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‘What are we doing for Christmas?’ I ask Master Roger as we sit in my office at Kingswood Country Club. Master has shown in subtle ways that he no longer considers himself to be in charge here, since he signed the Club over to me. For instance he never sits behind the desk unless he has gone around there to use the computer or the phone. He always lets me answer the phone when it rings, and so on.

‘In general or here at Kingswood?’

‘Both, I suppose.’

‘Well I haven’t made any plans, I wanted to see if you had anything you particularly wanted to do.’

‘Well ... as it’s my first Christmas in charge, I’d like to do something special for the “troops” but I’m not sure what. Most of them live here onsite so don’t have anywhere else to go at Christmas. Any suggestions?’

‘What are bookings like at that time of year?’

‘Practically nil, for the Christmas weekend, booming over the New Year though. I guess rich old perverts are the sentimental sort who like to spend Christmas with their friends and family ... and then go “Batshit crazy” over the New Year.’

‘Yep, sounds like us ... and I’m including you in that group.’

‘Thanks, it’s nice to be remembered. Seriously though, I’d appreciate a little help, you’ve got such a good imagination when it comes to planning surprises and so on.’

He looks at me for a moment and then asks, ‘Fancy a cigar?’

‘You betcha.’ I may be the Mistress of Kingswood but I’m still Master’s personal slave, so I get a kick out of doing menial tasks for him. It’s a way of showing my affection. I love it when he asks me to light a cigar for him, it means he trusts me to do it for him, trimming the end with a cigar cutter, warming the end before lighting it with a match (never a lighter) and then puffing on it until I’m sure it is lit evenly, and not just on one side. Even more thrilling is when he invites me to have one as well, it makes me feel like an equal as we sit there puffing away on our cigars.

After I’ve prepared one for each of us, he tells me to hold off lighting them, we’ll smoke them out on the veranda, as we discuss Christmas. On the way out of the hotel he asks me to tell Reception to bring us out a bottle of wine and two glasses. 

‘Red or white?’ I ask.

‘Fuck it, we’re rich, ask them to send out some champagne from our private stock.’ With a grin I hurry off to carry out his orders.

Once we’re settled outside on the veranda, happily puffing on our cigars, and the waiter has delivered the ice bucket with the champagne, he tells me his ideas. ‘As you know I was in the army ...’

‘Oh God, here we go again, “During the war,” ’ I say in an old, croaky voice.

‘Shut up or I’ll come over there and punch you.’

‘I know Krav Maga ... and I’m a fast runner.’

‘Are you done? Do you want to hear my idea or not?’

‘Sorry, Master, go ahead.’

‘As I was saying ... in the military there is a tradition that on Christmas day, those soldiers that have to stay behind on camp over that period, have their Christmas day meal served to them by the Officers and SNCOs. We should do something like that, only moreso.’ He took his phone out and called up the calendar for the month of December.

‘My suggestion would be ... and it’s only a suggestion, you’re in charge, is this. Close the camp in December on Friday 20th, boot out all the guests and close the place to customers until Sunday the 29th. Then let those who live on camp have access to the cabins and the hotel rooms for the holiday period, so they don’t have to spend Christmas in the barracks in one man rooms. They can split into groups of their choosing and have an appropriate cabin allocated to them. Christmas day we’ll have a big dinner in the restaurant and me and you, Nicky, Lola and Indira, plus everyone on the senior staff such as the manager and the pony trainers who are still on site, can serve them dinner. Then we let them have a free bar for the rest of the day.’

‘What about the Family Gilchrist during Christmas?’

‘We’ll all live here over the holiday period. Once we’ve served everyone and they are hitting the bar, all of us who served them, Simon Powell and so on, will have our Christmas dinner in the private dining room.’

‘Wait a minute, who’s going to do all the cooking and so on?’ I ask.

‘Hmmm ... well, explain to everyone that they need to work out some sort of rota amongst themselves to man the kitchens and the restaurant. Everyone that works on any of those days, Christmas day or not, gets triple pay for the time they work.

‘And then maybe have a dance on one of the other nights, a Masked Ball perhaps. Give them all a chance to put their posh frocks on and strut their stuff. They’ll love you for it. But everyone must be back in harness ready for the 29th when the New Year guests will start to arrive.’

I think this over and it all sounds a great idea to me. There’s just one extra item I’d like to add to the list, that has been on my mind since the need to plan for Christmas first popped into my head. ‘I’d like to invite Bruce over to stay for Christmas as well.’

‘Damn woman, don’t you get enough sex from me and Viktor Toplitz? Do you have to have extra studs flown in to service you as well?’

‘Well ... a woman has needs you know. Seriously though, this will be his first Christmas without the Contessa and he might find it a bit hard without her. I just thought if we surrounded him with friendly faces, he wouldn’t feel so alone.’

‘He’s a big man, with lots of money now, so I don’t think he’ll find himself short of female companionship, but I get your point and it’s very thoughtful of you to consider him. Of course you should invite him, and if he should happen to find you under the Christmas tree one night, I’ll just look the other way. Fair enough?’

I look at him and all I can think of to say is, ‘God, I love you, if you weren’t my Master you’d still be a fantastic bloke to be married to.’

‘But of course,’ he says smugly. ‘Now be a love and pour me some more champagne while I figure out other ways to make you appreciate me.’
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I get out of bed and peek outside the curtains at the weather. As predicted the storm front that has been threatening Britain for the past week has finally hit us. The majority of the three countries are covered in snow. Yippee! It’s going to be a White Christmas.

Things at Kingswood are going to plan. We’ve left our security team guarding Chateau Gilchrist and only brought Devon’s bodyguard, Pola Nevski, along with us. The regular Kingswood security staff are up to the task of guarding the camp over the holidays. Bluebird Films have closed down for the break and all gone home, so there are only Kingswood personnel on site, and a few invited personal guests, such as Pete who is shacked up with Indira in one of the hotel rooms, and Bruce who is currently sleeping in the bed I just got out of.

All the camp guests were hoofed out by the 21st and then the staff who will be here over Christmas shared out the cabins and Lodge rooms between themselves, and after they cleaned them up, settled in them for the holidays. They’ve worked out a rota for cooks, waitresses, laundry staff and whatever to carry on working, but taking separate days as they only have to cater for each other and the House Gilchrist people. (For which they are all being extremely well rewarded.)

I cross to the bed and look down at Bruce, who is snoring gently. He arrived yesterday and I spent the night with him. Master doesn’t mind but I discussed it with Chloe beforehand, and she told me that she is perfectly happy just being a mother to Devon, and doesn’t need to get involved in all the sex and debauchery that will take place at Kingswood over the next week (I hope) so she will let me do my own thing and have as much fun as I can handle.

Isn’t that sweet? It’s why I love her. She knows what a whore I am and the depths I occasionally sink to, but she loves me anyway, and lets me have my way. Simply belonging to me is enough for her apparently, as she knows I’ll always come back to her. She says as it’s Christmas the best present she can give me is to let me be myself for the holidays.

Bruce gave me a nice fucking last night but today is a new day, with new responsibilities. I pick up the phone and call Master’s room. A sleepy Nicky answers and then passes me to Master. ‘It’s snowing,’ I tell him. ‘And you know what that means.’

‘Give me half an hour and them meet me in reception. Ring the kitchen and arrange some breakfast for us.’

‘Will do.’

~~~
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By the time I have showered Bruce off me, and made it to Reception, there is a tray of coffee and bacon sandwiches waiting on one of the tables. Master is already there, tucking in. He is wrapped up nice and warm in cold weather gear. I however am just wearing a Barbour-style coat under which I am naked, and a pair of boots on my feet.

I am about to be driven naked, through the snow while Master follows me on horseback. It’s a tradition of ours that when it first snows, I like to be run naked around the camp site as Master follows, encouraging me along with a horse whip. Then if he can catch me, he gets to fuck me. I just love the freedom of running naked through the snow. (And being fucked by Master too.)

As we eat our sandwiches it’s not a good idea to eat too much before running through the woods, but it’s cold out there and I need something warm inside me. (Not that ... stop thinking like that, you dirty pervert.)

‘Did you arrange the horse?’ Master asks.

‘Right after I rang the kitchen. I don’t know what cabin the stable hands are in, so I rang Viktor. He said he’d do it when I explained what was happening.’

‘Good, good, let’s go then. I’ll let him have you once I’ve finished with you.’

‘Yes, Master.’

Although Master Roger actually gave me Kingswood to own, and I am technically the most important person on this site, and could fire the whole staff if I wanted to, in reality, I am the lowest, piece of trash whore in the whole place. Even our female staff have the right to say ‘NO’ to any guest that tries to bed them (although few actually do). I however, have to sleep with whoever Master Roger wishes to give me to. As his personal slave I am not in a position to ever refuse.

All of the pony trainers have been through me, male and female, while I am doing pony training at the stables, but there is one in particular, Viktor Toplitz, that Master has an arrangement with. Not only did I ask for him as my personal pony trainer (he was the cruellest) Master has made a private deal with him. From time to time when I wish to be subjected to really harsh physical and sexual abuse (this is by my choice you understand) Master has recruited Viktor to stand in for him when he is unavailable, so Viktor has seen the worst of me and done the worst to me, after Master.

We take the golf cart down to the stables where Viktor is waiting for us. The horse is saddled and waiting. Viktor is holding a collar and long pony training leash, which he hands to Master. ‘Got the radios?’ he asks Viktor.

Viktor gives one of two hand radios to Master. ‘Keep the other one on you and I’ll call you when we’re returning. You can stable the horse for us.’

‘Ja, Herr Gilchrist.’

Master fastens the collar around my neck and climbs onto the horse. ‘Okay, take your coat off,’ he commands.

I slip my coat off and hand it to him. I might be too tired to run back to the stables, so will need some protection against the cold when we return. Viktor looks on dispassionately. I have no qualms about being seen naked by him. He has used me cruelly on many occasions and many is the time I’ve knelt naked before him, begging for mercy, so simply standing here in front of him in the nude is not a problem. In fact it’s quite arousing and it’s not just the cold that makes my nipples go hard.

Master tugs on my leash and orders, ‘Walk on.’ I walk ahead of the horse until we are clear of the stables and out on the track. Master feeds out the leash so I have plenty of slack and orders, ‘Run.’ I set off down the track.

It must have been heavy fall last night as the track is inches deep, but still not deep enough to make it difficult to run through. But the day is young and the snow is still falling. I run, my whole body beginning to sting from the cold, as I haven’t heated up from the exertion yet.

Master gently tugs on my leash, holding me back if I get too far ahead. The cold wind in my hair and on my naked body is exhilarating. I dash off at great speed and by the time we clear the woods and end up on the running track, my lungs are about to explode.

He pulls me down to a walk and leads me in a circle around the grass centre of the track. Out in the open the snow is about a foot deep here and I feel the resistance of the deepening snow. As he walks me, from time to time he yanks on the leash and I fall over into the snow. I love it and when he does it I actually roll around in it before getting up and walking again.

And then we get to the bit I love the best. Once on a skiing trip to France, I discovered what fun it was to be fucked, kneeling naked in the snow. Master has obviously decided it is too cold for us to play Chase and Catch, and is just going to fuck me there and then. Without further ado, he pulls me again so I fall into the snow and as I see him unzipping his trousers, I go into the ‘all fours’ position and rub snow on my boobs to make it more chilling and painful (and delicious).

He takes me from behind and roughly fucks me. He must have given Nicky a good going over last night, because it takes him longer than usual to come. I however come twice before he does, as he rubs snow on my back, due to the very unique nature of the experience. Suddenly he pulls out, turns me round and shoots his load into my willing mouth.

Once he has done, he pulls me to my feet and wraps me in his arms, as he pulls his coat wide to cover me as well. He holds me as I warm up from his body heat. ‘I love you, Master.’

‘I love you too, K, but I’m still going to let Viktor have you when we get back to the stables. I promised you lots of depravity and debauchery this Christmas. There’s no telling who you might end up with so I won’t have you whipped, you’ll be needing all your strength.’

‘I’m just your whore slut, Master. Give me to whoever you wish, I will service them for your pleasure.’

‘Good girl. Now put your coat on and I’ll walk you back to the stables.’ He radios Viktor and tells him we’re coming in.

He leads me back to the stables on my leash and then hands me and the horse back to Viktor. ‘She’s all yours, Viktor but no whipping, just sex. Enjoy.’

‘Ja, Herr Gilchrist.’

Then Master drives off in the golf cart.

As I’m an experienced horsewoman, Viktor has me remove it’s saddle and harness and then brush down the horse. Once that is done, he has me take my coat off and once again I am put on my hands and knees on the now muddy floor of the stable, while he has his brutal way with me.
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Christmas day comes and as promised all the senior staff assemble in the restaurant and the staff file in to take their places at the long dining table that has been set out. There’s no top table as we will eat later in the private dining room.

We’re all in fancy dress. I am dressed as a pirate, Chloe is dressed as Tinkerbell (for reasons that are absolutely none of your business). Unusually I’m having to wear underwear as my tunic is so short you could see everything if I didn’t. Master is dressed in a tuxedo as James Bond, Bruce is wearing a Superman costume (if you’d seen him and his muscles, you’d understand why). Pete is dressed as a ‘comic policeman’, Viktor is dressed as a South American Gaucho, Simon Powell the manager is dressed as a school teacher with gown and mortar board hat. Annika and Kasia are Xena, Warrior Princess and her side-kick, Gabrielle, and the rest of the pony trainers came as cowboys. Lola is dressed as the Fairy Godmother, Nicky is in a Sexy Santa outfit, and for entirely non-PC reasons and because it amuses us, we’ve dressed Indira up as a Native American squaw – figure that one out for yourself.

Chloe and Indira have decided not to indulge in the boozing, apart from a few glasses of wine and take it in turns to look after Devon, safely away from the noise and bustle, in my office. They repeatedly swap over as the day goes on, so as not to miss out on the fun as we serve in the dining room. Pola is floating around looking like the ‘ghost of Christmas’ in her dark suit, so we insist on her sitting down with the others and joining in on the festivities.

I give a speech thanking all the staff and wishing them a happy and prosperous New Year. Then we serve the food. Like our Fox Hunts the food is wheeled in on trolleys and we seniors hand out plates of turkey and beef, and then the trained waitresses dish out the veg and potatoes.

We stay on hand while they eat, topping up their drinks, bringing fresh bottles of wine, and so on. But finally when dessert has been served, we tell them to enjoy themselves and leave them to it.

We head off to the private dining room and help ourselves to the trolley full of Christmas food and later the dessert trolley. At one point a staff member enters the room and asks if we mind if they switch on the disco kit and have a bit of a dance. Of course I tell them to go right ahead and we listen to the music playing as we eat our meal.

~~~
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A couple of hours later when we’ve finished eating and are well lubricated with drink, we go out to join them. Everyone is still sitting at the dining table except for those who are dancing. We bring out fresh booze and go around serving them again.

Of course, with all the booze that’s flowing and us being subservient to the staff, some of them get a bit ‘cheeky’ touching me up as I serve them. They all know my past and I’m sure many of them have seen my films or me being run around the camp as a pony girl, so they know I’ve been around a bit and I’m no shrinking violet.

One of them even shouts out, ‘I want to see Kan-Kan.’ Which starts a chant of ‘KAN-KAN, KAN-KAN, KAN-KAN.’

And then to my surprise, Master jumps in with a ditty that they used to sing in the army when female soldiers walked into the bar, when the lads had been drinking. At first he sings it and then encourages the other to sing along with him.

Sung to the tune of “Rock of Ages”.

‘Get your tits out,

‘Get your tits out,

‘Get your tits out for the boys!

‘Get your tits out for the boys.’

I look at him and he just shrugs and smiles. What the Hell, I announce to the room, ‘Okay, okay, you win, but you just get a striptease, not the whole banana routine.’

To which there are groans and cries of, ‘Not fair, we want Kan-Kan.’

‘Take it or leave it,’ I tell them.

There is muttering from the length of the table but eventually they sing, ‘Kan-Kan,’ and ‘Get your tits out for boys,’ so I guess that means yes.

‘Okay, give me a minute to prepare.’ I tell Master to dish out some more booze while I do. I go to my office to collect my phone. Chloe is there waiting with Devon. She’s wrapped up in her Santa Claus one piece suit, sleeping happily (Devon that is, not Chloe). I call Chloe, Elf, by the way, as she reminds me of one, so delicate and beautiful.

‘What are you up to now?’ she asks as I pick my phone up and search for the right playlist. I keep a copy on my phone just in case ... you never know when you might need to do an impromptu striptease.

‘Master wants me to do Kan-Kan for the staff but I’m only doing a strip for them, I’m not doing the bananas or fucking them all afterwards.’

‘Are you sure?’ she asks with a smile. ‘I did give you a hall pass to do what you liked over Christmas.’

‘Well ... there might be some fucking later on,’ I admit.

‘I thought there might be.’

‘It depends on who Master tells me to fuck. I can’t disobey him.’

‘A feeble excuse ... go on, have your fun.’

‘Are you sure you don’t mind?’

‘If I did, and you stopped now, you wouldn’t be the girl I fell in love with.’

‘Thank you. I love you too.’ I give her a passionate kiss and head back to the restaurant.

I give Master my phone for him to plug into the disco system. ‘It’s all lined up, just hit play when I give you the nod.’

‘Got ya.’ He goes to the sound system and kills the dance music.

I go to the head of the table and beckon Nicky over to support me. I need to hand her stuff and might need a hand to get my boots off. Right, here we go.

I swig a glass of wine down and stand on the table. If they want Kan-Kan they’re going to get the full performance. I’ll give them the same personality I give the members of our Fox Hunts.

‘Right you fuckers! I hear some of you dirty bastards want to see my tits, well you’re going to, and maybe ... just maybe, that’s not all.’ I turn to Master and point at him to hit PLAY.

I start dancing. When I did the ‘banana dance’ I used to give them a lot of ‘bump and grind’ as they call it, before I started stripping. Lots of hip thrusts in each direction, and turning round and wiggling your arse, while pumping your hands over your head in time to the beat. Of course I’ve had dance training at Master’s insistence, so I can do a good job of making a dance up on the spot.

I start to strip off my pirate outfit. First my hat comes off, then after a few moments my halberd with the sword and sheath. More bump and grind and then slowly, bit by bit, unbutton my tunic, which I fling to Nicky. I then sit on the table and stretch my legs out as Nicky slowly removes my boots, one by one, leaving me in just my blouse and knickers. (Remember, I’m only wearing them because the tunic was so short. Good job too.)

‘Give me the hat,’ I say to Nicky and I place it on my head. Then I unbutton my blouse and dance my way down the table alternately flashing one boob at a time to the punters. When I get to the end of the table, I take the shirt off completely, to much hooting and roaring and wolf-whistles. I take the hat off my head and rip the large feather off it. Then I use that to cover and then reveal various parts of my anatomy as I dance my way back up the table.

One cheeky sod reaches up and pulls my knickers down to my ankles. Without missing a beat, I step out of them and place them on his head. I pull him in and give him a kiss. Still covering then revealing myself with the feather, I stand up and flash the whole room my naked pussy. I kneel down again and one of the diners leans forwards so I put my boob in his open mouth and let him suck on it for a moment.

I turn to the opposite side of the table and there is one of the chalet maids there. On an impulse I offer her my boob and she takes it and gives it a suck. I kiss her too. Slowly I make my way up the table shuffling along on my knees, stopping every few feet, letting whoever wants to, touch, suck or lick my boobs, and I kiss plenty of men and women along the way.

A few of the braver ones reach between my legs and try to touch my pussy. For those brave ones I give a treat. I spin around and pull their heads to my waiting pussy, and let them have a few licks before moving on.

When I reach the head of the table, Master comes to me and placing me on my back, invites anyone that wants to play with me ... but no fucking. A steady queue forms of men and women, to dine off Kan-Kan. I lay there motionless as they suck on my boobs, or French kissing me as their colleagues eat my pussy. Some get spray cans of cream from the dessert trolley and spray them on me before licking it off.

I’m going crazy having two and three people working on me at a time, it’s driving me near the edge but unfortunately not over it. As the queue is dying down I fear I’m not going to get an orgasm before they finish. The music dies away and then I see Master start it up again.

I’m still lying on the table being eaten, when I see Master, Bruce and a few others drag up chairs in a semi-circle around the end of the table. Bruce pours out fresh glasses of wine as Master stands up and announces that Kan-Kan is open for business! Anyone that wants to fuck me is now allowed to. Form an orderly queue, please!

Not everyone at the dining table wants a piece of me, but there are plenty who do. How often do you get to fuck the boss? One by one, the men fuck my pussy, while the lesbians amongst the staff, climb up on the table so they can kiss me or suck on my boobs. Some of them even straddle my face so I can lick their pussies for a change. Or guys stick their dicks in my mouth.

I don’t remember it happening like this to me since the days when I danced for the workforce at Pete’s Christmas parties. Since then, after each dance I’ve simply been taken to bed by a lone person or a couple. I haven’t been used as a Fuck toy like this for a while, not since my last time on a pony ranch, being gang banged by the trainers, or my spell as a hooker in Malaysia. I know my role however, and I just let them do what they want to me or do what is asked of me, like suck cock and eat pussy. Master has just turned me into a sex doll for tonight and I will behave as such. When Master decides to whore me out, I don’t argue or complain, I just open my mouth and spread my legs. Mind you I get to come several times so I don’t moan about it. (What? I’m a whore, what do you expect?)

Master turns me over and slaps some butter into my arse crack. ‘She’s got three holes you know ... use ‘em all.’ So they start taking advantage of my other entrance as well. I’m bent over the table, resting on my elbows, and in that position my mouth is available for use, so it gets used. I’m vaguely aware that further down the table, I’m not the only being fucked. Apparently watching me getting drilled has inspired others to indulge as well. In between mouth fucks, I’m able to see chalet maids and waitresses getting fucked or dropping to their knees and providing oral stimulation to their chosen partners, male or female. I even see Pola, Devon’s bodyguard, and Lola our newest slave, with their tongues down the throats of various chamber maids. We told Pola that she was free to float around, do what she liked over the holiday, and would only be needed if we took Devon outside the Lodge

I also get chance to look at Master and give him the, ‘See what I do for you?’ look, and he nods back appreciatively.

Master, Bruce and the other senior staff sit there drinking, watching me getting violated by what seems like the entire staff of Kingswood while Pete films it, although I know it can’t have been as some of them are gay and won’t have been interested. I know I am “Mistress of Kingswood” but now it feels like I’ve become the “Mistress of everyone who works at Kingswood”.

They take a long time using me, as some of them come back for seconds, it seems like hours, I don’t know how long, but finally I’m on my knees, sucking on the last few cocks, splattered with dried spunk, when Master calls a halt to it. Good job too, I’m thoroughly exhausted and need to rest. He calls Bruce over who gallantly takes his cape off and covers my nakedness.

Master kneels down next to me and says, ‘Merry Christmas, Princess. I felt I should do something special for you on this day. Now Chloe will take you up to your bedroom. Have a bath and climb into bed. You can spend the night with her. Don’t worry though, Indira will take care of Devon tonight.’

‘What about Bruce?’ I ask.

‘No problem, he can have Nicky tonight.’

He lifts me to my feet and my darling Elf is there to lead me away. There is much applause and cheering as I leave the room. Well, I guess I won that crowd over.
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26th DECEMBER
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Today I’m having a ‘domestic day’ and I spend it with Elf and Devon. I let Indy have the day alone with Pete as I want her to look after the baby tonight.

The three of us play games and watch cartoons in my office, which I’ve turned into a play area. Devon can now walk by herself without hanging onto things to support her, so we decide to introduce her to snow for the first time.

It’s wonderful seeing her reaction to it, waving her hands through it, crying when she face-plants into it. We had a fresh fall last night so the snow is deep and soft, so she can’t harm herself. We’re playing on a bit of ground that we know is only grass underneath, not stones or rocks, so she’ll be all right. She also finds the snowman we build scary, and won’t stop crying until we kick him to pieces which amuses her.

We meet Master and the others for lunch. We dine in the restaurant, with the staff who are around. It’d be too dull eating in the private dining room by ourselves, so we join in with the others. Mainly they’re the ones who are living in the Lodge. Those who are in cabins seems to be fending for themselves.

After lunch I’ve ordered up a pony and trap (a real horse, not a pony girl) and take Elf and Devon for a ride round the camp, discreetly followed at a distance by Pola in a golf cart. The woods are beautiful all covered in snow, and we spend hours just trotting around all the woodland trails. Elf gets a big kick out of me taking her for a ride and spending the day with her.

The fact is, I’m definitely ‘the man’ in our relationship, the Mistress and slave thing has sort of faded into the background a lot since we got married, and she enjoys me taking care of her and our baby. Having me make all the decisions and always lead. She’s so beautiful and delicate and she deserves to have someone to look after her.

After the evening meal, we hand Devon over to Indira to put her down for the night in her room, while I make our excuses and take Elf back to ours. I won’t lie, I’ve been waiting to get my hands on her for days, and I make her wear the Tinkerbell outfit while I seduce her over a bottle or two of wine ... and then have my wicked way with her.

Delicious.
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Elf and I spend the next day with Devon again, as I want Indy to take her tonight as Elf and I go to the Masked Ball. This might sound a bit unfair to you, but look at it this way, she gets to spend another day and night alone with Pete. As she is a slave of House Gilchrist, I could easily order her to spend the whole holiday playing nursemaid to Devon, but I don’t. The only condition I place on her though is that her and Pete don’t have sex while Devon is in the same room.

Elf, Nicky, Lola and I get dressed up to the nines. It has been decided by Master that Elf and I will attend the Masked Ball and then he and Bruce will take us both to bed, and the four of us will have group sex. A Ménage a Quatre? Anyway, not sure what he has planned for Nicky and Lola. We gave Pola the night off, so she went off to play with her friends from Kingswood security.

I dress Elf in a little black dress that shows off her legs nicely. I wear Master’s favourite, the long black dress, halter neck, deeply cut to show my cleavage (which is great by the way, if I do say so myself) a thigh-length split up both sides and no stockings or underwear. Nicky and Lola are wearing bright red dresses that show their boobs off. Then I do our makeup and hair. We look absolutely gorgeous, especially Elf, I find it hard to keep my hands off her, but Master has ordered that we save ourselves for him and Bruce, so we must obey.

We all put on masks. I don’t know why anyone bothers with masks at a Masked Ball, everyone knows who everyone else is behind the mask, so why pretend you don’t? Then we take the lift down to Reception where Master and Bruce are waiting for us, both resplendent in tuxedo’s. At least I think it’s them, could be two other fellas behind those masks. Who knows? Who cares as long as they’re good in bed?

I go up to Bruce and say, ‘Hey big boy, wanna buy a thirsty gal a drink? Who knows, you might get lucky later if you do.’

‘Shoot lady, grab an arm and let’s go get you liquored up.’ He puts his arm out. I take it and Elf and Nicky take Master’s arms. I motion Lola to take Bruce’s other arm, it makes more sense height-wise as she taller than the rest of us girls. Bruce is over seven feet tall and Elf is so tiny and adorable, if he had her hanging off his arm it would look like he was bringing his small daughter to the dance.

We go into the ball room and find a spare table. No special top table for us, this holiday, we’re all equals. I look at the buffet they have laid out, the cooks have done a magnificent job, I must commend them later. Let them have Nicky to play with perhaps.

The camp staff are looking fine as well. You have to remember that they are all slaves, and although we do pay them well, they spend most of their lives in a Kingswood uniform, so probably don’t have that extensive a wardrobe to choose from. Still they did their best and the women look smashing.

We have a good time, us four girls are asked up to dance quite often. After what happened Christmas day in the restaurant, I don’t think anyone is shy about approaching me. I even get Master up to dance, which is a rarity. But ... if he will drop his inhibitions, then I will drop my knickers, fair enough?

Late in the evening when we’re all quite drunk and people are beginning to pair off (or go in threesomes) a man approaches our table and asks Master, ‘Some of us are having a party in one of the big lodges. We were wondering if your wife would like to join us.’

‘Why don’t you ask her? She is Mistress of Kingswood after all.’

‘Very well. Mrs. Gilchrist ... Kan-Kan, or whatever you want to be called, would you like to join us this evening?’

‘It’s very kind of you to invite me, I’m flattered. But you see, I’ve been booked by these two gentlemen here, for the night. They intend to do rude things to me, harshly and repeatedly, so I’m afraid that I shall have to turn down your generous offer. I can however offer you the services of young Nicky here. She is extremely well-versed in the art of carnal delights, which I can personally vouch for, and she’d be happy to substitute for me. Isn’t that right, Nicky?’

‘I’d be delighted to, Mistress.’

‘There you go. Take her away my good man and make good use of her. But bring her back tomorrow unmarked ... or else!’ I wag my finger at him.

‘Rest assured, I promise that no one will harm this sweet thing, but she will be put to good use.’

‘Bye, Nicky.’

Everyone wishes her goodbye and the ‘masked stranger’ (the Lone Ranger?) leads her away for a night of sex and debauchery.

I turn to Lola. ‘Please feel free to go off and find yourself some company for the night. I saw you in deep conversation with one of the pony trainers earlier.’

‘Yes, Mistress, he was showing some interest. Would it be all right then if I ...?’

‘Go ride that young man until he begs for mercy.’ (Yes, I am a bit drunk.) ‘See you tomorrow.’ When she has left us I say, ‘And that’s where we four should be. Away from the crowd, naked and surrendering to the full force of our depravity. Okay boys, it’s time to remind you why I am the best fuck in the room. Let’s go cowboys.’

We wish everyone good night and make our way to the lift. When we get to our floor, Bruce picks me up and puts me over his shoulder and it’s pretty obvious that Elf and I are in for some good old caveman sex tonight.

I won’t go through everything that happened that night, as we got more drunk and more horny, but a couple of things stuck in my mind. The first one is Elf, kneeling naked before Bruce as she sucked on his huge ‘Schlong’ as the yanks call it.

The second was when I was straddling Bruce as he lay on his back, as I impaled myself on his massive cock. At the same time, Master knelt behind me and slid his smaller (but still big) dick into my rear entrance. And to top it all off, Elf knelt next to me, tongue deep in my throat as she played with my boobs. I was in such an state of erotic arousal that I was unable to move as my pussy just orgasmed of its own accord without being touched or stimulated. My tits nearly blew off as I screamed my orgasm into Elf’s mouth.

And that was only the first of many that night.
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Everyone had a lie in next morning. We didn’t surface until around lunchtime when we all met in the restaurant. Elf took over Devon again and after we had eaten, I called every staff member to the restaurant and reminded them that was the last day of freedom before we opened again, so they must all clean up the rooms and cabins they had used and return things to normal. 

They thanked me for the holiday and even presented me with a bouquet of flowers. I couldn’t help pondering in passing how many of those present had actually fucked me on Christmas day, and if they were wondering if they could ever do it again. Maybe this calls for some sort of rota system? I’ll have to think about it.

Although the snow was still deep outside, there hadn’t been any fresh falls, so all the roads had been cleared and people could get around again.

By the end of the day, all departments had checked in with me to report that everything was ship-shape and back to normal, also now the roads were open again, all the food stuffs and alcohol we’d ordered had been delivered. So we’re ready for the next set of guests who would start arriving tomorrow in preparation for New Year.

Also during the day I got slipped a couple of notes from chalet maids asking if they could be added to the list of people that deliver my lunch. (That’s because I usually have sex with them afterwards.) I carefully place those in my desk drawer so I don’t lose them.

So that was it, my first Christmas as Mistress of Kingswood. Lots of drinking sucking and fucking by all and sundry. Every one of House Gilchrist and their friends will be staying here until the New Year period is over.

I can’t wait for New Year’s Eve! Happy New Year to you all!

Bye now, Love to you all and be kind to each other. We are all we’ve got.

K.

THE END
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