
        
            [image: cover]
        

    












THE SLAVE WITH
TWO MISTRESSES

A Double
Femdom Spanking Story

BY BROGAN
WELLS

A short story
of 12,000 words

ALL CHARACTERS
ARE OVER EIGHTEEN

broganjwells@yahoo.co.uk

First Published
in 2016







































































The two of them
were a strange pair, that much could not be denied, but what did it
matter to be strange if you were only strange with one another and
never bothered anybody else? To all intents and purposes Tamisha
and Sophie were a couple; they lived together, spent time together,
shopped together, worked together, held one another tightly at
night times and even shared a bed. Admittedly they had never made
love to one another but then a passer-by was not to know this when
s/he saw them walking down the street, hand in hand, completely
absorbed in one another’s company.

Tamisha and
Sophie had met at university and had been inseparable ever since
more or less to the exclusion of anybody else. In looks they could
not have been more different. Tamisha was twenty-three and very
tall, at almost six feet, and very slim too with a peachy little
ass and small but perfectly formed breasts. She had very long brown
hair stretching almost to her hips which she tied back to prevent
it from falling over her face. She had a smooth, triangular face
that naturally smiled, large, hazel eyes and a slightly upturned
nose. Sophie, by contrast, was quite short at just over five feet
with long blonde hair which she allowed to fall loose over her
shoulders, a pleasing round face, pale blue eyes, cute nose and a
pronounced hourglass figures with large but firm breasts and ass.
Of the two of them Tamisha was the most dominant and intelligent
and usually made most of the decisions around the house but Sophie
was more than happy to submit to her and the two of them made the
perfect pair.

Tamisha and
Sophie lived together on the first floor of a three story townhouse
that had been converted into flats. The house itself was pretty
ramshackle but the rent was cheap and because neither of them drank
or smoked or had any sort of social life aside from one another
they had been able to afford nice furniture to make it
pleasant.

Tamisha and
Sophie more or less lived for one another. They worked together in
a bar a few streets down from where they lived and well within
walking distance. Their shifts were the same so that they could be
together even when they worked. The other girls who worked behind
the bar found them friendly but somehow aloof and uninterested in
any friendship aside from their own. In fact, the two of them
really only had one other friend aside from each other.

Lester lived on
the top floor of the house in a single one room bedsit. Like the
girls he was twenty-three with thick brown hair that he allowed to
grow a little long and untidy. He was of average height for a man
and had a pleasant, boyish face and was quite lean with kindly
brown eyes. But Lester also had a reputation as something of a
loser. When he first arrived in the bedsit he was working as a
shelf stacker in a local supermarket. He spent most of his money on
drink and cannabis and was often behind with the rent. Later on he
had lost his job due to his frequent lateness and had spent a while
unemployed. It had been then that Tamisha and Sophie had befriended
him and had worked to turn his life around.

Both Tamisha
and Sophie found Lester to be very attractive, despite his
considerable faults but because they had both had a crush on him
they realised their friendship might suffer if one of them ended up
dating him and so they had made a pact that neither would make a
move, considering one another to be the most important aspect in
their lives. But they felt sort for Lester and could see he needed
looking after. They started to invite him down to theirs for dinner
in order to build up his health and soon he was eating with them
every day. They also arranged to do activities with him in order
that he didn’t keep going out to the pub or with friends who were a
bad influence on him with regards to drugs. And perhaps most
importantly of all they helped him with his job hunting, even going
so far as to write up his C.V and write application letters on his
behalf. Soon their efforts had paid off and Lester had found
himself a job in the offices of a paper distribution company on an
industrial estate on the outskirts of town. The pay wasn’t much and
it wasn’t the most interesting job in the world but it helped to
pay the rent and there were opportunities for progression. And
because Lester wasn’t drinking so much these days it also meant he
was able to put a little money aside. It went without saying he was
extremely grateful to Tamisha and Sophie for all they had done for
him and was devoted to their friendship.

It was a Friday
night towards the start of autumn, around 6.00PM. Tamisha and
Sophie had a rare weekend off from the bar and planned to do a
little shopping on Saturday but aside from that they really didn’t
have any plans. Instead they had cooked a lasagne for dinner and
were waiting for Lester to come home from work and join them.

Lester duly
arrived at 6.15. The girls greeted him with friendly hugs and asked
him about his day.

“Just the usual busy Friday,” he said cheerily as he sat down at
the dinner table and waited for Sophie to dish up. “Everything left
to the last minute and all over spilling until Monday.”

“Yes well you don’t have to worry about that now,” said Tamisha,
patting his hand pleasantly. “You’re off for the weekend and with
nothing else to do except relax.”

“Myself and Tamisha thought we’d watch some DVDs,” said Sophie, as
she spooned a large helping of lasagne on to Lester’s plate. “Do
you want to join us?”

“I’m afraid I’m off out after dinner,” replied Lester, his tone
sounding somewhat sheepish. “Not anywhere special you understand,
just popping to the pub to see Darren for his birthday.”

“Darren?” Repeated Tamisha, a look of concern crossing her face.
“Hang on, Lester, isn’t he the drug dealer?”

“Former drug dealer,” replied Lester defensively. “He hasn’t dealt
drugs for a month or so now, not that he ever really did to begin
with, only to his friends you understand.”

“Friends including you,” put in Sophie warily.

“But not for a long time!” Exclaimed Lester. “Not since I met you
two and you helped me, you know? I’m past all that now, girls, I’m
on the up. I still see Darren and the boys every now and again but
I’m not going to start on my bad old ways.”

“Oh Lester I do hope not,” said Tamisha beseechingly, reaching
across to touch his hand. “You’re doing so well, you know, and
we’re both so proud of you. You’ve been sober for two months now
haven’t you and you’re looking so nice, so handsome. We’d both just
hate it if you went back to doing all those horrible things you
were doing when we met you, really we would.”

Lester smiled and gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. “Don’t
worry,” he assured them. “I’m past all that now, like I said. I’m
only going to go and have a couple of beers with the boys and then
I’ll be back. Who knows, I may get to watch a few DVDs with you
after all?”

Sophie smiled. “I’m sorry,” she told him. “We’re just a bit anxious
and protective of you, Lester, you know that.”

“I know,” replied Lester, looking at them both affectionately. “I’m
very lucky to have you both in my life. I’d never do anything to
let you down.”

But all the
same Tamisha and Sophie did worry about Lester and were not really
focused on their DVDs after he had left them to go out and they
were sat together on the settee. “Maybe we should have offered to
go with him?” Said Sophie with concern.

“What and had all his strange dropout friends leering at us? No
way?” Replied Tamisha with a shudder. “I’d never go within a
hundred yards of some of those rough pubs in town, and I certainly
don’t want that Darren having anything to do with me – or thinking
he could. No, Sophie, I think he’ll be okay. I’ve just texted him
and asked him to keep us updated with what he’s doing, let us know
when he’s going to be home.” She sighed. “I hope we’re not being
too overbearing, Sophie. I hope he doesn’t resent us.”

“Us? Of course not,” replied Sophie, snuggling into Tamisha’s
shoulder and pulling up her knees on to the settee. “He thrives on
it. He needs somebody to take him in hand, to look after him, to
sort out his problems for him…”

“And to punish him when he steps out of line perhaps?” Said Tamisha
mysteriously.

But Sophie only laughed at this. “Oh you are such a suspicious
thing,” she replied lightly, giving her a playful dig in the ribs.
“I’m sure he’s going to be just fine.”

But as time
went on Lester did not rely to Tamisha’s text message and nor did
he appear to watch DVDs with them. Eleven-o-clock came and there
was still no word. Tamisha and Sophie began to get worried. Tamisha
tried to call him but there was no reply, the phone went straight
to voicemail. “Now that is odd,” said Tamisha, sounding vexed.
“He’s always kept in touch with us before.”

“Perhaps he just can’t get a signal?” Suggested Sophie.

“Unlikely,” replied Tamisha. “There should be a signal everywhere
in this town, unless he’s left to go somewhere else but that
doesn’t sound very likely does it? After all, neither he nor any of
his friends have a car.”

Soon it was
midnight and there was still no sign of Lester. Tamisha went
upstairs to the top floor and entered his bedsit, which was not
locked, to find him not there. By now she and Sophie were getting
very worried indeed and there was talk of going out to look for
him, although neither of them had the slightest idea as to where he
might have gone.

Eventually
Tamisha and Sophie decided there was nothing else to do except go
to bed. By now it was coming up to one in the morning and they came
to the conclusion that Lester must be spending the night with one
of his friends and had left his phone somewhere which was why he
wasn’t picking up. The two of them brushed their teeth and put on
their nightdresses. Just as they were getting into bed they heard,
from downstairs, the sound of the front door slamming open followed
a short while later by something thudding and then collapsing
against the stairs. They looked at one another in alarm. Tamisha
cautiously went to the window and looked down. From her raised
position she could see the front door swinging open in the wind.
“How strange,” she mused as she went to get her dressing gown and
slippers. Sophie got out of bed and joined her. The two of them
left their flat, stepped out into the corridor and looked
downstairs. What they saw filled them with horror.

Lester lay
sprawled face down on the stairs, arms and legs spread out
everywhere, face turned upwards in an unnatural position, his eyes
closed. Tamisha and Sophie hurried downstairs to where he lay.
“What’s wrong?” Cried Sophie in alarm. “Is he hurt? Has he been
injured?”

Tamisha knelt down before him and tried to sit him up. He was like
deadweight in her arms but she couldn’t see any sign of injury.
Just then she became aware of the strong smell of alcohol mixed
with marijuana smoke. Her heart sank. “Oh no,” she sighed, looking
up at Sophie beseechingly.

The two girls
went either side of Lester, took him under the arms and hauled him
up. He was very heavy but he stirred slightly although he was no
help as they hauled him up the stairs to their flat, a process that
took all of ten minutes. Tamisha and Sophie were sweating with
exertion as they manoeuvred him over to their settee and lay him
down upon it. As they did so a small clear packet containing white
powder fell from his pocket and on to the floor. Tamisha picked it
up and examined it closely. “Is that…” Began Sophie.

“It certainly looks like it,” replied Tamisha, her voice anguished.
“Quickly, Sophie, take it and wash it away down the sink. I don’t
want it in this flat a moment longer than is necessary.”

Sophie hastened
to get rid of the powder whilst Tamisha worked to get Lester’s
shoes off then took a spare blanket from the airing cupboard and
lay it over him. In a moment Sophie came back to join her and the
two of them stood together, watching Lester warily. He was snoring
heavily by this point but otherwise completely dead to the
world.

“What do you think?” Asked Sophie warily. “Should we call an
ambulance for him?”

“I’m not sure that’s entirely necessary,” replied Tamisha, although
she sounded far from certain. “But I do think we’re going to have
to take turns to keep watch on him for the rest of the night in
case he takes a turn for the worst.”

They decided to
take the first watch together. Tamisha went and got another blanket
and sat down on the comfy chair opposite the settee. Sophie came to
join her and sat on her lap, cuddling up against her with the
blanket over them both. Their eyes never left Lester for a moment.
“I just cannot believe this is happening,” sighed Tamisha in
anguish. “He was doing so well. He promised us…”

“And now he’s gone right back to the start,” muttered Sophie.
“After all we did for him, after all our hard work.”

“I suppose we shouldn’t be too harsh on him,” replied Tamisha.
“After all, he’s hardly a strong sort of character. We should have
been there for him more, we should have pushed him.”

“So what happens now?” Asked Sophie. “We have to do something about
this, Tamisha.”

“Like what?” Asked Tamisha with a shrug. “End our relationship with
him you mean?”

“Oh I couldn’t do that, could you?” Replied Sophie in alarm. “I
mean I know he might have erred, Tamisha, but I can’t bear to be
without him in my life. I… I mean…”

“You man you love him,” said Tamisha quietly. “It is okay, Sophie,
you can tell me. After all, I love him too.”

“I love that we take care of him,” said Sophie. “I love that he
needs us so much, that he’s so dependent on us. That sounds very
strange, Tamisha I know, maybe I’m not putting it right but…”

“You mean he is our slave,” said Tamisha. “You mean you love him
because he is our slave, and that is why I love him too,
Sophie.”

“I suppose.”

“And tell me, Sophie, what happens to a slave when they step out of
line?” Asked Tamisha, a note of steel creeping into her voice. “Do
you cut off all contact with them? Do you throw them out into the
street? Do you just stop having them round for dinner.”

“Of course not,” replied Sophie. “You punish them.”

“Indeed,” mused Tamisha. “And that is what we are going to do,
Sophie, that is how we are going to handle this.”

“By punishing him?”

“Yes Sophie, by punishing him,” replied Tamisha. “Provided he
consents of course but then I think he will. He needs us, Sophie,
and he needs our punishment as well. If we do it right I think
there’s still a chance of saving him.”

“And how are we going to punish him?” Asked Sophie, who in truth
was quite excited about the idea.

“I’ve been thinking about that,” replied Tamisha with a faint
smile. “Let me tell you my idea, see what you think.”

It was ten in
the morning before Lester finally started to stir. He couldn’t
remember anything about the latter part of last night; he vaguely
recollected leaving the pub and going back to Darren’s place but
things became hazy after that. When he opened his eyes he had first
had no idea where he was. It certainly wasn’t Darren’s place for
this as an airy, pleasant room, pleasantly scented and somehow
feminine in nature. It took him a moment to recognise his
surroundings. He tried to sit up. “Hush, sweetie, don’t try and
move,” said Sophie soothingly, gently taking hold of his shoulders
and guiding him back to the settee. “You just stay there, I’ll go
and get you some coffee.”

Sophie went off
to get the coffee. Tamisha now entered the living room and came
over to him, lifted his head slightly and sat down, then rested his
head on her lap, gently stroking his hair. He looked up at her with
pained eyes. “Hi,” he said groggily.

“Hush,” ordered Tamisha, placing a finger to his lips. “It is okay,
Lester, you’re quite safe. We’re going to take care of you, like we
always do.”

Sophie returned
a moment later with a steaming hot cup of strong black coffee.
Tamisha helped Lester to sit up and he sipped at it slowly. Nobody
said anything for a long time until at last he raised his eyes and
looked at them. “I had a few too many drink last night,” he said
with a sheepish smile.

The girls did not smile. “Yes Lester, yes you did,” said Tamisha
seriously. “And a little more besides, I think.”

Lester put his head down and nodded, looking quite ashamed of
himself. “I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “I know I said I wouldn’t
but…”

“You promised, Lester,” Sophie interrupted, unable to keep the hurt
from her voice. “You promised you weren’t going to behave badly and
you betrayed us, you let us down. Now you’re right back to the
start, you know that? Right back in the gutter where we first found
you.”

“No,” protested Lester weakly. “It isn’t like that, I can
promise…”

“Your promises aren’t exactly worth much to us now, Lester,” said
Tamisha. Her voice remained calm but very grave at the same time.
“Truth be told we’re both feeling rather heartbroken.”

“I’m sorry,” said Lester again, sounding quite desperate now. “I
really am, it hurts more than anything to have let you two down
after all you’ve done for me but I’ll make it up to you, I promise,
just please don’t be angry with me.”

“We’re not angry with you, Lester,” said Tamisha primly. “We are,
however, very disappointed and we have to decide where we’re going
to go from here.”

“What do you mean?” Asked Lester.

“We don’t want to give you the cold shoulder, Lester,” replied
Sophie by means of an explanation. “And nor do we want to risk our
friendship or for there to be any lingering bad feeling between us.
We are, however, going to need to punish you.”

Lester opened his mouth to protest then closed it again. “If you
punished me,” he said quietly. “Would that reassure you that I was
sorry and wouldn’t ever do it again? Would it mean we were still
friends.”

“Even better friends, sweetie,” said Tamisha, her tone reassuring
as he squeezed her hand.

Lester nodded. “Okay then,” he said quietly. “I shall let you
punish me however you like.”

Tamisha and Sophie looked at one another and smiled. “Okay then
Lester,” said Tamisha, trying to keep the excitement from her
voice. “I think you’ve made the right decision, but we’re going to
give you a fair hearing first and we’re not going to talk about
your punishment until you’re in a better frame of mind.”

“I don’t understand,” said Lester, creasing his brow in
confusion.

“A trial,” said Sophie simply. “We propose to put you on trial,
Lester, in order that we might properly decide you
punishment.”

“What you’re going to do now is go back to your bed and sleep,”
continued Tamisha. “Your trial will begin at 5.00 PM tonight and
any punishment we decide to administer will be given exactly a week
after that.”

“You don’t need to eat beforehand,” put in Sophie quickly. “We’ll
all still be having dinner afterwards as normal.”

Lester nodded. He still didn’t quite understand what was going on
but maybe this was because he was still so tired and hungover. He
decided he had best go to bed as he was told and find out what they
had planned for him later. He stood up to leave. The girls hugged
him affectionately as he left and bade him friendly goodbyes. He
went upstairs and into his room and five minutes later he was fast
asleep in his bed.

Lester slept
deeply and felt much better by the time he finally woke up at
half-past-three. He got up, made himself a cup of tea then went and
had a shower. He decided to dress nicely for the girls so that he
made a good impression on them. He knew they intended to punish him
but he was not so worried about that, instead he was relieved that
they were still speaking to him and prepared to look after him. He
knew he was being incredibly selfish for relying on them both so
much but the truth was he simply didn’t feel he was able to get his
act together by himself. And then, of course, he was desperately in
love with them both even though he was sure he would never have
either of them, for he was simply unable to choose between them. No
punishment they could ever give him would be as harsh as their
cutting him out of their lives altogether and he was prepared to
accept whatever they wanted to do to him.

Lester left his
room at 4.59 and arrived at the girls’ front door a minute later,
exactly on time. Sophie was there to let him in and Lester was
surprised to note she seemed dressed to impress in a short black
dress that cut her ample cleavage low, the dress billowing out
halfway down her strong thighs. She greeted him with the customary
affectionate hug and led him into the living room where Tamisha was
waiting for him. Tamisha was also dressed alluringly in a short
flowery cotton dress that left most of her very long legs bare.
“Hi,” he said as he returned Tamisha’s hug. “You’re both looking
really nice this evening.”

“You’re looking in a far better state yourself,” replied Tamisha,
glancing approvingly at Lester’s brown cotton slacks and cotton
white shirt with two buttons open at the top. He had also made an
effort on his hair. “In fact you’re looking almost back to your old
handsome self. But anyway, let us not waste any time. Dinner is
cooking and we want to have this all over and done with in order
that we might eat.”

“My trial you mean?” Asked Lester with a hint of nervousness.

“That’s right,” replied Tamisha, her tone business-like. “Now
myself and Sophie are going to sit down on the settee. I think
we’ll have you kneeling before us with your hands on your
knees.”

“And no looking up our skirts,” said Sophie lightly.

Tamisha and
Sophie went to sit down on the settee. Lester followed them and got
down on his knees. He did not even think of questioning their
authority. For some reason it felt so right that he should be
submitted before them and any embarrassment he might have felt was
tempered with the knowledge that they had both seen him in a far
more compromising position the night before.

“To begin,”
said Tamisha enthusiastically as she lightly tapped her knees.
“Well first of all, Lester, as I think you probably realise this
isn’t exactly going to be a fair trial, in fact the verdict was
decided last night whilst you were still asleep on this
settee.”

Lester nodded. “I was sort of planning to plead guilty anyway,” he
told them.

“Well then,” smiled Tamisha pleasantly. “Doesn’t that just make
everything so neat and tidy.”

“We’d like to use this trial to talk to you, Lester,” said Sophie.
“About our relationship and how it relates to the punishment you
will soon be receiving from us.”

“Our relationship?” Repeated Lester with uncertainty. “But I mean
we’re friends aren’t we?”

“Oh yes,” replied Sophie. “Were friends alright but it is a bit
more complicated than that, isn’t it?”

“It is?”

“Indeed it is,” put in Tamisha firmly. “You see, Lester, we love
you.”

Lester’s eyes widened in surprise. “You mean…”

“Yes,” replied Tamisha. “We’re in love with you. Both of us.”

“Oh,” said Lester quietly. “Well I suppose that makes things just a
little complicated doesn’t it?”

“That depends,” replied Tamisha. “Whether you want to get all hung
up on convention. After all, you’re equally in love with both of
us, aren’t you Lester?”

“Yes,” replied Lester, bowing his head. “I am.”

“And why do we all love one another, Lester?” Said Sophie. “Have
you ever thought to think about that? It is because you rely upon
us and we enjoy looking after you. It is because you are naturally
submissive whilst we are naturally dominant. But looking after you
means more than simply helping you with job applications or cooking
your dinner. It also means punishing you when you go wrong.”

“So what are you proposing to do to me?” Asked Lester, his eyes
wide and anticipating.

Tamisha smiled mysteriously. “What we are proposing, Lester,” she
told him. “Is a very long, very painful, very humiliating and yet
at the same time very sexy punishment which will serve to cement
the roles we have for so long desired, that of the mistresses which
is us, and that of the slave which is you.”

“If you take your punishment like a good boy we will see that you
are rewarded,” continued Sophie. “With sex. Nice, kinky sex.”

Lester felt his throat run dry. His breathing was shallow.

“Do you agree?” Asked Tamisha.

“Oh yes,” replied Lester immediately, for in truth this was all he
could ever want. “I agree absolutely.”

“Good,” said Tamisha, her tone suddenly business-like. “Your
punishment will begin now and be concluded at 5.00PM next Saturday
evening.”

“Take off your clothes,” ordered Sophie authoritatively.

“What? All of them?” Repeated Lester uncertainly.

“Every last stitch.”

Lester stood up
and began to undress slowly and without complaint. After all, being
under sentence of punishment, and a slave as well, it would surely
not serve him well to argue. When he got to his boxer shorts he
hesitated, suddenly embarrassed at the thought of being naked in
front of two girls. Tamisha smiled. “I’d like to say you can keep
them on,” she told him lightly. “But believe me, honey, the
punishment isn’t going to work if you’re still wearing your boxers.
Now come along, don’t be shy, we’re not in the least bit
embarrassed are we Sophie?”

“Of course not,” Sophie reassured him. “I mean for goodness sake,
Lester, we can already see you’re rock hard through the fabric and
that you’re pretty well endowed. Now come along and let’s stop
messing around. I don’t want the dinner to get ruined.”

Lester slowly slipped off his boxer shorts and stood naked before
the two girls, blushing slightly and very aware of his excitement.
Tamisha got up and slowly walked towards him, her long fingers
reaching out to gently brush against his manhood with her nails.
Lester gasped and bit his lip, incredibly aroused. “Very nice
indeed Lester,” mused Tamisha with a smile. “And all for us as
well, I wonder which of us lucky girls will be the first to have
it? I suppose we’ll have to flip a coin.” She looked over at Sophie
and winked then turned back to Lester. “Still, Lester, right now
your – well – enthusiasm – presents us with a bit of a problem.
Tell me, is there any way you can go flaccid for us?”

“I… I’m not sure,” replied Lester. “I mean I’m pretty…”

“Yes, yes pretty aroused I can see that,” said Tamisha with a
dismissive wave of her hand. She turned to Sophie. “You’d better go
and get it, Sophie,” she told her. “And we’ll see what we can
do.”

Sophie left the
room and went to the bedroom, returning a moment later with
something she had purchased from a specialist shop in town a little
earlier that day. It took the form of a thin belt with a locking
contraption around the buckle and with straps underneath. In fact
it took the shape of a pair of briefs and this was essentially what
it was, designed to go around the male crotch area. At the front of
the contraption was a painted steel cage shaped like a large
flaccid cock and balls. Around the base of the testicular area was
a circular piece of rubber which could be tightened at will. At the
very sight of it Lester’s mouth dropped open and he stared in
astonishment. Sophie noticed his discomfort and could not resist a
smile of mirth. “Do you like it?” She asked him seductively,
cocking her head to one side. “Naughty girls have a chastity belt
whereas naughty boys have to wear a chastity cage.”

“It is to prevent you from touching yourself, Lester,” said Tamisha
simply. “To stop you from touching yourself as you anticipate your
punishment next week, which you clearly find very arousing.”

“You mean…” began Lester.

“That is right,” said Sophie, her eyes gleaming. “You are not
allowed to cum for an entire week, Lester, at least until you have
taken your punishment.”

“And possibly it might be longer,” put in Tamisha. “Depending on
whether or not you take your punishment like a good boy.”

“And also the great thing about a chastity cage is that we can
continue to dominate you even when we’re not with you,” said
Sophie. “We’ll just lock you in and keep the key around our necks
until you’re ready to take your punishment next week.”

Lester nodded, the sight of the chastity cage arousing him even
more.

“Still,” mused Tamisha, looking down at Lester’s hard cock as she
tapped her teeth thoughtfully. “Your excitement does present us
with a bit of a problem, Lester. We’re simply not going to be able
to fit it on whilst you’re in this sort of state.” She was silent
for a moment as she considered then her face brightened as an idea
came to her. She left the room and went into the kitchen, returning
a moment later with a large wooden serving spoon which she
proceeded to hold aloft before her. “Hands behind your back please,
slave, and brace yourself. This is going to hurt.”

Lester
immediately guessed what Tamisha planned to do with the spoon and
was filled with trepidation. Nevertheless he placed his hands
behind his back as ordered and thrust his hips forwards slightly.
Tamisha raised the spoon aloft and brought it down sharply on the
tip of his cock, causing him to wince although he managed to avoid
crying out. Unfortunately the act of the beautiful Tamisha
punishing him in this manner, as well as the sight of the equally
beautiful Sophie looking on with a smile on her face, only served
to make him more aroused and it took several very hard whacks with
the spoon before the pain was finally able to conquer his arousal
and his cock at last became flaccid. Tamisha turned to Sophie and
nodded. Sophie came forwards quickly, knowing time was of the
essence and slipped the cage over his cock and balls before
tightening the rubber circle around his balls and finally strapping
him into the leather harness belt, buckling it up tightly and at
last fastening it all up with the lock. Lester looked down warily
at the chastity cage that now encased his cock and balls. Sophie
had attached it just tightly enough so as to not affect his
circulation whilst at the same time ensuring he was completely
trapped and helpless within it and had no way of taking it off
without the key. The feeling of being dominated in this manner made
him very aroused and his cock stirred, only to be denied its full
potential by the bars of the cage. The feeling of his cock
straining in vain made him very uncomfortable but he guessed this
was part of the punishment for having naughty thoughts.

Tamisha now
stepped forwards. “Keep your hands behind your back,” she ordered
him. “And close your eyes.”

Lester did as he was told, wondering what fresh new humiliation he
was shortly about to suffer. He was surprised, therefore, when he
felt Tamisha’s lips pressing against his. She kissed him long and
tenderly and in a manner that fairly took his breath away. By now
he was extremely aroused indeed and his cock was bulging against
the cage which continued to hold him tightly in check. Now Sophie
stepped forwards and kissed him in a similar longing, loving
manner. Lester realised now this was fresh new torture, and a fresh
new torture as well. How he yearned to take both of them in his
arms and allow his passions to run free.

But of course
it was not to be. He was to spend an entire week waiting for his
punishment, his cock locked up tightly until then. Sophie stepped
back and smiled at him. “You can open your eyes now,” she said.
“And put your clothes back on. We finished in good time and I
should say dinner is just about ready by now.

Tamisha took
the key to his chastity cage from Sophie and attached it to her
neck via a gold necklace. Throughout the course of dinner Lester’s
eyes were drawn to the key and he was reminded of the power the two
girls held over him. The chastity cage was not too uncomfortable
provided he remained flaccid but when aroused it was extremely
uncomfortable. Needless to say Lester spent much of the rest of the
evening fidgeting and trying to focus on non-erotic thoughts.

With dinner
over Lester rose to leave. He was feeling quite tired again and
knew he would need his rest for what was sure to be a gruelling
week of anticipation. The girls came to the door and kissed him
goodbye. “Now remember nothing has changed between us other than we
will be kissing you more than hugging you,” said Tamisha lightly.
“Come round to ours for dinner as usual and don’t forget to share
any problems you have, we’ll be happy to help you as usual.”

“We’ll say no more about your punishment until next week,” put in
Sophie. “Just carry on with our life and try not to worry about it
too much. Whatever we do to you we can promise there won’t be any
lasting harm and afterwards we’ll all three of us have an exciting
new relationship.”

Lester smiled and tried to come across as carefree as he bade them
goodbye, but they surely all knew he would be thinking of little
else aside from his punishment for the entirety of the next
week.

Sure enough the
thought of his Saturday meeting with Tamisha and Sophie dominated
his mind for the next seven days. He never really got used to
wearing the chastity cage and was reminded of it every time he sat
down. His high state of arousal was torture as well and soon his
cock became quite sore as it strained fruitlessly against the bars
of the cage every time he thought about the punishment. He
continued to see Tamisha and Sophie every day for dinner. It seemed
they took turns to wear the key around their necks and they seemed
to be deliberately wearing low cut tops in order that his eyes were
drawn to it but whenever he tried to bring up the subject of his
impending punishment they simply shushed him and told him to just
turn up at five on the following Saturday when everything would be
made clear. Lester tried to distract himself from the thought of
his day of reckoning by throwing himself into his work. He began to
work a great deal of overtime and this was noticed by his boss who
was impressed by his diligence and at the end of the week surprised
him with the news that he was to be promoted to team leader. The
girls were delighted for him and congratulated him warmly when he
came to see them for dinner that Friday, the day before his
punishment was due to take place. “Of course it isn’t really what I
want to do with my life,” he said conversationally. “But it will
stand me in good stead to move into something else when the time
comes.”

“I know what you mean,” replied Tamisha wistfully. “I sometimes
feel I’m wasted in bar work. Before university I was always really
good at making things, art and woodwork especially. I was quite the
inventor come to think of it and I do try to keep my hand in every
now and again, knocking up little contraptions in my spare time
which might come in useful later.” Her eyes shot across to meet
those of Sophie and Lester could see they were struggling not to
burst out laughing. He wondered what it all meant.

Saturday
morning dawned dull and overcast. Lester had not really slept very
much but instead had spent most of the night pondering his
punishment. At least he was going to get the cage off today, and
possibly even the chance to cum but for him this came second to
taking whatever punishment Tamisha and Sophie had dreamed up for
him like a man and pleasing them however he could. He realised he
was so devoted to them he would happily have kept the cage on for
another month if only it please them to do so. His cock began to
stir in the cage. He decided it was best to get up and keep himself
busy for the rest of the day until five. He got dressed and went
into town and did a little shopping then had something to eat
although he was not really hungry before killing some time just
wandering around aimlessly before deciding to walk home, which took
him about an hour. He arrived back just before 4.00PM and had a
shower and got changed into a pair of light blue trousers and a
stripy red and white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. He spent
some time styling his hair, wanting to look the best he could then
just sort of milled around until one minute to five whereupon he
headed downstairs and knocked on the door as soon as his watch said
five in order to be exactly on time for them.

 

Tamisha and
Sophie answered the door together, greeting him with cheery smiles,
hugs and kisses that made it look as though he was simply there for
an evening together watching TV on the sofa as opposed to receiving
a severe punishment. Sophie was dressed in a light green dress with
a zigzag hem that hugged her body tight, cut her cleavage low and
showed off all her curves and most of her thighs with matching
green high heeled shoes. Tamisha was wearing a short leather skirt
which shower off her long legs, black wraparound high heeled shoes
and a white blouse which combined to give her an extremely
authoritative appearance. “So how are you feeling?” Asked Tamisha
as she led the way into the living room. “Nervous I hope.”

“Nervous yes, but excited too,” replied Lester. “Excited to at last
be able to make amends I mean, and hopefully to please you.”

Sophie smiled. “You’re very sweet,” she told him, kissing him
lightly on the cheek. “Just remember how much we both love you
during all that you have to come.”

Tamisha went
and sat down on the settee whilst Sophie linked arms with Lester
and led him into the centre of the room. “Okay Lester we’ll get
straight on with it I think,” said Sophie pleasantly. “We have a
lot to get through this evening and I’m sure you’re very anxious to
get things moving.”

“Certainly replied Lester, trying not to sound as nervous as he
felt. “So what would you like me to do?”

“Take off your clothes for us please, honey,” replied Tamisha with
a smile. “And after you are naked stand with your hands behind your
back.”

Lester got
undressed with far more confidence than he had done last week but
he did so slowly, taking care to fold his clothes and place them
neatly on the easy chair as he did so, not wishing to incur an
extra punishment for slovenly manners. When he was naked he turned
to face Tamisha with his hands behind his back, head slightly bowed
in a submissive pose. His cock was straining against the chastity
cage. The girls viewed it with a thin smile. Sophie licked her lips
and took off the key from around her neck. “I’m going to take off
the cage now,” she told him. “It will only get in the way otherwise
but it goes without saying you must behave yourself when it comes
off. Woe betide you if you lose control without out say so.”

“Yes Sophie,” replied Lester meekly. “I’ll control myself, I
promise.”

Sophie leaned
forwards and unlocked the buckle of the belt before gently removing
the straps and finally the cage. Lester’s cock burst free and he
groaned with a feeling of supreme relief that at last this
particular ordeal was over. But he was soon to know confinement of
a different kind as Sophie picked up a long red silk scarf from the
easy chair, moved behind him and began to wrap it around his wrists
which were still behind his back.

“We think it best you are tied up throughout most of your
punishment,” Tamisha told him as Sophie proceeded to bind his hands
tightly so that the skin bulged slightly around the wrists. “It
isn’t that we’re afraid of you running away or anything, simply
that we think it best your hands aren’t in the way to bother
us.”

Lester nodded. “Anything you say, Tamisha,” he told her.

Tamisha now reached down by her side and produced a plastic spatula
which she proceeded to hold aloft. “Well then,” she said
cheerfully. “Now that you are all tied up I suppose we’d better
start your punishment proper and I’m sure you will not be too
surprised to learn that the punishment will mostly be consisting of
a very long and hard spanking.”

Lester nodded and tried not to look too excited. The thought of
both Tamisha and Sophie spanking him hard made his heart race with
anticipation. Sophie took his arm and began to guide him forwards.
“That’s it,” said Tamisha, hooking her free arm around his waist as
he knelt down over her lap and across the settee. “Over my knee you
go, you naughty boy.”

Lester’s hard
cock pressed into Tamisha’s thigh as she rested the spatula against
his naked cheeks. Meanwhile Sophie came to sit next to Tamisha,
lifted Lester’s head and placed it in her lap whereupon she began
to absently stroke his hair and rub his shoulder as she waited for
Tamisha to begin.

Tamisha raised
the spatula high in the air and brought it down forcefully across
the centre of Lester’s cheeks with a loud slap that echoed across
the room. She started spanking him very fast and evenly,
alternating from cheek to cheek so that his bottom received an
equal amount of attention. At first Lester was able to take his
punishment in silence. The spatula stung a great deal, especially
when it landed on parts of his bottom that had already been
targeted, but the pain was hardly overwhelming and he was actually
able to enjoy Tamisha’s domination of him. It felt good, too, to be
able to rest his head against Sophie’s bare thighs, her touch so
gentle as she rubbed his shoulders and tousled his hair. As the
spanking wore on, however, the pain began to increase and he
started to cry out softly with each blow; his mind diverted from
any arousing thoughts and his cock became flaccid as a result.

Tamisha and
Sophie had engaged in a long discussion over the implement they
would first use on Lester’s bottom. At first they had been leaning
towards the flat end of a wooden hairbrush but had eventually
settled upon the spatula because it was so lightweight and could be
used very fast over and over again without the bearer ever getting
tired. And so it proved. Tamisha spanked Lester for a very long
time and soon his ass was tanned a very pleasing shade of crimson.
His cries became louder and louder and he started to strain at the
ties around his wrists which continued to hold him tight. Tamisha
now started to focus on his upper thighs and the base of his ass
where it hurt the most. Through it all Sophie continued to sooth
Lester, gently cradling his head in her lap and running her fingers
through his hair.

Eventually
Tamisha felt her arm beginning to get tired, not that it really
mattered. With two of them on hand to administer the spanking she
had more than enough time to recover and she was most pleased with
her work so far even if Lester was not exactly sobbing yet (that
will come soon enough, she thought to herself with satisfaction).
She stopped spanking Lester, rested the spatula on his cheeks for a
while and sat back whilst she recovered her breath before turning
to Sophie. “Are you ready to swap?” She asked her.

Sophie nodded enthusiastically and looked down towards Lester. “All
change, sweetie,” she said brightly. “My turn now, but I’m going to
spank you with my hand which should be a lot more fun – for me that
is.”

Tamisha and
Sophie helped Lester up and he stood as they swapped positions on
the settee before he was once more guided downward, this time so
that his ass lay across Sophie’s lap whilst Tamisha cradled his
head. Sophie allowed him a moment to get himself comfortable before
raising her hand to begin. Had the spanking started off with her
spanking him with her hand it would probably have hurt less than
the spatula but given that his ass was already well tenderised he
did not notice much if any difference. Sophie spanked him hard and
fast, holding him tightly around his waist so that he didn’t move
out of position. It was not long before Lester was crying out again
and gritting his teeth, eyes screwed up to prevent himself from
bursting into tears.

After a while
Sophie’s hand began to get tired and so she stopped spanking Lester
and began to gently rub her palm up and down his ass. Lester’s
cries subsided and he began to get hard against her lap. Sophie
slipped her hand between his legs and started to gently caress his
balls, arousing him still further. But of course this was only a
brief break in the punishment to allow her to get her breath back.
As soon as she felt able she resumed the spanking with new vigour
and soon Lester’s cock was flaccid once more, his cries filling the
room as he buried his face into Tamisha’s lap and continued to bare
his punishment through gritted teeth.

After a few
minutes Sophie stopped spanking Lester and rested her palm across
his cheeks, relishing the heat given off from where she had
punished him. A moment later Tamisha lifted his head and helped him
up so that he was once more standing before him. She came and put
an arm around him and Lester was surprised to note how much taller
she was than he in her high heels. “Well I thought you took that
pretty well all things considered,” she said brightly. “Although of
course you realise the over the knee part of the spanking was the
easiest.”

Sophie came up to his side and took his other arm. “Come along,”
she said. “We shall continue the rest of the spanking in the
bedroom. There are a couple of props inside which I’m sure you are
going to appreciate.”

The girls led
Lester into the spacious bedroom dominated by the large brass
posted double bed in the centre of the room. The bedroom was
tastefully decorated and painted red with matching handmade
curtains across the windows. Lester did not notice any of this,
however. Instead his eyes were drawn to a wooden triangular
cylinder shaped structure, a little over a metre tall and just
under a metre wide with leather straps running up the legs and a
couple of pillows wrapped around the top. “Do you like it?” Asked
Tamisha proudly, waling ahead of them and affectionately stroking
the structure. “I made it myself and boy did it take a long time.
Good job I learned all about maths and angles at college, huh? I
told you I was pretty good with woodwork.”

Lester viewed the structure with great trepidation. “It… Its
certainly something, Tamisha,” he said hesitantly, trying to sound
appreciative. After all, Tamisha had clearly put a great deal of
work into the project and it was all for him after all.

Sophie left
Lester standing before the device in wonder whilst she went to the
pine cupboard and rummaged around until she found a long rattan
cane with a hooked handle and a thick black riding whip made of
shining leather, both clearly brand new and purchased for this very
moment. Lester felt his cock grow hard as Sophie placed the
implements carefully on the bed.

Tamisha now
went behind Lester and began to untie his hands. “I’m sure you’ve
guessed by now what the device is, honey,” she said gently. “Once
I’ve untied you I want you to go and bend over the spanking bench
with your arms and legs close to the straps.”

Lester
painfully rubbed his wrists which were sore from straining against
the bonds during the earlier part of his spanking before gingerly
making his way to the spanking bench and bending over, stretching
his hands and feet out as ordered. The top of the bench was quite
comfortable with the cushions but raised his ass high into the air,
stretching his whole body tight so that he was almost forced to
stand on tiptoes to reach the wrist straps on the other side.
Tamisha and Sophie came and knelt down on either side of him and
began to buckle him into the straps. First they buckled the straps
around his ankles then secured his thighs before moving to the
front to bind his wrists. They bound him tightly and after they had
finished and he tested the ties he found her was completely
immobile. The two of them could do whatever they liked to him, and
they were going to.

“So which would
you like to use first, honey?” Asked Tamisha of Sophie as she
motioned to the whip and the cane on the bed. “I’ll give you first
choice as I started off with the spanking; we can always swap
around later.”

Sophie cocked her head to one side and thought for a moment. “I
don’t suppose it really makes a difference but I think I’ll take
the whip,” she replied, picking it up and twirling it around in her
hand. “It is such a beautiful thing, don’t you think? So sleek and
shiny.”

Tamisha smiled as she reached for the cane. “Okay then Sophie
remember how we practiced,” she said as the two of them took their
positions either side of Lester. “I’ll start first and we’ll try to
keep a steady rhythm going. Whatever happens we must try not to
clash against one another and above all…”

“Very hard strokes,” finished Sophie with gusto.

Tamisha held
the cane ready over her head as Sophie raised the whip high in the
air and brought it down with her full force across the centre of
Lester’s cheeks. No sooner had she withdrawn the implement than
Tamisha brought the cane crashing down, this time slightly lower
across the tops of his thighs. Lester cried out and strained vainly
at the straps as the strokes seemed to burn into his very soul.
Meanwhile two thick red welts quickly spread out across his cheeks.
Tamisha and Sophie offered him no let up. They caned and whipped
him hard and slow and with perfect synchronisation. The pain was
like nothing Lester had ever experienced. He clenched his fists
into tight balls and closed his eyes tightly. It was no use. Tears
flooded to his eyes and before he knew it he was sobbing steadily,
his tears flowing freely down his face and dripping on to the
carpet below. The thrashing wore on, the girls seemingly oblivious
to his anguish. Here he was, completely at their mercy and yet they
were determined to show him none. Before long his ass was a mass of
thick red welts as Tamisha and Sophie began to cry out too with a
mixture of exertion and excitement, both so aroused as to be soaked
right through to their knickers.

After a while
Tamisha and Sophie stopped punishing Lester and allowed him a short
break whilst they swapped implements so that Sophie now held the
cane and Tamisha the whip, and in this way they could ensure that
his ass was punished evenly. Tamisha took a tissue and came and
knelt down beside Lester before gently wiping the tears away from
his eyes. “How are you doing, honey?” She asked him gently. “Still
consenting, yes?”

“Oh yes,” replied Lester, looking towards her with adoration. “This
is what I need alright, Tamisha.”

“That’s good, sweetie,” said Tamisha with satisfaction. “We’re
going to carry on with your thrashing for a while longer and
afterwards we’re going to move on to other things. It is still
going to hurt you of course but there will be some pleasure for you
involved as well so it won’t be all bad.”

“Thank you, Tamisha,” replied Lester appreciatively. “I’d do
anything for you two, you know that.”

“Of course we do, Lester,” smiled Tamisha as she rose back up to
her feet and made ready with the whip.

The girls
started to thrash Lester again, the strokes, if anything, even
harder than before. Lester was sobbing uncontrollably now and
started to feel his strength give way. Towards the end of the
punishment he lay limply in the straps, hardly able to struggle at
all or even react to the strokes, body shaking as he wept.

By now the
welts on Lester’s ass had started to turn purple and it was clearly
going to be a very long time before he was able to sit comfortably
again. At a signal from Tamisha they stopped spanking him and stood
back for a moment to admire their handiwork. They both thought
Lester looked absolutely divine bent over the spanking bench, hands
and feet secured in straps, ass heavily welted and severely
punished.

Sophie now
knelt down beside Lester and began to undo his straps whilst
Tamisha went into the cupboard and started to prepare for the next
part of his punishment. Once he was free of the straps Sophie
helped Lester to his feet and over to the bed where he lay half on
top of Sophie with his head buried into her breasts and she held
him tightly, gently kissing his face and neck and stroking his hair
until he stopped crying. So preoccupied was he that he did not turn
his head to see what Tamisha was doing and it was only when she
nodded to Sophie who in turn tapped him on the shoulder to indicate
the continuation of his punishment that he turned around to view
the latest device.

Tamisha had
dragged a small easy chair into the centre of the floor space and
was now sat upon it with her legs sprawled out in front of her. On
the floor between her legs was a very low bench only a few inches
off the ground and attached to a long plank of wood which had been
fitted underneath the easy chair in order to keep it in place. In
the centre of the bench was set a solid looking plastic dildo of
around eight inches in length over which had been rolled a condom
which gleamed with a generous helping of lube. Lester’s eyes
widened with shock. Tamisha smiled at his unease. “Now, now,” she
said soothingly. “There’s no need to look so frightened. I can
assure you it will do you no lasting harm and should fit quite
snugly if painfully into that tight little virgin ass of yours. And
besides, you are going to have a nice little distraction whilst you
are taking the ass-fucking in that you are going be permitted to
eat me until I cum over your face, so really it is more of a
reward.”

Lester
brightened a little at the news he was going to be allowed to make
Tamisha come. Anything was worth it in order to please his
mistress. Sophie helped him off the bed and motioned for him to put
his hands behind his back once more whereupon she proceeded to bind
him once again with the silk scarf before leading him over to
Tamisha and having him stand between her legs. “Kneel,” she ordered
him guiding him down so that his ass was just over the dildo.
“Kneel down and impale yourself.”

Lester did as
he was told and although it was no easy task he was eventually able
to manoeuvre himself so that his asshole touched the tip of the
dildo. Sophie took a firm hold of his shoulders and gently eased
him down and he winced and cried out as he was slowly penetrated.
“That’s it,” said Sophie encouragingly. “I want you to go right
down to the tip.” She now brought her full weight to bear upon his
shoulders. Tears flowed to Lester’s eyes as the dildo filled him
completely until he could not physically kneel any further. “Very
good, slave,” said Tamisha encouraging as she moved the chair
forwards slightly and pushed out her crotch towards him. “Now it is
time for your reward.”

Lester bent
forwards and moved towards Tamisha’s centre and as he entered her
with his tongue she folded her legs around his head, sitting back
and letting out a long moan of satisfaction. Lester was pleased to
find her so wet and glad that his punishment and submission had
aroused her so much. He found her clit right away and began to lap
away obediently. Tamisha proceeded to her legs up and down, rocking
him slightly whilst Sophie gently but firmly bounced down on his
shoulders and thus did he take a good ass-fucking. Tamisha began to
writhe around on the easy chair, her breathing shallow; her cries
filling the room. She clenched her fists into tight balls and
closed her eyes, not able to remember the last time she felt so
powerful or in control. Meanwhile beneath her Lester was letting
out muffled cries as he ass was widened and dominated by the
unyielding dildo upon which the girls were relentlessly forcing
him.

Soon Tamisha
was almost screaming as she felt the knot of orgasm explode in her
stomach and a moment later she cried out with a long, high pitched
moan as she felt herself almost lifted into the air and she
squirted on to her slave’s face with an intensive, supernova like
orgasm which was easily one of the most satisfying experiences of
her life.

Tamisha
unwrapped her legs from around Lester’s face and he fell forwards
breathlessly, only prevented from hitting the floor by Sophie
catching him around the shoulders. She helped him up, detaching him
from the dildo as she did so. Now she moved around to untie his
wrists. “Your punishment is almost over, sweetie,” she told him,
leaning forwards to kiss him. “And now comes the most divine reward
of all, for you are actually going to get to fuck me. Don’t look
too keen, though, for I expect you to make me cum and cum hard, and
if you even dream of climaxing without my permission then so help
me I’ll pick up that cane and turn your ass a new shade of
painful!”

Sophie led
Lester over to the bed and ordered him to lay down and stretch his
wrists out towards the bedposts. She now took another matching red
silk scarf and bound his wrists tightly to either side of the
bedposts before picking up the whip and straddling him on top. Her
feet moved inwards and she dug her heels into his calves, causing
him to cry out softly. Now she raised the whip above her head and
brought it down across his chest, causing him to cry out. “You like
that?” She asked him.

“Oh yes, Sophie!” Exclaimed Lester passionately, throwing back his
head. “Please hurt me, please whip me!”

Sophie gave him another stroke, even harder that the first and dug
her heels in even harder. “You like being dominated by a girl like
this? You like being a slave?”

“Oh yes,” moaned Lester. “I’ll always be your slave.”

Sophie whipped Lester a few more times before putting the whip to
one side and reaching behind to unzipped her dress which she now
removed to reveal her firm naked body underneath. Lester gasped at
what he thought to be the most divine sight he had ever seen in his
life. Sophie took his cock between her thumb and forefinger and
rose up. “Okay, Lester,” she said lustily. “I’m going to start
fucking you as I whip you now but remember what I said; don’t you
even think of coming until we say so!”

Lester groaned
pleasurably as Sophie slowly impaled herself upon his cock, the
very act making the entire spanking and ass-fucking worthwhile a
thousand times over. She began to ride him slowly, thrusting up and
down upon his cock and whipping him with the same intensity, heels
still dug hard into his calves. Lester threw back his head and
groaned. In a way it was the worst torture of all for, he wanted to
come so badly. Fortunately the experience of dominating and
spanking Lester had proved to be the most arousing experience of
Sophie’s life and she was not far from the edge herself. She threw
back her head, hair cascading down her face, whipping Lester with
carefree abandon like a champion jockey sprinting for the finish on
her steed. Finally she could hold it no more. She felt her entire
body spasm and she dropped the whip as an electrical current of
orgasm shot through hr body and set fire to her senses. She came
with a screaming intensity, the image of Lester tied and submitted
over the spanking bench at the forefront of her mind as she gushed
upon his yearning, desperate cock.

Lester was
delighted to have pleased his mistresses and longed for Sophie to
give him authority to climax inside her but there was one more
twist in the sage of the evening as Tamisha now sauntered over to
the bed and sat down beside him. He saw that she too was now naked,
her body so tall and firm and sleek and he was filled with a fresh
new desire for her. “So what do you think, slave?” She mused as she
absently stroked his hair. “Sophie gets to be the first to fuck you
but I get to be the first to have you cum inside me, after I’ve
given you the instruction that is.”

Lester bit his lip and nodded, not quite sure how he was going to
satisfy Tamisha when it had been hard enough not coming inside
Sophie and he was now more aroused than ever.

“Meanwhile,” said Sophie pleasantly as she detached herself from
his cock. “I shall sit on your face so that both us girls might cum
twice.”

Tamisha now
proceeded to straddle Lester and she too dug her heels into his
calves before she penetrated herself on his cock. Meanwhile Sophie
straddled his hips backwards and lowered herself on to his face as
his tongue came out to receive her and he found her clit straight
away. “Ooh but he’s good at this don’t you think?” Gasped Sophie as
she faced Tamisha. “Good with his tongue and good with his cock as
well. I don’t think we could have picked a better choice of slave,
Tamisha.”

Tamisha reached out and took Sophie’s hands and leans forwards.
“You know what makes this all the more perfect?” She moaned as she
twisted and gyrated upon Lester’s cock. “The fact that it brings us
closer together, Sophie. I feel we’re more official now, like
officially in a relationship ourselves, you know?” She leaned
forwards. Sophie came to meet her and they kissed passionately,
their newfound love for one another turning them both on. A few
moments later their cries and gasps turned once more to screams and
they gripped one another tightly as their centres erupted with
their second earthshattering orgasm of the night.

Tamisha now
continued to gyrate upon Lester as Sophie climbed gingerly off his
face. Tamisha’s face was flushed red and a few stray strand of hair
had fallen across her face to make her even more alluring. “You
want this very badly don’t you, slave?” She asked him.

“Yes Tamisha,” replied Lester quickly. “So badly, more than I’ve
ever wanted anything.”

“You realise if you cum inside me the contract is sealed?” Said
Tamisha. “That you will belong to us forever?”

Lester shook his head. “I don’t need a contract,” he replied
beseechingly. “I’ll always be your slave, Tamisha, always for the
rest of my life.”

Tamisha smiled and bent low close to his ear. “Then cum,” she
ordered him lustily. “Cum inside me and let me feel your surrender!
Let us seal the pact!”

Lester cried out loudly and threw back his head, almost screaming
with relief as his cock tightened and he squirted his love fast and
forcefully inside her with an overwhelming intensity that totally
redeemed everything that had happened in the past week and had made
his submission and punishment seem like nothing in the earning of
so great a reward.

Afterwards the
two girls untied Lester and lay either side of him, snuggling into
his chest as he held them both closely. “I hope it was all worth
it,” smiled Tamisha, raising her head slightly to kiss him. “And I
hope it helps you too. Even though you might be a slave to the two
of us we still want you to go far in life; we’re very ambitious for
you, you know.”

Lester smiled. “Right now I’ve only got one ambition,” he told her,
looking lovingly from one girl to the other.

“And you have found we can be very harsh mistresses,” put in
Sophie, nuzzling into his neck. “I think you need discipline in
your life, Lester, I think you need somebody to whom you can submit
and it is just as well you have met two people who are more than
prepared to give you what you need.”

“You meant what you said, didn’t you Lester?” Asked Tamisha. “About
wanting to be our slave forever?”

“More than I’ve ever meant anything,” he assured her. “It is like I
said, Tamisha, to serve the two of you is all I could ever
want.”

Tamisha and Sophie looked at one another and smiled. Tamisha got up
out of bed and skipped out of the room, returning a moment later
with the chastity cage which she proceeded to hold in front of her.
She pulled back the sheets of the bed and started to slip the cage
back over Lester’s cock. “That is just as well,” she said lustily.
“But all the same, for the time being at least I think you should
wear this for a little longer in order that you don’t forget whom
you belong to, and that you cum only when we say.”

THE END
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Seven Kinky
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Brogan Wells
presents seven short stories of female domination in which the
girls are very much on top!

- First Your
Have To Earn Me: Beautiful, buxom, blonde Olivia spanks her best
friend, Jake, in order to ensure he never dreams of treating her as
badly as all the other men in her life!

- Pamela Gives
The Cane: Put upon Pamela overcomes her shyness to treat her gym
instructor boyfriend, Sol, to a sound thrashing after he stands her
up to go drinking with his friends!

- Jessica
Gives A Whipping: Sexy police officer Jessica conceives a novel
punishment for her errant boyfriend, John, after she catches him
sexting another girl!

- Submitted To
The Goddess: Beautiful graduate student Belle has her crush, Alfie,
cater to her every whim before at last taking him over her
knee!

- A Slave To
Give Me Courage: Shy librarian Laney submits her willing slave and
lover, Tim, to a hard spanking as a means of overcoming her bashful
nature.

- My Mistress
The Huntress: When Olivia returns from the hunt armed with her
riding crop and dressed in a pair of tight jodhpurs it is more than
her slave, Jake, can stand. He falls to his knees and begs her to
spank him!

- Under Her
Feet: When beautiful trainee psychiatrist Stevie catches her
boyfriend, Alfie, using drugs, she orders him to grovel at her feet
before he takes the cane!
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