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All events
depicted in this work of literature are totally fictitious. Any
resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is coincidental.
The text and everything it describes owes its entire existence to
my twisted and corrupt imagination.
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I'm the first to admit to my good fortune.
Mine has been a charmed life, and I've always gotten what I've wanted, more or less.
I'm sure that, when it finally comes to end, I'll shuffle off into
the hereafter with a smile on my face and a spring in my
step.

'Here Lies Marvin,' my gravestone will
read. 'A Smug Bastard Who Had It Good.' But occasionally, my roses
have had
thorns.

Many would envy the fact
that, at one time, I had
two beautiful young women who would do my every bidding but, let me
tell you, it wasn't always a walk in the park. The responsibility
of servicing two highly sexed sluts was exhausting, and when I
wasn't fucking or punishing them, they fought like cat and
dog.

The source of the tension was Jennifer,
the last of my 'egalitarian' girlfriends who, once she had
discovered the joys of submission, wanted me, along with my regime
of cruel and unusual punishments, all to herself. She was jealous
of Samantha, the beautiful submissive who had followed me home from
the shops one day.

Samantha, on the other hand, enjoyed
the thought that I would
use other women as a source of humiliation for her. But she wasn't
a complete walkover and knew that Jennifer was trying to push her
out of my life, something that she refused to allow to
happen.

And there you have it - the irresistible
force meets the immovable object.

'Oh come now, Marv,' I hear you say,
'surely you didn't let a couple of submissive women get the better
of you. Why didn't you just punish them until they learnt to
behave?'

Well, that was the problem, right there. You see, they're
both masochists so punishing them was like throwing meat patties
into the lion's den. They both longed for cruel, sadistic sex. They
wanted me to bind them. To spank, humiliate, and abuse them. If
either of them found something that would get them punished, then
you could bet your last dollar that they would repeat
it.

It all came to a head one morning
while I was spanking Samantha
for serving me tea that had a little too much lemon in it. I had
her draped over my lap with a wooden spoon in her anus - a
signature punishment of mine - while I tanned her backside with a
paddle. Jennifer was in the kitchen preparing my breakfast and no
doubt listening in.

'A poor cup of tea gets the morning off to
such a bad start,' I
said to Samantha during a break in her punishment. 'And paddling
your ass isn't punishment enough.'

Keeping the errant slut on my lap, I spun her
around so that she was facing the ceiling, with her fingertips and
toes touching the floor on either side of my chair. Holding her in
position with my left hand, I used my right to spank her pussy
several times, before turning my attention to her tits, which I
slapped four times each.

'You will learn to make my tea correctly, and
if you don't, I will slap your pussy till it glows, do I make
myself clear?'

'Yes, sir,' she said, looking at me with
lustful eyes.

'We'll just make sure of that, shall we?'
I said and pulled the wooden spoon out of her anus.

I spanked her cunt and thighs with the
spoon until the whole area glowed red, then transferred my
attention to her tits. I took her right nipple and pulled it up,
stretching the breast tight. I spanked the elongated fun-bag with
the spoon six times, and then repeated the treatment with her left
breast.

Satisfied that Samantha had learnt her
lesson and that my tea would have the correct amount of lemon in it
next time, I shoved the spoon into her very wet cunt and pushed her
off my lap.

'Suck,' I commanded and pulled my thick and
stiff cock out of my pants. Samantha attacked her task with passion
and an expert tongue.

It was while Samantha was sucking my dick and
I was enjoying my morning tea that Jennifer came in bearing my
breakfast tray and, surprise surprise, she had burnt the toast.

'Jenny, Jenny, Jenny,' I said with a hurt
look upon my face, 'I like toast for breakfast, not buttered
charcoal.'

The thought of punishing Jennifer pushed me
over the edge, so to speak, and I deposited a huge load into
Samantha's mouth, which she swallowed with an exaggerated gulping
sound.

'But you'll have to wait until I get back
from lunch for your punishment,' I said. Emptying my balls into
Samantha's mouth had a mellowing effect upon me, and I was feeling
generous and benign.

'But Master!' Jennifer said, stamping her
foot in frustration. 'I've been bad and need punishing now! You
always say that punishment should be immediate or it's ineffectual.
You can't change the rules now!'

'I can and I will,' I said, feeling that I
was losing the initiative. 'Now keep quiet or you won't get any
punishment at all!'

The thought of being treated with dignity and respect was enough
to keep Jennifer in check. 'Enjoy your breakfast, Master,' she said
and put the tray on the table. Only the look of pure hatred she
gave Samantha as she turned to go back to the kitchen betrayed her
inner fury.

Samantha watched her go with a smug look
on her face, which I thought was very cruel and inappropriate.
Unfortunately, my mojo had been spent and I wasn't in the mood
to correct her for
it.

'I think I'll go to the cafe early,' I said,
putting my sated member back in my pants and standing. 'Rumor has
it that they make a fine breakfast and only burn the toast if you
ask them to.'
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The tension between my two house sluts was
definitely getting me down and I walked towards the cafe in the doldrums. I shuffled along,
my hands in my pockets and my head down, not looking where I was
going. Luckily, the people sharing the path with me were more
alert.

 

'Watch out buddy,' said a friendly voice,
pulling me out of my glum little world just in time to stop avoid
bumping into a couple walking their dog in the opposite
direction.

'I'm very sorry,' I said. 'I wasn't watching
where I was going.'

'No harm done,' said the smiling, handsome
young man. 'You look like you've got a lot on your mind.' He had a
beautiful woman on his right arm, and was leading a handsome dog on
a lead with his left.

'Not really,' I said, as the tumblers in my
mind fell into place. 'Just never been a morning person.'

The two of them laughed, and their dog wagged
her tail and begged.

'Have a nice day,' I said and hurried off. An
idea had sprung into my head that
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