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Let me introduce myself – my name is Amy XXXXX (I was advised not to give my full name) late 20’s, blonde, some might say attractive, and oh yes ... I’m a slave.

My Master is the world-famous architect, Philip Graymont. He and his company have designed and constructed buildings all over the globe, ranging from apartment blocks, to shopping malls and last but not least, personal homes for the rich and famous. Which is why we are standing in the mansion of Sir Roger Gilchrist, that my Master Philip designed and built for him.

The final touch was revealed today as the fountain in the garden, with the centrepiece being a bronze statue of Sir Roger’s wife, was unveiled, and today is kind of an opening ceremony for the mansion, although he lives in it already. Many guests have been invited to the ceremony including Master Philip and I. Unlike most of the guests though, we have been invited to stay for a few days, as Master Philip and Sir Roger have some business to discuss, concerning me and my future.

I was introduced to Sir Roger and his wife (who I will refer to only as ‘K’, as she doesn’t want her full name to be disclosed in print) when we arrived this morning, of course, but then a servant showed us to our room to change, and we haven’t had chance to chat to them since. At the moment they are busy mingling with all their guests, so it is quite a time before they make their way over to us.

Although I was involved in the design and building phase of “Chateau Gilchrist” as they jokingly call it, and visited the site often with the work crews as it was being constructed, I never actually met them before. I just occasionally saw them visiting the site, but it wasn’t necessary for me to meet them.

Master Philip and I visit the buffet, it’s all finger food, sausage rolls, quiches, vol au vents, seafood, caviar and so on, being served by a pretty Indian lady, and then find ourselves a quiet corner to eat it. Luckily the waitress clears our things away and brings us fresh drinks, before Sir Roger and his wife come over to talk to us.

I’m afraid I might sound a bit fan-girly over the next few paragraphs but I should point out that Sir Roger’s wife is really Vanessa Slade ... THE Vanessa Slade, the movie star! At least that is her stage name. She starred in the action movie Diamond Girl and it was a big hit. I watched it several times, and I loved it! And Vanessa! She’s so gorgeous and fit, a lithe body and well-tanned. In the right circumstances, and after a few drinks, I could easily see myself succumbing to her Sapphic charms.

You see, Master Philip showed me some of her other movies, the ones where she appeared as Brandy McPhee, and they were something of an eye-opener. I’m no prude, I’ve seen porn films in my time, but some of the things she did in those movies made me blush. That’s how I know she is partial to a lady’s charms, as well as what a man (well, several men in fact) have to offer.

And now she is crossing the room to talk to Master Philip and I, as Lady K Gilchrist! The world certainly has some strange tricks up its sleeve.

They arrive, Sir Roger, Lady K, and a smaller, pretty blonde woman, about my age. ‘Philip, sorry we didn’t have time to say more than hello earlier, but I’m sure you understand,’ Sir Roger says, waving his hand to indicate the busy room. ‘That’s why I asked you to stay over for a few days, so we could talk things over properly.’

‘Of course. Sir Roger, Lady K, Chloe, allow me to present my personal slave ... Amy.’

‘Master Philip,’ I butt in. ‘Please ... maybe this is the sort of thing that we shouldn’t discuss in public.’

‘Oh, don’t worry my dear,’ says Lady K. ‘Chloe and I are both slaves of Master Roger, and there are others in the household, so no need to be embarrassed. But you’re right, we should save it for after the other guests have gone.’

‘Thank you for your understanding, Lady K.’

‘Please, we don’t stand on ceremony here. I’m told you’ll be staying with us for a while, so just call me, K, and this is Master Roger,’ she says, indicating her husband. ‘But once we get into your training, you’ll call me Mistress K.’

‘Mistress K ... of course,’ I gabble nervously. Master Philip has told me all about her history, starting out as merely a slave, but rising to become the wife of Master Roger. How he trained her, not only as a Red Tag slave (more of that later) but also as a Dominatrix. She is known throughout the community as a somewhat fearsome individual. Now Master Philip is going to hand me over to her ... to them ... to be ‘properly trained’ as he puts it.

‘Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,’ Master Roger assures me. ‘But just in case the worst happens, how would you like to be buried? Are you Church of England, or some other religion?’

K chips in, ‘Relax, he’s only joking ... but seriously though, what’s your blood type?’

I back nervously away until I bump into Master Philip. ‘Take it easy, they’re just messing with you,’ he assures me. ‘Do you think I would bring you to them if they were likely to hurt you? You’re too precious to me.’ He puts his arm around me and once again I get that warm, protected feeling inside and I believe him.

K, Master Roger and Chloe laugh, and after a moment I do too. I feel reassured and safe with his strong arm around me and I realise it’s true, he wouldn’t want me to come to harm. I’ll be safe here.
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It’s late but the other guests have all left now. The men have undone their ties and the women have kicked their shoes off. We sit in the lounge drinking the left-over champagne as the waitresses and the butler/major domo (?) clear the room up. With us are two women I saw earlier at the gathering, a blonde woman and a black woman with a shaven head (it looks quite sexy) but no one introduces them.

I look around the room, naturally I visited the site often as it was being built, but I never saw it filled with furniture and people. ‘You have a lovely home here ... err, K.’

‘Thanks to your boss,’ says Master Roger. (I should probably call him Sir Roger, but once I’d been introduced to him, I cannot think of him as anything but a Master.)

‘Oh no, Roger. Your wife deserves the honours. She was the one who drew up the original design, I only translated them to accurate measurements and deciding on the proper materials. The rest was down to K. A woman of many talents.’

‘Some of which I will be exercising on your slave,’ she replied.

I look at the serving girls, wondering if they should be present, but K says, ‘Don’t worry about them. Unless one of the guests has fallen asleep in one of the bedrooms, everyone here in this house is a slave of Master Roger. In fact, I might as well introduce you to them.

‘Mr. B., please round everyone up, would you?’

He picks up a phone and speaks to someone. Moments later, the Indian woman I mentioned earlier appears. She goes to stand where he and the two serving girls are standing.

K stands up and begins. ‘Presenting ... Nicky and Lola,’ she indicates the two women sitting on the sofa with us. ‘Mr. Banerjee, known as Mr. B. for short,’ the butler. ‘Next, we have Ramla and Jalilah,’ the waitresses. Each of them in turn bow as they are introduced. ‘And finally, our beloved, Indira, Queen of the kitchen. Although she is not a domestic slave, Indira is the finest cook we have ever come across.’

‘You do me too much honour, Memsahib.’

Master Philip asks, ‘Memsahib?’

‘It’s her thing,’ says Master Roger. ‘She likes to call me Sahib and K, Memsahib. It doesn’t cause any harm so we let her. Please continue, K.’

‘These are all the household slaves of Master Roger. If you agree to be trained by Master Roger and myself, you will be the lowest rung on the ladder, below all of these. You will call or refer to them as Miss Chloe, Miss Nicky, Miss Lola, Mr. B., Miss Indira, Miss Ramla and Miss Jalilah. You will obey any orders they give you, without question, as you will obey Master Roger and myself, who you will call from now on, Mistress K. Understood?’

I look at Master Philip and he nods. ‘Yes, Mistress K, I understand.’

‘Very well, okay, everyone, finish what you were doing, and then you can go to bed.’

Mr. B and the two waitresses bow and then carry on clearing the room, while Indira goes back to the kitchen.

Master Roger calls to Mr. B. for Brandy for him, Master Philip and K, and to top up everyone else’s champagne glasses, then to bring him some cigars. He hands one to Master Philip but I see he lets Mistress K prepare one for him and then one for herself. Once they are all lit up and puffing away merrily, Master Roger turns to me and says, ‘Now, Amy, it’s time to ask you some questions. Answer truthfully and don’t be shy. Your Master will fill us in on any details you leave out, so you won’t be sparing yourself any embarrassment, because we’ll learn your dirty secrets anyway.’

‘Very well, Master Roger, I’m ready,’ I reply.

‘What has Master Philip told you about The Society?’

‘I understand it is a collection of like-minded people who have an interest in slavery, BDSM, pony-play, etc. It is made up of extremely wealthy people who like to indulge their fantasies, in private.’

‘And what about the slavery side of things?’

‘Master Philip has told me that it is purely voluntary. Many people of both sexes seek to be controlled by more dominant, masterful people. The rules are that slaves are free to leave at any time ... but they cannot return. If one is to remain, they must accept that while they stay, they are subject to whatever the whims, kinks and punishments of their Masters are.’

‘Did he also tell you that once you are a trained slave you are also property of The Society, and as such may, with your Master’s approval or at his command, be made available to other Society members, male and female, for their use?’

‘Yes, Master, he did inform me of this.’

‘And how do you feel about that ... truthfully?’

‘I love my Master deeply and it is my dearest wish to please him. If he wishes me to be used by his fellow Society members, then I am happy to let them use me, for his pleasure.’

‘What about your pleasure?’

‘My pleasure is to serve my Master. If by chance I achieve satisfaction along the way, then that is a bonus.’

Master Roger leans back in his chair, puffing on his cigar. ‘Well Philip, she certainly has the right mental attitude. In fact, you seem to have her in the palm of your hand already. Why bring her to us, she seems ideal already?’

‘Oh, I’ve taught her the basics, slave positions, obedience, even introduced her to punishments, spanking, belts and so on, which she accepts ... but to be honest, I’m envious of what you have with your slaves. I don’t mean K of course, I would never expect to get Amy up to that level, but I would like her to be trained in such things as group sex, pony-play, and even Green Tag status and maybe above, if she can take it. That’s why I brought her to you, the experts.’

(Master Philip has already explained to me what the traffic light system is about. As a slave progresses in their service and training, different people can accept different levels of submission and punishment. As a way of grading the slaves and informing others what the slave can handle, The Society gives them either a Green, Amber or Red Tag, depending on their ability to take punishment.

(Green tags are for beginners who have only experienced beating with belts and floggers, mild discipline.

(Amber tags denote that the slave is capable of handling a harsh whipping with anything flexible, whips, cables, strict discipline.

(Red tags are for those who have much experience and willingly volunteer for punishment with canes, riding crops, paddles, studded floggers, brutal discipline.)

‘And how do you feel about being subjected to Green Tag training?’ asks Master Roger.

‘If Master Philip would like me to undergo such training, then I am happy to submit myself to it, but only to the Green Tag level ... at least at first.’

‘The Society rules ... and I must admit, our own personal beliefs, dictate that the slave is never pushed to do more than they would willingly accept. The rule about walking away and never coming back does not apply to severe bodily punishment, such as Red Tag training. In fact, K here had to beg me to let her undergo it.’

‘I hope that one day I may reach the levels that Mistress K has risen to.’

‘We shall see,’ Master Roger replies. Master Philip takes my hand and squeezes it.

The room falls silent for a moment, then Mistress K pipes up. ‘Have you had much sexual experience, Amy? What’s your sexual history?’

‘I am heterosexual by inclination, but I have dabbled on the other side of the fence on occasion when I was in college, just experimenting you understand. Nothing serious, just a few fumbles after a night’s drinking. I also slept with several of my college tutors. I seem to have a thing for older men, Master Philip says I have “Daddy Issues”. I’ve had a few boyfriends but none of them satisfied the need in me. Since I’ve belonged to Master Philip, he has let a few of his friends use me, but only one at a time and he has always been present.’

‘Ever eaten a woman’s pussy?’ she asks.

‘No Mistress but one girl did it to me. And of course, all my lovers have done it to me, so ...’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll teach you the proper techniques.’

‘So, all that remains is to ask you formally, in front of these witnesses, do you wish to be trained by us?’ asks Master Roger.

‘It is my Master’s wish, so therefore it is mine.’

‘Very well. Tomorrow we’ll start with the formal declaration by you, on camera, that you are here willingly and all that happens to you from now, is with your agreement. It’s for our legal protection, you understand. We’ll do that tomorrow and then we can begin. Say goodbye to her tonight, Philip, as you will lose her for the next month or so. Now me, K and Chloe are off to bed. The servants will stay as long as you like Philip, and if you fancy a change take one of these to bed instead.’ He indicates Miss Nicky and Miss Lola. ‘G’night.’ With that he leaves us with Chloe and K in tow.

‘Will you be requiring either of us to serve you tonight?’ asks Miss Lola.

‘No that won’t be necessary. I think we’ll be going to bed now, Amy has a long day ahead of her tomorrow. Night.’

We all leave and take the lift up to our various rooms. I’m tired but Master wants to fuck me as it will be some while before he sees me again. When we are both naked and he is sitting on the edge of the bed and I am kneeling between his legs with his cock in my mouth, he says, ‘Make the most of that, it’ll be a while before you get to taste it again.’

‘Will you not come to visit me, Master?’ I ask.

‘No. You are here to learn what it is like to be in the hands of strangers, who will abuse you, fuck you, teach you what it is like to be taken by several men at a time, to make love to a woman, to grovel at the feet of your Masters. That can’t really be taught if I keep turning up every five minutes, you need to be isolated from me and completely under their control.’

‘I understand, Master. In that case, fuck me hard, really hard and let me swallow your cum. I want something to remember you as I suffer at their hands.’

He makes me kneel on the bed and he does as I request.
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I lie awake in bed that night. Tired as I am, I can’t help going over everything in my mind, what will happen, what will they do to me? Come to that, how did I get here in the first place? Well, the answer to that I know well, as it is my personal history.

My father left my mother and me when I was just a toddler, two or three years old. He left us for a younger woman, and that turned my mother into a bitter and twisted woman. She seemed to blame me, as she claimed they had been happy together until I came along. She didn’t beat me or anything like that, but I could never please her and she always found excuses to harangue me, for the slightest misdemeanour. I used to day-dream that my father would see the error of his ways, return to us and we would be happy again. Or at least I would have someone to watch over me, and protect me against the likes of her, and the rest of the world, come to that.

I never saw my father again, but in my mind, I concocted a stylised version of him. Always laughing, always ready to listen to my problems then offer some sage advice. Just like those fathers you saw on TV, in those sitcoms.

So, as I grew older and started dating, I was always drawn to the older, more mature types, looking for a replacement for him, I suppose. When I went to college to earn my Business degree, one of the other courses I took was Psychology and they touched upon that subject, so I became aware of what I had been doing subconsciously. I noticed it and so did my college professor. Being a psychologist, it didn’t take him long to suss it and me out, and he was bedding me half-way through the first year.

Sadly, the following year, he decided that he wanted a new girl each year, as the ‘fresh meat’ joined the college, so he introduced me to one of the other professors. It wasn’t long before I was spreading my legs for him. I spent the rest of my college years being passed around between my college tutors, as ‘just their plaything’.

When I left college with my Business degree, I had two things firmly rooted in my psyche:

	I desperately needed some older male to take care of me. To guide me, advise me and well, let’s be honest, control me.

	From the way I had been used by my tutors, it became clear to me that I was just a piece of meat, passed around for the pleasure of older men. I had no intrinsic worth; I was just a commodity. Very well then, I would become the No 2) that they wanted me to be, as long as I got the No 1) that I needed in my life.







After college I spent a few years in lacklustre jobs, getting screwed by lacklustre boyfriends. It was hard to meet the sort of men I was looking for, so out of desperation I tried dating men my own age. Sure, they give me a good seeing to in the bedroom, but they never satisfied that inner need for domination/submission that I was looking for. For them, being submissive meant they could send me to get another beer for them while they watched the football match. Or cleaning up after them and doing their laundry.

Then one day I heard that Philip Graymont, the famous architect, was looking for a Personal Assistant. Although he had an office in London, he mainly worked out of his home in the Lake District. I applied for the job and got an interview. On the day, I put on my shortest skirt, and my tightest blouse and set off to meet him.

His house was in the woods, down a dirt track overlooking a lake ... literally. During the interview he took me out onto the balcony and it stretched out over the water. Anyway, as I arrived, he came out to meet me. If this was a romantic novel set in the Georgian Era, he would have been described as “Devilishly Handsome”, but truthfully, he was. Tall, good body, flat stomach, his hair was dark with grey at the temples making him look distinguished (and very hot). I’d read his Bio so I knew he was in his 40’s (I was mid 20’s at the time) and I fell for him as the interview proceeded.

He was everything I could ever want in a father figure, calm, well-spoken, good sense of humour, warm and inviting. As the job was for a Personal Assistant, not just an office clerk, that was why he wanted to meet in the surroundings that I would be working in, and get to know me in a less formal setting than his London office.

To cut a long story short, he’d read the CV I’d emailed him, we got along well and by the end of the interview he’d offer me the job as long as I was willing to move to the Lake District to be near him. I said, ‘No problem,’ and our relationship took off from there.

With his contacts in the housing business, he soon found me a nice flat in the local town. So, I began working for him. We worked together in his house and if we worked late, he’d invite me to sleep in his guest room. Soon I was doing his shopping for him and when I came to his place, I even volunteered to do his laundry and iron his clothes. I was in seventh heaven, happy as a pig in shit to serve him. I didn’t know it at the time, but he could see what was going on and he let it develop to see how far it would go.

Months went by, I was gagging for him to fuck me, but he would just ignore any hints I dropped to him. Was he blind or was he honestly not seeing them? Finally, one night after supper, I blatantly offered myself to him, saying I wanted to sleep in his bed that night instead of the guest room. That was when he told me the truth.

He fancied me like mad but truthfully, he didn’t want to lead me on, he was not looking for a girlfriend, he was a Dom and wanted a sub or a slave to serve him. He sat me down and explained all about The Society. He said it was a private organisation for Doms and subs who had the wealth to live life on their terms. Occasionally they had large get-togethers, but most of the time they operated independently, or got together in twos or threes, with their slaves, to have some fun.

Over the months I had worked for him, I had told him of my background over bottles of wine at supper. So I said, given what he knew of me, did he not realise that that kind of relationship was exactly the kind I was looking for. I realised that I wasn’t just looking for a Daddy ... I was looking for a Master!

I knelt before him and told him that I would be his slave and he was free to use me in any way that he wished. In the past, men had used me as just a piece of meat, so he was free to treat me as such. I would serve him faithfully. He took me by the hand and led me to his bedroom. ‘I accept your offer. Strip.’ Once I was naked, he bade me kneel before him. I watched him undress, getting wetter and wetter as he did. He said, ‘The first time I put my cock in you, I want it to be in your mouth. I want you to accept it, as a sign of submission.’

I took his semi-erect cock in my mouth and sucked him until he was hard. Then he lifted me up from the floor and placed me on the bed. Then he entered me. He didn’t make love to me, he fucked me roughly, several times that night. Each time he did, I came ... hard!

He kept me at his house all week, using me as his sex slave, making up for lost time. Sex had never been so good, life had never been so good, I was no longer someone’s mistress or girlfriend, I was my Master’s fuck toy!

Of course he slept with other women too, I had to accept that, he was a Master and I was only a slave after all, but I didn’t care, as long as I had a piece of him that was all mine, I was content. He may have had affairs, or flings with women he met on his overseas trips, but I prided myself on the fact that I was the only one who gave themselves totally to him, not just my sex but my body and soul.

As time went along, he explained more and more about The Society and their rules about how slaves are treated. He showed me some videos he’d downloaded from The Society’s website, only available to its members. The name of the woman starring in them was Brandy McPhee. He started me off on the pure sex ones, lesbian, threesomes, group sex and so on. But then he moved onto the BDSM movies of her being whipped, tortured with dildoes and nipple clamps. I found it all exciting and asked him if he would be doing those things to me (I’d have let him) but he said that you can’t just jump into something like that, you have to be introduced slowly, to get used to it.

There was something maddeningly familiar about Brandy McPhee but it took me a while to place her. Of course, she had recently starred in “Diamond Girl” as Vanessa Slade. I’d not only seen her movie, but Master Philip had involved me in the design of her new mansion. Never got to meet her though. Master Philip used to make me masturbate to her movies while he watched. And now, I’m to be trained to be a ‘proper slave’ by her. Once again, the thought both terrifies me and excites me at the same time.

Tomorrow, Master Philip will hand me over to her and leave me to her tender mercies. Please God, don’t let her be too cruel.
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I watch Master Philip’s car drive away and my heart sinks into my boots. I’m afraid, but I would never ask him not to leave me here to be trained, instead I just said, ‘Don’t forget about me.’

His last words to me were, ‘I’d never do that ... trust them, I do.’ Then he was gone.

I turn around and there is Mistress K waiting, with her arms folded. She has no expression on her face and I can’t tell whether she is happy/annoyed/angry, but at least she had allowed me a private moment with my Master before taking possession of me.

Taking possession, yes, that’s all I was to these people, these Society people, including my Master. I was just a possession to be handed around by my owner. Although I had received some basic slave training from my Master, he had brought me here to receive extra training, to make me a more perfect slave, to serve his needs. Like you might take your car into a garage to have it ‘fine-tuned’ so that it runs better. All for my Master’s benefit, which is why I agreed to come here without question. If it will make me a better slave for my Master, and make him happy, then that is the important thing, my feelings don’t matter.

I approach the house and Mistress K turns on her heel and heads inside, I follow her. She approaches Master Roger’s study and knocks gently on the door. ‘Come in,’ a man’s voice orders and she leads me into the office, takes me by the arm and places me looking down at Master Roger, seated behind his large wooden desk. ‘Stand to Attention,’ she orders, so I comply, standing up straight, arms at my side, eyes looking forward only. I notice that we are not alone in the office but I don’t get time for a good look at whoever else is in there.

‘Welcome to House Gilchrist,’ says Master Roger. ‘For the next month or more, you are temporarily our property. We can do what we like with you, beat you, fuck you, give you to others for their use ... all with the permission of your Master, and in fact, at his request.

‘Unless ... and I give you this last chance ... you decline to undergo our training, as is your right under Society rules. Then we will simply call your Master to come and collect you, and you will come to no harm while you are here.

‘So, I ask you this one last time ... do you accept the training and conditioning you will undergo while you are here? Accept our right to discipline you as we see fit?’

‘Yes, I formally accept your dominance over me during my training, and your right to punish me as part of that training. It is my Master’s wish and I want to make him happy.’

Mistress K actually pats me on the back and says, ‘Good girl.’

‘Splendid,’ says Master Roger, smiling. ‘I of course won’t be training you personally, except for the occasional punishment session, I like to keep my hand in. K will be in charge of that. She’s quite good ... sometimes a bit cruel, but she’s only allowed one fatality a month and she’s already reached that limit, so you should be all right,’ he jokes, (I hope.)

‘Although she may not always deal with you personally, she will be overseeing it. But as Master of the House, I do claim the right of Prima Nocta, or First Night. I shall be the first one to have sex with you in this household. You’ll be brought to my room tonight.’

‘I look forward to it, Master,’ I reply, to ingratiate myself with him.

‘Excellent. I see Philip has taught you rule number 1, “suck up to the boss”, and he smiles.

I can’t help myself; I smile too. The crushing weight I felt all morning lifts somewhat, perhaps it won’t be as bad here as I feared.

‘Now then, as that is settled there is only one thing to do before we commence your training. A video confession that you are here voluntarily and not under duress, and that you are happy with everything that may happen to you. I’ll leave the girls to take care of that. Good luck with your training and relax ... you’ll enjoy it more. Just do what you’re told, when you’re told and everything will be fine.’ With that he leaves the office.

‘Turn around,’ says Mistress K. (Shall I just call her K from now? Naturally I will call her Mistress when I am talking to her, but to type Mistress each time I mention her seems a bit superfluous. I’ll skip that then. The same with Master/Sir Roger.)

I turn around and see Chloe and Lola. (I’ll skip the Miss each time for them as well.) Lola, the black girl, is sitting behind a desk whereas Chloe, the small pretty blonde, is sitting on one of the sofas facing a coffee table. ‘Lola here is Master Roger’s admin assistant. She’ll help us with the video admission. Chloe here is my wife; I want her to help us with your training.’

‘Your wife?’ I ask, confused. ‘I thought you and Master Roger were married?’

‘It’s complicated. I am married to Master Roger, legally and in the sight of God. It is genuine, not a marriage of convenience, I love him dearly. But along the way I met Chloe and we also fell in love. As we lead rather unconventional lives here at House Gilchrist, Master suggested that as Chloe and I planned to have babies together, Master being the father of course, we ought to get “married”. Naturally we couldn’t really get married, but he allowed us to go through a ceremony where we pledged our love for each other, so we are sort of “married” but only in a spiritual sense. But everyone that knows us, knows I consider her as my wife and they are happy to go along with the pretence.’

‘Master Roger must be a very understanding man. I only hope that my Master will be as understanding in the future.’

‘I’m sure he will be. I got to know him during the building of this place and Master Roger speaks very highly of him. I think you’ll be happy with him. How long have you been together?’

‘About 6 months before starting on building this mansion, so about 18 months in total.’

‘It’s ready, Mistress,’ says Lola from where she has been setting up a GoPro camera on its little tripod on Roger’s desk. K sits me down facing the camera, and hands me a card with some words written on it. It’s freshly typed as it has my name on it. ‘Read that through a couple of times, then tell us when you’re ready.’

I read it under my breath a couple of times and then give them a nod.

Lola presses a button on the camera and then points at me, signalling “GO”.

‘Hello. My name is Amy XXXXX. I’m here today to begin training under Roger Gilchrist, and I’m shooting this video to show I am willingly placing myself under his control and give him permission to use me as he, or any member of his household, sees fit. I am fully aware that this means I will be used sexually and also that I may be disciplined in the manner of their choosing, with whips, belts, restraints and other objects of torture.

‘I not only freely consent to this harsh treatment but I willingly volunteered for this training to better serve my own Master, and only hope that I may better serve him in such a way that pleases us both, afterwards.

‘Thank you for watching.’

Lola clicks off the camera, checks it recorded correctly and then gives K the thumbs up. After removing the memory card, she puts it in an envelope and places it in one of the desk drawers. Then she takes a pad and pen and starts taking notes as K questions me.

‘Right,’ says K. ‘We need to go over a few things so I can see where you’re starting from and adjust your training accordingly. Now then, gleaned from what Philip has told us ... by the way, I can call him just Philip as I’m also a member of The Society and a Mistress in my own right ... you are not used to public nudity, or having sex in public, apart from when Philip offers you to his friends. Is that correct?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘We’ll soon change that. Does he beat you much?’

‘Only occasionally, when I’ve done something wrong. He started out spanking me and then moved on to beating me with a belt he keeps specially for the occasion. It’s only on my back and my buttocks.’

‘No breast or pussy torture?’

‘No, Ma’am.’

‘That’s Mistress.’

‘Yes, Mistress, sorry Mistress.’

‘Do you have a safe word?’

‘No, Mistress, we’ve never needed one. He just stops when I start crying.’

‘Well choose one, you’ll be needing it here.’

I’m stuck for a moment then I have a burst of inspiration. ‘Architect! Yes, Architect, that’ll be my safe word. But I’ve only just thought of it, supposing I forget it?’

‘Don’t worry, in the Fun room there is a white board on the wall and we always write the safe word on it so nobody forgets.’

‘Sorry, Mistress, Fun room?’

‘Yes, to put it bluntly, our sex dungeon, down in the basement. We have sex all over the place, but that room has all Master’s specialised torture equipment which he uses on us,’ she indicates the others in the room. ‘And I shall be using on you. I’ll take you down to show it to you after were finished here.

‘Spit or swallow?’ she continues.

‘Excuse me?’

‘When you suck a guy off and he comes in your mouth, do you spit it out or swallow it?’

‘Erm ... swallow it if it is Master Philip, but spit it out if it’s one of his friends.’

‘Well, from now on you will swallow every man’s cum. Slaves are not allowed to be choosy, we are here to serve. To accept a Master’s cum is an honour, and we should respect that gift.’

I suppress a little internal shudder but I reply, ‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Is Philip into bondage much?’

‘He just uses blindfolds, gags and handcuffs on me. Nothing fancy like the rope bondage I’ve seen used on you in your films, Mistress.’

‘He’s shown them to you, has he?’

‘Yes, he said it was okay as every Society member can download them from the website.’ I hesitate before confessing the next bit to her, but I throw caution to the wind and say it anyway. ‘You looked really beautiful in them, Mistress. So lithe and toned, especially when they oiled you up. I hope I can look as good one day.’

‘You want to look like me? It takes a lot of hard work but it can be arranged. I can run you ragged while you’re with us, and then draw up a training schedule for you if your Master approves.’

‘I used to be in the college athletics team, so I would enjoy that, Mistress.’

‘Does anyone besides Philip know you’re his slave? In his office perhaps?’

‘No, I don’t think so. They know I’m his lover of course as we are living together, but they have no inkling beyond that.’

K looks over at Lola who nods back, then she says to me, ‘Well, I think that’s enough questions for now. We can always ask you more if we’ve missed anything.

‘Now onto business. You say you haven’t experienced public nudity. Right, for the next few days, possibly a week, you will be naked at all times, wherever you are on the estate ... unless you go to mine and Chloe’s house as there are children there. Chloe, strip her.’

The pretty blonde walks over to where I am standing and removes my clothes. Then K orders ‘Display’ and I obey by putting both hands behind my head, interlocking my fingers.

‘Very good. Philip says he has taught you all the basic slave positions. Here at House Gilchrist, we use slightly different poses or names for them. It’s all based on Master Roger’s army days, so some of them might be different from what The Society uses but that’s fine. We won’t retrain you, just go with what you are familiar with.’

She walks round me, inspecting my body, feeling my biceps, squeezing my buttocks, playing with my nipples until they become erect. I don’t have a perfect body, I don’t exercise as much since I left college, but fortunately I burn fat off easily, so I haven’t got chubby yet.

‘Not bad, not bad, needs work. Nipples aren’t pierced but if you were staying that would be the first order of business. Just have to use clip-ons I suppose. But look at this jungle down here,’ she says, ruffling my pubic hair with her fingers. ‘That will have to go. Chloe, trim her down would you and show her what the house standards are.’

‘Certainly, Mistress. She takes a towel from the arm of the sofa and lays it out, draped over the edge. Then she sits me down on the towel and nudges my legs apart. I think she is going to play with me, ‘down there’ but no. Taking an electric hair trimmer out of her pocket, she shows me what setting it is on. ‘While you are here, you will be expected to use one of these regularly. You’ll find one in your room.’ Then she proceeds to trim my pubic hairs. She doesn’t shave me down to the skin, she leaves about a quarter of an inch remaining. ‘There, that’s how you must keep it maintained. Master Roger does not like long hair on a pussy.’ Then she folds the towel and puts it to one side.

‘These are to protect your feet,’ she says, handing me a pair of sandals and urges me to put them on.

‘Lola, the gear if you please,’ orders K.

Lola hands the items to K one at a time as she puts them on me. Leather cuffs at wrist and ankles. They have large ‘D’ rings on them. ‘This is so you can be easily restrained. Saves all the bother of tying and untying you if we used rope.’ She shows me by fastening my wrists behind my back with those carabiners that mountaineers and hikers use to fasten their gear.

Then a thick leather belt around my waist, also with ‘D’ rings spaced along its length. ‘Same reason,’ she comments.

Lola hands her the last item, which K shows to me after ordering me to kneel. It is a thick, leather collar, with a large ring on the front where a leash can be fastened. This is not a fancy collar as I’ve seen K wearing in some of her movies. This is a worn, old leather band, a ‘working collar’ as I am later told. It denotes that the slave wearing it is simply a drone, whose purpose is to fetch and carry, or labour at her Master’s command.

‘It is right and proper that when a slave enters service with a new Master or Mistress, they are not simply handed a collar to wear, but it is fastened on them by their new owner,’ she tells me. ‘As your temporary new owner, I shall collar you, then you will belong to me for the duration of your stay with House Gilchrist. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Do you accept?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

She fastens it around my neck and then does the obligatory check by sliding 2 fingers between the collar and my neck. Satisfied that it won’t choke me, she tells me to stand up.

‘And lastly, the bells.’ K holds her hand out to Lola who places something in it. She holds up two silver bells, that ‘tinkle’ when you shake them. They are clipped to my nipples and they tinkle when she lightly slaps my breasts to make them move.

‘You can stay in the room you are in now. Each morning you will rise at 7 am, shower, dress exactly as you are now and then come down to breakfast. Put your hair in a ponytail. It’s a lovely head of blonde hair but it will get in the way for some of the things we will do to you. You will help the servants lay out the breakfast things then serve. Once everyone has eaten, then you may have your breakfast with the serving staff, Ramla and Jalilah. Remember, you are beneath them and will obey their orders.

‘Each night someone will come to your room and have sex with you. They may just fuck you and then leave or they might spend the night. You will do what they want, how they want. It may be male or female, it doesn’t matter, but it will accustom you to the idea of being used sexually by strangers, and having to service both males and females.

‘Naturally you will surrender yourself to everyone in this household, but for variety, we’ll let the gardeners and some of the security staff have you as well. You will not complain, complaining leads to harsh punishment. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Good, I will now walk you through the house so the servants can see you, and present you to the Master, for his inspection, then I will take you to the Fun room so you can see it. Then I think I’ll take you for a walk round the grounds so you can see the place properly. I doubt you had much chance yesterday.’

‘No, Mistress, I didn’t.’

‘What are you up to today, Chloe?’ K asks.

‘I’m taking the kids to the clinic for their regular checkups. Be back this afternoon.’

‘I’ll see you then.’ They kiss goodbye and then K turns back to me.

‘Nothing much will happen to you today, Amy, consider it your Induction Day.’ K clips a leash to my collar; it’s a long one so she wraps it around her hand. ‘Very well, Amy. Deep breath, your training starts now. Lola, the door,’ she commands. Lola leaps to open the door and holds it as K leads me out of the office and into the rest of the house, to shame me in my nudity.
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She leads me out of Roger’s study and into the main entrance area. On the ground floor (this is the UK, we start with the ground floor, the first floor is the next floor up) is the general foyer, where there are sofas and coffee tables around. From here there are doorways to separate rooms, the kitchen, the dining room, the gym, the wet room, the lounge, the study, the downstairs toilet for visitors, and so on.

And of course, just my luck, the servants, Ramla and Jalilah are hoovering and dusting the place. Aaaagghh! My first instinct is to raise my hands to cover myself but my arms are pinned behind my back. I try to manoeuvre myself so that K is between me and them, but she drags me around in front of her, so I am on display to them, in all my nakedness. I blush madly and my face must be as bright as a light house. 

‘Good morning, Mistress K,’ they greet her with a bow.

‘Morning girls. This is our new trainee, Amy. She’s hands off at the moment, but once I’ve broken her in, you can have her. In fact, I’ll detail a night for you to sleep with her but I’d like for you both to have her at the same time. She needs to be introduced to group sex. Is that okay with you both?’

They both take a casual look, eyeing me up and down, ‘It will be our pleasure, Mistress.’ Then they go about their business, as if they haven’t just agreed to join me in a threesome.

K leads me into the kitchen where Mr. B. is, along with Indira. ‘Good morning, Mistress,’ they both bow to her.

‘This is our new girl, Amy, who you met last night, she’ll be with us for the next month or so, which means there will be plenty of time for you to have sex with her.’

‘Will she also be available for Pete to use?’ asks Indira. (I have no idea who Pete is.)

‘Certainly, she’ll be available to everyone, Pete, the gardeners ... I may even let the security detail have a crack at her, all part of her training.’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ replies Indira. ‘I do like to let Pete have some variety in his sex life, to keep him interested.’

‘Even if he never had sex with you again, I’m sure your cooking alone would keep him around. What are you preparing for tonight’s meal?’

‘I thought we’d have Salmon Pie. We’ve just had a fresh delivery and it’s best when cooked from fresh instead of having been frozen.’

‘I’ll look forward to it. Well, I’ll leave you to get on. Have you seen Master around?’

‘He’s on the Mezzanine level, I just took him up some coffee,’ replies Mr. B.

‘Fine, see you later.’

Back in the foyer, K pulls me up short. ‘We might as well begin your training now. The rule of the house for slaves such as yourself, is “Do not speak unless spoken to”. There are exceptions to this of course. When you come across a superior, first you bow and then you say “Good morning, afternoon, evening” whatever is appropriate.

‘Then there are times when you have to tell us something important, “There is a phone call for you,” or “Your guest has arrived,” and so on. In those circumstances you raise your hand and say, “Permission to speak?”. I’m telling you this because we are going up to see Master Roger and I want you to bow and say “Good Morning, Master” to him. Clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

She heads up the wooden staircase, with me following along behind her like a puppy on a leash. We walk around the mezzanine level (a large internal balcony which circles the whole of the room, looking down into the foyer) where we find Roger reading the daily papers, while he sips coffee.

‘Morning, K. I see you have the little filly under control.’

‘Good morning, Master,’ she replies then gives a discreet tug on my leash. I bow and ‘I repeat, ‘Good Morning, Master.’

‘What’s on the agenda for today?’ he asks.

‘I’m introducing her to public nudity; we can’t really do the later stuff if she is always self-conscious about her body and trying to hide it. It’s a nice, warm day today, so I’ll walk her around the estate and let her get to know the place and see everyone. First, I’ll show her the Fun room.’

‘That should scare the Hell out of her.’

‘I hope so, it’ll make my job easier. Where’s Nicky by the way, I haven’t seen her around since breakfast?’

‘Colin Saxby is taking her to France today, remember. He sent a car earlier for her.’

‘Ah yes, of course. Well, I hope she remembers to get him to buy her some nice dresses.’

‘You really are bunch of gold-diggers aren’t you, you women? Still, if it wasn’t for him, I’d have to sell you off, as you’re far too expensive to run.’

‘You know you’d miss me. Nobody does the things to you the way I can do them.’

‘Yes ... well we’ll see.’

I watch this interplay and I’m amazed. There is none of the stiff formality I was expecting between a Master and his slave, I can see genuine love between the two of them, amidst all the teasing.

‘Speaking of which, do you still want first crack at our new recruit?’ she asks him.

He looks me up and down. He raises his finger in the air and rotates it, meaning for me to give a ‘twirl’. I do so, slowly.

When I’ve done so, he says, ‘Not ‘arf missus. And you, K, would you care to join us, a threesome, man sex, woman sex, all in one night? Keep this up and we can have her through every sexual combination by the end of the week.’

‘I’ll ask Mr. B. to order up some more Viagra, shall I?’ answers K.

‘Cheeky ... get out of here before I have you whipped.’

‘Yes, Master,’ she bows to him so I do the same.

She leads me along the Mezzanine level to the lift. She presses the button marked ‘Basement’. As we descend, I quickly go through the instructions I have had so far. ‘Permission to speak, Mistress?’

‘Yes.’

‘Was that the Colin Saxby you were talking about? The music mogul?’

‘Yes, he’s a Society member as well. A long time ago, before Master Roger and I were married, he used to lend me out to Colin for trips to Europe when he wanted some company. He’s a nice man and very generous. He likes nothing better than to take you to some of the fanciest dress shops and buy you new outfits. It’s his way of saying “Thank you”.

‘Of course, I’m too busy these days to spare the time for trips away, so we send Nicky instead. Who knows ... if we recommend you, he might take you instead, if your Master allows it.’

‘Surely he can afford his own slaves?’

‘Yes easily, but he says he can’t be bothered training them, or having to see the same faces all the time. So he borrows Master Roger’s slaves as he says they’re the best trained.’

I don’t say anything, I’m too shocked. To think that someone I am very familiar with through the press and TV, is one of ‘us’ and plays the same games that we do. You live and learn.

The lift stops and the doors open. I’m immediately struck by the cold; this is the wine cellar after all. K leads me to a door at the far wall and punches some numbers into a keypad and the door slides open.

I’m struck by a wave of warmth as we go inside and the door shuts behind us. I look around, amazed. On one wall there is an X Frame, on the opposite wall there are ceiling to floor mirrors, so you can watch yourself being punished, when you are strapped to it. There is four-poster bed in one corner, various items of furniture dotted around the room, that I have only seen in magazines, such as a whipping stool, a waist-high pole with a metal collar at the top, a chair suspended from the ceiling that swings but has no seat in it, and most surprising of all, is an electric hoist that can be slid along the room on a rail. On one of the other walls are coat pegs from which are hanging whips, floggers, canes, riding crops – all manner of punishment tools.

‘But this was meant to be your Panic room!’ I gasp. ‘That’s what it said on the plans.’

‘Feel free to panic,’ she replies, coolly. ‘There are many places and items around the mansion that were installed under the guise of being something else. Then after you and the builders had gone, we called in specialist contractors that serve The Society, and had those places converted to their real use. And it doubles as our Panic room.’ She pointed at a door I hadn’t noticed. ‘Through there is an ensuite bathroom and loads of food, in case we do get trapped in here for whatever reason. It also has a tunnel to one of the other houses on the estate.

‘So this is the Fun room. Why is it called that?’

‘Well, as my Master told me when I first asked the very same question, “It’s where I will have some fun, you ... not so much”.’

‘Oh,’ is all I can say as what she means sinks in.

‘Have you done much anal?’ K asks.

‘A little. Master Philip likes it but I find it painful.’

‘That’s probably because you don’t use enough lubrication, I imagine. And your arsehole needs stretching. Here, let’s fit you out with a butt plug.’ She leads me over to chest of drawers and opens on of the drawers. Inside are all manner of nipple clamps, weights to be hung from clamps that attach to parts of your body – and butt plugs in various sizes. She selects one and holds it up to me. ‘This should be about the right size to start you off. We’ll increase the size as the days go by.’

She pours some gel lubricant over the plug and leading me to the bed, has me lean on the bed end while she inserts the plug into my back passage. Like with Master Philip, I keep tensing up, but she rubs my back and then my pussy with one hand, gently pushing the plug further into me, a few centimetres at a time, with the other, until we reach the widest part. My body just won’t let it in until K grabs my nipple and pinches it quite hard. While my body’s attention is diverted, she pushes the plug deep into me.

‘You will keep this in at all times, even overnight, unless you go to the toilet, or your arse is required for someone’s pleasure, at which point you will take it out. After it is over, you will clean it, cover it with lube and re-insert it. Every few days I will fit you with a larger one, until we have reached your limit.

‘By the way, for your information, all sessions in here are recorded, see the cameras around the room? Your Master will be sent a copy of every session for him to enjoy, as will any sex that takes place in your room, the cameras will always be running in there. Slaves are not allowed any privacy. Someone will come to you every night as I said. Understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I say, my heart sinking.

‘Good. Let’s try you out for size on the X Frame, shall we?’ She unclips my hands from behind my back, and fastens my wrists to the frame, adjusting the chains for my height, then clips the carabiners on my ankle cuffs to the bottom of the frame. She runs her hands over my body again, squeezing, pinching, assessing.

‘Hmm, not bad. Do you work out?’

‘Master Philip sends me to the gym twice a week, and I run sometimes if the weather is good.’

‘I’ll take you running with me every day, then we’ll work out in our gym.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

She tugs gently on my nipple bells, then removes them. ‘Tomorrow we’ll put real clamps on, the Venus Butterfly type. They will squeeze your nipples hard. Only supposed to leave them on for 15 minutes, but as part of your training sometimes we’ll leave them on for 30 minutes, then take them off. It really hurts as the blood rushes back into them. Then, if we’re really feeling mean, we put them back on. That is so painful. If you’re the sort that enjoys pain ... like me, then it gives you such a rush it can make you wet.

‘Now then, let me explain the rules of the house. As I said, we’ll keep you naked so you can get used to be nude in front of all and sundry. Then when we let you wear clothes, here at the mansion it will only be dull, drab, maid’s clothes. It’ll be different when I take you to Kingswood, there you can wear ordinary clothes. But regardless of where you are, the rules stay the same ... no underwear at all, unless you are on your period, then you can wear panties. No makeup, no lipstick, no nail polish. You are a slave and as such don’t deserve to beautify yourself unless your Master orders it. Any breaking of these rules and you will be whipped.’

‘Seems a bit harsh,’ I protest. She slaps my breasts, hard. I can see I’ve said the wrong thing.

‘You’re young, you don’t understand. Discipline must be instilled, so a slave will perform her duties properly. Let me try and explain it to you, slave to slave.

‘There are slaves in the BDSM world who don’t really believe in the unique bond between a Master and his slave. They will happily kneel before someone, male or female, and call them Master, but they don’t mean it, they just do it for kicks, living out a perverse sexual fantasy, or for the money, or to have a safe, secure home to live in, and someone to pay their bills.

‘Then there are the other kind. The ones who realise that they themselves are worthless pieces of humanity, who come to understand that they have no purpose in life unless they have a Master to serve. We are only put on this planet to serve them; without them we are nothing. It doesn’t matter if our life is cruel and painful if we have a harsh Master, or it pleases him to have you used sexually by others while he watches, what matters is that we serve our Master dutifully and with care. That is the very reason for existence, we have no other value.

‘You have to decide which of those you are. Are you a slave because it is the easy way through life? Or are you the sort that only lives for the happiness of their Master? To serve him until he tires of you and lets you go, after which you might as well go and work in a brothel, because your life has no real meaning anymore.

‘I’m one of the second kind ... what are you?’

For some reason that little speech touches something in my soul and I know exactly what she means and what sort I am. ‘I love my Master, I want to serve him,’ I cry out.

She points out one of the cameras, that has a red light on it. ‘Then tell him.’

I look straight into the camera and almost shout out, ‘I love you, Master Philip. I am here to serve you with all my heart. I will love you and honour you all my life, or until you sell me on. I’m here to be trained to make you happy, and so I can serve you better. I will take any punishment or torture that they give me, if it will make me a better slave for you.’

I have to stop there as my voice has gone and I find myself crying.

K unfastens me from the X Frame and holds me tight as I sob quietly into her shoulder. I don’t know how she did it but she broke through into something I didn’t even know existed inside me. I knew I loved Master Philip, but never before had I realised how deeply it was embedded in me that I wanted to serve him, to kneel at his feet and belong to him, offer him my life and my soul. TO BE MY MASTER.

She gives me a handkerchief to wipe away my tears and regain my composure. I notice that she takes another hankie and discreetly wipes her own eyes. ‘You see, Amy, slavery ... real slavery is all in the mind. They don’t take our souls from us ... we give them up willingly.’
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K handcuffs my hands again but this time in front of me. ‘We’re going outside, it’s in case you fall over, you can break your fall.’

She leads me out of the Fun room, up in the lift and out of the mansion. It’s mid-morning by now and the sun is well up and warm on my body. I start as I realise she is leading me around the estate, bare naked, someone is bound to see me!

I see some gardeners working on the hedgerows dotted around the grounds. I pray we’re heading away from them, but she leads me straight towards them. As we approach, they stop what they are doing and face us. Once again, I try to put her between me and them, but she pulls me around to the front. ‘Morning, Mistress,’ they both say as they bow.

‘Morning Sid, morning Derek,’ she replies. She tugs on my leash, ‘Bow to them and say good morning, Masters.’

I do as instructed.

‘Breaking in a new slave, Mistress?’ says one of them, I don’t know which is which.

‘Yes, this is Amy, she’ll be with us for the next month or so. I’m training her for someone else. Some days she’ll be with you two. Put her to work, beat her if you have to, and fuck her regularly. You know, Sid ... like you used to do with me. Just do it in the summer house so no one can see you.’

‘And most enjoyable it was too, Mistress. I miss those days sometimes.’

‘I’ll send her out with you tomorrow, then.’

As they are talking, I study them. They are both middle-aged, thick around the waist, tanned from working outdoors, hands probably thick-skinned and horny. I’m going to have to submit to them? If it is part of my training, I will accept it without complaint, in the service of my Master, Philip.

‘G’day then,’ she says and leads me off.

‘G’day, Mistress,’ they call after us. When we are out of earshot, I ask, ‘Permission to speak, Mistress.’

‘You may.’

‘Are they in The Society as well, or are you offering me to “civilians” I think the term is?’

‘Oh no, they’re slaves all right. You see The Society believes in taking care of its slaves, old and new. There are many people who have been the slaves of Masters or Mistresses, but for one reason or another are no longer owned by them. Many of the slaves want to remain in the lifestyle, so they become what are called “Ancillaries” or better known as “Floaters”.

‘The Society offers them opportunities to be employed in the service of The Society by using their natural talents, such as book-keeping, accounting, gardening, security or whatever. Lola for example was sent to us when Roger became a member of the Society council, to help with the extra admin burden he suddenly had to cope with. Maybe one day you’ll be called on to use your business degree.’

‘I see.’

We continue around the grounds until we come to a building. Like the mansion and the garages, it is in the Swiss chalet style. Very unusual for England but somehow charming. She presses the button on an intercom and says, ‘Can Victoria Rose come out and join us, please?’

‘Just be a moment, Ma’am,’ comes the reply in a male voice.

We’re soon joined by an attractive woman, you can tell by her bearing and the way the men who are accompanying her defer to her, she’s their boss. ‘Mistress K, lovely to see you.’

‘I thought I’d bring Amy over and introduce her to you.’

‘Yes, I’ve warned all my men that she will be here, shown her picture around. Will she always be like this?’ she waves her hand in my direction, indicating my nakedness.

‘For a while, yes. Public nudity is part of her training ... as is having sex with strangers when instructed to, so I might be inviting some of your men to ... “enjoy her charms” as it were.’

‘Naturally, as long as it doesn’t interfere with their duties.’

‘Does it interfere with yours when I take you to the Fun room for a workout?’

‘No, Mistress. I’m sorry if I spoke out of turn.’

‘You’ll regret that remark when I next have you in the Fun room.’

‘Very well, Mistress. I understand.’

‘Right, we’ll be on our way now.’ She takes my leash and leads me off. We get some distance away and she giggles. ‘I love putting the fear of death into her. Well, fear of me, actually.’

‘Permission to speak, Mistress?’

‘Go ahead.’

‘That woman ... Victoria Rose, is she your slave? I mean, the way she backed down when you spoke sharply to her.’

‘Yes, she’s the head of our security detail, but she is also a slave to Master Roger and I. It’s a long story but she was the security head for someone else when she asked to become slave to Master Roger and I, and he agreed. Later when we needed our own detail, we poached her to head it up. However, she still serves us in other capacities. She’s tough, ex-army, so she needs very firm handling, that’s why I’m always tougher on her than you’ll see me being with other slaves.

‘Except you of course, I’ll need to be tough during your training, real life won’t be as hard.’

I hope not, I think to myself. ‘Are all the security detail slaves?’

‘No, but most of them have been employed by The Society before they came to us, so they are used to seeing unusual things, and know when to turn a blind eye to them.’

K leads me down a long, asphalt road to another couple of houses. They’re in normal English style and look to be older than the mansion. She points to one of them and says, ‘That is my home, which I share with Chloe and our two kids, Devon and Robert. You will never come down here naked. There are children here so anytime you are sent here, on an errand perhaps, you will first clothe yourself. I’m taking you to the other house.

‘This is where Indira and her man, Pete live.’ She rings the doorbell and waits for an answer. In a moment a man comes to door. In his 40’s I would say, a kindly face. ‘Hello, K. Who do we have here?’

‘I’ve just brought our new trainee down to introduce her. Pete, this is Amy. Amy this is Master Pete, he lives with Indira.’

I forget my order to ask permission first and just ask him, ‘Are you her Master?’

‘No, she belongs to Master Roger,’ explains K. ‘She was bought for him by a friend; she was very expensive. Along the way, her and Pete, got close. As Indira was a gift to Roger, he couldn’t give her away, it would be an insult to the man who gifted her to him. Instead, he allows her to live here with Pete.’

‘I see ... I think.’

‘Don’t worry about it,’ says Pete. ‘There are lots of strange relationships here at Chateau Gilchrist, well, in The Society as a whole, I guess. Try not to stress about it, just go with the flow.’

K turns to me, ‘You should be aware that as a Master and member of The Society, Pete and Indira will have full use of you, you will spend some nights there catering to their needs, domestically and sexually. It will do you good to experience serving other Masters besides Roger.’

‘I understand, Mistress.’

‘Just let Indy know when you would like her to attend and I’ll fit her in. Must go now, bye, Pete.’

‘Bye, K, bye, Amy,’ he goes back into his house.

On the way back to the mansion K tells me that for the rest of the day, I will work in the kitchen helping Indira. Then I will help Ramla and Jalilah serve dinner. After that I am to have a shower and report to her and Roger at his bedroom, where I will be spending the night with them.
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I spend the rest of the day helping Indira in the kitchen. Although I’m not properly allowed to be clothed, for hygiene reasons she gives me a pinafore thing to wear that covers me from the waist down. My boobs are still on display for all and sundry to see though.

She keeps me hard at work, scrubbing floors, peeling potatoes and so on. She is pleasant to me though and chatters away during the day. ‘Mistress K tells me she introduced you to Sahib Pete?’

‘Yes, why do you call him Sahib?’

‘The same reason I call Master Roger, Sahib. It is my Indian background. I always used to fantasise about the days of the British Raj when they ruled my country. I imagined myself to be in the hands of a stern English man, who would enslave me and have his way with me, ruthlessly. Then when I became a slave of The Society, eventually I found my way into the hands of Sahib Roger. Nothing could have made me happier back then. He understands my secret desires and is happy to play into them. For my part, I continue it throughout my daytimes, by calling him Sahib. It’s just a harmless little quirk of mine.

‘Then I met Sahib Pete, a friend of Sahib Roger’s, and we became lovers. Sahib Pete tried to buy me from my owner, but that was not possible. But Sahib Roger is a man of great understanding and kindness. When they all moved from this house to the mansion, he allowed me to remain here in his old house, and also let Pete come to live with me.

‘So now I spend my days serving the Sahib, and my evenings and weekends with my lover, so I have the best of both worlds. So you see, there is no need to be frightened of Sahib Roger, he is the kindest of men, and he is only strict when the occasion calls for it.

‘Naturally you will have to spend some time at my house being a slave to Pete and I. He and I will use you sexually, as he has a voracious appetite and I enjoy having a pretty girl like you to boss around. We will use you hard but we will not beat you, Pete is not into that.’

‘And you don’t mind him sleeping with other women?’

‘No, he is a Master after all, so he can have as many as he wants. I enjoy having the sex with him as well as sharing him with others. It is my pleasure to see him having a good time with a pretty slave.’

She keeps me busy for the rest of the day until dinner time. After Ramla, Jalilah and I have dished out the food and Mr. B. has served the wine, K cuffs my wrists together behind my back, then has me kneel beside her chair, as she feeds me by hand from her plate. She has Ramla bring a shiny steel dog bowl from the kitchen, and after a while, K stops putting food in my mouth and just drops it into the dog bowl.

Unable to use my hands, I am forced to bend forward and eat the food out of the bowl like an animal. An experience I find deeply humiliating (which is the purpose of it, I guess) but the rest of the diners just carry on eating and chatting as if I’m not there, while I debase myself.

K even makes me drink out of the bowl by pouring wine into it. This is even worse than the food. At least I could pick that up in my teeth, the wine I have to lap up like a cat. (Now I see why I was told to wear a pony tail.) Once again, everyone ignores me except for K, who wipes my mouth with a napkin once I have finished.

A drop of wine drips onto my left breast. K reaches down, runs her finger up my breast, scooping it up, and staring me in the eyes, slowly puts the finger in her mouth and sucks on it. Apart from a few drunken fumbles with college friends, I’ve never really done anything with a woman, considering myself straight, but the look she gives me sends a tingle through my pussy and it takes my breath away. I want her to touch me again, but she pats me on the head and says, ‘Later. Master Roger has first crack at you. Now go to your room, remove all the leather gear and your butt plug, shower, and don’t put them on afterwards. Leave your hair down. We will phone your room when we want you. Now stand.’ She uncuffs my hands and with a pat on my arse, sends me to my room.
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After showering I wait anxiously by the phone. Indira showed me how the phone system works, so when it finally rings, I can see from the lights that it is an internal intercom, not an outside call.

I hear K’s voice say, ‘Come to Master’s bedroom. Be naked.’

His bedroom takes over the whole of the top floor of the mansion, with only a small attic above to hold the electrical junction boxes for all the phone lines, Internet links and so on. You can access the bedroom by the lift or the stairs. I take the stairs as I will have to knock on his door and that will delay things.

I knock. ‘Come in,’ he calls. I open the door and go into the room. My legs are trembling and I’m not sure if I can stand up for long. I close the door behind me and go to stand at Attention, by the bed where he and K are drinking wine, dressed only in bath robes.

‘You sent for me, Master?’

‘Yes, I did.’ He approaches me and without any further words runs his hands over my body. He seems to be measuring me up, assessing, as you would a horse. I feel like a piece of meat. ‘How much is this to the pound?’ ‘Can I buy sections or do I have to purchase the whole animal?’ Like Master Philip this is a man who makes his living with his brains, not his hands, so they are soft ... and warm.

‘Stand at Ease,’ he commands. This involves me standing with hands behind my back and my legs apart. Once my legs are open, he cups his hand around my pussy. He rubs a finger along the outside of my slit and then when I start to get wet, he slides a finger inside and examines me.

After a moment, he removes his finger and turning to K, gives her a nod. She comes over and says to me, ‘When entering a new household, even temporarily, it is custom for the slave to pay obeisance to the Master of the household ... kneel.’

I kneel before him and he opens his robe. As I suspected he is naked beneath it. A good body with a ‘man-sized’ prick. ‘Begin,’ she orders.

I know what to do, I take his cock in my hand and rub it until he is semi-erect. Then I put it in my mouth and get him fully hard. Then I go to work on him. I want to make a good impression, so take him as far back as I can but sometimes end up choking and my eyes water. I work on him for maybe 10 minutes or so before he taps me on the head and says, ‘That’s enough for now, come to the bed.’

I stand up and he takes me by the hand and leads me to the bed. Dropping his robe, he climbs on the bed and pulls me after him. K shucks off her robe and joins us, on the other side of me, so I am the “fresh meat” in the sandwich.

They both start working on me, kissing and stroking me. At first, I’m too nervous to do anything, so I just lay back, close my eyes and let them do what they want. It’s an amazing feeling having two people making love to me at the same time. After a while though, when someone kisses me on the mouth I kiss back, I don’t care if it is a man or a woman. I even respond in kind when K pushes her tongue into my mouth.

Eventually I’m joining in full time, pulling on Roger’s cock, sucking on it, then turning around to suck on K’s delicious breasts. (She has such a good body, toned, and tanned.)

K slides down the bed and licks my pussy. (It’s true that women can do that better than men, they have a better understanding of the plumbing, I guess.) It feels incredible but eventually, Roger wants to exercise his right of Prima Nocta – the right of first night, that is wedding night sex with the maiden who has just been married.

I’ve been keeping Roger hard, while K has been getting me wet, so when he is hungry, he is also ready. He lays me on my back and enters me. He takes his time getting slowly into a faster and faster rhythm. At one point he pulls out and turns me over onto my front, before entering me again.

He grabs me by my shoulders and fucks me hard. I can feel his breath getting quicker and quicker, the end is near. He pulls out again and rolls me onto my back again. He shuffles up the bed and straddles me as he puts his cock, drenched with my pussy juices, into my mouth. He pumps away, using my mouth as he just used my pussy, until with a groan, he comes, shooting what feels like gallons of cum into my mouth. As K instructed, I swallow it down, as a sign of submission and also a sign of respect.

When he has completely done, he pulls out and collapses on the bed besides me. K sits beside me and putting her hand on my wet but unsatisfied pussy, begins to stroke it. ‘We might as well begin your sex training here and now. ‘When Master is having sex with you and is ready to come, and he wants to do it in your mouth, he will issue the command, “MOUTH”. When you hear this word, you will immediately take him in your mouth and finish him off. Likewise, if you are around the house, if you hear him say the word, you will go straight to him, unzip him and start blowing him. Understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress. If I hear the word MOUTH, I suck him off.’

‘Correct. We’ll inform Philip that you’ve been trained to do that, I’m sure he’ll be very pleased. Now what do you think you will do if you hear me say it?’

‘Err ... come to you and give you oral sex I suppose,’ I say nervously as I can guess what is coming next.

‘Exactly.’ She sits on the edge of the bed and spreads her legs. ‘Mouth,’ she says simply.

I get off the bed and kneel before her. Her pussy is wet and glistening, she is obviously aroused. I stare at it for a moment. I’d French kissed a girl in college and fingered her, but I’d never kissed a pussy before. I knew what mine tasted like (come on, every girl has tasted her own pussy out of curiosity) but now I was being asked to taste another woman’s.

I hesitate for too long so K grabs my hair and pulls me forwards until my nose is touching her pussy. ‘Slaves either do as they are told or they are beaten. Which is it to be?’

I don’t bother answering, I just put my tongue out and lick her slit, up and down, up and down. After a moment, emboldened, I slide my tongue into her, tasting her juices. It’s not a big deal after all, I realise. Besides, I’m so horny now that I would do anything they ask of me, if it meant that Master Roger would stick his cock in me again and finish me off.

Eventually, K pulls me up onto the bed and Roger joins in again. I didn’t make her come but the night is young. They take it in turns with me for the rest of that night. When one has finished with me the other takes over, so I don’t get any breaks, except when we all stop and drink some more wine.

Roger fucks me a couple more times that night, once in the arse, which, after wearing the butt plug isn’t as painful as before. I have several orgasms along the way, and even get to make K come by eating her. Maybe this group sex thing isn’t so scary after all.

At one point, K says to me, ‘I notice that you choke when you take Master’s cock too far back in your throat. We’ll have to include that in your training, get you working on the dildos to practice.’

When we are all tired out, K sends me back to my room with a reminder that I have to be up and about to help with breakfast at 7 AM. I stagger off to bed, exhausted but I must admit, sexually satisfied.
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K takes me for a run around the village every morning after breakfast. Then usually we go to the gym in the house and she has me work out naked on the equipment. To be fair she does exactly the same, alongside me. This day however we skip the gym and she tells me to go to my room, strip off and return to her on the ground floor wearing just a bathrobe and flip-flops.

When I get back, she takes me to the “Wet room” where all the muddy boots and wet coats are removed before entering the house proper. It’s also where the washing machine and dryer are.

She tells me to lose the robe and flip-flops and she hands me an old tatty Barbour jacket, then tells me to put on some wellington boots. Lastly, she hands me gloves to put on. These are really thick gloves, the kind you wear when you’re handling rose bush cuttings, etc. When I’m dressed in this fashion, she takes a pair of handcuffs and fastens my wrists together, in front of me.

‘What’s this for, Mistress?’

‘To make things harder. You have to learn how to carry out your instructions no matter how difficult the obstacles in your way are. Today I’m going to take you out and give you to the gardeners for the day. I will tell them that they can use you how they wish, work you hard, fuck you when they feel like it, and if you complain, to take the whip to you. Understood?’

‘No, Mistress, I don’t. What purpose do this serve as part of my training?’

‘What you have to remember, Amy ... what you have to learn, is that although you may see yourself as your Master’s lover, maybe one day his wife, the bottom line is that you are just his property, he owns you. He wants you to be his total slave, to please him in any way he desires. Part of that pleasure is being able to offer you to other people, men or women, for their sexual use, without complaint. You have to learn to surrender sexually to any person he gives you to, complete strangers or those you have just met ... and I mean any person. So, you will learn with the gardeners that you are just their plaything, and if they choose to be nice to you or beat you harshly while abusing you sexually, you will smile and accept it because you are doing it for your Master, who you love. I did it for my Master and spent many days at their mercy, it’s time you learned the lesson too. That’s why Philip brought you to us.’

‘How long will this go on, Mistress?’

‘Well, for several days at least, we’ll see how you get on. You can knuckle down and accept it or you will be made to do it every day, until you want to quit and we send you back to your Master. Which will disappoint him severely and he may decide you are beyond training and wash his hands of you. The choice is yours.’

‘I’m ready, Mistress, take me to the gardeners.’

‘Good girl, now come on.’ I follow her out of the door and we wander around the estate until we find them.

K holds out a bag she has been carrying. ‘Here you go boys, she’s all yours. Here’s some food for her lunch, you can feed her by hand, or not as the case may be. Use her how you want ... and by that, I mean do the things you used to do to me. If she complains take the whip to her and when you fuck her, do it in the summer house, will you? I can watch on the cameras then.’

After she has gone, the gardeners Sid and Derek, although I am to call them only Master, put me to work. They are trimming the hedges around the estate, of which there are a lot so I am kept busy. One of them trims the hedge, I carry the cut-off branches to the other one, who is standing there operating the wood chipper. The chopped-up wood is sprayed into a trailer, which they tow away for composting when it is full.

I work all morning. It’s hard work and if it wasn’t for the gloves and the jacket I’d be torn to shreds by the cut branches. They only use the whip on me once or twice and it doesn’t really hurt through the Barbour jacket. I think they only do it to remind me that they can if they want to.

Eventually we come to the bit I’ve been dreading. We go to the summer house for lunch. They removed my gloves, handcuffs and coat, so I am naked except for my wellies. Very fetching! They let me use the toilet, then I have to kneel in the corner while they sit on the sofa and eat and drink. ‘Excuse me, Master, do I get any food? Mistress K gave you some food for me, especially.’

‘Ah, well you see, that depends on you. We require you to do us both some service, and if we are pleased with your performance, then you get to eat. If you don’t then well, there’s water in the tap.’

I reflect on the pep talk that K gave me this morning. Up to now I have had sex with members of the Gilchrist household, but that has just been like Master Philip sharing me with his friends. This is the real thing; I am actually going to submit to virtual strangers because I know down the line that that is what Master Philip wants me to do. Very well, I will do it to please him.

‘How may I serve you, Masters?’

‘Come here and suck my cock,’ says Sid, crudely. I kneel between his legs and he opens his trousers, revealing a middle-aged paunch above his small penis. I take him in my mouth and work on him for a time, until Derek tells me to move over to him and suck him also. He is bigger and when he pulls my head forward it actually touches the back of my throat, making me gag. They make me work on them, back and forth, until one of them climbs down behind me and enters me while groping my breasts. He pumps away at me until his partner (I’m losing track of who’s doing what to me) insists on having his go so they swap positions. They pound away at me, rather more forcefully than I was expecting middle-aged men to do, until we reach that eventual point when they want release. Sid stands up and tells me to open my mouth as I kneel there. I know what he is going to do but I tell myself that I’m doing this to please my Master.

I kneel there, open mouthed as Sid pulls on his cock until he spurts his load into my mouth. Then he pulls my head forward and I suck on his cock until I have sucked him dry. Derek puts me on my back on the sofa and fucks me until he is ready to come. He pulls out and moves up my body, putting his cock in my mouth and pumping away until he comes, which I swallow dutifully, like a good slave girl.

‘Very well done,’ says Sid. ‘Here, you can have your food.’ He hands me a packet of sandwiches which I wolf down greedily, trying to take away the taste of their cum. They even give me a cup of coffee, laced with whiskey, out of their flask. As soon as I’m finished, they dress me in my coat, gloves and handcuffs again and take me back to work.

My sexual torment isn’t over though. During the afternoon, one or the other takes me away to the summer house and has another go on me, so I’m well fucked by the end of the day, in all senses of the word.

This goes on for several days. As I get used to it, I actually start to enjoy it slightly and join in, instead of just lying there as they have their fun. I will even climb onto their laps and ride them cowgirl style, bouncing up and down as they grope my breasts.

Mistress K tells me that I’m learning the secret of being a good slave, if you’re going to have to do it anyway, you might as well get as much enjoyment out of it as you can. That’s why when she invites a couple of off-duty guards over to the summer house, as she has a, ‘Wilful slave that needs dealing with,’ as she puts it, I do my best to show these younger men a good time. I realise that I am becoming ‘Master’s Whore.’
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Then unfortunately, I get my period. It doesn’t stop the gardeners though. I still have to blow them and they use my ‘back passage’ instead. Nor does it deter the male members of the household. Fortunately, there are only two, Master Roger and Mr. B. They get to use me anally as well. The rest of the time (I get a visitor every night – I think they are working to some sort of roster) it is females that come to my room, and I have to give them pleasure instead of letting myself be used for someone else’s fun. Ramla and Jalilah always come together, like they are twins (I call them that in my mind) and between them they teach me a lot about the art of pleasuring a woman.

When my period is over, K informs me that this coming weekend, I will be living with Master Pete and Indira. I will serve them as their domestic slave and submit to Master Pete’s sexual desires if required.

‘Is this necessary?’ I ask.

‘Yes. Pete is a member of The Society, a Master. You are a Society slave, and therefore he has full access to you. You will obey him and Indira while you are with them, no matter if it is cleaning the house or sucking his dick. Got that?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Relax, it’ll be okay. Pete is a nice man; he won’t hurt you. Roger used to send me to him lots when we were first together, in fact I enjoyed it so much I used to request it.’
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Friday night I get fully dressed, pack a bag for the weekend and Indira (or Indy as everyone calls her) leads me to her house. Along the way I ask her, ‘Why are we doing this, Miss Indira?’

‘There are those of us in the world who like to be led, to be guided and even controlled by our betters. Then there are those who like to be in charge and lead others. If karma plays out correctly, then the two kinds get to meet and begin a symbiotic relationship. Those like us come to learn that we are only here on this earth to serve the Masters. It is our role and our purpose for being born. If you meet enough Masters, then you will come to understand that they are above us and we are below, and it is our honour and privilege to serve them.’

‘And it doesn’t bother you that he’ll be having sex with me while you’re around?’

‘Not in the slightest. My one goal in life is to make Sahib Pete happy. If I can do that by bringing him beautiful girls like you, for his pleasure, then I am happy. Don’t forget that I’ll be there too, I’ll get my share.’

We arrive at the house and Indy lets us in. I’ve met Pete before but it was just an introduction, this time he welcomes me into his home.

‘Sahib, I have brought the new slave for you. She will serve you for the weekend. Please feel free to use her as you wish.’

‘Welcome to our home, Amy. Indira and I have been looking forward to spending the weekend with you. I hope you’ll enjoy it too. Indira has some daily duties to perform at the mansion, during those times you will have to wait on me. When she is here, she will give you some household duties to perform, cleaning and so on.’

‘I am pleased to be of service ... err ... do I call you Sahib, as well?’

‘No, that’s just a little quirk of Indy’s, you can call me, Master.’

‘Certainly, Master.’

‘It is Mistress K’s wish that she be kept naked, except for panties and high-heels, while she is with us,’ Indy informs Pete.

‘Very well then ... strip,’ he orders me.

I do as instructed, peeling off my clothes, except for my knickers. I still feel a bit uncomfortable being naked in front of a stranger, but manage to resist the urge to cover myself with my hands.

‘Very nice,’ Pete says with a smile. ‘Now Indy will show you to your room and I’ll see you in a little while.’

Indy takes me on a guided tour of the house, showing me where Pete’s study is (never enter without knocking) my room, their Master bedroom and so on. I dump my things and then help her prepare the evening meal.

When I serve them, I expect to have to kneel besides Pete or Indy and have them feed me but to my surprise, I sit at the dinner table with me and they even let me drink wine with them.

After the meal when I have cleared the dishes away and washed up, we sit in the lounge and drink more wine. I think they are trying to get me a little drunk to make it easier for what will follow.

Eventually, Pete decides it is bedtime. I follow them up to the Master bedroom and we have sex. At first, they both go to town on me, and then I am expected to return the favour, which I do willingly. First the Master and then his good lady. I think I’m going to enjoy this weekend.
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For the next couple of days, we all arise, shower and then after breakfast, Indira gives me my duties for the day. She will be up at the mansion for most of the day, so she shows me where Pete’s lunch is in the fridge, as I have to serve it to him when he asks for it. Of course, during the day, I will have to wait on him when he buzzes me for tea or coffee, etc. She gives me a collar with a beeper dangling from it. ‘All Master Pete has to do is press the button on the remote and this beeper will go off. When that happens, drop what you are doing, go to him, if he is in his study, knock before entering, and attend to his needs.

‘For the rest of the day, you will keep yourself busy by doing the cleaning jobs on this list.’ She shows me where all the cleaning materials are to be found. ‘You do a good job and take care of Master Pete, or I shall beat you harshly on my return,’ she threatens, unconvincingly I might add. I don’t think she has it in her to be mean to anyone.

‘Yes, Miss Indira,’ I reply, holding back my grin.
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I labour away cleaning the bathrooms in all the rooms, even though it looks like they haven’t been used at all, except for the Master bedroom, when I am startled by a sudden ‘beeping’ noise. I look wildly around me for the source when I realise it is the beeper on my collar ... Master Pete is summoning me.

I hurry down to his study and knock gently on the door. ‘Come in,’ I hear him shout. I enter the room cautiously, he is standing at the large drawing board, the kind that designers use to work on blueprints. I glance at it, it looks like some kind of wiring diagram, then I remember that networking and cabling for videos and computer networks is his stock-in-trade.

‘Ah, there you are, fetch me a pot of tea and some biscuits, would you? There are some small round chocolate biscuits in the cupboards above the sink. Bring those, would you? There’s a good girl.’ He pats me on my backside and then sends me off to the kitchen. All very patronising and misogynistic, and if I were a ‘free’ girl I would be offended. But I’m only a slave, so I’ve no right to be offended, do I, when I’m only someone’s property?

I pour the hot water into the tea pot and while the tea is brewing, I get the biscuits and place them on a plate. I pop a couple of napkins on a tray, along with a jug of milk, and then take it all back to the study.

‘Put the tray on the coffee table, would you?’ The study has a desk at one end near the door, a central space that has a desk with printer and so on, the drawing board, then beyond that a sofa and a coffee table. I put the tray on the coffee table and turn around to find him watching me.

‘You really are very lovely,’ he says.

I don’t know what to say, so I just burble something, ‘Thank you, Master. Shall I pour the tea?’

He comes to me and takes my boobs in his hands. Squeezing them tenderly, then rubbing my nipples with his thumbs. I can’t help it, I’ve always had sensitive nipples, they spring up, firm and erect.

Tugging on them gently he says, ‘You can pour the tea now.’ He lets me go and I pour the tea (tea then milk – not the other way around). I’m nervous for some reason and I rattle the teapot against the cup as I do. ‘Kneel down,’ he says.

I kneel down at the edge of the coffee table. I bought the sugar bowl as I didn’t know if he took sugar in his tea. He doesn’t but he uses the tongs to delicately pick up a sugar lump and hold it out to me. ‘Open wide,’ he orders. ‘Stick your tongue out.’ I open my mouth and he places the lump on my tongue. I take it into my mouth and suck on it until it dissolves and then swallow the sugar.

‘Would you like some tea?’ he asks.

I nod, my mouth is suddenly dry and I could do with something to wet it. He pours some tea from the pot into a saucer, adds a dash of milk, then places it in front of me on the table. I go to pick it up but he says, ‘Ah, ah, ah ... no hands.’ I lean forward and lap it up like a cat. I can practically hear him getting hard, as he watches me. (Mind you, to be honest I’m getting a bit wet myself.)

Next, he takes a chocolate biscuit from the plate and pops it in his mouth, then he holds one out for me and I take it in my open mouth. After a few more biscuits each, he leans back on the sofa and undoes his belt. He beckons me to move between his open legs and I shuffle into position.

He gives me one last biscuit and then tells me to get on with it. Like a good little slave girl, I do as I am told. I unzip him and bring his cock out into the open. A fair size and it fills my mouth comfortably (as well as my pussy, I found out last night). I swiftly bring him to full size and then give him the benefit of all the cock-sucking training I have had here at House Gilchrist.

He’s very good to me, he doesn’t hold my head and thrust it down my throat, as some men do. He just sits back and lets me get on with it. Finally with a groan, he fills my mouth with cum, and I swallow it all down. Mistress K’s teachings are beginning to take effect, we are just receptacles for Master’s spunk and I must get used to drinking it whenever or wherever it is deposited in me, no matter who is making the deposit, it’s not up to me to choose.

I lick him clean (removing all traces of chocolate) and then dry him off with a napkin. He gives me one final biscuit as a reward. As he makes himself decent, I ask, ‘Will there be anything else, Master?’ hoping that he’ll fuck me, or at least return the favour by eating me out.

‘No that’ll be all. Clear this lot away and then go back to work,’ he says, casually.

‘Oh,’ I reply, disappointed. ‘I’ll get right to it.’ Standing up and picking up the tray, I leave the study.

That afternoon as I am cleaning the intricate, metalwork on the staircase, all metal filigree and twisty plant shapes, I have to remind myself that I am not the irresistible, sexy babe that I believe myself to be, no, to these people I am just a warm human female that they use to feed their sexual appetites. After that I’m an inconvenience to be pushed aside. The lawnmower has been used, the garden cut and it is time to return it to the toolshed. To them I wasn’t even someone – I was just something. Something for the weekend.

I must be more than that for my Master. The only way to do that is to become what he wants, a green tag slave who will love and obey him completely, no matter what he does or how he uses me, the way that K is to her Roger. I will make Master Philip love me.

~~~
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After dinner that night they decide to have some fun with me. They tie me to a dining room chair and play with me, nothing painful, no whipping, just sexual arousal. I realise that this was why Pete didn’t fuck me earlier. He and Indy wanted to keep me unsatisfied, in a state of sexual arousal. (There are many ways of torturing someone, orgasm denial is one of them.)

They spend ages teasing and tormenting me. Kissing, licking, biting me all over my body. Occasionally they would break and I would have to satisfy them, but they did not allow me satisfaction in return. They used vibrators and butt plugs on me but never to climax, every time I was on the cliff edge, they would back off and I would have to pleasure them instead.

After several hours, I was whimpering and begging Pete to fuck me, begging them to let me come. Eventually they relented and Pete gave me the most mind-blowing orgasm I’d had since arriving at House Gilchrist. Denial is a powerful weapon.

I lay on the sofa, trembling from exhaustion and release, as Indy cuddled me to her naked bosom. I was worn out but still wanting more. After a time, when Pete had fully recovered, he took me upstairs and did me again, while Indy watched, glad to see her man enjoying me.

Next day being Sunday, Indy stayed at home. They played the same game, a few sexual encounters during the day, between my housework, where I had to pleasure them without any satisfaction myself, keeping me in a constant state of arousal.

Playing with me endlessly after dinner, then both of them taking it in turns to make me come. Which I did ... hard and repeatedly.

When Monday morning came, I was ready to go back to the gardeners, they didn’t work me so hard sexually, but K had other plans for me. ‘This week I’m going to introduce you at Kingswood but I don’t want you all scratched up from garden work. You’ll be spending a few weeks there so I want you looking your best.’

Kingswood. I had heard about this place from Philip. It was meant to be some sort of holiday camp, but one that catered for members of The Society and other like-minded people. A place where practically every desire and perversion was available. And K was going to take me there!

God, what did they have in store for me?
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SERVING AT KINGSWOOD
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K and I climb into the black SUVs with the security detail, and we set off for Kingswood. I’d only heard of this place from my Master, Philip, but not in any detail so I ask K for permission to speak and when she grants it, I ask her about the place.

‘My husband, Master Roger, took the place over a few years back. It was owned by a Society member and it was a holiday camp for normal punters, but when it was out of season, he used to hold events for other Society members.’

‘Events?’

‘Yes, Fox Hunts, masked balls, slave auctions, that sort of thing.’

‘Fox Hunts, aren’t those illegal in Britain?’

‘Well, they’re not actually Fox Hunts as you know them, we just call them that. We have one coming up soon, so I’ll explain it more then.’

‘So what will I be doing this week? How will my training continue?’ I ask nervously.

‘All in good time my dear ... I don’t want to spoil the surprise,’ she smiles at me, which strikes fear into me. I am here to be strictly trained after all.

~~~
[image: ]


We arrive at Kingswood and gain entrance after passing through some serious security, high fences, barbed wire and CCTV cameras everywhere. Of course, they recognise us and we are waved through. K’s security detail drops us off at a large building and two of them follow us. It’s built in the wooden, Bavarian style, looks just like the kind of hotel that you would see in a ski resort.

‘This is the main hotel,’ K informs me. ‘It’s known as “The Lodge”. There are also many wooden cabins dotted around the campsite, to accommodate our guests. Come, I’ll introduce you to the manager and the Reception staff.’

We go inside and she asks the staff to call the manager to the front desk. When he arrives, she introduces me to him. ‘This is Amy. Amy, this is Mr. Powell, the manager. Simon, Amy will be staying here for the next few weeks while she is being trained as a slave. I shall put her through an assortment of training methods. While she is here, she can stay in my room, and I will stay in the Master suite on nights when I stop over. She needs a separate room as she will be entertaining guests on nights when I’m not using her.’

‘Oh,’ says Mr. Powell. ‘She’s available, is she?’

‘Absolutely, that’s part of her training, being used by anyone. You can have at her whenever you like.’

‘Very gracious of you. Will she be in our next hunt?’

‘Not in it, but she will be assisting, during the day and at the evening feast. In the meantime, after I’ve finished with her during the day, she can serve in the restaurant in the evenings. Please fit her out with a Kingswood uniform and a collar.’

I touch the collar I am wearing, the rubber one that they gave me when I arrived at the Gilchrist estate. ‘I already have a collar.’

‘These are different,’ K replies. She points to the collars that the two receptionists are wearing. ‘The staff here at Kingswood are given a choice, they can either make themselves available for use by our guests, in which case they wear a collar to indicate this to everyone. Alternately, there are some who, for whatever reason, their Master may not permit it for example, aren’t available for sex, so they don’t wear a collar. They are free to choose ... you are not. You will wear a collar and submit to anyone who requests you. Clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Good. Simon, I’m going to show Amy around the site. Have her uniform sent up to my room will you. Amy, leave your bag here and they’ll take it up for you. Follow me.’

She leads me back out to the car park in front of the Lodge. There are some of those golf cart type buggies, we take one of them and set off around the camp followed by the two guards in another buggy.

‘How tight is security here, Mistress?’

‘Very tight, the perimeter is patrolled and all covered by cameras. You see, we have some very famous and important guests who stay here, so access to the site has to be strictly controlled. We can’t have the paparazzi breaking in and taking photos of the guests. After all, if a cabinet minister wants to be pulled around the site by a couple of naked pony girls, it shouldn’t be appearing in the newspapers, should it?’

‘Does that sort of thing happen here?’

‘Oh yes, here at Kingswood, we cater for all kinks and perversions ... well most of them. We are not owned by The Society, but to have their accreditation, we have to abide by their rules. That means, no under-age participants, Masters or slaves, everyone is here voluntarily, no bestiality of course, no drugs present ... what members do in their own homes is their business, but they’re not allowed at Society establishments. Ah, here we are.’

We pull up outside a large building. ‘This is Bluebird Film Studios. This where they make those films that you saw me in. They used to operate out of a warehouse outside Oxford, but when my husband bought Kingswood, he invited them here. They are now free to film outside as well, which opened up the type of story they could make. Come on, I’ll show you inside.’

She leads me through the front door and nods to the girl working in Reception. ‘Just having a wander around. Showing a new slave the ropes.’

‘Go right ahead, Lady Gilchrist,’ replies the receptionist and goes back to her work.

K leads me through a door and down a corridor, with offices on either side, marked Accounts, Writer’s Room, Audio Suite, and so on. Through a final door and we are into the “Sound Stage” I believe they call them, where the filming takes place.

‘Morning, Eddie,’ K says to a man who is standing by the camera.’

‘Morning, K. And who is this?’ he asks, indicating me.

‘This is Amy, the slave I told you about. Her Master wants several movies made of her being gang banged by your black crowd. I’ve arranged the schedule with your assistant director.’

‘Okay fine. We’re just about to shoot, wanna stay and watch?’

‘Just for a little bit, so she can get an idea of what’s going to happen to her.’

K looks at me. My mouth is open wide in shock at what I’ve just heard. ‘You’re going to have me gang banged ... while you film it?’

‘That’s right, Bluebird Films not only do movies for the open market, they do private commissions as well. As many Masters do, Philip has requested a movie, correction, movies plural, of you being shagged by several men at a time. Men seem to like that for some reason. It gives them a sense of power over you, I guess. My Master’s favourite thing, next to fucking me himself, is to watch me being used by some other man ... or woman come to that.’

‘Do I get any say in this?’ I ask, shocked.

‘Of course you do. Society rules, no one is forced into anything, it is all voluntarily. You can walk away anytime; no one will stop you. Of course, the downside of that is that you can never come back, never see Master Philip again, never belong to The Society again.’

I look at her in agony, never see Master Philip again? I have trouble breathing for a moment in panic, before I decide. ‘I’ll do it. If that is what Master Philip wants for me, then I will do it.’

‘Good girl, now be quiet and watch.’

For the first time, I pay attention to what is on the film set. It’s a room setting, a man and woman are sitting on a sofa waiting for instructions.  The man called Eddie calls ‘Action’ and the couple begin kissing.

He starts by partially stripping her off and they are making out, when another man enters the room. He seems to be a flat-mate judging by the dialogue. The first man invites him to join them, which he does. Slowly they strip the girl completely naked as they play with her, then disposing of their own clothing, they proceed to have sex with her. There are blow jobs, pussy eating, spit-roasting where they enter her mouth and pussy at the same time, and all being filmed for posterity.

When Eddie calls ‘Cut’, K leads me out of the studios and back to the buggy.

‘Am I really going to be gang banged on film?’ I ask.

‘Afraid so. Your Master has asked for you to be fucked by several black guys at a time.’

‘Several black guys?’

‘Yes. It’s another fetish that men have. Blacks usually have bigger cocks and Masters like to see you take them inside you. It also looks good on film, their black monsters against your pale white skin.’

‘Have you had it done to you, Mistress?’

‘More times that I can count. You see, some people use it against you as a punishment. Others see it as a reward. I often ask for it to happen.’

‘Does it hurt?’

‘No, it’s not a rape you know. Three or four guys make love to you. They concentrate as much on your pleasure as their own.’

‘You make it sound as if it isn’t that bad, I guess I’ll have to accept it then.’

‘Good, because the first one is scheduled for tomorrow afternoon.’

‘The first one?’

‘Yes, what part of “movies plural” didn’t you understand?’

I don’t answer, just let it sink in.

To change the subject, K continues her tour of the site. ‘There are also other things here. That building houses the Whipmaster. He is expert at dishing out punishment with various whips and floggers and so on, to those who deserve it, or those who request it. You’ll have to visit him several times during your stay. It’s an all-inclusive package.

‘And that building houses the Specialist Film Unit. We came across the idea on a trip to Germany. Masters often want films of their slaves being subjected to unusual treatment for their collections. Such as being made to walk on a treadmill, in high heels. Or being strung up and hosed down, all sorts of things. We try to accommodate them if their request isn’t too bizarre and we film it has it happens.’

I nod dumbly as the reality of my situation sinks in. If that’s what my Master wants for me, then I must accept it ... I mustn’t let Master Philip down.
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Next stop is the pony stables. We pull up outside and watch as practically naked girls (and one man) are led out from the stables, clad only in body harnesses, bridle and bits, and footwear. Some are wearing running shoes but others have fancy, knee-length boots, sometimes with strange soles that emulate horse’s hooves.

The so called “ponies” are led to carts and strapped between the shafts. Then a driver climbs aboard and with a flick of the reins, the ponies are driven off.

K explains to me what is going on, as we watch. ‘These, obviously are the pony stables. Some people like to be used as ponies; others like to be pony cart drivers. When they are taken out to be driven, the ponies are completely under the control of their drivers, including sexually, so usually the drivers will run them around the camp, fuck them and then bring them back when they are finished.’

‘Are these ponies guests, staff, what?’ I ask.

‘A mixture. Some guests like to come here and drive ponies as they don’t have the opportunity to do it in their own lives. Some are guests who like to be used as ponies. Others are Kingswood staff just to make up the numbers when we are low, who either enjoy it, or they enjoy the extra pay they get by being ponies for the guests to use.’

‘You pay your slaves?’

‘Of course we do. Everyone has to live, some belong to Kingswood and others are owned by Masters out there,’ she points to the world outside Kingswood, ‘They go home each night. Some however, have Masters that insist on the slave working, to pay for their upkeep. Besides, everyone works better if they are getting rewarded for their efforts.’

‘Should I expect any reward from Master Philip for serving him?’

‘The honour of serving your beloved Master is your reward and is payment enough for a loyal slave.’

She looks me in the eyes and I can see she means it, and it’s not just propaganda to convince a slave, as part of her training. I take it on board.

‘Am I to be pony trained?’

‘Not properly, you won’t be with us that long. He didn’t request that you are trained but he wants you to see and experience it, just so you know what is involved. You may be required to pull a cart for his guests someday, for example. Come on, let’s go inside.’

I follow her into the stables. There are several men and a couple of women tending to the ponies, they are obviously staff not guests, as they wear the uniform of riding trousers and boots. ‘On the days I send you here, you will serve one of these trainers. They will teach you how to drive a cart and then pull a cart.’

‘Will I be dressed like them?’ I indicate the remaining ponies.

‘Of course you will,’ K replies. ‘When you are a pony, you will dress as a pony. Can’t have you thinking you are human, that would never do.’

She introduces me around to the trainers that are present, Isaac the Australian, Annika and Kasia (who I find out later are a couple) and lastly Viktor. ‘This is my personal trainer, when I’m having a pony day,’ says K. ‘He’s a right mean bastard. When he takes me out, he runs me hard, whips me mercilessly and then fucks me like a bitch,’ she says, casually.

‘No more than you deserve, you filthy, English whore,’ he replies.

‘Then why does Master Roger allow it?’

‘Oh, I ask for it. I made Roger give him the job of training me, I like a cruel pony driver.’

I look at Viktor and he gives me a sinister smile. A cold feeling runs down my spine.

‘Lady Gilchrist and I have a special understanding. Perhaps I’ll have the pleasure of sharing that understanding with you too.’

‘Oh no, Viktor. She’d not be able to stand it. I’ll let the others have her instead, I don’t want her broken.’

‘As you command, my lady.’ He goes back to finishing putting a head harness on an attractive pony girl, and I see her wince as he tightens the strap holding the bit in her mouth. Then he hangs bells from her pierced nipples. I watch her standing there in all her naked beauty, and I can almost feel the tight leather harness around my own body, constricting my body but at the same time accentuating my breasts and buttocks, and the taste of the leather bit in my mouth, prohibiting me from talking.

While I’m captivated by the images in front of me and also in my mind, it’s as if K can see what I’m thinking, and she reaches out and pulls her finger nail across my nipple repeatedly, naked underneath my blouse, as of course, I am forbidden to wear underwear.

After a moment, she grips my nipple between finger and thumb and slowly squeezes. My mouth opens but I cannot say anything as my throat has gone dry. She squeezes my nipple and then gives it a slight twist. Although it hurts, at the same time, I can feel myself get wet, down there. For some reason I cannot fathom, all I want her to do right then and there is to unbutton my blouse, take my breast in her mouth and bite my nipple. Even in front of all the people watching. But sadly, she doesn’t, she lets it go and tells me to follow her outside.

When we’re sitting in the buggy, she asks, ‘Did you like that?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ and I can feel my face go red.

She reaches across and fondles my other breast. Pulling and teasing my nipple.

‘Do you like it when I torture you?’

‘I’m not sure, the gardeners whip me and it’s fine, but when it’s you ... it feels different.’ I look away unable to meet her eyes. ‘I had never been dominated by a woman before I came to House Gilchrist. Sure, it’s painful, but it’s the way you touch me in between punishments. Tenderness between the violence, the contrast, I don’t know ... it’s confusing. Some days I look forward to you abusing me.’

‘And supposing I handed that task over to someone else?’

‘Would you be there?’

‘Yes, I would watch every last thing I told them to do to you.’

‘Then that would be nearly as good as if you did it yourself.’

‘In that case you may find this next location interesting.’
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We drive around for a while as K shows me the camp. Occasionally we pass men leading nude women on leashes, out taking the air, it seems, as you would walk a dog. A man on a horse while a naked girl runs alongside of him. Nobody bats an eyelid. K shows me the paths through the woods, the cabins dotted around on the hills, the lake, there’s even a race track, for racing the ponies, she tells me. We drive there and there are a couple of ponies in harness in the carts, who appear to be racing against each other, while a few spectators appear to be betting on who wins.

Eventually, she drives off into the woods and after we are about five minutes away from the rest of the camp, she pulls into a clearing that seems to be populated with tents. We dismount the buggy and she leads me past the tents to the centre of activity. I can’t believe my eyes at first. There are three men in army fatigues and they are abusing a couple of naked women. In the clearing there are all sorts of devices for restraint. X frames, metal cages, structures dug into the earth that allow a person to be positioned on all fours, pits so that someone can be buried up to their necks, and so on. Ropes dangle from the trees, allowing a person to be strung up and suspended while they are being tortured.

One of the ‘soldiers’ is fucking a woman who is tied to a table, stretched across it, restrained by her wrists. The other prisoner is being spanked with a flogger, by another soldier, as she is draped across his knee.

The third soldier spots us and comes across to greet us. ‘Lady Gilchrist, nice to see you.’

‘Morning, Sarge. I’m just showing our latest recruit around.’

‘Will you be putting her through here.’

‘Possibly. Anyway, ignore us, carry on with what you’re doing.’

She motions me to one of the camp chairs and we sit and watch as the soldiers continue abusing the women.

After asking for permission, I ask, ‘Who are these women?’

‘One of the services we offer is Escape and Evasion courses. A guest either puts themselves through it, or puts their slave in. They wager a sum of money that once they are let loose in the woods, they can avoid capture for 48 hours. The site covers 50 acres so they have a good chance. If they do, we pay them the same amount.

‘If they get caught however, then they are interrogated for a further twenty-four hours to confess a codeword they’ve been given to remember. If they resist interrogation, then we pay them the money. If they crack and give the game away, then they forfeit the prize money.’

‘Is it always the slaves that get put through this?’

‘Not at all. Many female Doms have paid to willingly go through this. I myself have been through several times.’

‘Will I get put through this?’

‘As I told the Sarge, possibly. It depends on how you manage the other things first. You really should have an Amber Tag to be tough enough to survive this, and you’ve not even earned your Green Tag yet.’

‘Other things?’

Yes, you have to see the Whipmaster several times to toughen you up. And then there’s the fucking you’ll get every night.’

‘Who will that be from?’

‘Depends, tonight it will be Mr. Powell, as manager he gets first crack at all new slaves ... after Master Roger and I that is. Other nights it might be him or a member of staff, or even a guest who has taken a fancy to you, who knows?’

‘If you bring me here ... will you stay and watch what they do to me?’ (For some reason it is becoming increasingly important to me, that K either carries out my punishments, or at least stays to watch someone else abuse me.)

She reaches over and takes my hand. ‘I wouldn’t miss it for the world.’

As we are talking, the Sarge, as K called him, has swapped places with the guy who is fucking the woman on the table. The woman who is being spanked gets tied to a tree, where her tormentor takes a whip to her.

We watch this torture and sexual abuse of the prisoners for a while, until K decides it is time to go back to the Lodge.

As late afternoon approaches while K has been filling me on my duties at Kingswood, she reminds me to report to Reception so I can help with setting out the restaurant for dinner and then help with serving. Once the restaurant has closed and been cleaned up, I can go to my room and wait for Mr. Powell to visit.

‘Will I not be spending the night with you, Mistress?’

‘No, I’m going home, I have a wife and kids waiting for me. I will spend nights here with you if we have a busy day, or an early start next morning, but you should get used to being in your room alone each night, so you are available for sex, if required. Apart from any guest that may take a fancy to you, there are many on the staff, male and female, that will take the opportunity to have a go at you, once word gets around that you are available and cannot say no.’

‘So I’m simply to be used as a sex object for the duration of my stay?’

‘Exactly, I’m so glad you catch on quick.’ She gives me a kiss and heads out to speak to Reception.
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DARK PLEASURES
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K and I have a late breakfast in her room, as filming will take place over the lunch period and well into the afternoon. There’ll be pauses for snacks and ‘cups of tea’ (we are British after all) K explains, but Eddie, the director, doesn’t want to have too long a break, as the actors lose their drive (despite Viagra) and the set goes ‘cold’ as he puts it.

After breakfast, K has me shower wearing a shower-cap, so my hair doesn’t get wet and we have to wait for it to dry. Then she dresses me in just a plain floral dress that the wardrobe department sent up, with nothing on underneath. ‘This way when you strip, there aren’t any elastic marks on your body. They can be distracting,’ she explains.

When the time comes, we get onto one of the golf carts and she drives me to Bluebird Film Studios. She leads me past the receptionist and onto the set where she hands me over to Eddie.

‘All clean and sweet smelling, I see. Good, good. My lads are getting showered now. We won’t be using condoms as they are all recently tested for STD’s and passed. They are disease and drug free. K will attest to how careful we are at Bluebird, and can vouch for their cleanliness. She frolics with them quite often, so if she thinks they’re safe, then you can be sure they are.’

‘“Performs with them” surely, not “frolics with them”,’ interjects K.

‘It’s only a performance if the camera is filming it,’ he replies.

‘Okay, you’ve got me there, I do it purely for the sport.’

‘Ah, here are the boys, let me introduce you. Lenny, Bas and Django. Boys meet Amy, say hello boys.’

The “boys” are dressed like street gangstas, you know, cap on backwards, over-sized basketball tee-shirts, hoodies and trainers. I get the shock of my life when one of them says, ‘Good afternoon, ma’am, nice to meet you. Amy, is it? You sure are an attractive woman, I hope we can have some fun together. The secret is just relax and let us guide you ... it’ll be fun.’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ agree the other two.

‘Lady K, nice to see you too, here to see your protégé in action? Hope it won’t be too long before you come and visit us again.’

‘I’ve got you booked in for Thursday next week.’

‘Nice,’ is his reply.

Eddie leads us over to the set. There are some fake walls, with a door that looks as if it opens, surrounding a sofa and a bed. ‘We’re not making a proper film with a script and everything, but it helps to have some sort of staging, instead of Amy just laying there while they take it in turns with her. We want some context here to give it a bit of class.

‘Bas here will play your boyfriend. You’re sitting looking at your iPad, playing a game or whatever, when he smooths his way onto you and you’re kissing and he is slowly stripping you off. Before you’re completely naked, he’ll take his dick out and you start sucking on it.

‘Then the doorbell goes, so you both cover yourself up and Amy answers the door. It’s Bas’ friends, Lenny and Django and you get them drinks. They ask Bas what he’s been up to and he says he was about to get it on with Amy before they rang the doorbell. They’re jealous. To make them even more jealous, he asks you to open your dress and show them what they’re missing.

‘Amy, you oblige by dropping your dress and giving them a twirl so they get a good look at you. “She any good?” they ask. Bas responds by telling you to drop to your knees and show them what he’s getting every night. They pull down their shorts, and you take each of them in hand and then after a while, in your mouth. The boys respond by the one who you are not sucking, playing with your body.

‘Eventually, Bas tells them to take it over to the bed, where the three of them strip off and go to work on you, Amy. From there we just let things go naturally, the boys will take it in turns to screw you for a while before handing you off to another. You’re job Amy is just ... if you see a dick near you, grab it and if you can reach it, put it in your mouth and suck on it.

‘It won’t be a formal shoot with set pieces. For my part, there will be a fixed camera for long shots, a couple of cameras moving around for angles. The only time I’ll interrupt, will be to set things up for a close up on a cum shot or a 3-way. Apart from that, we’ll just let it run. So take your time, have fun, and I want to see you make Amy come, often. Okay?’

‘Okay,’ the boys agree. Eddie looks at me and I nod, too nervous to speak. Everyone takes their position, Bas on the sofa, the boys behind the fake door, and they’re just waiting for me. K takes me by the arm and whispers quietly in my ear, ‘Relax, they’re going to make love to you, not rape you. Not many girls get a chance like this so enjoy the hell out of it.’

‘What’s a 3-way?’ I ask.

‘One in your pussy, one in your arse and one in your mouth.’

‘Oh.’

‘Don’t worry, you’ll love it, it’s a mind-blowing experience the first time.’

I take my place next to Bas. My hands are shaking so much holding the iPad that I have to rest it on my thighs to stop shaking. Bas slides his arm around my shoulders and asks what I’m doing? I say playing a game. He gently pushes the iPad away and starts kissing me. After a while he unbuttons my dress and starts playing with my boobs. Soon he pulls his shorts down and leans my hand towards his dick. I’ve never seen one so big outside the movies. I take it in hand a stroke it, I’m afraid of what that might do to me when he puts it inside me, but like when it came to letting the gardeners fuck me, it was too late now so I might as well make the most of it and enjoy it. It’s grown hard and large in my hand and I have to stretch my mouth to get it in. Most men’s cocks would slide straight to the back of my throat but this is too big. I work on him for a while, fancying it up by not just sucking on him, but licking his balls and his cock. Then the doorbell rings and I’m actually excited for what’s going to happen next.

Well, Eddie already explained what happens on the sofa so I’ll skip straight to the bed section of the movie. As K said, these guys are professionals and very well practised. I’m never left alone for a moment; there is always at least one of them with his hand or his mouth on my vital parts, but it’s usually all of them.

They take their time with me to make sure I am fully aroused and massively wet before one of them enters my pussy. He pulls out, another rolls me over and takes me from behind. It goes on and on. There always seem to be at least two of them in contact with me. My mouth is nearly always full with cock. And I will say this for these boys, they are very gentle with me, as K said they would be. None of this choking me or slapping my face, spitting on me or in my mouth, as you see in the movies. They give me a few slaps on the arse as they take me from behind or I am straddling them cowgirl style, but I don’t mind that.

This goes on for some time, and I must admit I climax several times myself from the novelty of being fucked by three experienced porn stars such as these, and I’m thinking, ‘My God, these boys have some staying power’’ when one of them holds his hands up and says, ‘I’m gonna nut.’ (I think he is using that American expression, “I’m gonna bust a nut,” which means he is going to shoot his load).

Eddie calls a halt and they take me off the bed and put me on my knees as the three guys surround me. Eddie brings the cameras in for close-ups as I suck and wank the three of them standing over me, until eventually, one by one, they shoot their load across my face or into my waiting mouth, bukkake style. I know what is expected of me – to be the complete whore, so I suck them until they are empty, then I scoop the spunk spattered across my face, into my mouth and swallow it. The camera only about a foot away from my face.

Eddie calls a break and someone from wardrobe rushes out and wipes my face clean with wet wipes, then sends me off to wash my face.

‘How was that? K asks me when I return.

‘I don’t know, it was fun but I don’t know how to process it yet.’ I drink some water as I’m dehydrated from the sex session and the hot lights.

‘Well, don’t let it get too much in your head, you haven’t finished yet. There’s still the 3-way to film.’

‘Do I have to do that?’

‘I’m insisting on it. It’s a unique feeling having every hole in your body filled at the same time, and I want you to get used to it.’

‘Why, is it the sort of thing that will happen to me often?’

‘At least once a week while you’re in training with us.’

‘Oh.’

‘Now back to work with you, Amy. You’ve plenty more orgasms inside you.’ She slaps me on my bare arse and sends me back to the set, for another round of fucking.
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Time is dragging on so this next session is just about them fucking me, no finesse and no longer taking time to gently arouse me, this time it’s straight, ‘Fuck, Amy like a sex toy.’ On my back, on my front, legs over their shoulders, doggy fashion, and in each position, someone has their cock in my mouth. Either straddling me and fucking my mouth, or just putting it in and letting me suck on it. They even spit-roast me which I’ve never had done to me before ... interesting, to say the least.

As there is to be no foreplay, when they lay me on the bed, legs spread, they squirted a generous amount of lubricant into my pussy and my arse, so I know what’s coming next. In between fucking me, they take it in turns to sodomise me. First Lenny, then Bas then Django. It’s not that bad, I’ve been buggered before by my older lovers and some of Master Philip’s friends, but due to my recent daily habit of wearing an ever-expanding butt plug, I can cope with it. I even manage to squeeze out an orgasm or two myself, but I’ve never been stretched so wide before, but it’s just to prepare me for the next bit.

The 3-way finally comes around. I straddle Bas, who sticks it up my pussy. Lenny kneels between Bas’ legs and sticks his tree trunk up my backside, and finally Django stands over Bas and puts his cock in my mouth. Holding my head, he starts to fuck my mouth. I know he has had his cock in my arse earlier, but I do my best to ignore that and carry on like a good little whore.

K was right – it is a unique feeling. Three guys thrusting their big dicks into me all at the same time. I can’t help it, I rub my clit just to get the maximum experience on such a rare occasion. I feel like I’m going to explode or be ripped apart by all that is happening to me at once. As for the boys, they are like dogs humping a cushion, just a sex doll for them to abuse.

I don’t know if it is deliberate but they let me come before they finish themselves. Then they let go, each orgasm closely filmed on camera. Django lets go first so he shoots directly onto my face. When it is Lenny’s turn, he pulls out and comes over my arse crack. Closely followed by Bas and he pulls out of my arse and comes all over my pussy.

On Eddies instructions I lay quietly, eyes forced shut from the cum on my face, as he has the cameraman take long lingering shots of my body where it is soaked in cum.

When he calls ‘CUT’ and they wipe my face clean, K is waiting with a dressing gown for me and she walks me over to the shower to clean up. When I’m dry, she helps me on with my dress as I’m exhausted and a little unsteady on my feet.

‘Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. I’ll take you back to the Lodge and put you to bed. I’ll order us up some lunch, then I’ll let you sleep. You’re off duty until tomorrow.’

‘What do you have planned for me tomorrow?’ I ask.

‘Tomorrow, I have you booked in with the Whipmaster. I want to see how you take a professional whipping.’
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THE WHIPMASTER
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That Whipmaster is a real cunt if you ask me. I know he is good at his job but he doesn’t have to enjoy it so much, does he? I know he doesn’t like women, Mistress K informs me he is gay, but he doesn’t have to make it so obvious, when he has one of us females “under the whip” as they call it.

True to her word, K took me to see him the next day. As usual I just wear a summer dress with no underwear. She puts a collar and leash around my neck and leads me everywhere. The Whipmaster hardly spoke to me, just issuing commands in his guttural French. As ordered, I strip off and he cuffs me in comfortable, padded cuffs, at wrist and ankle. He fastens the ankle cuffs to ring bolts set in the floor so my legs are apart, not far, just enough to give me a stable base. Then he clips the wrist cuffs together and the to a chain dangling from the ceiling. Only it’s not just a chain – it’s an electric hoist which he uses to raise my arms over my head then on upwards until I am stretched tight. To get the tension right, he pulls me up onto tiptoe, and then lowers it slightly, so I am at full stretch but not supporting myself on my toes, thank God.

Picking up a whip he asks K, ‘Stripes?’

‘Yes, give her a few just so everyone can see she has passed through your hands.’

‘Bien sûr,’ he replies, which I find out later means ‘Of course’. He proceeds to strike me with the whip, painfully, across my back buttocks and legs. Moving around to my front, he whips me again across my breasts, belly and thighs. Even I can see that within a few moments, those few strokes have brought up red welts on my body.

K is watching with interest. ‘Okay, that will do for that. I want you to go onto the localised pain spots, you know ... the ones you do so well.’

He nods in acceptance of the compliment and changes whips. This one is thinner, and the end seems to have some kind of small stone, about the size of a pea, sewn into it, for want of a better description. He walks around me casually flicking me with the end of the whip. This is more targeted than the first whipping and as he walks, the bastard hums cheerfully to himself.

The resulting pain from this whip is incredible, and the sting lives on. Each bite of the whip is like being stabbed with a needle or stung by a bee, but worse than that, his aim each time is for a vital spot. Each and every blow lands on a nipple or an armpit, pussy lips, or at the top of the crack of your arse, on your coccyx. Each blow on your ear or belly button, behind the knee, on an elbow, or a kneecap, brings a sudden, sharp explosion of pain, that startles the mind and makes your brain spike.

It may not sound that much, but when he has spent 30 seconds working on your pussy lips, or a full minute alternating between each nipple, you will begin to understand how painful and debilitating it is. I have been spanked before, I even liked it, and Master Philip used to let some of his friends take a belt to my arse, but I have never felt such an intense, consistent, deliberate application of pain, and within about 10 minutes, I am gibbering like an idiot and promising anything if he will only stop.

K watches all this dispassionately and finally orders him to stop abusing me and let down. I’m kneeling on the floor, unable to stand yet as my legs are like jelly. If I hadn’t been strung up, I’d have fallen over. She says to me, ‘It is traditional that once someone has been whipped, to give their torturer oral sex as a sign of submission. As he is gay, and not interested in sex with you, I’ve asked one of the studs from the Bluebird studios over to accept your submission. Come in Johnny.’

A white guy comes in and greets her. ‘Take a seat,’ she tells him. ‘She’ll be over in a minute. Go to it, Amy.’

I try to stand up but my legs are still all rubber. K nudges me with her foot and says, ‘If you can’t stand, crawl over but homage must be paid. Failure to do so will mean that your next session with the Whipmaster will start now.’

Fearful of that happening, I do my best and walk over on my hands and knees, to where Johnny is sitting. I try to undo his zip but my hands are still shaking and he has to help me out.

I take him in my mouth and try to suck him as best as I can. I must be doing something right as after a time, he reaches orgasm, and dumps his load in my mouth. Afraid that K will be displeased if I spill any, I swallow what I can but some leaks out of my mouth, so I quickly scoop it back in and take it down my throat. As a thought that might win me bonus points, I say, ‘Thank you for your sperm, Master.’

‘Thanks for that. Right, Lady K, I’ll wait for your call next time.’

‘It’ll be a few days yet, but I let you know when she needs your cock.’

‘Anytime, Lady K.’ He leaves us.

K reconnects the lead to my collar and orders me to stand. She hands me my dress but stops me when I try to put it on. ‘No, we’re not driving back, we’re walking and you wil be naked so everyone can see you’ve been to the Whipmaster. Some might feel sorry for you, some might gloat. Now follow me.’

She leads me out of the building and into the sunlight. ‘Today’s lesson, Amy, is that you will be whipped harshly and often, certainly while you are here anyway. Your job is to get used to it, and also be able to function despite the pain, which I why I made you suck off Johnny although that was the least sexy thing you wanted to do at that moment.

‘It is not up to you to choose the time of your of pain or your pleasure, and the worst times will be when you are called on to pleasure your superiors, when you are at your lowest. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress. I understand my only purpose is to serve.’

‘Good girl, you’re learning.’

We arrive at the Lodge and go into Reception. As we stand in front of the desk, I am slouching and trying to cover myself by holding my scrunched-up dress in front of me. K notices, ‘Stand up straight girl. Hold your dress at your side.’ Then she stands there wordlessly watching as I do that, I stand naked and tall, despite the humiliating red welts across my body. A middle-aged couple walk across Reception, and as they must be into the whipping and punishing game themselves, they smile appreciatively and commend K on her work. I have been beaten like an animal and they applaud it.

K arranges with a receptionist for me to be taken to the Spa to relax for a couple of hours. ‘Oh, and then give her to the kitchen staff. They can do what they like with her, just as long as dinner isn’t late. Goodbye, Amy, see you tomorrow.’

The receptionist takes my leash and leads me off to the Spa.
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WELCOME TO THE HUNT
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‘What exactly is the Fox Hunt this weekend that everyone is talking about, Mistress? You said you’d explain it to me when it was relevant.’

‘Yes, I did, didn’t I. Well, as I said, Society members bring along their slaves to be hunted in the forests of Kingswood as if they were actual foxes. We set them loose into the woods, then the members jump onto quad-bikes and hunt them down.’

‘What happens when they catch them?’

‘Basically, they fuck ‘em. Once they’ve done the dirty deed, the hunter stamps them with one of those stamps they use in night clubs, then he releases them to be hunted by other members. Every hunter has a unique stamp, and at the end of the day, we count up the stamps on each girl and they’re credited to each particular hunter. The one who stamped the most slaves, is the winner.’

‘You’re not going to put me in the hunt, are you?’

‘Why do you think I’ve been making you run a lot?’

I gasp and my mouth drops open.

‘Relax, I’m just messing with you. During the day and at the evening feast, we need lots of serving girls to wait on the Society members. Not all of the Masters take part in the hunt; they just bring their slaves along and put them in ... for the exercise I suppose. My husband stays with those people at the Lodge, so there will be many who need serving while the hunt takes place.’

I can see where this is going. ‘By serving, you mean ...?’

‘Normally yes, but we’re saving you for something special, so you’ll only have to serve them drinks and food. And then in the evening, we have a feast and prizes are awarded to the person with the most catches that day. Then ... and this is the bit you’ll like ... we have an auction for charity.’

‘What do you auction?’

‘One of the slaves. In the past, sometimes it’s been me, other times it has been Nicky, or other Kingswood staff, tonight it will be you.’

‘But you can’t sell me, I belong to Master Philip!’

‘Oh, don’t panic, they only get to use you for the night. You’re handed back to us in the morning.’

‘But I don’t think Master Philip would like it.’

‘When we were making the agreement to train you, Philip made it quite clear that we were free to do whatever we thought was necessary to make you into the perfect slave for him, he trusts us. Why do you think we’ve been training you to submit to any Master or Mistress that makes demands of you? You know the rules, no one is forced to do anything they don’t want to ... if you don’t like it, you can always leave.’

‘No, please, I want to do this for Master Philip, if it’s what he wants, then I’ll do it.’

K looks at me and gives a quiet smile. ‘Good girl, you’re beginning to understand and accept that our feelings don’t matter. To serve our Master how he wants us to, is the greatest duty ... and the greatest reward ... for any slave.’

‘I understand, Mistress. So, what will happen during the day?’

‘I will play the Mistress of the Hunt as Brandy McPhee,’ she quotes her porn actress name. ‘She’s very popular with the punters who come for the hunt. Which means I get to be arrogant and insult them, and they love it. I’ll be on horseback and ride around the site for a while, just to make sure that everything is running smoothly, and everyone is behaving themselves.

‘At the end of the hunt, the foxes are called in and their stamps are counted up. As the hunt is specifically for the slaves to be caught and fucked, any that have three stamps or less get punished, as they are there to pleasure the Masters, not hide in the bushes. It defeats the purpose of being in the hunt.

‘Then we have a buffet lunch, where you will be serving. The foxes are taken away and cleaned up. In the evening, we have the feast. You will serve Master Roger and I, the hunter with the most stamps will have first pick of the foxes to serve him during the meal, and then the rest of the night.

‘The rest of the hunters get to choose a fox and she belongs to him for the night. After the feast, when everyone is half-cut, we have the auction to raise money for the local orphanage. This is where they will get to bid on you. Whoever pays the most, gets to take you to bed. It’s why we are keeping you clean and virginal for the day, whoever wins will be paying a lot of money, so he doesn’t want to be the fourth or fifth person who has had you that day.’

‘So, I will only have to submit to one man?’ I ask hopefully.

‘Yes ... unless of course two or more men form a syndicate to outbid the others, then you may have to entertain a few men. I shouldn’t worry about that; it only happened to me once.’

‘Have you been auctioned many times at the hunt?’ I ask, staggered that such a high Mistress would have to suffer being auctioned off.

‘Oh, it’s not just at the hunt, but at various Society functions around the world. People will pay a lot to fuck Brandy McPhee, the porn star. My Master loves to humiliate me like that ... it’s why I love him.’

‘Has Nicky also been auctioned off?’

‘Often. She’ll be in this hunt but only as a fox, not to get auctioned off, just claimed to serve one of the hunters.’

‘But what if nobody bids for me?’ I ask.

‘Don’t worry, I’ll be running the auction and I know how to sell a girl. The bragging rights alone to have spent the night with a slave trained by Brandy McPhee and Roger Gilchrist, are worth a small fortune by themselves.’
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It’s the day of the Fox Hunt. All the serving girls like me (or ‘wenches’ as we will be called for the day) are just wearing silk French Maid outfits and high heels, with no underwear. The skirt is short and shows everything if you bend over, and the pinafore front barely covers your naked breasts. Every time there is a gust of air, your nipples stand out through the flimsy material.

Mistress K made a point of dressing me and doing my hair and makeup herself. When she had finished (and I must admit I look fantastic) she stands me up and says, ‘Just one final touch.’ Taking a black felt tipped pen, she writes something on my bare back. (Oh God, I hope it washes off!) When she is done, I keep twisting around, trying to see what she has written, in the mirror. Eventually she tells me, ‘Stop wriggling around. Here, I’ll take a picture and then you can see what it says.’ I stand still as she photographs me, not only my back but various poses in my maid’s outfit. ‘I’ve just emailed them to you so you can keep them for posterity. Your first auction, you’ll be glad you did. I’ll send these to your Master as well, he’ll be pleased.’

I’m not allowed access to my phone or email while I’m in training (too distracting they say. They like a slave to be totally isolated from the outside world and focussed only on them) so she shows me the result on her phone. On my left shoulder blade she has written the word, TO, on my right, the word BE and down my spine AUCTIONED.

So it looks like this:

TO  BE

A

U

C

T

I

O

N

E

D
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‘There, that will stop anyone pawing at you during the day, or demanding sex.’ She looks at her watch, ‘Right, it’s time, let’s go.’ I follow her out of the room as we head for the lift.
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Mistress K is mounted on the back of a horse, issuing commands to the stewards, as she smokes a cigar. I watched/helped her get ready for her role as Mistress of the Hunt. She looks magnificent, made up to the nines, heavy black eye makeup, lipstick and nail varnish. Dressed in a black, military style outfit, riding trousers and boots, military style jacket with two rows of shiny, metal buttons down the front. To top it all off she wears a peaked cap, dark glasses, leather gloves and a riding crop. Very scary and very sexy. Even I got a quiver in my pussy when she had finished dressing in that outfit.

She waves to the stewards and the foxes are brought from pen they are being held in. (Yes, they are being treated as animals, but isn’t that the point of the day?)

As it’s mid-summer, and a hot day, the foxes are naked except for running shoes/trainers, and a collar. The idea of the collar is that it has a tracker on it, so if a girl goes missing, they can track her down. It can also be used by the fox as an emergency alert beacon. Each of the girls has a back pack with water, some energy bars (and toilet paper, in case you were wondering about that). They stand there before the assembled crowd, bodies glistening in the sunlight, as they have been rubbed down with suntan oil by the stewards.

Nicky is in the group and she catches my eye. As she came to my room one night and had sex with me, I feel I should acknowledge her, so I give a little wave, to which she responds with a nod, not wanting to draw attention to herself by waving back.

K briefs the foxes one last time, the beepers on their collars are tested, and then they are let loose in the camp grounds. They follow their instructions and run off in different directions into the woods.

Someone calls out from the crowd of twenty or so hunters who have gathered around K to hear her orders, ‘Are you going to be auctioned off tonight, Brandy?’

‘You should be so lucky,’ she replies. She points at me with her riding crop. ‘No, tonight we have a special treat for you. Amy ... a brand-new slave who is being trained by Sir Roger and I. She’s only half way through her training so far, but boy, this girl has learnt a lot! Roger and I can personally guarantee that she is some Grade A pussy.

‘Amy, drop the pinafore top and show the nice men, your nice titties, and then lift your skirt. C’mon, let the dog see the rabbit ... or in this case, the wolves see the pussy.’ I do as ordered and hesitantly pull down my top so my breasts are exposed, then lift my skirt so my bare (but neatly trimmed) pussy is on display. I am red-faced with embarrassment but relieved to hear am appreciative murmur from the crowd of hunters.

‘Now then, you sex-crazed, avaricious bastards, I have marked her so there can be no excuse for groping her or feeling her up ... lookee but no touchee, got it? Someone will be paying a lot of money for the pleasure of her company tonight, and they don’t want your fingerprints all over her, so as a reminder not to get handy or to finger her, I have labelled her. Turn around, Amy.’

I turn round and there is a gasp, and then a ripple of amusement in the crowd as they can all see the words indicating I am to be left alone, as my future is written on my back. TO BE AUCTIONED.

I go to pull my top up again but K tells me, ‘Leave it down, Amy. Let them get a good look at you, so they are tempted and want you, and so pay a lot. Charidee and all that.’

I’m nudged by one of the other serving wenches (a real waitress who works in the restaurant) and she gives me a tray full of stirrup cups containing brandy, to distribute amongst the hunters.

I hand them all out but keep one for K, and make my way to her and offer it up to her. She takes it and then removing her glasses gives me a wink. Looking up at her, she looks so brutal and domineering and yet somehow strangely sensual in that outfit, I get a weird flutter in my chest, and wish she would climb down from the horse and take me ... roughly. (What’s happening to me? This woman is constantly being cruel to me, so why am I falling under her spell?)

Putting her dark glasses back on, and looking her meanest, she calls the crowd to order.

‘Listen up, you crowd of reprobates, you dogs, it’s time to make the traditional Kingswood Fox Hunt toast ... and what do we say? We say, “Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em!”.’

‘Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em!’ comes back the cry from the gathered hunters, before emptying the stirrup cup of brandy down their throats.

‘To your machines!’ she cries, at which everyone puts their stirrup cup back on my tray and runs off to the car park, where an assortment of quad-bikes is waiting. They climb aboard and one by one roar off into the grounds of Kingswood.

I’m still standing there like an idiot, holding the tray and looking up at her. K looks at me and smiles; for some reason my nipples are erect, despite there being no breeze. Leaning down K teases one of them with her riding crop, then touches me on the shoulder with it. ‘Tomorrow when you are released, spend the rest of the day in the Spa, relax, recover. The next day we shall go pony carting. My plan is to work you hard and fuck you hard, over the next couple of weeks at Kingswood. Will that be okay?’

I’m full of an emotion I can’t describe, it’s more than just lust. I want to say, ‘Yes please, Mistress,’ but I’m too choked to speak, so I just nod. She wheels her horse around and rides off without a backward glance. I make my way back to the Lodge, legs trembling and the cups rattling on the tray.

~~~
[image: ]


The day goes on, as the hunters arrive back to the Lodge when the air horns signalling the end of the hunt are sounded. The men return to the Lodge and wait for the foxes to drift back, one by one. Each girl has her stamps counted and then the stewards lead them off to the pens, where they will be fed, cleaned and then used sexually, if required by the stewards. (Perks of the job.)

I have helped with setting up the tables and laying out the cold buffet on it. Long trestle tables are been arranged in a U formation on the grass by the car park, and another trestle placed a yard or so back from the two forks of the U. It would have made a square if placed closer. This one is not covered with a table cloth and I am puzzled as to its purpose.

K has returned by now and is sitting by Master Roger and chatting happily away with the hunters as they arrive back, and join them at the table. I try to cover up my boobs but K has explicitly ordered me to keep them exposed, while issuing instructions to the other serving girls to remain covered up.

This means I am the only wench that is flashing her naked tits at all the men, of which they are most appreciative. Being the only one semi-naked like this, it catches the eye, and attracts the looks of the men, which I assume K is doing to drive my price up at auction. I find this deeply humiliating, never having been on display to so many strangers before ... and yet, also strangely arousing.

When all the hunters are back, and all the foxes are safely accounted for, we serve lunch. As the meal progresses, I watch K laughing and joking with the hunters, but her attention is mainly on Roger. I have never seen such devotion and love from a slave to her Master and vice-versa.

I only hope that one day my own Master will look at me with such love and longing. I am determined to do whatever it takes to make it so. No matter how much he wants to beat me, humiliate me, degrade me or loan me out to others for their pleasure, I will happily obey and submit.

Later, one of the stewards brings K a clipboard, which she shows to Roger, before standing up and calling for silence.

‘LISTEN UP, YOU FUCKERS! I have here the final results of today’s count. The winner with six stamps ... I repeat ... six stamps, is Master Owen. A big hand for Master Owen and may I personally ask if he is for hire, and how much he charges for a weekend?’

There is a rapturous round of applause and cheering for Master Owen, who stands up and sheepishly takes a bow. ‘I only managed it because I imagined each one was you, Brandy,’ he answers gallantly, which earns him another round of applause and cheers. K bows then raises her glass to him, which he does in return, followed by everyone else, and they toast him and then K.

Once they have all settled down and are seated again, K announces another rule to be followed. ‘As the winner, this means Master Owen gets first pick of the foxes to wait on him tonight at the feast, followed by Sir Roger and I, then you dickless wonders get to choose which fox shall be your serving wench and then your bed partner for the night.

‘I imagine I shall get the usual complaints next morning from the girls, about you lot being useless fuckers who can hardly get it up. Boys, a tip for you ... if you can’t cut the mustard, you can at least lick the jar!’

This causes an immediate response from the crowd, cheering and wolf-whistling, and the throwing of the occasion grape or bread roll at the head of the table.

‘All right, all right, you rowdy lot, settle down, we have business to conduct,’ K quietens them down. ‘Sadly, we have three foxes who have three or less stamps on their bodies, for which they need to be punished for letting down the Masters. They are here to be hunted for the Master’s pleasure, and if they hide away so they cannot be caught and fucked, then they are cheating the Masters.

‘They will now be brought forth and punished. Amy, go with the stewards and bring the slaves here for judgement.’

I’m surprised that she asked me to carry out this task, but I follow one of the stewards to the pen where I saw the foxes gather before the hunt. Most of the foxes are now inside the barn, being washed and fed and ... whatevered, by the stewards, so there are only three girls left in the pen. They are still naked, they are handcuffed, chained together by their collars. Each one looking more miserable than the last.

The steward opens the gate, takes their leash and hands it to me, indicating I should lead them to the table. I do it feeling shame and embarrassment that I am leading fellow slave girls to where I know they will be punished for failing in their duty. We arrive back at the luncheon and the steward lines the girls up in front of the bare, trestle table.

K stands up and addresses them. ‘You three, are you aware of why you have been singled out? What your crime is?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ they mumble.

‘You cheated the Masters. You did not make yourself available to be caught and fucked by these hunters, which was the only reason you were here in the first place. Now then, you have two choices ... accept my punishment or walk away unharmed, but no longer attached to your Masters or The Society. Which is it to be?’

They look bashfully at each other before all of them finally agreeing, ‘Punishment, Mistress.’

‘Very well then, ten strokes each with the cat o’ nine tails. Your Master will be pleased; you don’t shame him.’

‘Amy, help the steward restrain them.’ The girls are turned round and I finally see the purpose of the bare table. Still chained to each other by the neck, he uncuffs them and bends them over the table, their rear ends facing the top table. He pulls their arms across the table and I help him fasten their cuffs to the ring bolts dangling under the table. Then he takes the cat, handed to him by another steward and flogs them, each with five strokes across the back, working his way down the line. Then he works his way back, five strokes on the buttocks for the first girl, another five for the second girl, then he stops and hands the cat to me. ‘You do the last one,’ he orders.

Wait, no! I can’t whip her. I’m here to be whipped, not to whip someone else. In confusion, I look at K who is sipping her drink and watching the proceedings. I make an appeal to her to give me a pass on this, ‘But, Mistress ... I can’t hit her...’ but she puts her drink down and informs me, ‘Do it, Amy, or you will be tied next to them and given ten strokes of your own, plus the five you didn’t give the girl, auction or no auction.’

My insides collapse but if it is a case of her or me, then it damned well won’t be me. Feeling resentful and angry that this stupid girl has got me into this situation, I hit her as hard as I can across her arse, five times. She cries out after each stroke but I continue.

When it is over, the girls are released from the table. I lead them back to the pen, still chained together by the neck. I feel guilty but try to mitigate that emotion by telling myself that they deserved their punishment as they did cheat the Masters, and it was only fair. I would never shame my Master like that, by making others think he hadn’t trained me to obey properly and didn’t have me under his control. They were lucky it wasn’t more than ten strokes each.

When we reach the pen, the girl that I whipped stares me out, challenging me. It strikes something cold inside me and I snap at her, ‘Don’t you glare at me. Do you want to go back to the table? It will be a damned sight more than ten strokes this time, and I won’t be reluctant to punish you this go around.’

Her face drops and she looks down at the floor. ‘No, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress. It won’t happen again.’

‘See that it doesn’t,’ I say and walk off. Inside me something a little cruel does a skip and a jump. I realise now why K made me take part and beat the girl. Showing me the other side of the coin, and what I am capable of, is all part of my training.
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After lunch, the hunters either drift off into the bar, some go to the Lodge cinema where (by special request) they are showing K’s porn movies, and the rest stay out in the sunshine, shooting the breeze with each other. Roger stays with them playing ‘Mein host’ to firm up his contacts with his fellow Society members. “Schmoozing” as they call it, while K is asked by her guests to attend the cinema. I guess there is certain excitement watching a woman getting fucked on the big screen, while she is sitting next to you.

I carry on being a serving wench, helping out in the bar or outside with Roger and the hunters, although I try to spend most of my time in the cinema, watching K’s movies, hovering around by the drinks trolley, waiting for one of the guests to hold his empty glass up for a refill, and I rush over and fill it up. A couple of times K has to call to me to pay attention when I miss a request for a top up, as I’m so engrossed in her activities on the screen. Master Philip only showed me a few of her movies, but I’m seeing things now that take my breath away.

I’m amazed at the things she is doing, and occasionally my mind floats the thought that she might do some of those things to me, or ask me to do them to her. I admit that I wouldn’t be averse to that.

It’s getting late afternoon and people are starting to tire, so K orders me to take word to Roger to wind things up. Then I am to hang around and help with the clean-up, after which I am to report to her room. I do this as people retire to their rooms or cabins to rest before the feast tonight. I help to clean up all the plates and so on, then put the tables away. Following my orders, I return to K’s room, where she tells me to rest on the bed. She will be in the Master bedroom with Roger and will wake me later to prepare me for the evening.
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I am woken by K gently shaking my shoulder. Standing there in just her towelling robe, she gives me a gentle kiss on the lips. I had a much-needed nap, after the exertions and excitement of the day. She tells me to go and shower, and to wash my hair. As I strip off, she sits at the dressing table and opens her makeup kit.

When I emerge from the shower, she sits me down at the dressing table, dressed in my towelling robe and dries my hair with the hair drier. Brushing my long, blonde, hair until it shines in the lights from the makeup mirror. She is looking fabulous; her eye shadow and liner really make her incredible blue eyes stand out, and her bright red lipstick accentuates her mouth, giving her a slightly ‘dangerous’ look. She tells me that Roger had her trained by a professional makeup artist from the movie industry. Today she tells me, she is wearing the “classic look’ but she also knows how to do wild ‘Mad Max’ style looks or clown-like, comical faces and so on.

‘Now I shall do your makeup. As you’re a blonde, I think we’ll go with the blue look.’ So she decorates my eyelids with blue eyeshadow and eyeliner, followed by blue lipstick. Lastly, she paints my finger nails with blue varnish. Then she stands me up and as I stand there, arms outstretched to let the varnish dry, she dresses me in a blue suspender belt, pale blue stockings, blue panties over them (putting them on first is a rookie mistake, she tells me) and blue, high-heeled shoes. As a final touch, she buckles a blue, leather collar around my neck. I look at myself in the mirror and I am stunned ... I look beautiful! I have never considered myself that before, but K has worked some kind of magic with her paints and powder and I have never looked this good before.

‘Thank you,’ I gush. ‘You’ve made me look beautiful.’

‘You are beautiful ... I’m just highlighting that fact.’ She gives me a silk robe to put on (blue of course) that barely covers my butt cheeks, but I tell myself, tonight is not the night to be shy.

I help her on with her evening gown. Everyone is dressing for dinner it seems. I look at her naked body with pleasure, tinged with envy. It is lithe, toned and tanned, she never wears a bra or panties (House Gilchrist rules, apparently) but she has firm breasts that don’t droop, so she has no need for any support. The only underwear she puts on is a black suspender belt and black stockings.

She checks her watch and then pulls on a long pair of black gloves that reach up to her elbows. I check her out, front and back. The dress is the same colour blue as my robe, so as to suggest a sense of ownership, I guess. Low in the front and slit up the side to reveal her legs when she walks or sits.

‘Ready?’ she asks.

I am nervous but I reply, ‘Ready, Mistress.’

‘Ah, just one thing, nearly forgot.’ She finds the blue leash that goes with my outfit. It clips to my collar, and the other end she loops around her wrist. So I am led behind her like a pet dog. (Tonight is neither the time or place for any feminists in the room.)

K leads me to the lift and downstairs to Reception. Many guests greet her and look at me appreciatively as she walks by, with me trailing behind. We join Roger at the entrance to the ballroom and greet the guests as they file into the room for tonight’s feast.

The individual tables have been joined together in one long table with a top table set crossways at the head of it, so it makes a T shape. Everyone is invited to sit where their place cards indicate, and Roger and K take their seats at the top table, and I am told to stand between their chairs but slightly behind.

I won’t bore you with the speeches and traditional toasts that take place before the feast. Roger sits back and let’s K lead the affair as she is the Mistress of the Hunt. Eventually she declares, ‘Time for the selection of slaves.’

She rings a hand bell and the doors open and the foxes from today are led into the room and told to stand in line against one wall. They’re still naked but each girl is washed and sweet smelling. Every one of them has a collar on, with a brass plate bearing a number hanging from it. I recognise one or two as hotel staff, but K has already explained that because the hunt is so popular, not everyone who wants to attend, has their own slave to bring along. They may be out of action, too old for such an energetic day, unable to cope with being hunted, etc. So to make up the numbers, hotel staff volunteer to be foxes. (I understand they get a bonus for doing so.)

‘Master Owen! You have the honour of the highest tally of foxes today, so you get first pick of the girls ... if you have the strength left, that is.’

‘Don’t worry, Brandy ... my chemist has made sure I can perform tonight. Erm, let’s see ... I think I’ll have number 15, the ginger girl. Didn’t catch me a ginger today, so I need her to complete my dance card.’

‘Number 15 it is then,’ say K. ‘Girl, go and stand by he who has claimed you for the night, you belong to him now.’ She does as instructed.

Now it is the turn of Roger and K to choose, as owners of the hunt. They’ve obviously worked out who they want beforehand. ‘Still the Chinese girl, Master?’ she asks in a low voice.

‘Yes, I like the look of her,’ replies Roger.

‘You always did have a thing about Oriental women.’ To the room she announces, ‘Okay we’ll take number 7, the Chinese girl.’ She dutifully comes and stands beside me. ‘What’s your name, girl?’ asks Roger.

‘My name is Su-Lin, Master. I am slave to Master Charles.’

‘He’s a lucky fellow. How many stamps did you get today?’

‘Four, Master.’

‘Good, then you won’t be too worn out for tonight. Very well, you will serve me tonight and Amy can serve Mistress K.’

We both bow and say, ‘Yes, Master.’

Then the rest of the diners get to choose their desired slaves. There are one or two clashes where two hunters want the same girl, but K resolves this by asking each one, ‘Did you catch her today?’ If they did, then the girl goes to the other hunter. ‘Give everyone a go,’ K rules.

Finally, the choices are made, K rings the bell and the food is brought in on heated trolleys. Except for the hotel staff, none of the slaves are trained in waitressing, or expected to be good at it, so what they do is have only two meals on offer, chicken or beef. The slaves ask their temporary Masters which they would prefer, then they go to the trolleys and bring back the correct plate. Then the real serving staff, who are wearing French Maid’s outfits, swoop in and serve the potatoes and vegetables. Basically, all the foxes have to do is keep their Master’s glasses topped up.

The feast begins.
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A couple of hours have passed. We are on desert now and the slaves are sitting on people’s laps while they get felt up by their new owner for the night, or having ice cream licked off their bare breasts. Some of the slaves have disappeared from sight and are under the table, servicing their Masters.

The foxes were fed before they were brought into the ballroom, but as I wasn’t, K has had me kneeling on a cushion by the side of her chair and has been hand feeding me from her plate, while feeding me glasses of wine. There is something innately erotic about that, especially when her fingers are left greasy or smeared with gravy, and she holds them out for me to suck them clean. She says softly, ‘Roger, look.’ He turns his attention away from Su-Lin who is sitting on his lap, while he is fondling her boobs and watches us.

K turns her chair towards me and pulls her dress aside so her stockinged legs and bare pussy are revealed. She dips her fingers into her ice cream, which is now warm and runny, and drips some onto her knee, motioning me to lick it off, which I do. Then some on the top of her thigh, again I lick it off. She leads me up her leg, then opening her legs wide, drips some onto her inner thigh.

Several times she drips the runny ice cream onto the inner thighs of both legs, which I willingly consume. Then opening her legs wide, she pours the remains of her ice cream just above her pussy, anointing it in sweet, alluring cream. I lean forward and eagerly lap up every drop, but also taking the opportunity to slide my tongue into her “honey pot”, as they call it, made even sweeter by the ice cream.

I had to sleep with all the members of the Gilchrist household, which is mainly female, so am now accustomed to having to please a woman. But with K I am beginning to look forward to having to pleasure her. I admit it, I’m attracted to her, to the point she may be becoming an obsession with me. Whenever I am tongue-deep into a woman’s pussy, or hers in mine, I keep imagining it is K that I am pleasuring or being pleasured by, so I am in glorious heaven as she allows me to serve her in the most intimate way, in a roomful of people, while her husband is watching us. I manage to clean her up completely before Roger pulls me away gently by my leash.

‘I think it’s time for the auction,’ he says. ‘Go and get her ready.’

K stands up and Roger hands her my leash. She pulls me to my feet and leads me out of the ballroom. We cross Reception and go into her private office. She takes me into the ensuite bathroom and wipes my ice creamy face, with a wet flannel. After that she gives me a long, hard kiss. Then she tells me to have a pee and wash myself on the bidet. When I’m done and towelled off, I wash my hands, then she stands me up against the sink. Opening her makeup bag, K redoes my lipstick. Then telling me to take my robe off, she paints my nipples with the same blue lipstick she used on my mouth. Even just the light touch of the brush is enough to arouse me, and I moan slightly.

Reaching down, K starts running her middle finger along my pussy slit. ‘If only we had time,’ she says, ‘but you’re going to be sold to a man ... or men, who will fuck you hard and often. Do you like that idea?’

‘Yes, Mistress but why can’t it be you and Master Roger? I would let him bugger me all night long, just for the chance to serve you.’

‘Easy my sweet, there is plenty of time for that. We have you under the whip until we decide that you’re fully trained, and that could take weeks yet.’ She starts kissing me gently on the neck in several places, rubbing my clit even harder as she speaks softly into my ear. ‘But tonight, you are going to complete a milestone in your training, a benchmark. You’re going to sleep with another man who paid to have you, and you will be honoured by that gesture and will do anything he wants and try your best to please him, so he can say, “I paid to sleep with a slave trained my Mistress K, and it was worth every penny.” You’ll do that won’t you? To please me? Fail in that and I will be disappointed in you, we don’t want that, do we?’

My legs are trembling as I am getting very aroused. ‘No, Mistress, please, Mistress. I won’t disappoint you, I promise.’

‘Good, then let’s go and see how much you are worth.’

She wipes my neck clean of lipstick and after retouching her own lipstick, leads me out of her office and back to the ballroom. There is a cheer and a round of applause as we enter.

‘Is she ready?’ asks Roger.

‘She’s about to pop,’ replies K.

‘The auction will now begin,’ announces Roger. ‘You’re all rich men, so don’t be tight-wads, it’s for charity. It’s probably your wife’s money anyway.’

K stands on her chair and then onto the table, leading me up behind her. She positions me in the centre of the table, drops my lead and steps back. I am standing almost completely naked except for stockings, suspenders and shoes, in front of a room full of people. Oh yes, and my collar to remind me that I am just someone’s property, like a dog.

My first urge is to cringe and cover myself up. But then I take a breath and steady myself. I am in this position because Master Roger and Mistress K judge me to be attractive enough to be auctioned off, and thereby I need feel no shame. I really feel that I am beautiful and deserve to be looked at and admired, lusted after, even!

My pussy is still tingling from K’s touch and inside I shout, ‘YES! COME AND GET ME BOYS!’

‘Display,’ commands K, and I obey by intertwining my fingers and placing my hands on my head. ‘Turn,’ she orders after a moment, and I do so.

‘Who’ll start the bidding at £500?’ asks Roger.

‘Turn and drop your hands,’ K instructs.

‘Clear a path,’ K instructs the diners and they hurriedly scrape the plates and bowls aside to leave a clear channel down the centre of the table. She picks up my leash and after telling me to look straight ahead and not at the men, she leads me slowly down the table, the individual tables are the sturdy wooden kind, and I have no fear of them wobbling or falling over as we walk. The men start shouting out their bids for what seems stupid amounts, to me. Once we reach the end of the table K does an about turn and we go back up the table, stopping half way so everyone can see me properly.

I am naturally anxious about being sold to a stranger, but after the way K has been slowly winding me up all night, I am feeling so hyper-sexualised that I must have some sex before I explode. I need some cock in me.

By this time, the bids have reached into the thousands and I can’t convince myself I’m worth that, until K declares, ‘Trained by Sir Roger and I ... you won’t get any better than that!’

The bidding continues until one man stands up and holds his hands up for quiet. ‘Forgive me for interrupting, Sir Roger, but if I may, I can cut this process short, as I suspect that many of us wish to take our girls away and make use of them. So ... I have formed a conglomerate with two other gentlemen and we will outbid any other man here. Let me hear the final bid and I’ll go a hundred more.’

Most of the men drop out from the bidding. One man quotes a price for me but as there are no other bids, Roger turns to the spokesman and asks, ‘Your bid is that, plus another hundred, correct?’

‘Absolutely.’

‘Very well, Martin. You and your friends have just bought yourself a slave for the night. SOLD.’ He rings the bell as he doesn’t have a gavel to bang.

I look at the man Roger called Martin and he winks at K. I look at her in shock and see her winking back. I don’t know which is more disturbing, the fact I have been bought by three men for their use, or the fact that K obviously did a deal and sold me out.

She takes my leash and leads me to the head of the table where Roger helps us down to the ground. ‘You arranged that?’ I ask, breaking custom by not asking for permission to speak, first.

‘Don’t worry, I’ve done a deal with them, no whipping, just bondage and sex. I’ve been bought myself by two of the three men in the past, and I should warn you, you’re in for some rough fucking tonight.’

‘But you sold me out, I thought–’

‘It doesn’t matter what you thought, you’re just a slave. I’m a Mistress; I do what I like with you. Don’t forget your place or I’ll change the deal and have you whipped first,’ she says, coldly.

‘No, Mistress, sorry, Mistress. Forgive me.’

‘That will depend on your score card tomorrow. If you fail to please those gentlemen who have paid an enormous amount for you, you will spend the next week in the stables, available to every trainer and guest for their use.’

‘I’ll be good, Mistress, I’ll do my best to please them.’

‘See that you do. Now turn around.’

I turn around and she handcuffs my wrists together behind my back. Taking my leash, she walks me down to the man called Martin and his two friends. He is around 40 years old and his friends are older. She gives him the key to my handcuffs and hands over my leash, saying, ‘I’m sure she’ll give you your money’s worth. If she doesn’t, let me know in the morning and I’ll see she is punished. Enjoy.’ Then she walks away, without a backwards glance at me. I look at her departing back and just want to throw myself at her feet, and beg her to forgive me for questioning her.
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After the night of the auction, I do as K instructed and have a rest day in the Spa, recuperating from being sold at the auction. It was an awful night, not the pleasure-filled orgy I was hoping for. First, they took me back to the room of one of them, and I had to suck them all off as they sat around drinking and congratulating themselves for making the deal with K and outwitting the other hunters. Naturally, I had to swallow them down each time they came.

Next, they tied me spread-eagled on the bed and the three of them played with me for a while before taking it in turns to fuck me – making sure to finish in my mouth each time. They left me there while they carried on drinking, or one or other of them wandering over occasionally and “throwing one up me” as they so charmingly put it.

It was only when I pleaded to go to the bathroom that they let me up. After I’d finished in there, they let me have a drink, and watch some porn with them, while they insisted they I keep drinking. When they were sufficiently aroused by the porn, they then retied me, bent over the wooden bed end. In that humiliating position I was just rightly positioned for them to lube me up and fuck me in the arse, taking it in turns, again. Fortunately, I had had plenty of practice of that at Chateau Gilchrist, and the routine wearing of a butt plug, so it wasn’t too painful.

When they were finished with me for the night, they handcuffed me to the head of the bed and I was allowed to sleep.

In the morning after they had let me use the bathroom, they all had another go at fucking me, wanting to get their money’s worth I suppose, after all, they had paid rather a lot for me.

Once they were done, they let me out of their room and I had to do the “walk of shame”, wearing just my tattered stockings and my suspender belt, (God know where my shoes got to) back to K’s room where I was staying. Fortunately, they were staying in the Lodge so I only had to take a lift, which was occupied by a couple, a hunter and his slave and they both smiled at me.

K was in the Master bedroom with Roger, and after popping her head in to make sure I was alive and had been returned in one piece, she left me to sleep it off until lunchtime, after which I went to the Spa.

Only the day was relaxing, I’m afraid, that night Mr. Powell came to my room to use me again. I had to please him for an hour or two. As he was leaving, he said to me, ‘Lady Gilchrist has ordered you to wait for her here tomorrow. Just wear a dress, and your running shoes, no underwear, you’ll be spending the day in harness, so no need for nice clothes.’
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I’m sitting staring at myself in the dressing table mirror, pondering my life choices, when the door opens and K walks in. (I’m just a slave and she is temporarily my Mistress, so she doesn’t have to show me any of the niceties, such as knocking first.)

‘Good, I see you’re ready for me. I’m going to do your makeup before we go down to the stables.’

‘Do I need makeup? I’m just going to be a workhorse, aren’t I?’

She smiles and says, ‘You’ll see.’ As I’m sleeping in her room, all her stuff is in there, so everything she needs is to hand, and she opens her makeup kit and goes to work. She swivels my chair around so she can deal with me face-to-face, so I don’t get to see what she is doing to me, until she stands back and says, ‘There we go, all done.’

I turn my chair to face the mirror and I’m shocked by what K has done to me. She has given me a full makeup session, foundation, blusher on the cheeks, stunning eye makeup, all gold and sparkly around the eyes, with light, delicate eye liner, just enough to make the eyes stand out. A touch of pencil in my eyebrows, and to top it all off, the brightest, reddest lipstick you ever did see. It’s all very well done and makes me look attractive but I can’t help feeling it is overdone, not the professional job I was expecting from K. Still – you don’t criticise a Mistress’ work, not unless you want a whipping. So I sit there silently looking at myself in the mirror, as she braids my blonde hair into ‘literally’ a pony tail.

When she has finished, she says, ‘Come on, let’s go down to the stables, they’re expecting us.’ K leads me out of the room.
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We arrive at the stables and the pony trainer that K had introduced to me as Isaac, is there waiting. ‘Strip off and put your dress on a hook,’ he tells me.

‘It’s going to be hot out there today,’ says K. ‘So I’ve asked Isaac to cover you in sun tan lotion, so you don’t get burned.’

Isaac goes away and comes back with a bottle of sun tan lotion. ‘Looks like it’s gonna be a hot one today, so I better slap some of this on, make sure you don’t burn.’ He pours a generous amount onto my boobs, and starts to spread it around. He uses it liberally on me, rubbing it all over my body, taking the opportunity to feel me up as he works it into every nook and cranny. I don’t need any lotion inside my pussy, but he manages to work a couple of his fingers in there anyway. I don’t complain, I’m just meat after all, so I stand there looking straight ahead, expressionless. K also just stands there, watching dispassionately.

Once he has finished, K approaches with a body harness. ‘In a perfect world, when it’s a girl’s first experience as a pony girl, it should by rights be either her owner or her slave trainer that harnesses her for the first time. As I’m your slave trainer for now, I get the pleasure of being the first person to make you into a pony girl.’

She loosely drapes the harness, a mixture of leather straps and silver buckles, around my shoulders and then tightens and adjusts it around me. First the body as she buckles it up and then adjusts it strap by strap, tightening or loosening it as appropriate, until I am fastened into a tight harness. The straps criss-cross above and below my breasts forming a leather bra, accentuating them. Straps radiate from there around my waist and between my legs, buckling at the back to the waistband.

Next, she puts the head harness on me. It straps around my forehead then she puts the bit in my mouth, until it is fitting comfortably at which point she fastens the strap from the top of my head, tightly under my chin, so the bit is now clamped in my mouth and I cannot open my jaw to release it. The whole head harness is attached to a thick collar, which fits around the pony’s neck, and she puts that around mine, buckling it at the back.

The last thing she does is to fasten my arms behind by back in a single, leather glove that covers both arms up to my armpits, which laces up. I am now completely restrained and helpless, tighter than a straight-jacket. To make the point, she rubs my boobs and plays with my nipples for a while. ‘Pity these aren’t pierced,’ she says. ‘We’re not allowed to make any body modifications to you, but I shall strongly recommend to your Master that he has those pierced. Never mind, we’ll just have to make do with clip-ons.’

She takes a pair of nipple clips out of her pocket and attaches them to my nipples. They are silver bells. She slaps my arse and I jerk, making them ‘tinkle’. She does it again, and the sound is so delightful, that unbidden, I jiggle my boobs and make them ring again.

‘Now come with me, I want you to see something.’ On the wall of the harnessing room, there is a full-length mirror, and K stands me before it. I see myself for the first time as a pony girl, the sun shines on me through the open doors, making my oily skin ‘glisten’ in the light. To my surprise, I look magnificent! The leather body harness makes me stand upright and tall, with perfect posture, the thick collar forcing me to hold my head up. And now I understand the heavy hand with the makeup, lesser makeup would be overwhelmed by the head harness and bit, but the slightly overblown makeup stands up to the dark leather across my face, and everything just ‘Pops’. I can’t believe how good I look. Dare I say it, K has made me look beautiful. I think I can finally see the attraction of being a pony for those who are drawn to that life. Being dressed up and pampered like an actual prize pony or other kind of animal.

‘Bring out a cart, would you, Isaac?’

K pats me on the backside, ‘My beautiful, blonde pony. Your Master would be so proud of you. I’ll video this and send him a copy.’ While we wait for Isaac, she takes a video of me on her Go Pro camera, as I walk up and down in front of the stables.

Isaac returns with a cart and then harnesses me into it with straps from the shafts to my waist, to stop me from escaping, and thicker straps to my shoulders to take the actual strain of pulling the cart. Lastly, they clip reins to each side of my mouth bit, so I can be directed to the left or the right. ‘Don’t worry about being able to pull the cart with me in it,’ she reassures me. ‘They are specially made from lightweight steel tubing, strong but with barely any weight at all. They are also perfectly balanced so it takes little strength to pull them once they are moving.’

K takes the reins and climbs into the cart. She expertly cracks the horse whip and I grunt as it lands on my bare back. ‘Walk on,’ she commands. I have to pull hard to get the cart to move but once it is rolling it becomes bearable. We set off around the camp site.

We walk for 15 minutes or so with the occasional sting of the horse whip across my back, until we pull up at one of the rest stops by the lake. Some have just logs where the bark has been cleaned off, but this is one of those with proper benches and tables, K unharnesses me from the cart, unfastens my arms from behind my back, and leads me to the bench. She takes a seat but I’m unsure what to do until she motions for me to kneel before her. I can’t bring myself to look into her face, so keep my eyes pointing at the floor. After all, isn’t that how we slaves are supposed to behave in front of our Masters and betters? I tell myself.

Undoing the strap under my chin, which allows her to remove the bit in my mouth, she asks, ‘You’re mad at me, aren’t you?’

I say nothing, keeping my face turned to the ground.

‘Come on, you’re mad that I set you up at the auction, aren’t you?’ When I don’t answer, she says, ‘You have permission to answer,’ she says formally.

I still don’t answer, so she orders me to move closer and removing my clip ons, starts gently rubbing my naked breasts. She kisses me and I don’t respond. We sit silently for a few moments as she rubs me and I have to admit I find it soothing and slowly my anger fades and I begin to relax.

‘I thought we had an understanding, I thought you liked me,’ I complain.

‘Of course I like you, my dear, sweet girl, otherwise I wouldn’t spend the time to train you. I’d just refuse and let your Master send you to one of those trainers that just use the whip a lot, and expect instant, unfailing obedience.

‘What you have to understand is that we – Roger and I – are not just training you to play games, we are also testing you to see if you can go the course.’

‘What do you mean?’ I ask, puzzled.

‘How long have you been Master Philip’s slave?’

‘Around 18 months or so.’

‘A proper slave would be able to tell you to the year, month and day, how long she had served her Master.’

‘Oh,’ I say, feeling I had failed somehow.

‘And during that time did he play Master and slave games with you much?’

‘Well, I was his house slave, doing his shopping and washing and so on. And of course I was his sex slave, I served his needs and allowed him to lend me to friends when it suited him.’

‘You allowed him, is that what you said? A slave doesn’t allow her Master to do anything to her, she is his property and accepts anything he does to her, no question. I think that is something you still have to learn.

‘Roger and I are not here to train you to accept the sweet, gentle, domination of a kindly household, with a forgiving Master who treats you well. You are here to learn that serving your Master faithfully and without complaint, may mean that sometimes, perhaps often, he will hand you over to some evil bastard who will beat you, rape you, film it and put it on the Internet for all to see.

‘Master Philip needs to know, can you serve him in that way, or will you run away when the going gets tough? Will you leave him – as is your right under Society rules, I remind you – when you see him fucking another woman or two? Will you pick up his dirty clothes and do his laundry, when he is in the main bedroom having sex with twins?

‘What if he decides to hand you over to a football team to be fucked, while he watches?’

‘Has Master Roger ever done that to you?’

‘Well, it was only a 5-a-side team, but that’s beside the point. It’s about you not me. Master Philip will spend a lot of time and money on you over the coming years, and he needs to know that you will stay for the ride. Not only a faithful slave but an obedient one.

‘That’s why we’re giving you a hard time. Being fucked by three or four men at a time, being used as a pony girl, an animal, to haul your betters around in a cart, as befits your station. We need to know by the end of your training, can you do that? Can you surrender yourself, your identity, your humanity even, into Master Philip’s universe? Just become an item on his list of belongings, with no other thought than to serve him, protect him, love him? For that is the ultimate goal of any real slave.’

‘I don’t know ... I didn’t realise until now what it all entailed. Help me.’

‘That is why we put you in that situation at the auction, and will give you more and severe scenarios to deal with, until we both understand, you and I, whether you are suited to this life or not. And if you think it is too much for you to handle, come speak to me first before you leave. I have to be cruel to you while you’re here as part of your training, but know that outside that you can always come to me and you will be safe and protected.’

I get a lump in my throat and I kneel up and kiss her on the lips, to which, I’m pleased to say, she responds. With her tongue in my mouth, she reaches down and rubs my pussy, I immediately begin to get wet. She doesn’t stop as I lean my head against her shoulder. The inside of my pussy is sore from the other night, but K is only rubbing my clit so it doesn’t hurt. This woman, that I’m actually beginning to feel love for, quickly brings me to the point of no return. I can’t help myself but I start gently nibbling on her shoulder, wanting to take a big bite out of it when I orgasm, but I don’t want to hurt her, so I just bite gently. I know it’s wrong but I can’t help it.

She takes her hand away from my pussy and think I’ve hurt her or offended her but instead, she just unbuttons her light summer dress and pulls her arms out of it, so she is completely naked. ‘When I am being seriously tortured by my husband ... and other men ... I like to be bitten, particularly on my tits, so don’t hold back.’ She holds up her boob nearest to me and says, ‘Bite on that, as hard as you like, while I finish you off.’

She goes back to rubbing my clit and I am captivated by that firm, tanned breast and I lean forward and sink my teeth into it, gently at first then harder, as I come. For her pleasure, I keep my teeth firmly clamped on her tit as I buck and moan. I can’t remember when I had an orgasm this strong, maybe at Chateau Gilchrist but certainly not at Kingswood. I let go of her and sink to my knees, head resting on the floor as I try to breathe again.

When we’ve both come back to earth once more, she says to me, ‘That was all very nice but I haven’t come yet. It is the duty of a slave to render pleasure to her Mistress when required. Are you up to that? Are you ready to pleasure your Mistress in the way she wants to be pleasured?’

I stare straight into her eyes, ‘Ready and willing.’

‘Good. Here’s what I want you to do for me. I want you to eat me for a while. When we reach a certain point, I’ll tell you when, I want you to finger my pussy, use a few fingers, and also bite me, on my tits, on my abdomen, my inner thighs, any order you like but do all of them, then bite my tits as I’m coming.’

K leans forward and kisses me hard, with plenty of tongue. ‘Don’t worry about being too rough, there’s no such thing where I’m concerned.’

I take her at her word, I eat her out for a good while, as she wriggles and starts to moan slightly, under her breath, until she says loudly, ‘Fingers.’

I insert a couple of fingers inside her, working my way up to four fingers, alternating between thrusting them inside her and just rubbing her clit. She starts grabbing her breasts and squeezing them and pulling on her nipples. It’s as if I’m not there, and she’s in a sex orgy all by herself. I don’t know where it comes from, but that strange feeling I had after I whipped that girl returns, and I slap her hands away and using my one free hand, slap her boobs and squeeze them myself.

Suddenly, she spreads her legs as wide and she can and then spreads her arms and grabs the edge of the table. ‘Bite me, you bitch, bite me!’

So, I do. I work her over with my teeth, each bite on her sensitive parts hard and deliberately painful. Some bites are on places she never mentioned, like her pussy mound, at one point I roll her into a kneeling position on the bench and bite her arse cheeks and the back of her neck. Each bite produces a moan, but it’s not a moan of pain ... it’s one of pleasure. I roll her onto her back again, flat on the table, and shove my fingers roughly inside her.

Finally, we reach the edge of the cliff and as she falls over it, some instinct makes me bite her nipple, squeeze the other one hard with my free hand, and pinch her clitoris. She moans like a wounded animal, and her pussy juice is so free flowing, I think she has peed herself.

She is actually twitching and bucking like she is being electrocuted. I keep playing with her until she stops moving, and I withdraw my fingers. She pulls me to her and hugs me tight for several minutes until her breathing has returned to normal.

‘What the fuck did you just do to me?’ she finally gasps.

I panic; I think I’ve overstepped the boundaries. ‘I’m sorry, I just did what you told me to.’

‘Yes, you did, you certainly did that. But it’s the way that you did it, you took your orders and ran with them,’ she says with a dreamy smile.

‘So I didn’t do anything wrong?’

‘Far from it, you did everything right. I don’t normally have orgasms like that unless Master Roger takes me down to the Fun room and gives me a hard punishment. I enjoy the pain, you see, I’m a masochist.’

‘That much is obvious, Mistress.’

‘What prompted you to slap my tits?’ She holds her hand up to stop me apologising again. ‘Which I enjoyed by the way. What made you think of that?’

‘The other day at the hunt, when I whipped that girl. She got a bit snarky with me when I took her back to the pen and something inside me snapped, so I threatened to take her back and do it again to her. When I saw you squeezing your boobs, which wasn’t in the plan, I got that same feeling back. I guess maybe I was still a bit angry with you, so I felt that I should slap you. Sorry.’

‘No need to apologise, it just made it more fun for me. So you suddenly had this feeling to be aggressive towards your sex partner? I think that says a lot about you. I think that maybe there is a bit of ‘Switch’ in you.’

‘Switch? What’s a switch?’

‘A switch is someone who can alternate between being submissive or dominant, depending on the situation.’

‘No, I couldn’t boss anyone around, it’s not in me. I’m a submissive.’

‘And yet you spotted something that was needed in the middle of a sex session and you provided it, even though it’s not your kink. Look at me for example. I started out as purely submissive, but with Roger’s training and encouragement, I’m now one of the most feared Dominatrices in The Society. He taught me the thrill of having someone under your whip and to totally control them. It can be exhilarating you know, as you found out at the pen the other day.

‘Amy, the time you’re spending with us is not just about teaching you to be a good slave, it’s also about trying to understand you, who you are, what makes you tick. We’re not just training you; we’re assessing you.’

‘What do I have to do to get a passing grade?’

K looks at me for a long while without answering. Eventually she beckons me closer and takes my hand. ‘Amy, I’m going to ask you a question that I want you to think about for a while before you answer. It may take months or even years before you know the answer, but don’t give me your reply until you are sure what your answer is.’

‘Okay.’

‘Amy, do you really, really want to be Master Philip’s toy slave, his pretty little blonde pet, so he can gain smartie points amongst his friends because he owns you and can make you do anything he wants? Or, deep down do you really want a Master who can fulfil your every desire? Your wish for a Daddy figure for example. Your wish to be controlled by a stronger personality, one who will pander to your need to be physically punished, but at the same time will cherish and care for you. He will break you psychologically, get into your head and make you crazy ... and then hold you in his arms and make you feel like nothing in the world can ever hurt you. They say it’s dangerous under a dragon’s wing ... but it’s also very warm.’

‘Is that what it’s like with Master Roger?’

‘Absolutely. I was a mess when our paths crossed. We knew each other socially when the option of being his slave was put on the table. He took me on, straightened me out. But he didn’t just train me to be his sex slave to please him or others. He saw me, he understood me. He understood that sometimes I need to be strictly controlled, and I mean strictly. Other times he saw I needed to be free and when I went too far, he would reel me in. But I only went too far because I knew that he was always there to back me up, to protect me. As long as I was his, I knew nobody could hurt me.

‘That’s what one needs in a Master ... are you sure Master Philip is all that?’

I open my mouth to speak but she kisses me to stop me from answering. ‘Don’t answer me now, I want you to think about it over the coming years. You’re young and inexperienced. Maybe after a few years, you’ll see things differently from now. If you do, come to me and I will help you, I promise.’

She puts her dress on and fixes me back in the harness of the cart. We finish the course, which means it’s 5 miles back to the stables. All the way back I think about what she said, while it’s still fresh in my mind, and she gives me the space to do that, only issuing directional commands.

I understand all she said about giving me a hard time, showing me the worst of the worst as it were, so I’m not upset when back at the stables she says to Isaac, ‘She can sleep in the stable barracks tonight. Take a couple of lads along and give her a good fucking, will you? Be gentle though, just sex, no rough stuff.’

‘Sure thing, Lady Gilchrist.’

Then she turns to me, gives me a smile, and walks off.
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SOCIETY FUNCTION
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Mistress K is leading me back from the Bluebird Film Studios, where I have spent the afternoon being gang banged again by four young black guys, while it was filmed to be sent on to my Master. K tells me that he specifically asked for me to be subjected to the process/procedure/punishment (I don’t know, what would you call it?) several times during my training at Kingswood, and who am I to argue? Besides, it’s like being handed over to the gardeners and the security guards at Chateau Gilchrist, if it’s going to happen, I might as well get as much enjoyment for myself as I can, rather than just being the sex toy of others.

So when these four black dudes worked me over, I gave as good as I got, actually encouraging them to give me anal, or fill all my three holes at once, to go bukkake all over my face, and so on. If I’m going to be trained to be a whore, then I’ll act like one. And K is training me well.

On K’s instruction, I’ve even made myself available to the guests who, if they take a shine to me when I wait on them in the restaurant, request the pleasure of my company in their room or their chalet. My lowest point so far was having to spend the night with a fat, sweaty Chinaman, swallowing down his spunk, every time he fucked me. But that is my place and purpose in life and how Master Philip wants me to behave, so I do as required.

‘Permission to speak, Mistress?’

‘Granted.’

‘What is this Society function that people are talking about? I’ve been told that I’ll have to serve drinks and be available to whoever wants me that night. Is that true? Not that I’m arguing against it, though,’ I say hurriedly, in case she thinks I’m complaining.

‘Every so often The Society to which I, Sir Roger, your Master Philip and a host of other rich, important people belong, get together and have a function. It starts off as a formal black-tie event but in truth it’s just an excuse for a piss-up and the chance to fuck someone new.’

‘This is the bit that’s been puzzling me,’ I say. ‘Am I a member of The Society?’

‘No. Your Master is a member of The Society, as am I. You however, by virtue of being owned by Master Philip, are the property of The Society. Which makes you subject to all its rules and regulations, and you are bound to serve those members of The Society who would use you, which is why the guests here at Kingswood are allowed to claim you for sex if they wish. Providing that Master Philip gives his permission of course. But at the same time, you are also covered by The Society’s protection, even against your own Master, if necessary.’

‘Who are you people? The Illuminati or something?’

She laughs. ‘No, Amy, we’re just a bunch of randy, rich people who like to have a good time behind closed doors. Which means that before the function you will have to sign a Non Disclosure Agreement, an NDA. You’ll see some famous faces at the function and they are entitled to their privacy. Understood?’

‘Yes Mistress. So I will be one of the waitresses, and make myself available to any of the guests that want to interact with me?’ I phrase it politely.

‘Actually no. Waitressing yes, but I have other plans for you on the sex side.’

‘And what might they be, Mistress?’

‘Oh, I don’t want to spoil the surprise.’

‘Will Master Philip be attending this function?’

‘Afraid not, he has some business abroad. A meeting with one of his clients. He asked that you remain with us to continue your training while he is away, so you’re going to be here with us a little longer.’

‘Oh,’ I reply, disappointed.

‘Remember, Amy, you’re his slave, not his girlfriend. He’s free to have sex with any other woman or slave that takes his fancy. You should accustom yourself to that fact.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I say glumly. She’s right of course, I’m just his property, I don’t have any claim on him. It’s as if his car was in the garage, so he borrowed a friend’s.

We reach the Spa and together we spend the afternoon steaming, bathing and being massaged. K has me massage her which leads to her wanting me to bring her off, which I do willingly. That night we sleep in the same bed, but I’m too tired for sex, so she just holds me as we drift off.

~~~
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It’s the day before the big function. Guests are checking in so they don’t have to travel on the day of the ‘do’. Some of them look vaguely familiar, as if I’ve seen them in the papers or somewhere, but I couldn’t name them to save my life.

I’ve helped out serving lunch in the restaurant. A couple of men have tried to get me to come to their rooms later that afternoon, but I’m under strict instructions from K to explain that I have been booked by someone else so am not available. I don’t know if that is true or not, or whether she is just trying to keep me free for someone else.

After lunch, Reception tells me that I am to report to room 30, K’s orders. I shoot straight up there, anxious to see what she has in store for me. I knock gingerly and K opens the door.

‘Come in, Amy, there’s someone I want you to meet.’

I go into the room and I see we are not alone. There is a huge man standing there, no kidding, he must be seven-feet tall and he is built to match. I wouldn’t be surprised if he has to go through doors sideways.

‘Amy, I want you to meet Master Bruce.’

‘G’day Amy. I’ve been so looking forward to meeting you, since K told me about you. And yes, I’m Australian and I’m called Bruce.’

I giggle, a little nervously, but his self-deprecating humour goes a little way to calming me. People who aren’t afraid to joke about themselves are usually good people, I’ve found.

I bow. ‘It’s an honour to meet you too, Master Bruce.’ I look at K. ‘How may I be of service?’

‘About these functions that we have,’ she replies. ‘Usually, Society members turn up with their slaves, those slaves along with our waitressing staff serve us for the evening. Now when someone, such as Bruce, books into a room or chalet, he is given a key, naturally. He is also given an extra tag with his room number on it. During the evening, if a waitress takes his fancy, then he clips his room number to her collar and claims her for the night. The tag on her collar indicates to everyone that she has been claimed and they can’t have her. It also reminds her which room she is to report to when the party wraps up. Clear so far?’

‘Yes, Mistress, perfectly.’

‘Bruce is a very old and dear friend of mine. So to avoid him having to take his chances with the rest of the slaves, I am making you his personal slave for the next few days. You will wait on him here in his room, follow him around to take care of his needs ... and of course you will satisfy his sexual needs also.’

‘Will I be enough, Mistress. He looks like he has a large appetite.’

‘I am doing this as part of your training, but I am also giving him the gift of you and your training. I’ve coached her personally, Bruce, so I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.’

‘No offence to Amy, but are you sure you won’t be available?’ he asks.

‘Afraid not, Roger has something special lined up for me but he won’t tell me what.’

‘How long will I be needed, Mistress?’

‘Most guests checkout the day after the function, but Bruce is a friend of the family, so he’ll be staying here for a few days. You will belong to him for the duration. Give me your room tag, Bruce.’

He searches his pockets and comes up with his tag. It is white with the number 30 emblazoned in the centre in red. K clips it to my collar and she says, ‘Now, everyone will know you belong to him.’

‘I understand, Mistress. Master Bruce, I will serve you in any way you wish and I only hope that I can bring you the pleasure that Mistress K believes I am capable of delivering. For the next few days ... I am yours.’ I bow deeply.

‘You’ve trained her well,’ says Bruce.

‘As I was,’ K replies.

‘Unless you need her now, I’ll take her away and tell her what she needs to know to serve you.’

‘Yeah, that’s fine. I need to take a shower and have a nap; it was a long flight from Oz.’

‘She’ll be serving us, and you of course, in the private dining room later. Say about 7 o’clock. That okay with you?’

‘Whatever you say, sweetheart. Dressing for dinner?’

‘No, we’ll save that for tomorrow night. Hope you brought your Tux?’

‘Hanging in the wardrobe. See you later.’

‘Bye,’ says K and I bow to him again before following her out of the room. We take the stairs up to the next flight where K’s room is.

‘You’ll need to be packing a few things, make up, clean underwear and so on. You can come back to your room to change clothes, don’t want to clutter up his wardrobe.’ She looks at me. ‘Are you okay? You look a little nervous.’

‘It’s just ... he’s so big. If the rest of him is the same size, he’ll split me wide open.

‘Relax. Why do you think I’ve been handing you over to those black guys so much? It was to prepare you for him. And I’ve slept with him loads of times, he is a tender, gentle lover, he always takes the time for foreplay until your pussy is wet and opened up like a flower in the sun. Then he makes love gently, and he will blow your socks off. Trust me, you’ll be grateful to me for giving you to him.’
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It’s the night of the function. As a waitress, I’m dressed as all the other slaves and Kingswood staff are, on waitress duty. We are all topless and wearing a French Maid’s tutu dress, with only a thong covering my pussy, so my bare arse cheeks are showing when I bend down. Finally, we are all wearing garter belts, holding up black stockings and on our feet, high heels.

Master Roger’s other personal slave, Nicky, is here, also waitressing. His other slaves, Indira, Ramla and Jalilah are not present, presumably because they are house slaves and required back at Chateau Gilchrist, whereas Nicky can be spared.

In this exposed, semi-naked outfit, despite having a tag on my collar showing I have been claimed, like the rest of the girls, I am frequently getting groped and having my parts fondled by the Masters ... and a few Mistresses. As a good slave though I accept it as my due, meat for the Masters. I do draw the line however, when one drunk attempts to insert a carrot into one of my orifices. That’s when I call for one of the bouncers to help me out. Security is tight at these functions, apparently.

K has told me to keep circling the room with a tray of drinks, but to loop back to them (her, Master Roger, Bruce) in case they need anything. There are so many famous people here, no wonder they insist on us slaves signing an NDA. There’s a musician whose music I listen to, several TV and film people I recognise. (To my surprise, some of the well-known faces are actually the slaves, not the Masters.) The Duke of XXXXXX is also here, and someone I don’t recognise but who everyone calls Milord.

There are a few famous people that I actually wouldn’t have minded being claimed by for the night, but being Master Bruce’s sex slave for the next few days prohibits that. Never mind, I’m sure this won’t be the last Society function I will attend.

Everyone is well sluiced by the time that Master Roger stands up and take the microphone and calls everyone to order.

‘Ladies and gentlemen. As you know, at these functions we always hold some kind of money-raising event for charity, this time it’s one of mine. Tonight it’s a raffle to see who gets to sleep with my wife, Lady K, Brandy McPhee, Vanessa Slade ... call her what you will, a rose by any other name, is still a good fuck.

‘But this raffle is a bit different, one lover isn’t enough for her, the slut, so what we’ve done is sell four rolls of tickets, different colours but each one numbered from 1 to 50. When I make the draw, I shall pick a number from the range that has been sold. Each of the persons holding that number will all get to take her away tonight, and have your way with her.

‘How you use her is up to you, if you want to whip her, whip her, if you want to fuck her, fuck her, if you want her to suck you off, make her suck you off, she’s all yours, no holds barred. If you’ve never had her before, let her legend guide you.

‘So now we come to the moment you’ve all been waiting for. Stand up K.’

K obediently stands up and Master Roger puts a collar around her neck and attaches a leash to it. He holds his hand out and Bruce hands him a pair of handcuffs which he uses to fasten her wrists behind her back.

While he is doing that, someone puts a beer glass on the table full of raffle tickets. Master Roger puts his hand in and pulls out a single ticket. ‘Number 12,’ he calls out. ‘Everyone who has a ticket numbered 12 approach the table.’ There are shouts from the crowd and four people approach, three men and a woman.

‘Are all four of you happy sharing, K?’ he asks.

They look at each other and they all nod agreement.

‘That should be an interesting night,’ says Master Roger as he hands K’s leash and handcuff key to the woman. With a sinister smile, she leads K away followed by the others who have won her for the night.

All I can think is Fuck Me! If the Mistress of the House can be raffled off like a slave like me ... what chance do I have? I think it might be a blessing that I am already spoken for, from the look of some of these reprobates. I decide I will be exceedingly nice to Master Bruce, even if he does me in the arse, in case he tires of me and hands me over to this lot.
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Eventually the evening comes to a close for Master Bruce and I. It continues amongst the reprobate members of The Society on into the night, but my temporary Master has decided that he is ready to taste my fruits (as he puts it so charmingly).

We go to his room and he pours us both champagne from the fridge. He takes his jacket and tie off and sits in an armchair as he drinks his. I am told to stand in front of him and strip. I swig my drink back then put down the glass. Soon I am stark naked in front of him. I’m nervous, but at the same time my pussy is tingling in anticipation.

Bruce stands up and gently massages my boobs. ‘Undress me,’ he orders.

I start with his shirt, then I kneel down and take his shoes and socks off. Steeling myself for what I’m about to see, I pull down his trousers and boxer shorts.

My God! It’s like he was concealing a small tree in his underwear. I thought the black guys were big but he is bigger than any of them. All night getting groped and a little tipsy from sneaking drinks when no one was looking, and now the thought that this monster will soon be inside me, has got me worked up in a particular way. I snap, I can’t help touching it, I can’t help putting it in my mouth!

My head bobs back and forth, trying to please him by how far I can take it back in my mouth. I’ve had plenty of practice with the black guys, but I feel I’m letting the side down when I can’t take him deep into my throat as I have been taught.

After a while, he stops me and helping me up, leads me over to the bed, where he begins to work on me. K was right, he is a gentle and caring lover and when he feels that my pussy has opened up fully and I am soaking wet, I scarcely feel any discomfort as he slides into me, and I expand to take him. I have this fleeting moment of shock and then just a feeling of ‘fullness’ as he slowly fucks me.

I can’t help it, I’ve never felt like this before and when I can tell he is approaching his climax I can’t help demanding, ‘In my mouth, I want you to come in my mouth, I want to taste you. in my mouth!’ So he pulls out and obliges.

I still haven’t come yet, so I beg him to put his cock back inside me and finish me off. So there, with his cum still drying around my mouth, he fucks me until I fall off the edge of the cliff, with a scream.

Later we shower and drink some more champagne, and of course, fuck some more. At my request, he is rougher with me these times and really rattles my teeth as he makes me come.
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I don’t see much of K over the next few days, probably recovering from her 4-way shagging I imagine. I obey my instructions and follow Master Bruce around like a love-sick puppy, (or should I say a sex kitten?)

I spend most of my time managing it so we are alone, so I can get him to fuck me. I only have him for a few days so I want to get the most out of him. We spend time down by the lake picnicking, and afterwards, I get to give him a blowjob in the sunshine. I can even take him into my throat without gagging now.

I persuaded him to let me take him on a pony ride. It’s not really his thing, he tells me, but the chance to get me alone in the woods, when I am already naked, is too good an opportunity for him to pass up. After watching my naked arse jiggling about as we run along, he can’t resist pulling over and releasing me from the harness. There’s something special about fucking in the open air and I squirm with pleasure as he humps me, as I’m on all fours in the dirt. (Another aspect of animal play that I’m beginning to understand and enjoy. Perhaps I can persuade K to send me out with one of the pony trainers when it is raining, to fuck me, in the mud.)

There was one special night, when K slipped into Bruce’s room and the three of us spent the night having the most wonderful sex. It was incredible, each of us having our turn at being worked on by both the others at the same time. K and Bruce seem to be well used to each other’s bodies and rhythms, so they are obviously long-time lovers. I had slept with both of them by this time, so there was no reticence or hesitance between us, and we all gave fully of our bodies and our desires.

On our last night together before he flew home, I persuaded him to give me anal sex. Arse well-greased up with lube, and me well lubricated with alcohol, he did it to me. I felt like I’d been sodomised with a telegraph pole but it was worth it. It was the best orgasm I’d had with him.

When he left, both K and I were sorry to see him go. As we stood on the veranda of the Lodge, waving him off as he departed in a car, she admitted to me, ‘If I ever lose Sir Roger, that is the man I will marry.’

I admit to her, ‘If you ever marry him, I’d like you to buy me for him, as his sex slave.’
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BACK TO THE STABLES
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I get up in the morning and braid my hair into a pony tail; like they do on show ponies, after all, that’s all I’m going to be today, and it makes it easier to fit the head harness. (and looks more appropriate). I dress in just a loose linen dress that buttons down the front, and my running shoes. No point in showering, I’m going to get all sweaty and dusty pulling the cart, so why bother?

After breakfast, I walk down to the stables and present myself to Isaaac. ‘Ah, yes. Lady Gilchrist said you’d be spending the next few days with us. You’ll work around the stables, doing chores, then in the afternoon you’ll be taken out for a run by one of us trainers. At night you’ll sleep in the stable’s dorm with the other ponies, where you will be get used by any of us trainers that fancy a piece of you. Personally, I’m looking forward to it. Now get undressed, keep your trainers on.’

I strip naked (animals don’t wear clothes) and stand there waiting to be harnessed, instead he hands me a pitchfork. ‘Come with me,’ he orders. He leads me to the horse stables (that are used by real horses). ‘Clean these out, put the crap in that wheelbarrow. They’ll take it away and use it for composting. Then put fresh hay into the stables. That should take you up until lunch time. Someone will come and tell you what to do next. Get on with it.’ He turns and walks away.

I get on with my duties. Around me other naked pony girls are going about their business maintaining the stables, carrying buckets of water, shovelling hay, brushing the floors and so on. They nod to me in a ‘We’re all in this together,’ kind of way, (no talking allowed) but I’m too embarrassed to return their greeting. I don’t know why I feel like this, some of them are Kingswood staff and have already had sex with me, so I’ve been naked in front of them before. But this feels different, I’m here as an animal, a beast of burden, whereas they are here by their own choice, for financial reward. I am here by K’s orders.

I feel small and worthless amongst them. I think it is finally sinking in about who and what I am, and my place in this world of sex and domination that is The Society. I am a ‘non-person’ because I have given up my identity and my humanity to this organisation and my Master. My only value is what they might put on me at an auction, my only purpose is to used by the Masters for their pleasure. I have come to realise that I always sought out older lovers, and eventually a Master, so I could have someone to lead me, to make decisions for me and guide me along the path. I was only a reflection of their personality, eager to please, willing to submit to any form of humiliation and sexual depravity that was asked of me, thinking that would give me some sense of worth in their eyes, but the only value I had was how many other men my superiors would make me submit to. I had become a whore but instead of money, my price was constant validation.

Now, here I was, an animal amongst animals, and no one except maybe K, saw me as anything other than that. Something inside my brain clicked, and at that moment I finally accepted the truth about what I was, what I had become. I was a slave of my Master and also property of The Society. No more, no less. Between them they owned me body and soul, and I would never dare to think again that I might have any further say over me and my body. My only reason for existence was to serve the Masters and obey them faithfully. I was no longer Amy, the college graduate ... I was slave Amy and from now on, my life was no longer my own.
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Isaac comes along later to check on my progress. I’ve cleaned out the stables and am now in the middle of spreading new hay around. He puts down the bucket he is carrying and surveys my work. ‘That’s good enough, you won’t be punished. Now then you can break for lunch, but first I need you to do a little something for me.’ He unzips his fly and takes his cock out. I take the hint and kneel in front of him and take him in my mouth.

I work on him quickly and efficiently, as I’ve been taught, and thankfully it doesn’t take too long to bring him to completion. Once he has emptied his load into my mouth and I’ve swallowed it down, he points to the bucket. ‘There’s your lunch, there’s a fresh water tap outside if you need a drink.’ He zips himself up and leaves.

I check out the bucket. It’s full of cut up fruit, veg and potatoes. I sigh but I eat it up anyway as I feel that this is all I’m going to get today. Live like an animal, get fed like an animal, I suppose. When I’ve finished, I guzzle water unceremoniously from the tap, never minding the way it splashes all over me. I stand up all wet and dripping, hair soaked, looking like a wet rag, I guess. I’m going to go back to pitchforking the straw when Isaac summons me.

‘Time for today’s pony run. Let’s get you harnessed up.’ He leads me into the harness room and straps me into a body harness, topped by a head harness. I look at myself in the mirror and am disappointed by what I see. When K, dressed me up for my first pony run with her, she used a shiny leather body harness, with gleaming silver buckles, and she had made me look glamorous, the way she had fixed my make up. Today, I am dressed in what is obviously a working outfit, dull, sweat-stained leather harness, fastened with plain steel buckles, and no makeup. I look like a working animal, not the show pony I had been when in harness with K. It sort of brings it all home to me. Once I’m dressed, Isaac harnesses me into a cart, and with a crack of his whip across my naked back, we set off.
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The next few days follow the same pattern. Rough work schedule in the mornings, taken out for a pony run in the afternoon by one of the trainers (a different one every day). And then getting fucked in the dorm each night by a number of trainers. Fortunately, there are a few new ponies getting the same treatment so I’m not the centre of attention.

Then one day I come down from the dorm and I find K waiting for me. I hadn’t seen her since she sent me to the stables. I figured she’d been spending nights at home with her wife, Chloe, and the kids. Putting me into the stables meant that I was still being closely controlled, instead of left unsupervised at Kingswood. I stand there, naked before her and bow to her, as protocol demands. ‘Good morning, Mistress. It is a pleasure to see you again. How may I be of service?’

‘We’re going for a pony run together.’

‘You will be driving the cart?’

‘No, I shall be in harness alongside you. Viktor will be driving the cart.’

I look at her quizzically.

‘I’ll admit it, if I spend too long without going into harness, I get twitchy. Need some cruelty.’

I don’t understand her, so I say nothing. She leads me into the harness room where Viktor Toplitz is waiting. K undoes her dress and lets it drop. She is naked underneath and only has her running shoes on. ‘We are here to serve, Master Viktor. What do you wish of us?’

‘I wish to take you out into the woods and abuse you both, like the sluts you are. Now put her in harness and then I will dress you.’

I keep my mouth shut as there is some kind of weird dynamic going on between the two of them. When she first showed me around Kingswood stables, she introduced Viktor as a ‘Right mean bastard.’ I fear I am about to find out exactly what she meant.

K dresses me properly in the harnesses, tightening, adjusting as necessary until it is a tight but comfortable fit. This time she doesn’t use elbow gloves on me, just a strap around my elbows to hold them behind my back. However, when Viktor puts K in the harness, he just roughly pulls the straps tight, ignoring her grunts of discomfort. ‘Where will you take us today?’ she asks him.

‘Shut your fucking mouth, you whore. The next time I want to see that hole of a mouth in action, it will be working on my cock. Clear?’ he forces the bit roughly into her mouth and tightens it mercilessly.

She nods, and he acknowledges it by striking her across her bare breasts with his riding crop. She whimpers and bends over in pain. Ignoring her suffering, he grabs the reins attached to our collars and pulls her upright.

He marches us both outside and straps us into a two-man carriage, side-by-side in the shafts. Then without even climbing aboard, he uses the whip on both of our backs, as punishment not encouragement, as he’s not even aboard yet. Bound and gagged, we are unable to resist or complain. After several strokes each, he leaps aboard the carriage and order us to, ‘Walk on.’

He walks us to the race track and then he forces us into a run. Several times around the track he runs us, before letting us slow down to a walk as he heads us off, into the woods.

He walks us for another fifteen minutes or so around the woods, before he pulls up at one of the isolated rest stops. He unharnesses K and I from the cart, removes our bits from our mouths, and leaves us standing side-by-side as he pulls out a hamper from under the seat. Taking it over to the wooden bench, he sits down, opens it and then begins lunch. Eating chicken and drinking wine, while we stand by the cart, awaiting further instructions.

He seems to have forgotten our existence, so I take the chance to talk to K, quietly under my breath, so as not to annoy him.

‘Mistress K, what’s the deal with this guy? How come he gets to treat you so badly?’

‘I wouldn’t normally tell anyone this but as you are involved ... I guess you have a right to know. I have many different sides to my personality, the one you’ve been seeing up to now, Lady Gilchrist. But I have others, some very dark. My husband has discovered all of them, especially the one you are seeing today. That part of me, we call her Eve, is addicted to extreme pain and degrading and humiliating sex.

‘Master Roger indulges me in this as I’m a masochist, and underneath all the charm, he is a sadist. Unfortunately though, he isn’t always available when I get the urge to be abused, so we settled on a compromise. Master Roger allowed Viktor Toplitz access to me, at my suggestion, to treat Eve in the way she likes to be treated. Outside of movies, Viktor is the only other person that is allowed to treat me that way, and from time to time, I get the need for a “pony day” and come to the stables, or he visits me at the Chateau, so my itch can be scratched.

‘No matter what you see or hear today, you will keep it to yourself. Promise? From one slave to another?’

‘I promise, Mistress. But why are you showing me this side of you?’

‘I guess I’m just showing you that no matter how high and important you may get, a slave is still a slave, and we have no worth except that which our Master gives us. Be quiet now, if he hears us, he will make us suffer for it.’

We both stand there as I discreetly watch Viktor. He turns around on the bench so he is facing out from the table. He takes out a cigar and lights it. He considers us for a while before picking up his whip and approaching us. Without a word he just starts to whip us, back and front, up and down our legs. We’re crying and pleading for mercy and he eventually stops.

‘You two, get over to the bench and kneel.’ We quickly run to obey him. He returns to his seat and puffs on his cigar as he watches us.

‘You,’ he points at me. ‘Suck me.’ I shuffle forward on my knees and take him in my mouth when he exposes himself. I work on him for some time until he says, ‘Stop. Get back.’ He moves over to K and unbuckling her arm straps, he pushes her forward onto all fours. Unbuckling the strap between her legs he sticks his dick into her and begins fucking her.

He fucks her really hard, grabbing her by the harness straps and pushing and pulling her in time to his pelvic thrusts. Each time he pulls her back, the collar chokes her momentarily, but she says nothing. Unfortunately for K, he seems to have endurance. His staying power is wearing for poor old K. Eventually, he seems to be approaching his climax, he pulls out of K and pushes her to the side, where she lays there, gasping for air.

He approaches me and I know what is going to happen next. He still has full balls which he wants to deposit somewhere. Anticipating his demands, when he sits down, I immediately take him in my mouth and suck him to completion. For the final moments, he holds my pony tail and forces my head up and down, and his cock chokes me on each downward stroke as it slips into my throat. When he comes, it is so hard I think that it’s going to come out of my ears! Obviously, rough, vicious sex excites him far more than a normal man.

I choke on it but he holds my head until I have managed to swallow it all down without spilling any, for which I’m sure I would have been punished. He pushes me away when he is done with me, and I lay next to K, my turn to gasp for air.

He gives us a few moments to recover before standing us up and ordering us to kneel on the bench and lay across the picnic table. Laying there with our arse stuck in the air, he takes the whip and gives us each a half a dozen strokes across our butts.

We lay there suffering, under orders not to move, as he lights and smokes another cigar. Once he finishes it, he unfastens the strap between my legs, and plays with my pussy until it is wet, not for my pleasure but just to lubricate it. Then he fucks me as I lay there. When he is ready to orgasm, he pulls out of me and enters K again, spunking inside her, filling her with his cum.

As my hair is in a pony tail, he wipes his cock dry on K’s hair, which she is wearing loose. He pulls us to our feet and whips us back to the cart. We are both harnessed back into the cart, the straps between our legs are refastened, his spunk oozing out of K’s pussy, and he whips us into movement.

He takes the long way back to the stables, ‘encouraging us’ along with his whip when he feels like it. I know K enjoys this and looks forward to it, personally I can’t wait to get back to the stables and get released from this sadistic madman.

Thankfully, K decides that my time in the stables is over, and removing our harnesses, and putting on our dresses again, she leads me back to the lodge where we go straight to the Spa to recover.
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HER MASTER’S VOICE
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I’m on my knees before K’s desk. I’m giving her a foot massage as she sips coffee and munches on biscuits. She hand feeds me the occasional one too. She likes to play games, breaking a biscuit in half, telling me to put my tongue out, then balancing the half biscuit on it. I have to wait for permission to take it in my mouth and chew it.

The phone rings and she answers it. ‘Hello, Master, what can I do for you?’ There’s a pause while she listens, then she replies, ‘Well, I can’t do that over the phone, you’ll have to wait until I get home. Apart from that, oh Lord and Master, how may I be of service?’

She listens again and after a moment, ‘When’s he coming home? Ah, okay. Better arrange a collar then. Can you do that? Fine ... he’s what? Oh, awkward.’ She looks down at me. Naturally I’m staring up at her, but she motions me to carry on with the foot massage. ‘We’ll talk about that when I’m home, be about an hour. Bye, love you.’

She picks up the phone again and calls Reception. ‘Give my security team a shout, will you? I’m going home, and Amy is coming with me, book her out of the Lodge, will you? No, she won’t be coming back.’

She opens her desk drawer and takes out a business card. There’s just a phone number on it, no name or business logo. ‘I want you to take this, keep it in a safe place and if you are ever in trouble, or in need of anything, help, assistance, a place to run to ... give that number a call. It is a private line to our security people, so it is manned 24 hours a day. They will put you through to me. Anything, anything at all, you call me.’ Then she leans forward and kisses me on the lips.

I am so taken aback at this act of overt kindness from a woman who, frankly, I have come to adore over the past weeks. I have never met such a power-house mix of femininity, sexuality, cruel sadism and strict masochism, underpinned with loving tenderness, all in one person. 

This woman could beat me so harshly, and then make me come so hard I’d think my soul had left my body. I know she had to be strict with me as I was in training, but if it wasn’t for my serving Master Philip, I think I could happily surrender myself to this exciting woman, and her domination, for the rest of my days.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ is all I can say past the lump in my throat, and my vision gets a bit blurry for some reason.

‘It’s your lucky day, your Master’s coming home this weekend. He’ll come and stay with us at Chateau Gilchrist for a few days, to let you get reacquainted. You’re a different woman now, and he may expect you to behave differently, display your training, so to speak. Now why don’t you go up to your room and pack your things? We’ll be leaving as soon as you’re ready.’
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They keep me busy around the house the next few days, but only on light duties. Serving at mealtimes and so on. No heavy work in the garden, no having to submit to anyone for sex, I’m out of training now, and am back to being the property of Master Philip. K says they don’t want to return me covered in whip marks.

Finally, the day arrives. K has ordered me to stay in my room, she comes up later to help me dress and put on my makeup. She wants me to look really beautiful when Master first sees me, and he will fall in love with me all over again, she says.

K stays with me, coaching me on answers to specific questions that Master Philip may ask, or to be honest, any Master might ask. They expect to hear a certain kind of reply from a Society slave, rather than just the ‘Yes, No, Maybe,’ that an untrained slave might give.

‘Amy, while we are waiting, I just want to remind of what it means to be a slave to a particular Master. You must remember, you are Master Philip’s property, he literally owns you, you are a possession, nothing more. You are not his girlfriend, you are not his lover, you are just his sex toy and personal servant. Outside of your service to him, you have no rights to his time or his affections, he may even love another while keeping you as a plaything. But that doesn’t matter, your devotion to him depends on how you feel about him, not how he feels about you, or the way he uses you. Do you understand? We do what we do for our love of our Masters, we don’t expect the same in return. Remember that.’

‘I will, Mistress.’

Finally, the intercom on the house phone buzzes. K answers and replies, ‘We’ll be right down.’ Turning to me she says, ‘This is it, Amy, showtime. Just follow my lead, stand where you are told to, only speak when you are spoken to, and answer the way I have taught you.’

Too nervous to speak, I just nod my head. She leads me out of my room onto the mezzanine, where we can look down to the foyer of the house. Roger and Philip are standing there chatting. Next to them is the tall, black woman, Lola. (Damn, her bald head makes her look sexy. I always enjoyed my sessions with her.)

I go to head down but K holds me back. We wait until they have stopped greeting each other and look up to us. ‘Now,’ says K quietly, and taking my arm leads me down the stairs. So, thanks to K, we make a grand entrance, rather than just arriving in the foyer. She knows her stuff, does K.

She leads me to the Masters, and then steps back and leaves me to them. I bow to them both, a habit I have now been trained to do, but I wait to be spoken to before I open my mouth.

With a grand gesture, Roger introduces me. ‘Philip, let me present to you, Amy, your newly qualified Green Tag slave. She has been trained to the highest standards of House Gilchrist, and hopefully, you will find her a better slave than the one you left here.

‘Now then, it is the custom in House Gilchrist, to present a new house slave, or one that we have trained for someone else, with a new collar and a tag that shows her status, also a gold one which shows her ownership. Lola, the collar if you please.’

Lola opens a necklace box that she has been holding, and hands Philip a rubber collar, similar to the ones all the Gilchrist slaves wear. ‘You’ll notice that the Green Tag has todays date on it, the date that her trainer, K, deems her suitably trained,’ says Roger. ‘The gold tag normally shows the date that you took possession of her as your slave. As Amy couldn’t remember the exact date, we put today’s date on it, along with your name and hers. You are now officially and publicly her owner. As with all collarings, it should be done by the owner. Master Philip, please collar your slave.’

He holds the collar up and I turn around so he can fasten it at the back of my neck. The rubber feels cool against my skin and my eyes fill with tears as he puts a proprietary hand on my shoulder, while Lola takes photos for the record. I am his now, in some way, even more than I was before. The past seemed like we were only playing at Master/slave – now it is for real!

‘Here is Amy’s training portfolio, and final report,’ says Master Roger, taking a leather binder from Lola and handing it to Master Philip. ‘It contains all the things she was put through, how she fared, how the people at Kingswood rated her and so on. We’ve already sent you her sex and torture videos, but included is a USB with all the still photos that were taken of her during her sessions. If you ever want to advertise her for use on The Society website, these photos will come in handy.’

‘I’ve also included a full training regime, if you want her to buff up, she said she wanted to be like me,’ adds K. ‘And there are some suggestions to improve her, such as piercing her nipples, and so on. It’s all in there.’

K and Lola both give me a hug, they too appreciate what it means to be collared by their Master, a great day in a slave’s life. I am just overwhelmed by it all, I can’t even see anything as my eyes are flooded with tears.

I hear Master Roger say, ‘You must have had a long trip, why don’t you take Amy and go and have a lie down. We’ll meet again at dinner. Oh, and by the way, K has taught her to respond to the command “Mouth”. I thought you’d like that.’

I don’t know what else is said, my mind is just overloading. I feel Master Philip take me by the arm and lead me upstairs. My eyes are clearing enough to see that he is taking me to another room, not mine, a guest room.

He takes me into the room and orders me to strip, which I do gladly. He checks me out, commenting on how my body has changed for the better, lost some fat here and there, generally better toned and supple. At last! After all these weeks, being fucked, sodomised, deep throated, by any man or woman who fancied sex with me, I am at last going to submit to my own Master, who I have missed so sorely.

I won’t bore you with the details but he uses me thoroughly in all my holes, and I have to respond to the order, “Mouth” several times. It’s good to taste his cum again.
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As we lay there, wrapped in each other’s presence and also sweat, Philip says to me, ‘Amy, we have to talk, I have something I need to tell you.’

‘Yes, Master?’ I reply, expecting something wonderful like a holiday away together, or something similar.

‘I’m getting engaged, then you and I will be going to live in Italy, with my fiancé.’

I sit bolt upright and stare at him open-mouthed. ‘Engaged? Italy ... engaged?’ is all I can manage to blurt out. ‘Who ... when?’

‘Her name is Talia di Firenza, she’s the daughter of a very rich and respected family, almost Italian nobility you might say. When her parents died, her and her brother, Enzo, took over the family fortune. You may remember her, she’s worked with us a few times. I’ve known her for years, she’s a member of The Society as well.

‘She is wealthy but likes to keep herself busy with Interior Design, she’s kitted out some of the houses I have built or remodelled. Whenever our paths have crossed, we might be working on a project together, or even just in the same town, we’d have a fling, and over the years we became sort of long-distance lovers. We kept in touch, met up for no-strings sex, just casual flings though, nothing serious until these past months.

‘While you’ve been in training, it allowed me the freedom to go and stay with her, as you were being looked after. Well, one thing led to another and we finally confessed our feelings for each other, and I popped the question, luckily she said yes. So, she is to become Talia Graymont.’ He fell silent, watching my reaction.

I felt like I’d been stabbed in the heart with an icicle. ‘But what about me ... about us?’

‘Nothing has changed; I’m still your Master ... now she will become your Mistress. Won’t that be nice? As I said, she is already in The Society and has female slaves of her own, so you’ll be in good company. Of course, you might have to deal with Enzo as well, he’s a bit of a playboy and likes the ladies, particularly the ones that can’t say no. But we’ll deal with that when we’re there.’

‘But I thought ... I hoped that we would ...’ I sobbed.

‘We would what? Fall in love and grow old together, like Roger and K? You forget yourself, Amy. You came to me willingly and wanted to be my slave. My slave, Amy, not my lover, not my girlfriend ... my slave. You are free to change your mind and leave my employ if you wish, but just remember, you are just that, an employee, but one that gives me a greater hold over you. I own you; you are nothing but a piece of property. I was hoping that your training would have taught you that valuable lesson but apparently not. I should complain to K.’

‘No, please, don’t do that, Mistress K was very efficient and thorough in her schooling of me. I do, I do understand that I am merely property, an item to you, and yes, I was taught that that is my place in life. I’m sorry if I embarrassed you by speaking out of turn, Master. Please forgive me, it won’t happen again.’ I manage to lie through my teeth, covering up my deep hurt, in the way that K showed me over the past few weeks. She had taught that Masters only hear what they want to hear – not what you want to say.

I resolved that for my love of Master Philip, I would hide my hurt, put on a good face, and be the slave that he wants me to be.

‘It’ll be all right,’ he said. ‘We’ll live in a nice villa, on a big estate, near Florence. You’ll have a couple of other slaves to play with, and there is a houseful of servants to manage the place.’

‘When will I meet her?’

‘She should be here tomorrow; you’ll see her then.’

‘But what about your business?’ I ask, as I dry my tears on the bedsheets.

‘Oh, I’ll keep the office in the London going. After all, nowadays with Zoom meetings and so on, it’s as easy to keep in touch with Florence as it is with London. And I can draw my designs anywhere in the world. We’ll go to my house in the Lake District first to pick up a few things, like clothes and your passport, then arrange to mothball the place. Then it’s off to sunny Italy.’

‘And you’re sure you still want me around, not going to sell me off or anything? You can you know, I’m your property.’

‘Apart from the obvious advantages of having you around,’ he said, tugging on one of my nipples. ‘You are essential to my business, you know all about the past contracts, the upcoming ones, where I keep my favourite pen ...’ he says with a laugh. ‘No, you’re needed, Amy.’

‘Good. I’m so glad, Master. Why don’t you put me to use one more time,’ I say tugging on his flaccid cock. ‘Do me from behind, you know I like it that way.’

I get him hard and then roll onto my front, and he enters me from behind. It’s not really my favourite position, it’s just that after what he has just revealed to me, I can’t look him in the face for long, and as he pumps away and ejaculates – into his property – he can’t see the silent tears I’m shedding into the pillow.
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KNEEL TO YOUR MISTRESS
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Next day, K keeps me busy pottering about the mansion, dusting and tidying up. She wants it looking good for the new arrival. Security at the main gate alerts us that we have a visitor, and K gives them clearance. When the car pulls up outside, she summons me to the foyer and tells me to stand in the corner and await instructions.

Philip and Roger join us in the foyer and open the main doors to welcome the newcomer. She walks up the staircase to the entrance, followed by the chauffeur carrying her luggage. He has to make two trips. She walks into the foyer, tall, elegant, fantastically dressed by Italian designers. Very attractive, long brown hair to her shoulders. My heart sinks – I can’t compete with that.

Philip makes the introductions. ‘Sir Roger and Lady Gilchrist, allow me to introduce my fiancé, Talia di Firenza.’ She bows to them.

‘Welcome to Chateau Gilchrist. I knew your father, it was a sad loss to The Society when he passed. However, I’m sure that you and your brother take his place with equal standing.’

‘Thank you for your welcome, Sir Roger, and it is a pleasure to serve under such men as yourself, on the council.’ Her voice has only the faintest trace of an accent. ‘And Lady Gilchrist, I admire your work in all areas of your film career, both private and public. Such vigour, such imagination, so inspirational.’

I can’t help feeling that mentioning K’s porn past was a bit ‘tacky’. I’m supposed to be standing with head bowed, looking at the floor, not my betters, but I can’t help taking a side glance at the group. K’s eyes open slightly wider, but she has spent too many years in service to show off her feelings easily. ‘Kind of you to say so ... shall we adjourn to the lounge?’

‘In a moment perhaps. Apparently I have a new slave, I’d like to meet her first. Philip ...?

‘Yes of course,’ he looks around and finds me. ‘Amy, here if you please?’

I walk over to the group and face Talia. ‘Greetings, Mistress.’

‘A slave should kneel when first meeting her new Mistress, girl.’

I drop to my knees and bow my head. ‘Of course, Mistress, sorry Mistress. It gives me great pleasure to meet you, Mistress, and I promise to give you as good and faithful service as I gave Master Philip.’ (Okay, I admit it, K coached me in what to say.)

‘See that you do, girl. I have slaves at home, and know how to handle them, as I will handle you.’ She turns to K, ‘The lounge you say? Is it this way?’

‘Yes, please follow me.’

K sets off and she follows, leaving me still kneeling on the floor. I look up and see Philip and Roger staring down at me. ‘Follow me,’ says Philip. I trail them into the lounge where K and Talia are already seated on large, leather sofas, facing each other across a coffee table. Ramla and Jalilah are serving coffee and sandwiches. Roger and Philip seat themselves next to their respective females. I’m not sure where to stand, until Talia clicks her fingers and points to a spot at one end of the long coffee table. ‘Stand there, I want to keep an eye on you.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’ I take up my position. Ramla and Jalilah stand back against the wall, waiting to be needed again.

Once everyone has been served and are nibbling on sandwiches between sips of coffee, Talia asks K and Philip, ‘So how did ... Amy, is it? How did she do in training?’

Philip defers to K. She replies, ‘She did exceptionally well. I’ve had many girls to train over the years, and she was one of the best. Quick to learn, very fit, handled everything I threw at her on the pony riding, and physical fitness testing. Sexually submissive to everyone I gave her to. Guests at Kingswood often asked for her a second time. We gave Philip a folder with all her details, you can read that, it’ll tell you all you need to know. Honestly, if you decided to auction her off straight away, I’d certainly bid on her.’’

Philip jumps in, ‘And I noticed that all the hard training along the way has certainly increased her muscle tone and general figure. I’m pleased with her.’

‘Hmmm,’ replies Talia. ‘I’m intrigued. Let me see her ... may I?’

Roger replies, ‘Feel free, she’s your slave now.’

Talia looks at me, ‘Strip.’

I’m wearing just a light summer dress that buttons down the front. I undo the buttons and slip it off.

‘No underwear?’ asks Talia.

‘House rules here at House Gilchrist, no underwear except when they are on their period. No makeup or jewellery, except their collars. It’s to remind them that they are just slaves and not worthy of adornment,’ K explains.

‘A good rule, I may adopt with my slaves.’ She turns to me, ‘Display.’ I dutifully put my hands on my head. After studying me for a few moments, she orders me to turn. I do.

‘Very nice, okay, turn back.’

‘Should I put my dress back on, Mistress?’

‘No, stay like that ... unless anyone has any objections?’

‘I’m always happy to look at beautiful, nude women,’ says Roger, so I stay naked.

Of course, I know why Talia is doing this. Being the only one naked in front of a group of fully-clothed people can be deeply embarrassing and humiliating. Little does she know that I spent nearly all my time at Chateau Gilchrist wearing only sandals on my feet, so I’m quite accustomed to public nakedness.

After lunch, Talia says, ‘It’s been a long day and I’m used to a siesta in the afternoons. Would you mind if I went and had a lay down? I don’t need Amy so feel free to carry on using her around the house. I’ll want her to come to our room tonight though. I want to check out her bedroom duties. Okay?’

‘Sure thing,’ replies K.

‘Dinner’s at 7 o clock,’ says Roger. ‘If you need anything in the meantime, Philip will show you how to use the intercom.’

~~~
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K keeps me busy for the rest of the day, working in the kitchen. After dinner she sends me to my room to shower and await Talia’s summons. Later that evening, the intercom goes on the phone and I pick it up, ‘Come to our room, be naked.’ No greeting, no please or thank you.

I report to their room, naked as ordered, and knock quietly on the door. I have learnt not to knock more than once, so I wait for them to open it. Finally, it opens and I’m called inside. Philip is half undressed but Talia is still fully clothed.

‘Undress me,’ she orders. I remove her top layer of clothing and hang it carefully over the back of a chair. Then her bra. Nice tits, will I have to suck them, I wonder? Then I kneel and remove her shoes, followed by her garter belt and stockings. I place them on the chair and go back to kneeling in front of her in just her panties. I look up at her and she nods, ‘Go ahead.’

I hook my fingers into her knickers and slide them down to her feet, which she steps out of. Her naked, shaven pussy is staring me in the face, and I wonder if I am supposed to lick it? I wait for orders instead.

‘I’m not in the mood for long foreplay,’ she tells me. ‘So I want you just to suck Philip until he gets hard, lick me until I’m good and wet. Then you can stay and watch us fuck. After that you’re on cleanup duties. Understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

Now fully naked, Philip sits next to Talia on the edge of the bed and I go to work. First I take Philip in my mouth, taking him as far back as I can. I work on him for a while, whilst fingering Talia’s pussy. Once Philip is good and hard and ready to fuck, I move over to Talia and give her the benefit of all the training that K gave me. It must have been a while since she had sex, because it’s not long before she is gushing. She taps me on the head and tells me, ‘Go kneel in the corner, you may watch us.’

‘Yes, Mistress, thank you, Mistress.’ Still on my knees, I shuffle into the corner and watch as Talia lays on her back and pulls Philip on top of her. They don’t waste any time, he enters her and starts humping away, missionary style.

They don’t do anything fancy this first time, he just fucks her violently, and she wraps her legs around him, pulling him into her forcefully on each stroke. Eventually Philip comes with a loud groan. She carries on pulling him into her, draining every drop of cum from him.

After getting his breath back, he climbs off her. She swings her legs over the side of the bed, and with a click of her fingers, she summons me over to the bedside. ‘Lick me clean,’ she orders. I kneel between her legs again, but this time I am licking and sucking on a wet, freshly fucked pussy, filled with Philip’s cum.

Fortunately, I had a lot of experience of this at Kingswood, being used again and again by the guests, male and female, so I carry out my orders without hesitation. I lick and suck until she is clean. Besides, how can I complain when it is my Master’s spunk I am lapping up and happily swallowing down, as it is my duty to do?

I stop when she is clean, but she orders me to carry on, I realise that she is working up to a climax, so I carry on licking her clit, until she grabs me by the hair and pulls my face deeper into her pussy. She holds me tight between her thighs as she rides out her orgasm directly on my face. Eventually, she lets go of me and lays back on the bed with a sigh.

After a moment, she rises up on her elbows and looks down at me, where I am still kneeling. ‘You can go back to your room now. You may masturbate if you wish. Goodnight.’

I get to my feet and leave the room.

~~~
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I help serve breakfast next morning to the Masters. When they are finished eating and are just sipping coffee, Talia says, ‘I’ve been looking through Amy’s training folder. I’d like to see her being whipped. The folder says she can take a whipping without crumbling. That I’d like to watch.’

K and Roger look at each other, Roger holds his hand out as a signal to defer to K. ‘Well, yes of course, that can be arranged. I’ll take you both to the Fun room and you can have a go at her.’

‘Oh, I never do it myself, I have people for that,’ she replies, snootily in my opinion. ‘Perhaps one of your staff could do it?’

‘I don’t want to disturb them; they all have duties. I’ll do it myself,’ K insists. ‘If everyone has finished breakfast, we can go to the Fun room now.’

‘Fun room?’ asks Talia.

‘British humour, you wouldn’t understand,’ K shoots back.

The three of us go down in the lift to the basement, to the Fun room. We go inside and Talia takes a seat while K undresses me and connects my wrists to the electric hoist. She raises it up, but she keeps me on my feet, with only my arms raised above my head.

She takes a whip and waits for Talia to give the nod. When she does, K whispers to me, ‘Don’t make a sound,’ then proceeds to lay into me. Up and down by back and backside, she goes. When it feels like my arse is good and red, Talia calls out, ‘Her breasts, do her breasts.’

K turns me round and whips my breasts and belly.

Suddenly, Talia’s phone rings and she picks it up. ‘Sorry, I must answer this,’ and leaves the room. K and I stare at each other astonished. We wait a while but Talia doesn’t return, so K releases me from the hoist and tells me to get dressed.

When I’m clothed again, K grabs me by the shoulders and says, ‘Remember what I said, any time you need help, or want to leave her and Philip, call me, I’ll help you.’ Then she kisses me hard on the mouth, an act which I gratefully reciprocate fully.

When we get back up to the foyer, Talia is just finishing her call and is surprised to see us. ‘Oh, I was going to come back down.’

‘The session is over,’ says K, sternly.

‘Very well,’ replies Talia, obviously annoyed, but not wishing to start an argument with her host.
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We leave for the Lake District the next day. Although the rear compartment of the limousine is big enough for four people, I have to sit up front with the driver, and the privacy screen is up.

Master Philip makes a few calls with his housing friends and arranges someone to mothball the house after we’re gone, and keep an eye on it for him. We collect everything we need, clothes and documents, including my passport, and then head to the nearest international airport. At the airport, Talia and Philip book themselves into first-class, whereas I have to travel in the tourist section, stuck next to a crying child.

I realise that I vowed my life to serve my Master, and will suffer anything for him, but I understand that my life won’t be the glamourous, sexy, life that I’d hoped it would be, that of a faithful slave to a loving Master. Instead, it seems that I may have to live my life as a long-suffering slave, to a cruel Mistress and an indifferent Master.

It’s too late for me to change my future, I am fully committed to being a slave, I couldn’t give up that life now. But what will that life hold, will I just be some Master’s sex toy, or a pain slave, a whore for use by any Master who desires me? Could I bear that or will I be forced to walk away?

Only time will tell. What if Talia makes my Master sell me, or give me away?

I don’t know, but I have to ask myself, in a year’s time ...  will I still be The Architect’s Slave?

THE END
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