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In days of old, naked slaves toiled in the fields for their owners.  Times
have changed, and slavery is illegal.  But where there's a will, there's a
way.  And so 'Kinky Katie' and friends have no shortage of — ah — “domestic
help”!  Never underestimate the wiles of the dominant woman!
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THE GOOD OLD DAYS


    “It is a pity,” said Emma, “that we are not living in the old days.”


    “The old days?” queried Jessica.


    “Yes, you know.  Like back in the Roman times.  When people had slaves.
    Real slaves, not just some bad actor in a video.”


    The two girls were surveying the large field at the rear of the country
    property they had recently purchased.  the field was about three acres
    in area and the grass was well out of hand.  It would be quite a job to
    get it all cut.


    “There is the law to consider…” Jessica mused.


    “But still, law or no law — I'd love to own half a dozen or so males,
    with my initials branded on their bum cheeks!”


    “Ah, yes, well…”  


    Jessica raised her eyebrows.  Her dear friend's imagination did have a
    tendency to run away with her!


    “In the meantime, we could get slaves to cut this field,” she continued,
    more practically-minded than her friend.


    “Nice idea!”


    “I'd use male slaves exclusively, and flog them if they slacked off.”


    Jessica had entered into the spirit of her friend's fantasy.


    “Yes, I am sure you would!” said Emma.


    “It's certainly a nice idea, no?” said Jessica.


    “Isn't it just,” enthused Emma.  “I'm sure I would so enjoy whipping
    such a slave.  Hearing him yell with pain, begging and pleading for me
    to stop.”


    “Don't get over excited, darling,” smiled Jessica.  “I'm sure we'll have
    to employ some local labourer instead.  And he will work fully-clothed,
    and expect to get paid at the end of it!  And I am afraid no question of
    whippings!”


    “Still, I can dream, darling, can't I?”


    “To be sure.  Why not?”


    The girls made their way slowly back into the house.


    “Let's have another look at that video,” suggested Emma.


    “You mean the femdom one?”


    “That's right.  It rather excited me.”


    “Me, too…”


    The video is question was called “Sam's Servitude” and was concerned
    with the experiences of a young man who visited a professional
    dominatrix.  The woman was a big, powerful-looking girl who wore nothing
    at all save for a pair of thigh-length boots of black leather, to which
    were attached cruel-looking spurs.  She seemed to have a riding-crop
    never out of her hand.  She spent quite a lot of time sitting on the
    young man's face.  It seemed to give her a good deal of sexual pleasure.
    When she had had enough of that, she would lock him in a small cage and
    just leave him there for a while, with nothing to do but wait to serve.
    Aside from serving as a sexual playing, the captive man had several
    humiliating tasks to perform when he was let out of the cage —
    scrubbing the floors, cleaning the bathroom and the lavatory.  If the
    good lady wasn't satisfied, she used a strap or a cane on the man in
    addition to her every-ready riding whip.  That was the part they both
    liked best.


    “This can't be faked,” said Emma.  “She really is giving it to him.”


    She looked intently as the rod whacked down again and again on the
    male's buttocks as he cowered on the floor, scrubbing rag still in his
    hand.


    “I wonder if he's enjoying it?”


    “I don't see how he can be,” said Jessica.  “I bloody hope he isn't!”
    she added vehemently.


    “Haven't you heard of masochists?” teased Emma.


    “Of course I have,” replied Jessica, “but I still can't quite understand
    it.  How can anyone like pain?”


    “I don't think anyone can enjoy severe pain,” said Emma.  “A moderate
    amount maybe.  That's what most of these professionals hand out.”


    The slave on the video was being caned yet again.  The conclusion came
    with the domina sitting on his face one last time.  He tongued her
    furiously, encouraged by the whip.


    “She's really coming,” said Jessica.  “I'm sure that's genuine.”  


    The professional's face was held in ecstatic close-up until the fade
    out.


    “Have you ever had a man tongue you?” Jessica asked.


    “Uggg… not likely,” replied Emma.  “Have you?”


    “Yes.  It's not bad really.  Especially as you know you're not going to
    let them fuck you afterwards.”


    “How can you stop them?”


    “A good, hard kick in the bollocks diminishes desire quite remarkably.”


    Both girls giggled.  


    “Anyway you are far to be preferred.”


    They kissed and their naked breasts crushed together.  Emma began to
    tongue Jessica most lovingly and soon the compliment was being returned
    as they manoeuvred themselves into their favourite position.  Before
    long the room was filled with squeals and sighs of satisfaction.


    
 

    “You know,” said Emma on the following day, “I've been thinking.  I
    don't see why we can't get ourselves a slave.  Someone like that model
    on the video.”


    “But how?” asked Jessica.  “I mean, it would be just play-acting, he
    wouldn't really be a slave anyway…”


    Her voice trailed off uncertainly.


    “You remember that ‘Kinky Katie’ we met?”


    Jessica thought for a moment.


    “Oh, yeah, at that what's-name club, right?”


    “That's right.  She is well into all this stuff.  And she said she had
    quite a few friends who are into the same sort of thing, and all.”


    “Did she indeed?”


    “And,” continued Emma, “more to the point, she told me I should  get in
    touch with her.  She gave me her phone number at the time.  I never
    bothered, but…”


    “Really?  Had designs on you, I suppose.”  


    Jessica aimed a playful punch.


    “Maybe.  But it wouldn't do any harm to talk.”


    “I suppose not,” agreed Jessica.


    She seemed to be getting more interested.


    “It could be a lot of fun.  And we'd get that field cropped.”


    “Cropped very low,” smiled Emma.


    Her mind was racing ahead.  She could see herself standing over a naked
    slave wielding a whip.


    “I'll give her a ring this afternoon.”


    “You're serious, aren't you?” said Jessica.


    “I certainly am.  Why not?  There's nothing illegal about it.  He'd be a
    volunteer.  Well, -ish…”


    “‘-ish’?”


    “Well, I understand she — I mean, we didn't talk much, but she, or
    rather her dad is… well, connected, you know?”


    “No, I don't know.  What?”


    “Ooooh, let's just say she can get Daddy to make some guys offers they
    can't refuse.”


    “Bloody hell!  What is he, the Mafia or something?”


    “I am sure I don't know!  It's what she said!”


    Jessica pondered.


    “OK, let's go for it!”


    Arm in arm the girls walked happily back to the house.


    



KINKY KATIE


    Katie owned a farm way out in the country.  Some of the land she leased
    out; some she kept for her own use.  The big farmhouse stood in
    extensive grounds of its own.  It was unlikely in the extreme that
    strangers would stumble across it.  Which was just as well…


    Emma had first met her at a party — a very special party held regularly
    by a very exclusive club for a very special sort of lady.  Katie had
    just beaten off some very stiff competition and won the club's annual
    slave-drawn chariot race.  Emma smiled at the memory.  By the finish the
    backs of Katie's weeping slaves closely matched their owner's
    magnificent fiery red hair.  She was awarded a trophy to add to her
    extensive collection — most of them won at more orthodox racing events!


    When Katie's two visitors arrived, a slave was eagerly cleaning her
    motorcycle — with his tongue.


    “It's virtually a full-time job for him,” laughed his owner, who had
    come out to greet them, as she saw the open-mouthed looks of
    astonishment on the faces of her two visitors.


    “He looks vaguely familiar…” mused Emma.


    “That's probably because he's the younger brother of Eric, one of my
    chariot pulling slaves.  You remember him, I'm sure?”


    Emma grinned as she nodded.  How could she forget!


    “Apparently he spent ten months tracking down his brother,” Katie
    continued.  “He came bursting in here one day in an hysterical state,
    screaming he'd come to rescue Ben and threatening me with all manner of
    things.”


    “The pig,” interrupted Jessica.  “What sort of things?”


    “He said he'd give me a state of my own medicine.  See how I liked the
    feel of a whip across my back whilst I grovelled in the mud.”


    Jessica gasped at the audacity.


    “I never did find out of course, but he certainly did.  Now just look at
    him.”


    Emma chuckled at the sight of the naked male slave as he licked and
    swallowed mud as though his life depended on it.  He was filthy dirty,
    but even so it could be seen from the state of his back, buttocks and
    thighs that he was no stranger to whip and cane.


    The three women moved into the stone-floored kitchen.


    “I'm afraid my driveway is very muddy after all the recent rain,”
    remarked Katie with a tut, “let's talk in here and I'll have your boots
    are attended to.”


    They sat themselves down on comfortable old wooden chairs in the
    old-fashioned kitchen with its floor of stone flags.  Katie picked up a
    silver whistle and gave it two short blasts.  Almost instantly, two
    sweating slaves came rushing in, entirely naked except for tight penis
    restrainers.


    “Boot-licking, with enthusiasm, jump to it,” she ordered brusquely.


    They dropped to the floor and began their distasteful task with feigned
    enthusiasm.  Seemingly oblivious to their intense humiliation, their
    tongues slavered over the stranger's leather.  Obsequiously they chewed
    on the mud as if they were grateful for it.


    “Of course they'll get muddy all over again on the way out. I'm sure
    these two bootlickers will be honoured to repeat the job for you in your
    car.  Won't you my little slave-boys?”


    “Yes Miss,” they chorused in unison.


    “Good, but since you obviously enjoy the job so much I'd better give you
    each a half dozen with the cane to compensate.  We can't have you
    getting too much pleasure, it might make you lazy.”


    Emma glanced at the rumps of the kneeling wretches.  They were already
    well-stripped.  Katie was not the kind of girl who spared the rod and
    spoiled the slave, that was for sure!


    “So, you want a slave, eh?”


    “We know it's a lot to ask…”


    Katie waved her hand.


    “Not at all!  I do have one spare, as it happens.  You can borrow him
    for a bit, see how it works out, and keep him if you like.  Or bring him
    back here.  It's up to you.”


    “Gosh, that is so generous, Katie!”


    “Not at all.  I am being sort of selfish, really — I think of it as is
    a chance to welcome two new sisters into the life style.  You've played
    a bit, haven't you Emma?”


    Emma nodded.  “A bit.”  She grinned.


    “Lovely to see you taking it seriously!”


    


    After coffee and cake, it was time see about getting back with their new
    acquisition.  


    Katie led the way out into the yard.  Several slaves bustled about, all
    looking very busy — and striving to look more so in front of their
    owner.  Katie called one over.  He came scurried up at the double, and
    dropped to his knees before her.  He kissed her boots, then knelt up
    straight, head bowed, waiting.


    “This is the one,” Katie remarked to her two friends.  “Up!” she barked.
    The male rose to his feet.  He was quite young, slim build, and of
    course stark bollock naked save for the padlocked penis restraint.


    “Come on!”  Katie waved an imperious hand and stalked off to their car.
    The slave followed.  Emma and Jessica went along too, both staring
    open-mouthed at the naked slave.  Such docility!  Such obedience!


    “If you could get the boot open, Emma?”  said Katie.  Emma unlocked
    and opened it, rather puzzled.  “In!” barked Katie in that short, curt
    way of hers, the way she always spoke to slaves, a way that brooked no
    refusal.  The slave clambered awkwardly into the confined space.  Emma
    slammed the boot shut.


    “It's normal to travel with slaves this way.  Doesn't attract quite so
    much attention.”  Katie grinned, and the two girls had to laugh.  They
    had come quite a way this afternoon, in both senses of the phrase!  And
    their journey was only just beginning!


    



HOME AGAIN HOME AGAIN


    “Well,” said Emma, “home again, home again…”


    The girls got out of the car which Emma had driven into the garage.


    “Let's get dressed up for the occasion.  I am sure our, er, ‘guest’ will
    not mind waiting!”


    Jessica giggled.


    “Yes, I'm on for it.  We had better look the part, eh?”


    Both giggling, they ran upstairs, rapidly disrobed and delved into
    wardrobes and cupboards and chests of drawers.  Fifteen minutes or so
    later, and both were garbed in what Jessica described as something
    ‘suitable’.


    Each worn what could be be described as an ‘abbreviated’ black leather
    outfit.  The garments left practically nothing to the imagination.  Emma
    wore a small jacket which gaped, exposing a fair amount of cleavage; but
    Jessica's big breasts were totally exposed.  As a finale, Emma produced
    two riding crops, one of which she handed to Jessica.  Jessica whistled.


    “Plenty more where those came from,” cackled Emma.  “Now, it is time we
    inspected our new property!”


    The girls walked downstairs and into the garage.  Both looked
    expectantly excited.  They were entering new territory.  They were about
    to become slave owners!


    “Hope he's still alive and kicking,” said Jessica.


    Emma opened the boot of the car.  The nude male was curled up in a
    foetal position.


    “Out you!” she commanded.


    The figure stirred and, blinking in the light, crawled out of the back
    of the car stiffly and then fell on his knees.


    “I… I understand I am to stay the weekend as your slave, Miss.” he
    croaked.


    Emma hit him hard across the mouth with the flat of her hand.


    “Silence!  You don't speak until you are spoken to…”


    “I… I beg pardon, Miss,” he said, recovering from the vicious slap.


    “So I should think,” said Emma.


    She was enjoying herself already.  Nice to be able to slap a man like
    that!  The slave now caught sight of Jessica and, like most men,
    marvelled at the size of her breasts.  He could not help a slight
    stirring in his loins but guessed, as usual, that this would be a
    weekend of frustration.  It would just be too much to hope for the
    unlocking of the restrainer.


    “Name?” demanded Jessica, coming close so that the slave could get a
    better look at her.  She loved taunting and then denying men.


    “Ian, Miss…”


    He didn't like the look of the riding crops these two carried.  But, of
    course, it was to be expected.  He felt the customary conflicting
    emotions of a masochist.  Dread and excitement.  What am I in for? he
    wondered.  His life since he fell into Kinky Katie's hands had been
    anything but easy.  He thought he had wanted it, at the time; but now,
    months later — months of hard labour, harder whippings, constant nudity
    and enforced chastity — he was far from sure…


    “No it's not,” Jessica contradicted him.  “Not any more.  Your new name
    is ‘wanker’.  Do you like that name?”


    Ian stared at her open-mouthed, taken utterly by surprise.  She fetched
    two hefty back-handers across the face.


    “You will answer your owner when she addresses you!” she screamed.


    SLAP!  SLAP!


    “Now — what is your name?”


    “Uhh… w-wanker, Miss.”


    “Correct!  And do you like it?”


    “Y-yes, … yes thank you Miss.”


    Emma smirked.


    “Crawl out into the open,” ordered Emma and delivered a sharp but not
    too hard a cut of the crop across the thin black shorts.


    Ian gasped at the unexpected pain, then crawled out of the garage.  He
    was used to crawling.  Mistress Katie hardly ever allowed him on his
    feet.  Once again he wondered what they were planning for him.



ONE MAN WENT TO MOW


    Emma soon supplied the answer.  


    “We've got a three acre field,” she announced, “and you're going to
    spend most of the weekend cutting it.  Take a look at those mowers.
    There are three of them.  You'll be pulling them all at the same time.”


    A little groan of despair escaped Ian.  So it was more sweat and toil,
    was it?  In his fantasies, before he entered the all-too-real world of
    Kinky Katie, he had been mainly used as a sex slave.  But that seemed
    the last thing this sort of woman wanted from him.  On the other hand,
    they did seem dressed for it…  He felt the stirrings of hope.


    “Get on your feet,” ordered Jessica, “you can start right away.”


    Ian staggered up.  He was stiff from his confinement in the boot of the
    car.  Of course they didn't care about that. He found himself standing
    right in front of Jessica.  She was naked above a metal studded waist
    belt.  He feasted his eyes once more on two of the most magnificent
    breasts he had ever seen.  They thrust out at him like two, firm,
    flesh-coloured melons.  Once again he felt his loins stir, once again
    felt the cruel bite of the restrainer frustrating any further physical
    excitement.  He glanced down at the brief leather triangle the girl
    wore.  She had powerful thighs.  Maybe he would end up with his head
    between them?  It would be better than nothing…


    “Had a good look, have we?” sneered Jessica.  “Like to have a feel,
    would we?”


    “I… I wouldn't presume, Miss…” began Ian.


    Jessica smashed her palm across Ian's mouth, just as Emma had done a
    little earlier.


    “You are bloody right you wouldn't,” snarled Jessica.  “If you so much
    as lay a finger on me, I'll thrash you until you can't stand!”


    Ian recoiled, gasping.  She had hit him even harder than her companion.


    “Take a look at my arse while you're at it,” said Jessica, swinging round.


    Ian gazed at a super set of fulsome buttocks.  This woman was really
    something.  Jessica strode out into the field.  
    But if she wanted sex, she had a funny way of showing it.


    “Crawl after me!”  she barked at him imperiously.


    Ian crawled.  


    “I'll show you what I think of you, you pitiful wimp.  Get your
    snout down into the dirt.”  


    As Ian bent forward to obey, Jessica jabbed a spiked heel into his lower
    back.  He squealed with pain, but Jessica kept on jabbing him.


    “Eat dirt, you randy pig!” rasped Jessica.


    Pitifully, Ian munched at the grass and earth.  He dare not do
    otherwise.  Looking down, Jessica gloated triumphantly.  How delightful
    it was to humiliate a man in this way!  She was having a marvellous
    time.  She crouched down, strong thighs well-splayed before Ian.


    “Come on… eat pig… eat!”


    Holding him by his hair she kept thumping his face into the earth.  Ian
    did his best but achieved little.


    “Come on,” called Emma after a time.  “Let's have him into his harness
    and put him to work.  He can't expect just kinky fun all the time!”


    Jessica laughed.  Fun for her; hardly fun for him! she thought.


    Ian crawled after them, back towards the assembled mowers.  If that was
    what they called ‘fun’, he sensed he was in for a rough time.


    “On your feet, wanker,” said Emma.


    He forced himself up.  His mouth felt very puffy.  


    A harness was put round his neck, shoulders and waist, then pulled very
    tight.  He groaned wretchedly — and the next instant received another
    smashing slap from Emma.  It was immediately followed by a similar blow
    from Jessica.


    “Are you complaining, wanker?” enquired Emma.


    “No …. oh no…. Miss” whined Ian.  


    His burning lips were beginning to feel sausage-like.  


    Next, ropes which attached to the three mowers were fastened to his
    harness.  Jessica and Emma made various adjustments to the ropes and
    harness.


    “So, that's all nice and snug.  Let's give him a trial run,” said
    Jessica.


    “On your feet, slave,” commanded Emma.


    “Take the strain,” called Jessica.  “Heave!”


    The ropes tautened as Ian pulled.  The three mowers together were horribly
    heavy.  It took him all his strength to move them.


    “Heave!” repeated Emma.  “Get moving…” 


    Ian inched forward.  


    “Give it to him, Jessica,” urged Emma.  “A bit of pain may give him
    some incentive.”


    “I guess so,” said Jessica and lashed her crop several times across
    Ian's buttocks.


    He yelped with pain as he continued to struggle forward, straining with
    effort.


    “There,” said Emma smugly.  “You can do it if you try.”


    “Just have to put your back into it, you lazy wanker!” laughed Jessica.


    She gave her straining victim another couple of cuts with her crop.


    Gradually the mowers gathered more pace, but progress was slow.  That
    didn't matter, however.  The girls just enjoyed seeing their newly
    acquired slave straining his guts out.


    “Into the field!” cried Jessica.  “Move it… faster… faster!”


    But, try as he might, Ian scarcely increased the pace.  Already he was
    beginning to sweat.


    Emma leapt up on to the last two movers and swung her whip over Ian's
    head.  


    “Next time you'll feel it on your backside, slave.  I want more effort!”


    CRACK!


    This time the leather lash did bite into Ian's hindquarters.  He let out
    a strangled scream and increased his effort.  Pain was the spur and he
    knew he'd feel the whip again unless he strained to the utmost.


    Groaning, Ian stumbled over the field, where the going was even harder.
    Emma remained standing on the two mowers, which added considerably to
    their weight.


    From time to time her whip lashed out and cracked across Ian's buttocks.
    The sense of power and enjoyment she felt was enormous.  She had a man
    at her mercy, a slave to whip.  It was something that, up to that
    moment, she had only fantasised about.  Ian kept twisting round,
    pleading despairingly, but Jessica was relentless.


    CRACK!


    And again, CRACK!


    The pain was agonising.  He was used enough to whip and cane and strap,
    but it still hurt.


    “Aaaaaghhhhh… mercy…” cried Ian.  “I… I can't go on…”


    At this point, Jessica hurried up with her crop and joined in the fun.
    She laid on directly across Ian's bottom.  Howling and sobbing, he
    writhed down on to the grass.


    “Mercy… mercy… mercy,” he whined.  “It… it's impossible…”


    Even the combined use of both crops was not sufficient to make him rise.


    “He's knackered,” said Emma callously.


    “What a weakling,” sneered Jessica.


    “Yeah, a real weedy wanker.”


    “Still, we will whip into shape!”


    SWISH — THWACK!


    SWISH — THWACK!


    Twice more her crop fell — but to no avail.  Ian simply sobbed
    helplessly into the grass, quite defeated.  Both girls realised they
    were ‘flogging a dead horse’.


    “Best to give him a break,” suggested Jessica.  “We'll put him to work
    again later on.”


    “We sure will,” agreed Emma.  “He's really done nothing yet.”


    The girls turned and walked back to the house.  Ian lay prostrate in the
    field, still sobbing hopelessly.  Did these two not realise what they
    were asking him to do was impossible?


    The weals and welts throbbed incessantly.  Oh how he wished he was back
    with Kinky Katie.  She had never treated him quite so savagely, if only
    because she had a dozen or so other hapless victims to vent her spleen
    on!


    


    Emma opened a bottle of white wine and the girls subsided into
    comfortable armchairs.


    “That was great,” enthused Jessica.  “Oh how I loved using that whip on
    him!”


    “I could see that,” smiled Emma, “you looked positively ecstatic.  He
    really fancied your tits, didn't he?”


    “I'll say!  But that cut with the crop across his balls taught him a
    lesson, I reckon.”


    “My God, didn't he yell?  They're very vulnerable in that region.”


    “I'll say…”


    “I reckon you could get a man to do anything humanely possible if you
    flayed his balls hard enough and long enough.”


    “Not to mention having a go at his cock as well.”


    “It's made me feel so randy,” said Emma.


    “I like your tits too darling…”


    “Feel free…”  she sighed happily as Jessica buried her face into the
    lush orbs and then began to suck the powerful nipples.  “Oh darling,
    that's lovely… so lovely…”


    “Shall we both get undressed?”


    “Of course… of course…”


    It was not long before two lovely naked women were cavorting about on
    the carpet, high on wine and lust.  There was no doubt that making use
    of their new slave had excited them both.


    Out in the field said slave lay still, sweating and exhausted and
    suffering still from the torment of his various floggings.  He shuddered
    at the realisation that this terrible ordeal was not yet over.


    


    It was early evening before the girls recovered from their sexual orgy.
    They put on their skimpy leather outfits and emerged into the gathering
    dusk.


    Their slave was lying in the grass.  In sudden panic at the sound of the
    door opening, heralding their approach, he made a pathetic attempt to
    rise and get the mowers moving again, but it was beyond him.


    “What shall we do with him tomorrow?” asked Emma.


    “Put him to work again of course,” said Jessica.  “That's what slaves
    are for.  To work until they drop.”


    “I'm sure you're right…”


    “Oh, I am!  I want him up at the crack of dawn. I'll set my alarm
    especially, get him out here, harnessed up and pulling away — and then
    come back to bed  for a nice long lie-in!”


    Emma cackled with glee at the thought of lying in a warm bed beside dear
    Jessica while outside their naked slave toiled at the very limit of his
    strength.


    “Where are we going to put him for the night?”


    “What, already?”


    “No, no, he can work for a few hours yet.  But I mean when it gets
    dark.”


    “I thought the garden shed.  It's got a padlock on the door.”


    “Still, he might escape.”  She glanced at her dear friend.  “I've always
    had a fantasy about securing a man to a toilet for the night.  Pretty
    humiliating, eh?”


    “That's an amusing idea, darling.  Well, why not?”


    “We'll have to feed him first, I suppose.”


    “I bought some dog food and dog biscuits yesterday,” said Emma, “that
    should be adequate.”


    Jessica laughed.  “I'm sure.  Adequate but awful.”


    Their high heels clattered across the yard.  Ian heard them coming
    closer and cringed inside.  He feared being whipped for not being hard
    at work; but he couldn't move, he simply couldn't.


    Emma stood over him, whip raised.  


    “Having a nice rest, are you, you lazy wanker?” she enquired.


    Ian made no reply.  The whip cracked down.  


    “Answer me!” rasped Emma.


    “Yeeeeaaaggggghhhhh!  Yes… oh yes Miss…”


    “Well it's back to work again,” announced Jessica.


    Ian could only groan.


    Ian forced himself to make the tremendous effort required to pull the
    three mowers simultaneously.  He knew, if he didn't he would continue to
    feel Emma's whip and possibly Jessica's as well.  Slowly he crossed the
    field, slowly he turned and came back.  Did they really think he'd have
    the strength to mow three acres?  It was absurd!


    “Faster!” commanded Jessica.


    CCCRACCCKKKK!!!


    “Yeeeeaaagggghhh!” howled Ian.


    But the whip had the desired effect.  It drove him on the make the
    necessary effort.  An agonising effort.


    Emma stood looking down, her features wreathed in cruel delight.  She
    could not remember when she had enjoyed herself more.


    She kept cracking the whip.  Sometimes it connected with Ian's buttocks,
    sometimes not.  His mind became a ferment of pain and panic.


    “No more… ahhhhhh… no more… I can't go on!”


    CCCCRACCCKKKCKKKKKKKK!!


    And Ian went on.


    “I'm getting bored with this,” announced Jessica.  “Let's leave him to
    it.”


    “Alright, darling, if that's how you feel.  I'm a bit knackered myself.”
    Jessica laughed.  “I'm not surprised!”


    “But he can go on for another hour yet.”


    “Sure, why not?  He's young and healthy.  I'd like to see half this
    field mown tonight.”


    Emma jumped off the mowers… which was a great relief to Ian.


    The girls were making their way back to the house, when Emma turned.


    “No stopping slave!” she called out.  “If I catch you idling, I'll give
    you a proper flogging.”


    “And I'll help her,” said Jessica.


    They put their arms about each other and went on their way.


    Ian was relieved by their absence but the straining effort he still had
    to make was horrendous.  His breath was rasping, he was wet with sweat.
    But the threat of a terrible flogging drove him on and on.


    And on and on and on…


    


    Back in the house, Emma opened another  bottle of wine and soon both
    girls were quite tipsy.


    “Isn't it lovely to think of him straining his guts out all the time,”
    said Jessica.


    Emma nodded with a big grin.


    “Not making much progress, though, is he?  Still, don't suppose it
    matters.  Rome wasn't built it a day.”


    Jessica mused.  Slow progress or not, he would be finished sooner or
    later.  After all, grass did not grow very fast.  In fact, considered
    Jessica, the optimum solution would be to have him out there 18 hours
    a day, pulling just fast enough to keep up with the growth of the grass.
    Then he could slog away 18 hours a day seven days a week, and see in no
    uncertain terms that he was making absolutely no progress whatsoever!
    The ultimate in pointless hard labour!  But, on reflection, grass didn't
    grow all year round, did it?  Still, a girl could dream…


    “Oh, this is marvellous,” laughed Jessica out loud.  “And I'm sure our
    new slave will sleep well tonight — even if he is tied by his bollocks
    to a lavatory!”


    “I simply do love that idea!”


    “We'll tie him to it in such a way that his balls are stretched.”


    “Oh what a wicked one you are!”


    “I know… I know… and I don't mind a bit,” laughed Emma.


    In their excitement, the girls were drinking at a furious pace.  


    “You know what I'd like?” asked Jessica.  “I'd like to have half a dozen
    slaves serving me all the time…”  


    She winked at Emma.


    “Hey!  That was my idea!” laughed Emma, “but I think that's a pretty
    unlikely scenario.”


    “I guess so; but it will be quite something to have one slave anyway.”


    Emma nodded.


    “And perhaps in future we'll be able to arrange something a little more
    elaborate — with some more help from Kinky Katie.”


    More wine was poured and Emma began to fondle Jessica's big breasts.
    The strong nipples firmed; Jessica sighed happily.  However, both girls
    were so sexually replete, they did not proceed further.  They just lay
    there in semi-stupor until half the wine was gone.


    Then they staggered out and headed for the field.  It was almost night.


    


    Ian was still moving — but only just.


    Since Emma had left her whip behind, Jessica gave him three or four
    strokes with her crop — just because.


    “Lazy fucker!” she sneered contemptuously.


    Ian whined like an animal.


    “Right, let's get him un-harnessed,” announced Emma with a sigh.


    They undid the various buckles and ordered him to head back to the
    courtyard.  Wearily Ian did so.  They watched him stagger before them,
    clearly done in.


    “He hasn't done very much,” complained Emma.


    “All the more for him to do tomorrow then,” said Jessica complacently.


    Despair filled Ian as he heard those words.


    Ian simply collapsed on the stones of the courtyard when he finally got
    there, sobbing weakly.  He was all-in.  Emma filled a bucket and
    unceremoniously tossed the contents over the prostrate Ian.


    “That'll get some of the sweat off him,” she said.  Then she re-filled
    the bucket.  Ian was shocked but somewhat revived.  “C-can I have a
    drink, Miss?” he whined.


    “You can have more than that,” said Jessica, grinning impishly.  “You can
    have your din-dins.”  Breasts bouncing she went into the garage and came
    out with two bowls, one filled with water and the other with dog food and
    crumbled biscuits.  “Here we are,” she said placing the bowls down before
    Ian.  “Nothing but the best.  It's Pedigree Chum.”


    Ian froze at the sight and smell of it.  The bowl was right under his nose.


    “I'm not really hungry, Miss,” he said feebly.


    “Shut up and eat!” rapped Jessica.  Then she placed her foot on the back
    of Ian's neck and pushed down.  The whole of his face went down into the
    disgusting mush and he choked and spluttered as his face came up
    congealed with dog food.  For a moment, he thought he was going to be
    sick, but he fought down his nausea.


    “I said eat!” snarled Jessica, and delivered two stinging cuts to Ian's
    tenderised rump.


    Mouth widened by his cry, Ian plunged his face back into the mush and
    began to slurp it up.


    “We might try him with Whiskas tomorrow,” laughed Emma.  Oh what a joy
    to see a man so humbled!


    It took a good ten minutes for Ian to consume the bowl.  He kept heaving
    and burping,  but Jessica was not satisfied until the bowl was licked
    clean.  Another bucket of water and a dishcloth cleaned up Ian's face and
    then he was directed into the house, crawling on all fours.  He felt
    totally weak and weary.



TOILET BOY


    “Up the stairs!” snapped Emma.  


    Ian crawled up.  What had they planned for him now?  He was kicked
    through a doorway and found himself in a tiled bathroom.


    “Not a bad cock,” remarked Emma nonchalantly.


    “If you like that sort of thing,” said Jessica.


    Ian got another kick.  


    “You,” said Emma, “crawl to the toilet.  Right up to it.”


    Resignedly Ian did so.  


    “Put your arms around it… give it a nice hug.”


    Ian embraced the cold china, then felt even colder steel going around
    his wrists.  There was a ‘click’ and he realised he was locked to the
    pan.


    “This is where you're spending the night,” announced Emma.  


    Ian could scarcely believe his ears.  Tired as he was, how could he
    possibly sleep in such discomfort?  He began to sob helplessly, right at
    the end of his tether.


    “He's very well striped, isn't he?” said Jessica, regarding his rump and
    thighs.


    “I'm not surprised… we've both given him plenty of the whip,” grinned
    Emma.


    “And doubtless there'll be plenty to come tomorrow!”


    “Doubtless!”


    “Now,” said Jessica, “he looks a little too comfortable to me.  Hand me
    that length of cord, darling…”


    “What are you going to do?” Emma enquired, but already knowing.


    “I'm going to noose his balls and then fasten the other end of the cord
    to the towel rail.”


    “Oh, I say, won't that hurt?” said Emma with mock concern.


    “I should imagine so.”  Jessica was grinning hugely.  She noosed Ian's
    balls tightly and he gave a gasping scream.


    “Nooo…aaaa…no…mercccceeee!” came this terrified cry.


    Seemingly unconcerned, Jessica tightened the cord until Ian's scrotum
    was well stretched.  Then she fastened the cord around the metal towel
    rail.


    “there,” she said smugly, “that should do nicely.”


    “He looks very uncomfortable,” smiled Emma.


    “That's the idea…”


    Ian was sobbing and moaning loudly.


    “Nooo…. noooooo… noooooooooo…” he was babbling.  How could they
    leave him like this?  Did they know what torment he was in?


    “Mercy.. mercy… for God's sake… let me go!”


    “Try and get a good night's sleep, slave,” said Emma, “there's a lot
    to do tomorrow.”


    “There sure is!” laughed Jessica.


    Then the bathroom door slammed and Ian was left to his various aches and
    pains.  Perhaps the pain in his balls was the worst of all.  He groaned
    and sobbed in the most abject wretchedness as the girls descended into
    the comfort of their home.


    


    “God!  I shouldn't have drunk so much!”  Emma giggled and swayed
    tipsily to the door.  She wobbled unsteadily up the stairs and into the
    upstairs toilet.  Ian was lying on the floor in a very
    uncomfortable-looking position.  He stirred as she came in.  Ignoring
    him, Emma dropped her knickers and planted her ample rump on the seat.
    She relieved herself freely, then rose and kicked ‘wanker’ (what a great
    idea of Jessica's that had been!  She was resolved to use it exclusively
    in future) sharply in the side.


    “Kneel up!”


    Ian rose carefully, awkwardly, to his knees.  The pull on his balls was
    severe, but he managed to bear it.  He stretched his arms and managed to
    get most of the way up on his knees.  Emma stood right next to him and
    thrust her crotch into his face.


    “Lick me spotlessly clean!” she ordered.


    Ian put his tongue to work.  Emma stood, hands on hips, revelling in her
    power over this miserable creature.  She kept him busy until she was
    satisfied that he had done all he could.


    “Well, well, wanker!  We have finally found a use for you, looks like.
    Just as well, because it is clear you are fuck-all use as a labourer,
    anyway.  But rest assured you'll get plenty of that sort of work too.
    And I don't know about my friend, but I will be using you for toilet
    duties from now on.”


    She looked down at him, smirking.  “Front and back,” she added
    meaningfully.


    


    Back downstairs, Jessica looked up as Emma returned.  She had a fair
    idea of what that wicked vixen had been up to.


    “Are we keeping him, then?” she asked with a saucy grin.


    “Yeah, I should say!”


    “Oh goodie!”


                               TO BE CONTINUED?
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