about that breed and better safe than sorry… oh, yes, we would need it fitted… today? Oh that's great, perfect, I'll be here all afternoon… he can? Brilliant! OK thanks bye!”



    Jessica set her phone down and grinned. Then yelled for Stefan, who scurried in from the kitchen where he had been given more laundry to do in the sink. He looked a right sight in his piggy mask! Jessica giggled, and thought how he would look on the end of a chain!



    “I am having a visitor, and I do not want you in the way. Come!”



    She stood up and went into the hall, where there was a large cupboard under the stairs.



    “In!”



    Awkwardly, Stefan crouched, causing the pain in his rump from his recent caning to flare up, and crawled inside. Jessica slammed the door, leaving him crouching there in the darkness, then slammed the bolt to.



    “I'll come get you when I want you,” he heard her say.



    The nice man from the shop was quite young and Jessica's tits in her low-cut top made quite an impression on him. He made no fuss and bother, just set the ring-bolt in the shed wall and showed her how to clip and un-clip the chain to it in a secure way. Jessica enjoyed flirting with him for a bit; but she had bigger fish to fry…



    When he was gone, Jessica opened the cupboard door and ordered Stefan out.



    “Since we cannot have a pig like you stinking up the house, I shall now show you to your sty.”



    With that, she took the long sturdy length of chain and attached it to the base of the hood.



    “Down!” she ordered, and gave Stefan another cut of the cane. “Pigs go on all fours, so in future so do you, unless I say otherwise!”



    Stefan dropped awkwardly to his hands and knees, tears of self-pity filling his eyes. This was really too much!



    Miserably, he crawled after his strict young owner, who repeatedly pulled impatiently on the leash, half-choking him, when he failed to keep up with her long-legging strides. They arrived at the garden shed.



    “In!” Jessica ordered.



    Stefan crawled in. He look around fearfully. And saw the new ring-bolt set in the wall. He knew at once what she intended. Sure enough, she fastened the chain-leash to it, then used a heavy padlock to secure the chain to the ring-bolt.



    “I am going out with my mates, so I will put you in here out of harm's way. There's a bucket in the corner in case you get caught short. I shall punish you if you use it, though. You should be able to control yourself, even if you are just a dirty old pig!”



    She kicked him in the side suddenly, causing him to cry out more in surprise than pain, then with a schoolgirlish giggle walked out of the shed and slammed the shed door shut, leaving him in darkness.



HARD LABOUR


    Stefan's new life soon settled down to a routine.



    The hood was removed once a week, as was the chastity device, for a quick hose-down in the garden. And then they were both locked right back on. Apart from these two devices, Stefan was kept completely naked.



    He now did all the housework. Though he hated housework, at least it kept him indoors, for which he was thankful. He still hated being naked outdoors. But he had no choice about that. For Stefan's outdoor duties were also many, and various, and mind-numbingly tedious.



    The large patio and all the paths needed to have their little areas of moss scrubbed clean — by a slave on hands and knees with a wire brush!



    The flower beds needed to be weeded — with a table fork.



    Shrubs and hedges needed trimming — with a pair of nail scissors.



    Weeds need removing from the lawns — a table fork was good enough for this.



    Lawns needed edging — with a pair of small scissors.



    The crazy-pathing needed constant minor tidying — both nail scissors and table fork were brought into play.



    When none of these other jobs needed doing, he could be set to removing pebbles from the flower beds; or cutting the entire lawn with the nail scissors. Or, you know — whatever!



    And at any time during this back-breaking drudgery, he might hear the dread words:



    “Time for some exercise, piggy!”



    Stiff and aching, Stefan would straighten up and trot over to kneel before his owner and await the next command.



    “Fetch me that garden table and chair. And be quick about it! Yes, the shade too!”



    Why Stefan could not simply do his exercises where the table and chair already were is not known. Jessica liked them to be moved to where she wanted to do the exercises that day — and that was always different.



    The next command was the worst:



    “Pack on!”



    This was an old rucksack she had from a school trip they had been made to go on and that had sat gathering dust in a cupboard ever since. She had filled it with the stones left over from when the patio was done. The builders had left them in a little pile in the garden, Mummy had asked Stefan to take care of them but of course he had just left them there.



    Then, comfortably at her ease sipping her cool drink, shaded from the hot sun, Jessica would put Stefan through a series of exercises. They started with running on the spot, something she had always absolutely hated in Physical Education at school. She made sure Stefan was close enough that she could reach over and apply physical encouragement as necessary.



    “Up!”



    “I said up!”



    “Higher!”



    “Legs will reach the vertical with every stride!”



    “Vertical does not mean parallel with the horizon, that's horizontal! Get those legs up!”



    With every correction she flicked the long bamboo rod across Stefan's buttocks or thighs. Finally she was satisfied. And there he stood, stark naked, running on the spot, a heavy satchel filled with patio stones on his back, his trapped penis swinging comically to and fro in its tight plastic prison.



    Then Jessica generally decided to practice some running.



    “Down to the garden shed, then back to me! On the double!”



    Jessica had heard the expression ‘on the double’ in some old movie. She had no idea what it meant, but she liked the sound of it. If Stefan's didn't seem to her to be ‘double’, she would encourage him to greater efforts with the cane!



    It was most entertaining. Stefan would soon be sweating freely, and panting. He would be trembling too, and it seemed almost at the end of his tether; but Jessica gave him absolutely no respite.



    Every so often, he interrupted the running at her command, and did a sort of ‘stand up/sit down’ movement, going right down on his hunkers and then up again ramrod-straight. Or perhaps ten ‘jumping jacks’. Whatever — this was one instance where a change is as good as a rest hardly applies!



    Finally Jessica would tire of her fun. After all, Stefan did still have chores to do. She would give the panting, sweating brute a quick hose-down from the garden hose, and pack him off to work.



		And so Stefan's new life went on. The hood stayed locked on, just as the chastity device stayed locked on. Both were removed once a week for the Sunday afternoon hose-down in the garden, then promptly locked back on. Stefan's life was now a living hell. He answered only to piggy — if he so much as turned his head to the name ‘Stefan’, he got a six stroke caning. he toiled in the garden or house as much as possible. If there was nothing to do, then Jessica either chained him up in the shed or put him through his drill. He did not know which he hated more: the mind-numbing drudgery of domestic chores, the terrific effort he was forced to put into the meaningless, repetitive physical training, or the horrid monotony of being changed up in a dark shed.



PARTY GIRLS


    With Mum away, Jessica's thoughts soon turned to what all teenage girls think of when mum is away: party! This party, however, would be a bit special. It would be girls only, for a start. And only girls she could trust. Close friends. Her bestie and a few others.



    She rang them all, and to all she said the same thing.



    “The theme is equestrienne, and strictly no entry without riding whip. No I am not kidding! Also: no boys! And no other friends either! Just you!”



    Invitations complete, Jessica turned her tender attentions to Stefan.



    “Let's get you ready for the party then, shall we?”



    Stefan looked about ready to faint. But he was too scared of the cane to protest. Jessica saw him grow pale, and laughed.



    “Oh, don't you want to be seen naked by a bunch of gorgeous teenies? No? Thought that would have been right up your street! Well, you are going to be, like it or not.”



    She giggled.



    “I want you to carry this tray.”



    The tray had shoulder straps, on the end of which were bull-clips. She pushed the tray against him, resting the lip against his belly, and then instead of slipping the loops of the straps over his shoulders, she clipped the bull-clips on his nipples. And then she let go. He cried out in pain and grabbed hold of the tray to take the weight off his nipples.



    “Hands off!” ordered Jessica sternly. “The tray will be supported by your man-boobs and beer-belly only!”



    Very reluctantly and as slowly as he thought he could get away with, Stefan let go of the tray. He hissed with pain.



    “You will spend the evening being our drinks carrier. Unless my mates can think of anything better to do with you.”



    Stefan moaned. The pain in his nipples had already subsided to a dull throb, but it did not go away.



    The girls arrived one by one, and they were all more or less appropriately garbed — tight jodhpurs, skimpy riding blouses, riding boots, some even with spurs. And every single one had a riding crop.



    “Girls, here he is, the star of the show — piggy!”



    Squeals and laughs and giggles and cheers attended the entrance of the ‘star’, whom Jessica pushed forward into the middle of the room so everyone could get a good luck. He was at once surrounded by half-a-dozen teenage girls, proding and groping and squeezing and fondling, and none too gently at that.



    The chastity device intrigued them, of course.



    “Oh, what's this?” asked Caz.



    “That's his chastity tube,” said Jessica breezily, who considered herself an old hand in such matters by now. “Stops him wanking himself off, you know?”



    Caz and the girls giggled.



    “Can we have it taken off?” Mandy asked boldly. “You know, just to see…?”



    Jessica delved in her cleavage, extracted the key to Stefan's cock restrainer — and unlocked it!



    “But no coming for him!” she warned.



    “OK, OK. But get him stiff and hard then!”



    Jessica took up the challenge, and brazenly pumped away.



    “Oh, that's a whopper than is,” Caz said drily.



    Jessica giggled.



    “Good as it gets, I'm afraid!”



    “Doesn't he get to use it all, then?” Caz asked innocently.



    “No, no fucking, no wanking. That's one of my little rules, isn't it piggy?”



    Stefan swallowed hard and mumbled the required “Yes, Miss.”



    Jessica drained her glass, and placed it nonchalantly on Stefan's tray.



    “Refill, piggy!”



    “Oh yeah, me too,” said Caz, following suit.



    So Stefan began his slow painful trip to the drinks trolley once again.



    He had to walk very slowly and carefully so as not to spill the young ladies' drinks. He was allowed to use his hands to get the drinks from the bar, but on no account must they touch the tray. Man-boobs and belly only! had been Jessica's command. Man-boobs! He hadn't got man-boobs! And his belly was not much, not really — few weeks at the gym would take care of it, he had always thought. Actually his belly had almost gone already, what with his new piggy diet and his long days of toil interspersed with drill.



    The reason for the girls being required to bring riding crops was soon made apparent. Jessica explained that every time piggy was ‘naughty’, he would be punished by one of them. Naughtiness might be such things as spilling drinks, staring at tits, coping a feel — “oh, anything really,” as Jessica ending with naughty grin and a shrug. The girls loved the idea.



    As the evening progresses, the girls got drunker and crueller. Stefan felt the riding crops all over his body, had his face slapped, his cock and balls roughly treated. Needless to say, selfies with piggy were popular.



    From time to time his flaccid state was noticed — and prompt action taken.



    “He's wilted again.”



    “Let me take care of that!”



    And the observant girl would grasp the flaccid organ firmly and pump up and down. Stefan's intense humiliation was such that his cock did not immediately respond. However, weeks and weeks of denial had their effect at last, and against his will he would feel his cock engorge and stiffen. Once that was taken care of, he was sent off once again on his never-ending fetching and carrying duties…



    Despite his best efforts, Stefan stumbled and spilled a drink. Again.



    “Piggy has been naughty again!” slurred a rather drunk Jessica. “Who wants to punish him this time?”



    “Me me me!” went a babble of voices.



    “Oh Caz you've already gone three times!” scolded Jessica. “Mandy, you have a go.”



    Mandy set to with a will. The muffled squeals from the snout of the hood only seemed to encourage her. Jessica had to stop her at last.



    And then for the punished piggy it was straight back to serving!



    The night was finally over. Jessica ordered him to his hands and knees, clipped the leash on, and lead him down to the garden shed, where he was chained to the ringbolt in the wall and wished an ironical ‘good night’.



DESPAIR


    Jessica's phone rang. Oh goodie! Mummie! She answered.



    “Hello Mum!”



    “Hello darling. How are you? I hope you haven't been having any wild parties!”



    “Oh Mum!”



    “Now you know I was planning on coming home next week…?”



    “Yes, looking forward to it!”



    Which was true, she was — and then she wasn't because it would mean the end of most of the fun with Stefan…



    “Well, the thing is, that is on hold. I have been seconded to the Shanghai branch for six months, and there is really no time to spare.”



    “Oh Mum that's wonderful news! But I will miss you!”



    “I will try and make it home for a weekend or two, but really I am just so busy out here… How's college?”



    “Oh, good, good, you know…”



    “And, er…” she hesitated before this next bit. “You and Stefan…”



    She knew Jessica had always hated him right from the get-go. So now her daughter's answer surprised her.



    “We get on OK nowadays to be honest.”



    “Really?”



    “Yeah, he seems… well, different, you know.”



    “Oh. Oh well then. That… puts my mind at rest. I was really worried about you two not getting on without me there. What is wrong with his phone by the way? I simply cannot reach him.”



    “I think he broke it Mum.”



    Mum tutted.



    “Well, you'd think he'd at least check his e-mail. Put him on for a minute would you?”



    “Not here Mum. In the pub, I think.”



    She heard her Mum sigh.



    “What time is it there? Oh, forget it… Right, got to go. Take care — and tell the silly man to get his phone fixed!”



    “Will do mum! Bye! See ya!”



    Wow! Jessica thought. She had piggy out in the garden weeding the flower-beds with his usual implement — a small fork — and rushed out to share the good news!



		Six more months of this… six more months of this… And what if…? But that thought was too horrible to contemplate. There in the shed, in the dark, naked, hooded, chained to a ring-bolt in the wall, welts from the cane still burning across his buttock flesh, muscles aching from another long day of toil and torment, Stefan stretched out on the bare wooden floor, pulled the threadbare blanket over himself, and tried to sleep.

		THE END
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