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FOREWORD

 


 


Since The Transformation of
‘K’ series was published, I’ve had many
people ask me what happened next to K. (Almost What ‘K’ Did Next as opposed
to What Katy Did Next for you literary types.)

So after
a time, with K’s approval, I decided to document some of our
‘adventures’ that she, Chloe and I went through together, after the
tales of the first series. Once again, I hope you enjoy the journey
with us. We certainly did.

 


Roger
James Gilchrist


RJG




 





BLIND
FAITH

 


 


I come
out of my study, heading for the kitchen for a cup of tea and I see
K leading Chloe across the foyer on a leash and she’s blindfolded.
They are both wearing the same outfit, Denim shorts, halter neck
top with no bra and sandals. K likes me to decide what she wears
day by day, and she gets to decide what Chloe wears each day, so K
often dresses them both the same.

‘What’s up?’ I ask. ‘Has Elf been naughty?’ (K calls Chloe
‘Elf’ because she reminds her of one, so they asked me to call her
that as well.)

‘Yes. She took too long making me come last night, so I’m
keeping her blindfolded all day as punishment.’ K looks at me
bashfully, ‘It’s just games we play. You don’t mind do you,
Daddy?’

Chloe wanted to call K, Mummy, as that’s what K has come to
represent to her, the mother figure she never had growing up, as
well as being her lover. After discussing it with me, K said she
would only agree to it if she (K) was allowed to call me Daddy, as
she has long wanted to. So it was agreed that both of them would
call me Daddy when we were at home. The
things I have to put up with to keep my girls happy!

‘Of course not. After all she’s your slave, to play with as
you wish.’

‘Good. I was hoping you would see it that way. Besides, it’s a
good trust exercise.’

‘Are you saying Elf doesn’t trust you?’

‘Nothing like that. It’s the body … it instinctively seeks to
protect itself if it can’t see what’s around. It automatically puts
its hands out when walking, reaches out with its foot before
moving, that sort of thing. It’s natural, even if you trust the
person who is leading you. I learnt that in those dance classes you
sent me to. Sometimes they would make me dance
blindfolded.

‘What I’m doing with Elf is teaching her to let go and learn
that she can rely on me … or you … to lead her around in perfect
safety. When I’m finished with her she’ll let me lead her around
just by following my voice, I won’t even have to have her on a
leash.’

‘And you of course, Daddy, I’ll trust you too,’ chips in
Chloe, which earns her a hard slap across the arse from
K.

‘I told you not to speak!’

‘Sorry, Mummy.’ Which gets her another slap on the rump.
Sensibly, she doesn’t respond this time.

‘Do I need to do this trust exercise with you?’ I ask
K.

‘Oh no, you and I are way past that.’

‘Howdya mean?’

‘If you blindfolded me, took me to the roof and told me to
step off … I would. Because I know by now that you would never,
knowingly, let any harm come to me. If you told me to step off the
roof I would trust that it’s because there is one of those airbag
things that the stuntmen use, or some scaffolding there and I would
only drop a few feet, whatever. I put my life completely in your
hands because I know it’s safe there.’

‘You’ve got a lot of faith in me.’

‘That’s because I know you will never hurt me or let me be
hurt.’

‘Unless you try and cook me dinner, then all bets are off,’ I
joke. (She’s a terrible cook.) ‘Where are you taking her now?’ I
ask.

‘Into the kitchen for a spot of lunch. Did you want anything
to eat, Daddy?’

‘I could go a sandwich, I suppose.’

‘Fine. I’ll make us all lunch then, and if you’d like you can
watch me hand feed Elf.

K and I
sit at the centre island while Chloe kneels next to her and K feeds
her bits of her sandwich. Chloe is told to hold her hands behind
her back and has to wait until she can feel the sandwich brushing
her lips or gets the order to ‘Open’. Call me an ‘Old Perv’ if you
like but I find it incredibly erotic watching it. I’m sure K
secretly knows this as she feeds Chloe a banana for desert and
smiles as I wriggle uncomfortably as the front of my trousers gets
tight.

When
we’ve all finished eating, I ask, ‘So what are you going to do with
her next?’ trying to sound innocent.

But K
knows me too well. She gets off her stool and calls Chloe to
‘Attention’. When she is on her feet, K removes Chloe’s halter top
and undoing her shorts, drops them to the floor. She asks me, ‘I
don’t know, Daddy, what do you think I should do with her?’ As K
speaks, she strokes Chloe’s naked breasts and belly.

‘I don’t really know. What did you have planned?’

K
continues rubbing Chloe’s body, reaching further down until her
hand is cupping Chloe’s pussy, gently rubbing back and forth on it,
so Chloe obligingly opens her legs wider to allow easier
access.

‘I thought I might chain her up in the Fun room with her
blindfold on and also those noise-cancelling headphones you bought
me. Then I’d leave her for a while so she is totally devoid of any
contact with the outside world, for half an hour or so. Then when
the time is right, I’d gag her. And while she is in that state of
complete isolation, unable to see, hear or speak, I’d have sex with
her. Would you like to join in, Daddy?’

‘I most certainly would. Go and prepare her and then join me
in my study. I have to finish off a few things and I can do that
while we wait. We can watch her on the monitors while she is in
isolation.’

‘Righto then, once I’ve got her ready I’ll get her aroused and
then leave her wet and aching for someone’s touch.’ K picks up
Chloe’s clothing and hands it to her.

‘Damn, K, you’re an evil bitch aren’t you?’

K takes
Chloe’s leash and leads her out of the kitchen, as she leaves she
says to me over her shoulder, ‘I learnt it from the Master …
Master.’




 





EMPLOYMENT
OPPORTUNITIES

 


 


I call K
and Chloe to my study to discuss upcoming events they need to be
aware of. Chloe has been in her own flat or at work for a while and
it’s the first time I’ve seen her for a few days. She’s had her
hair cut. She’s a blonde and the hair on the top of her head is
slicked back with hairspray, while both sides of her head have been
shaved short. I’ve seen a few actresses in the news lately sporting
that look and it looks good on her, I must admit.

‘You’ve had your hair cut,’ I say, surprised. ‘I like
it.’

‘Thank you, Mummy told me to get it cut like this. She said
like you making her have a “bob”, it’s a visual symbol of her
control over me. Every time I catch my reflection in a window or a
mirror it reminds me that I am under her control. Like hers does to
her.’

‘I did tell her that now she has her Red Tag she could let it
grow out.’

‘Yes, you did,’ agrees K, ‘but I think I’ll keep it like this
for a while longer … for the reasons that Elf just stated, it
reminds me that I belong to you.’

They
smile at each other and then at me, which makes me nervous. I don’t
trust ‘em, I think I’m going to start keeping a gun in my desk
drawer.

Anyway,
back to business. I tell them of future Society events and holidays
I’m planning.

‘But, Daddy,’ interrupts Chloe, ‘I’m running out of leave at
work. It’s okay for you and K to pack a case and fly off to exotic
locations and have adventures at a moment’s notice, but I have to
agree my time off with my work colleagues and book it weeks in
advance. I had to work extra shifts to make up for that extended
skiing holiday we had.’

‘I’m sorry, Elf, I never realised, you should have said
something.’

‘Oh, I wasn’t complaining, Daddy. I wouldn’t have missed that
ski trip for the world. I’m just saying that unlike you two, I
can’t just drop everything and scoot off when something comes up. I
have to plan in advance.’

‘Hmmm, we’ll have to do something about that. Can’t have a
slave that I have to book in advance. How about if we find you a
job somewhere else?’

‘What as, a waitress? The only thing I know about is
computers.’

‘How much do you earn, if you don’t mind me
asking?’

She
tells me and I’m shocked. ‘No, waitressing wouldn’t earn you that
kind of money, no matter how good the tips were. How about you come
and work for me?’

‘What, here? You’ve only got half a dozen computers and a
server. That wouldn’t keep me occupied.’

‘No, I mean at the publishing company. We’re expanding the
eBook side of the business. Building a new server room and
increasing the number of places we sell at. I’ve got a good man in
charge of the upgrade, he’s named Ben Foley, but he could do with a
reliable assistant to help him work out the details and then run
it. Think you’re up to that? Same salary as you’re on now but with
health benefits and a pension plan. It’ll be on the strict
understanding that you are available whenever I need you to go away
with me.

‘It’s very rare that I have to drop everything and rush off to
a Society gathering, and you’ll get plenty of notice, so you can
book things in advance, but now you won’t have to worry about how
much time you can have off.’

‘Won’t everyone think I’m your mistress, what with all the
special treatment I’ll be getting?’

‘So what? They already think that I’m banging Judith, which I
am, so who cares if they think I’ve installed a “fresh bit of
totty” in the IT department. Give them something to gossip
about.’

‘It all sounds very interesting. Can I see some figures and
something on paper? Not that I don’t trust you, Daddy, I just want
to know what the job will entail.’

‘Just know that you’ll be expected to “work late” some nights
with me and Judith.’

‘Ooh, I’ll look forward to that, Daddy.’

‘It’s a deal then, I’ll get legal to draw up the paperwork and
set you up with a meeting with Ben, our IT guy.’

Chloe
sits back satisfied with the compromise we’ve reached.

I glance
at K and I can see her looking down at her hands, not speaking.
She’s feeling left out of it I sense, so I ask her, ‘And what can I
do to make your life better, K?’

‘Oh, I don’t need anything, Daddy. I know you keep offering me
jobs in the Graphics department at the publishers but I don’t need
a full-time job. I’m just happy taking care of this place and you
two.’

‘Why don’t we make that formal then?’ I ask her. ‘You can be
the official housekeeper. Which means that you are in charge of
everything, paying the bills, buying the food and drink, keeping
the house in good order … basically what you’re doing now, but I’ll
give you access to the house bank account to do that.’

‘Will I have to do the cooking?’ K asks, slightly
alarmed.

‘Princess …’ I use my pet name for her and she likes to be
called that, so I use it to soften the blow of what I’m about to
say, ‘… with the best will in the world, we both know you can’t
cook to save your life. In fact, I hear that your Shepherd’s Pie
has even been banned under the Geneva Convention.’ They both laugh
at that.

‘So while you will be in charge of the house, Mrs. Scott will
still come in and prepare food which is then frozen for the week
ahead. And … it means that as housekeeper, you can boss
her around and she won’t
be able to bully you anymore. In fact … if you like, you can even
whip her and make her eat your
pussy. Get your own back on her. Same goes
for the gardeners, they can no longer whip you or fuck you unless
you want them to. Which, knowing you, you will, God, you’re such a slut.’ I’m joking
of course but I shake my head as if disappointed.

‘And that’s why we both love her,’ chips in, Elf.

‘Now then, if I take you on officially I’ll have to start
paying your National Insurance and starting a pension for you and I
don’t want to get into all that. So what we’ll do is agree a salary
and then I’ll increase your monthly allowance to that amount, then
you don’t have to bother paying tax on it. It’s not income, you’re
just the “kept woman” of some rich guy.’

‘I’ve been that all along,’ K replies, cheerfully. ‘Happy to
continue being so.’

I decide
to introduce an idea that I’ve been mulling over. ‘K, it doesn’t
take much to keep the house in a clean condition, given that you
dust and polish it every day, so I’d like to suggest another job to
give you something useful to do with your time … I’d like you to
become my chauffeur.’

‘Me? Your chauffeur? Why?’

‘I’ve seen the way you drive, you’re not one of those
Accelerator-Brake, Accelerator-Brake, type of drivers. You drive
smoothly and use the gears properly.’

‘I saved up all my money once and took a proper driving course
with an ex-military instructor. It lasted two weeks instead of one
hour, once a week, and he taught me how to drive properly and not
just how to pass a test. Glad you like it. But why do you need a
chauffeur?’

‘There are times when I go to important meetings about the
company and it would be nice to rock up in a nice car with a sexy,
female chauffeur … chaufeurress? What’s the right word?’

‘Chauffeuse,’ offers Chloe. We both look at her and she smiles
smugly, ‘I did French at school.’

‘I think we’ll stick with chauffeur, I can spell that,’ I tell
her. ‘Also when I have important clients or Society members come to
visit, it would be nice to send you to the airport or railway
station to pick them up.’

‘Do I get a uniform?’ asks K.

‘You betcha! I’ve already got something in mind but we can
discuss that later and you can draw it up, I know where we can get
one made to measure. But apart from driving my cars, I want you to
learn how to maintain them, how to top up the oil, charge the
battery and if necessary change the tyres. To that end not only
will I send you on a chauffer’s course but I’ll sign you up for a
car maintenance class.’

‘But aren’t you a member of any roadside breakdown
organisations?’

‘Yes but you can never tell if it might happen when you’re out
in the wilds and you can’t get a signal on your mobile phone. You
must be prepared for emergencies. Which leads me to my next
thought, I should send you on a defensive driving course as well.
Drivers for VIP’s go on these courses and it teaches them how to
get out of dodgy situations in case someone tries to kidnap their
passenger. That won’t happen to us of course, but there’s so many
bad drivers and cases of road-rage about these days, I want you to
know what to do if someone cuts you up or tries to run you off the
road. Take the course and you’ll know how to deal with a case of
road-rage.’

‘Blimey, are you going to sign me up for a small-arms course
and self-defence lessons as well?’ she asks cheekily.

‘Any more of your lip and I’ll take you up to the Fun room and
give you a short, sharp lesson in self-defence,’ I tell her but
then I pause. ‘You know actually I might. Not guns of course but I
do know a fella who teaches self-defence, an old army buddy. It
might be an idea at that. You could end up as my sexy
bodyguard as well as my
chauffeur. How do you fancy
that?’

‘I’m going to learn Kung-Fu?’ asks
K.

‘Well, actually it’s Krav Maga, it’s Israeli and it’s what
they teach their security forces. Consider it part of your ongoing
fitness training, K. Unlike swimming you can stay covered up so
whip marks won’t be a problem. Elf, you might as well go along and
learn too, can never tell when girl might need to protect
herself.’

‘Can I ask a question, Daddy?’ asks Chloe. ‘Me going to this
Krav Maga class as fitness training, are you expecting me to get
all trim and buff like K?’

‘Relax, Elf, I don’t expect that at all. I know you go running
with K sometimes and you were already a gym bunny, that’s where you
met K, but you’re different from her. She was already heavily into
keep-fit and hard training before she met me. It’s what she likes
to do, so I just leant into that and made her work harder as I knew
she would enjoy that, and also … I really love her hard, tight body
and achieving that six-pack, well I can’t tell you how much that
turns me on.

‘But you … I hope you won’t feel insulted when I say this … I
see you as a small, delicate, sexy bunny. Like an “impossibly
beautiful elf” as K described you once. The last thing I want is
for you to get all hard and muscly and able to bend iron bars in
your teeth. I want you to exercise and stay slim and supple, sure,
but not to lose your feminine curves.’

‘I would do it if you wanted me to though, Daddy. You can
mould me into anything you want, you know that.’

‘Yes my dear Elf, I know that but you are different women and
I have different requirements for you. I still expect you to do the
naked workouts on the gym equipment in the garage, while K and I
watch, of course.’

‘I’ll be happy to,’ replies Chloe, flashing a smile at
K.

‘Will I have to fuck your trainer friend?’ K asks casually, as
if she’s asking if we should invite him to dinner. (She’s well
trained.)

‘Not unless you want to. He’s not in the Society, doesn’t know
anything about it in fact, so you’re under no obligation. But I
know you like to drop your knickers at the first whiff of a man’s
aftershave, K, so yes … if either of you want to shag him and he
makes a move on you, I’ll let you fuck him.’

‘Sorry, Daddy, I’m such a slut,’ she replies hanging her head,
but then she looks up at me and smiles, because she knows I’m only
joking when I call her one. ‘By the way, do I get a pension plan,
like Elf?’

I chew on my pencil as I ponder … should I tell her? Should I not tell her? But then I decide to tell her. ‘As I’m not married and have
no children I recently changed my will to leave everything to the
person I care about most in the world.’

‘The Contessa? Judith?’ asks K.

‘No, you, you nitwit! After some cash bequests to a few
friends and Elf here, I’ve left the rest of my estate to you, K.
This house, all my money and even the publishing company, it will
all belong to you, K. Is that enough of a pension plan for
you?’

They
both stare at me, gobsmacked. After a moment, K starts to tear up
and has to pull a hanky out of her pocket to dab at her eyes. ‘Oh
Master Roger, I never thought … I didn’t expect …’

‘I do my best to look after you both while I’m alive, K. I
want to do the same after I’m gone,’ I tell her
truthfully.

It takes
a few moments but eventually K dries her eyes and puts her hanky
away. They both sit there looking at me until K finally says,
‘Daddy, you’ve been incredibly generous to us and I think we should
do something for you in return. I know slaves aren’t allowed to
initiate sex, but I do think that you deserve a reward for how nice
you’re being to us. So I think that you should ask Elf to strip off
and sit on your lap.’

‘Elf, strip off and come and sit on my lap,’ I tell her. (I
know when to take a hint.)

Chloe
dutifully stands up and unbuttons her dress, removes it and places
it neatly folded on her chair. They’re both wearing their Downton
Abbey maid’s uniforms today but of course she’s not wearing any
underwear beneath her clothing – Rules of the House. Then she comes
to where I’m sitting behind my desk and unzips my fly, pulling out
my semi-erect dick. A few rubs and it becomes fully erect at which
point she sits in my lap, snuggling down until my stiff prick is
nestled along the crack between her pert buttocks. Opening her legs
wide, she leans back against me as K kneels before her and starts
licking her pussy, while I fondle her breasts.

After a
time, when Chloe is good and wet, she lifts herself up and lowers
her pussy onto my now throbbing prick. Once she has taken me into
her to my full length, she raises and lowers herself on me, while K
continues to lick Chloe’s pussy and my balls as we fuck.

It’s not
long before, due to K’s ministrations, Chloe starts to orgasm (K is
really good at what she does). Her body goes rigid and her head
lies back against my shoulder, so I am able to hear her gasp, ‘I
love you, Daddy, I love you,’ and then the rest of it is lost in
her orgasm.

Once
Chloe has gone limp again, K gently lifts her off me and kisses
her. Then she moves her to one side and seeing that I am near to
coming myself (a man’s nuts tightening up around the base of his
dick is always a dead giveaway) she drops to her knees, takes me in
her mouth and finishes me off, expertly. She takes all I have to
give and swallows it, then licks me clean afterwards. Before she
get up off her knees though, she looks up at me with those
incredible blue eyes and says, ‘We both love you, Daddy. Never
forget that.’




 





BABY YOU CAN
DRIVE MY CAR

 


 


I start
off K’s training by showing her how all the gizmos in the various
vehicles work, the sound system, the climate controls, the Satnav,
the car battery-powered tyre inflator and so on. I have three cars,
the Mercedes which is the main vehicle I expect K to drive when
dressed as a chauffeur, the Land Rover Discovery for any
off-roading trips or driving around such places as the Lake
District or Scotland where the roads are narrow and there’s lot of
hills. Finally there’s the Audi which is my everyday car for going
to work. Then I take her out driving in them, sitting beside her in
the passenger seat, with Chloe sitting in the back if she’s not
working, as she familiarises herself with how they all handle
differently. (I also suffer the anguish that every man does, the
first time he lets his woman drive his car.)

K often
packs us up lunches and we go on long drives to the coast for the
day, sometimes staying overnight if Chloe is with us. It’s okay to
eat K’s food if it’s just sandwiches, or sausage rolls, quiche and
the like that are shop-bought. It’s when she tries to take raw food
and cook it that things go disastrously wrong. But I put up with it
as she has so, so, many other talents that keep a man
happy.

We also
design her chauffeur’s uniform together, me throwing in ideas while
she sketches them out on her sketchpad. I’m a traditionalist and I
want to see her in a full uniform and not some skimpy skirt, so we
eventually agree on my original thoughts with some alterations. I
want a full, double breasted coat with a row of buttons down each
side, from shoulder to hem. The neck would finish in a ‘Chinese
style collar’ instead of lapels, the sort of thing that you see
Bond villains wearing.


Underneath she could wear a Grandad shirt with no collar, in
case she has to take her jacket off in public. Next, we argue about
the trousers. I wanted jodhpurs and riding boots but K argued for
horse riding style trousers, tightly fitted. Then we agree on the
whole outfit in light grey, and finished off with black riding
boots and black driving gloves.

On the
peaked cap, also in grey, I wanted a badge on the front. As an
ex-army man, I don’t like the look of a cap without a badge on the
front, it doesn’t look right to me. So K eventually suggested that
we have the same logo that she has tattooed on her lower back, my
initials in a red circle and initials, with her skin showing
through, this time the circle would be completely black with my
initials picked out in silver. We agree on that and she draws this
all out on the sketchpad.

‘Where can we get this made?’ she asks.

‘I know a place,’ I tell her.

‘Society?’

‘Not exactly. As I explained in the past, The Society has need
of many different tradesmen, tailors, dress makers, caterers,
decorators, sex furniture manufacturers and so on. We don’t want
them all to be Society member so they become “Affiliates” who we
employ to provide services for us. They are fully aware of The
Society and what we get up to but they are well paid and know how
to keep their mouths shut. One hint of a loose tongue and they’re
cut off.

‘One of them is a tailor. Society members go to him when they
want something special made for themselves or their slaves. The
man’s an artist, as long as it’s made from material he’s the man
for the job. Of course it you want something in leather or metal
then there are others who can do that. He’ll make us up some
uniforms, no problem. There is just one thing though, as well as
charging an arm and a leg for his services, he also expects a
little bonus for
his trouble. He gets to sample the slaves that are brought to him
for outfits. He gets to fuck them each time they come for a
fitting. Would that be a problem?’

‘I’m surprised you even have to ask. Of course I’ll fuck him
if that’s what’s expected of me. Is he young and attractive by any
chance?’ she asks, hopefully.

‘Afraid not, hon. He’s middle-aged and skinny with a
comb-over. Probably got a dick like a pencil but wait until you see
the outfit he’ll make for you, you’ll be glad you did.’

‘Good,’ she laughs. She looks at me for a moment. ‘You know
you could have just ordered me to fuck him, you didn’t have to ask
if I minded.’

‘Yeah, I know. It’s just that once upon a time you were my
slave, pure and simple … then we fell in love and then Chloe came
along and we’re more of a family now, so sometimes I think it’s
best if I ask you first.’

K takes
my hand and places it on her chest, over her heart. ‘Master Roger,
one of the reasons I love you is that you recognise me for what I
really am, a slut and a whore … no don’t argue,’ she says, holding
up her other hand. ‘It’s true and we both know it. I love sex,
either with people I know or random strangers, I find it
exciting.

‘And you know that and let me indulge my inner, darker self and I love
you for that. But never forget, because I never do, the fact that I
belong to you … I am your property
… I get a big thrill out of being owned by you
and being lent out to others for their use. And as your property I
will go anywhere, do anything, and sleep with anyone you tell me
to, because I’m your toy, your plaything. So if you give me to
someone, I will never, ever, say, “No I won’t do it.” Do you
understand that?’

I can’t
say anything, I’m too choked up, I just pull her to me and hug her
tight, so she knows I understand.

 



~~~

 


We arrive at the tailors for our appointment. Fortunately he
lives in my part of the country so it is only a couple of hours
drive to his place, Simmons the
Tailor the sign outside declares. K parks
the car and we enter the shop. It’s an old style place, all oak
panelling and mirrors everywhere.

One of
the assistants comes forward in response to the bell above the shop
door ‘tinkling’ – yes it’s that old a place. ‘The name’s Gilchrist.
I have an appointment with Mr. Simmons.’

‘Right this way, sir. He’s expecting you. Told us to take you
straight through to his office.’

He leads
us through to the back of the shop and knocks on the door marked
‘Manager’. Responding to the call, ‘Come in,’ he opens the door and
ushers us in. ‘Mr. Gilchrist to see you, sir.’

‘Thank you Jenkins. Fix us some coffee would you, please? Mr.
Gilchrist, nice to see you again. How may I help you?’

‘This is my slave, K. I’d like you to make a chauffeur’s
uniform for her, if you would. K, show him the drawings you’ve
made.’ While we wait on the coffee, we go over the designs K and I
drew up. Once the drinks have been delivered then Simmons locks his
office door so we’re not disturbed.

‘I see her wearing a white, Grandad style shirt underneath the
jacket in case she has to remove her jacket in public, so shall we
say three uniforms, a shirt for each uniform, two peaked caps and a
couple of pairs of riding boots, in case one pair gets badly
scuffed. Oh and some black, leather driving gloves,’ I tell
Simmons.

‘Do you want the shirts tailored as well or just off the
shelf?’

‘Might as well tailor them,’ I reply. ‘And you can do the
badge for the cap?’

‘No problem, I have a man that can make that sort of
thing.’

‘Right, that’s about everything we need, what next?’ He shows
me some samples and the three of us agree on the material and the
colour, light grey.

‘Now, with the young ladies permission, I’ll need her to
remove her dress so I can take some measurements. As you want it
tight fitting I’ll need her exact sizes so I can make it tight but
also allow some room for movement.’

‘K, do as the man says.’

She
stands up, removes her dress and stands there in the middle of his
office in just her bra and knickers. She’s been naked on many
occasions in front of dozens of people, so this doesn’t faze her in
the slightest. Simmons fusses about measuring every conceivable
part of her body that the uniform will be touching, noting them
down in his little book. I like to see K being felt up by another
man, touching her breasts as he measures her chest size, rubbing
his hand on her pussy as he takes her inside leg measurement and
her thigh size. Finally, he closes the book with a snap and puts
his tape measure away.

‘Right, Mr. Gilchrist, I think I have everything I need. I
presume the usual commission applies,’ he asks, gesturing in K’s
direction.

‘Certainly, she’s all yours. K be a good girl and let Mr.
Simmons fuck you.’

‘As you wish, Master,’ she dutifully replies.

‘By the way, Simmons, don’t finish inside her, I don’t want
her leaking on the seats on the way home.’

‘Of course not, I’ll finish in her mouth then.’

‘Splendid. I’ll see you back at the car, K.’ I unlock the door
and let myself out. As I close the door behind me I hear Simmons
say, ‘Now then, if you’ll be a good girl and remove your underwear
and then get on your knees …’

I stop on the way out and browse the tie section. Jenkins
sees me and comes over. ‘Mr. Simmons getting his
commission then, is he,
sir?’

‘Yes, that’s right. I’ll take these three ties, thank you.
Stick it on that bill,’ I wave my thumb in the direction of
Simmons’ office. As Jenkins wraps them for me I ask, ‘Does he ever
share his commission with you?’

‘Afraid not, sir. I know all about it but he never
shares.’

He seems
a pleasant enough young man, so I say to him, ‘Tell you what, when
she comes up next time for a fitting, I’ll tell Simmons that you’re
to have a crack at her too … if you don’t mind sticky seconds that
is.’

‘For her it would be worth it. Supposing Mr. Simmons doesn’t
want to share, though?’

‘You got your own place?’

‘Yes.’

‘Well in that case let her know and she’ll give you a lift
home after work.’

‘That’s incredibly generous of you, sir. I don’t know how to
thank you.’

‘Just keep making me nice suits.’

‘I certainly will, sir. I certainly will.’

I mooch
around in the paper shop and buy a paper, some cigars and some
mints for K, and have a smoke while I wait for her. Eventually she
comes out to join me.

‘Ready to go?’ I ask her when we are in the car.

‘Ready when you are, Master.’

I hand
her the mints. ‘Here, take the taste of his dick away. How was
Simmons?’

‘You were right about the pencil dick. Never mind, I’ve had
worse. Thanks for the mints.’

‘Well, I told that young assistant, Jenkins, that he can have
you as well, when you come up for a fitting and if Simmons won’t
allow it, then you are to take the young man home after work and
fuck his brains out. Something a bit younger and juicier as a
reward for putting up with pencil dick.’

‘Oh, Master, that’s so kind of you, always thinking about my
pleasure. That’s why I love you.’

‘Yes, now take me home, I want to whip you for having sex with
another man.’

K smiles
and starts the car.

 



~~~

 


When K
returns from her final visit to Simmons she asks for time to take a
shower ‘to wash Simmons off me’ before she gives us a fashion show.
When she’s ready she calls me on the phone intercom and asks Chloe
and me to wait for her in the foyer. We wait impatiently until K
finally makes an appearance. As well as the grey uniform, peaked
cap and riding boots, she has also donned a pair of sunglasses and
she slowly makes her way down the stairs, pausing for a second on
each step.

The
uniform is perfectly tailored. The jacket is tight enough to
accentuate her bust and slim waist, but Simmons told me he was
using stretchy material so she still has freedom of movement. She
pauses on the last but one step, and turns around, lifting the tail
of the jacket and raising one foot to the next step up, showing off
her shapely arse and toned legs. When she turns back again to face
us I can see that the trousers are tight in the crotch but not
enough to show any ‘Camel Toe’.

I don’t
know how Chloe feels seeing K like that but I’m starting to get
erect. Being ex-army I have always had a thing about women in
uniform and seeing K dressed like that … well … just,
WOW!

K slowly
unbuttons the jacket, then pulls it back each side and puts her
hands on her hips. She is naked underneath and her delicious
breasts poke out, teasing us. Chloe gasps and takes my arm. It was
well worth the money I paid for the outfit and the fucking that K
had to endure from Simmons and young Jenkins.

‘That uniform you’re wearing now,’ I tell her, ‘I want you to
keep that one for times like this, so it doesn’t matter what gets
spilt on it.’

‘Yes, Daddy, I’ll do that. Now, who’s going to fuck me first?’
K asks.

There’s
a scrabble between me and Chloe but I’m bigger and stronger and I
get there first.




 





IRON PONY
TRIATHLON

 


 


I call
the girls into my office, Chloe is working from home today and I
tell K to bring coffee with her. When they’ve sat down I tell them
that I’ve had an invite from Justin Moncrieff at The Ranch, where
they train pony girls, to enter K into an Iron Pony Triathlon
competition.

‘Iron Pony Triathlon … what’s that?’ asks Chloe.

‘Well, apparently it is a copy of the Iron Man Triathlon where
the competitors swim, and cycle and then run over a set course. I
think they swim for 2 or 3 miles, cycle around 100 miles and then
run a marathon. Something like that.’

‘I can’t do that!’ says K. ‘I’m not that well
trained.’

‘No, no, no, this is just their take on the event. Here,’ I
hand her the email from Justin. ‘Read that, it explains it all.
They just do a cut down version for fun. First they swim the lake,
then they make you do a pony run, pulling a cart and rider round
the 5 mile course and then you have to run the 10 mile circuit.
It’ll be a bit hard but you can take that on, surely?’

‘Yes, I suppose I could. And you say Justin asked for
me?’

‘Don’t get too big-headed. I think he’s sending the invite out
to all the top pony girls who are trained enough to compete at this
level. His trainers keep records of the fittest girls that pass
through The Ranch, and I guess your name is on the
list.’

K
silently preens in satisfaction at being noticed. ‘Can Elf come
too?’

‘Of course, we’ll make a family trip out of it. Justin says
that Judith will be there too, he’s invited her … not to compete of
course, just to spectate. So, you’d better keep up your running and
endurance training.’

K says
nonchalantly, as if she really doesn’t care, ‘I suppose I’ll have
to have a couple of weeks in the stables first to toughen me up for
the event.’ Then she looks down at her hands as if she’s afraid to
meet my eye.

‘Yes, I suppose you will. After all we want you in top
form.’

‘Ah well, if I must, I must, I suppose,’ she says with a
sigh. Lying little bitch!
She’s got a glint in her eye and I saw K tighten
her fist, and I just know that if I weren’t watching, she’d do a
fist bump. She loves being in those stables and being treated as a
pony girl. I don’t know what it is about her and those cowboys, I
must ask her one day. But in the meantime I humour her, as our
lifestyle is based on us living out our fantasies, and when I find
out hers I always try to indulge them. And if it means her being
man-handled by a pack of rough, ranch hands, then so be it. I’m not
the jealous type.

‘I won’t be expected to go into the stables though, will I?’
asks Chloe, nervously.

‘No, you’re safe,’ I re-assure her. ‘You’ll be there as my
“Personal Assistant” so no one will touch you and it means you have
access to all the facilities … meaning you get your pick of the
pony girls as the rest of us do.’

‘Oh, I’m sure that won’t be necessary,’ Chloe blushes and
shoot a side-long glance at K.

K
squeezes Chloe’s hand. ‘That’s okay, Elf, you make the most of it.
You won’t see much of me, I’ll be in the stables most of the time.
If you get the chance to have some fun, you take it, I won’t mind.
Besides, you haven’t seen the twins. Once you lay eyes on them you
won’t be so determined to be faithful to me, I promise
you.’

‘Well, Elf, will see you regularly as I’m going to teach her
how to ride a cart, while you pull it. I think it’s best that
during the pony cart ride, she drive the cart rather than me as she
is much lighter than I am. It’ll give you a better
chance.’

‘Great idea. What do you think, Elf? Do you fancy driving your
Mistress round as a pony? Making her pull you around The
Ranch?’

‘It does sound like fun, yes, but can I get the time off work,
it looks as if we’re going to be there for 3 weeks or a
month?’

‘Don’t worry about that, I’ll square it with Ben Foley. You’re
there as his back-stop remember? He can manage the upgrade by
himself. You’re only there as insurance.’

‘Oh fine. When do we go?’

‘K? You’ve got all the details in that email. You’re in charge
of house affairs so this falls under your responsibility. Liaise
with Judith about my business appointments and then make the travel
arrangements, open ended as I’m not sure when we’ll come back.
Besides, I might sell the pair of you off to some Oil Sheikh while
we’re there.’

I look
at K and she pokes her tongue out at me. She knows I’ll make her
pay for that the next time I have her dangling naked from the end
of the bed in the Fun room … but that’s why she does it!

 



~~~

 


All the
arrangements have been made, Judith has shuffled my appointments
around for the next month, and the four of us fly out to Atlanta.
Judith has decided to travel out with me, K and Chloe. When the
limousine pulls up at the admin block at The Ranch, K kisses Chloe
goodbye and follows me out of the car, which then takes them up to
the hotel. I’ve told Chloe to book us in and arrange for our
luggage to be taken up to our room. As they are expecting lots of
guests for the Triathlon, we can only have one room for Chloe and I
(and later K) but all of us squeezing into one bed is surprisingly
not a hardship.

When they collar K before photographing her, I give them the
silver name tag I had made for her during our first visit,
Princess, and insists
she is booked in under that name. K is beaming when I do that, she
loves to be called Princess, especially when she is being
dehumanised like this. (She also uses it when she is placed in dog
kennels – I’ll tell you about that some time.)

Via Justin, when I was making our arrangements, K asked if
she could be trained by Kurt again, the lean, older cowboy who
initially trained her to be a pony girl. I don’t have any
objections so I agreed to it. When I asked her why she asked for
him, she replied, ‘He’s old and
mean. When he tells you to do something
… you fucking do it! When I’m in animal mode, I like to be treated harshly and he
does that well.’

As
always, I ask for copies of the photographs they take of K. They do
this to protect themselves against an owner claiming that they did
serious damage to his pony during her stay. The photos can prove
that ‘that scar’ or ‘that bruise’ was here when she arrived at The
Ranch. It’s the same principle as when you take out a hire car, the
damage is noted down so they can’t blame you for it. To members of
The Society to which I belong, slaves are like hire cars, just
property to be used.

Mr.
Adams call for a cart to run me up to the hotel and a pretty Asian
girl arrives to collect me. Watching her naked rump as she
transports me to the hotel, prompts me to ask her name and when she
tells me it is ‘Sharita’, I make a mental note to select her for a
cart ride one day.

Justin
and Judith are waiting in the foyer when I arrive. Judith of course
will be staying in Justin’s private suite for the duration. I think
things are getting serious between them (which I’m glad to see, by
the way). Judith has been used by many men during her life (at mine
and my father’s orders) but really, the only two men she has had
constantly in her life are my father and me. It would be nice to
see someone actually treat her as a woman, rather than a
slave.

After
all the meeting and greeting, and welcoming drinks, Justin invites
Chloe and me to dinner that night, which I gratefully accept. Then
I go off to find Chloe and our room.

 



~~~

 


We don’t
see much of K during the first week, I expect Kurt is working her
hard but Chloe and I keep ourselves amused. Although Chloe happily
sleeps with me and other men if ordered to by K, her tastes
primarily run to the fairer sex. So when I introduce her to the
delights of the daily 12 o’clock parade, when an assortment of pony
girls are paraded in front of the hotel, to be chosen by the hotel
guests for their afternoon ride, Chloe is like a kid in a sweet
shop. K is not present as she, along with a few others are
undergoing special, harder training to prepare them for the
Triathlon. Longer runs and cart rides than just trotting a few
miles and then getting fucked by the hotel guests, which is what
happens with the normal trainee ponies. Well, it is when Chloe and
I take them out anyway, I can’t speak for the others.

The
rules are that one rider will take one pony girl. If there are two
riders in the carriage then there must be two pony girls to pull
them, after all we don’t want to ruin the girls. So every day Chloe
or I pick the two that appeal to us and have them harnessed to a
cart and delivered to us later that afternoon. Along the way I
teach Chloe how to use the reins to drive a cart, and which
commands such as ‘Walk’ ‘Run’ ‘Trot’ that the ponies are trained to
respond to.

Of course we still have sex with our ponies, that’s what
they’re there for after all, as well as the pony training. One of
my lasting memories is Chloe and I sitting on a bench at one of the
picnic stops, both ponies are still harnessed into the cart, both
with their arms still bound behind their backs, kneeling before us
and one is sucking on my cock while the other furiously tongues
Chloe’s pussy. Ah, happy days.

When the
second week comes around, K is given back to us. Each day of that
week she is harnessed to a cart and delivered to us at the hotel.
Chloe’s eyes nearly pop out of her head at the sight of K in full
body pony harness and head feathers. I give Chloe K’s silver bells
to thread through her nipples and K is so pleased. Chloe takes
dozens of pictures of K and she seems to be so proud of her
Mistress, looking beautiful in all her pony girl finery.

K and I
have discussed this situation with Chloe before we left England and
she understands that although K is her Mistress, for the duration
of our stay at The Ranch she is just a slave to everybody, and that
means Chloe as well. This is important as when Chloe is learning
how to drive her in the race, it’s important that she doesn’t let
up on her because she doesn’t want to hurt her Mistress.

So I
make sure that while I’m with them both, Chloe commands her firmly
and applies the whip when necessary. It takes a while but Chloe
finally accepts it and does her part. I walk alongside K as Chloe
drives her down to the lake where I can watch how she handles
K.

Of
course the first thing we do with K is give her a good fucking, as
we missed her this past week. She kneels on all fours, licking
Chloe’s pussy as I pound my cock into K from behind. We spend the
next hour or so making up for lost time and then Chloe harnesses K
back into the cart and I let them go off on the 5 mile
course.

I’m
waiting for them back at the stables and we watch as the hands
unharness K prior to taking her away for a rub down, and then
whatever they have planned for her that night. Chloe wants to take
her back to the hotel with us but K gently tells her she must ‘live
hard in the stables to get ready for the race’, which mollifies
Chloe. (Which is a nicer way of saying, ‘I’m getting plenty of
cowboy cock here, so don’t interfere.’) We both kiss her goodbye
and then they put a leash on her, bind her hands behind her back
and take her away.

I stop
by the admin block and ask them to send Sharita up to my room that
evening, if she’s free. I know that a couple of bottles of wine and
a night with Sharita will ease Chloe’s conscience.

The rest
of the week I let Chloe take K out in a cart every day to get ready
for the race, while I indulge myself with the other delicious pony
girls. (Well, if K is going to gorge herself on ‘cowboy cock’, I’m
damned well going to get me some ‘pony girl pussy’.)




 





RACE DAY

 


 


The
competition starts with the swim across the lake. All the
contestants are naked except for an armband showing their number,
(of course they’re naked, this is being done for the entertainment
of their owners and we like to see bare flesh in our sporting
competitions). The ponies (there are only 20 of them) are herded
down from the stables and gathered at the lake’s edge. At the
starting officials warning and then shots fired, all the girls run
into the lake and begin their swim across the 300 yards or so of
the lake width. Safety boats and divers patrol the girls as they
cross the lake, but as expected, the girls are fresh and so there
are no dropouts, requiring assistance.

All the
girls make it safely to this side of the lake where an official
scans the bar code on each contestant’s armband and then the girls
are released to their owners. Chloe and I are waiting with dry
towels and an energy drink. According to plan, K just stands there
while Chloe dries her off, helps her into her running shoes and
then dresses her in a body harness for the next stage of the
race.

Running
and swimming as a group are fine as it is easier to swerve around a
slower competitor, but trying to do that in a pony cart can be
dangerous. So this next stage is a time trial with pony carts
setting out at spaced out intervals. The scanning of their barcodes
will record their start and finish times on this leg, and it will
all go towards the overall time of each contestant.

All the
runners are wearing a stripped down body harness. As it’s a race
everyone is wearing the minimum, no fancy, feathered headdress, no
latex outfits or high-heeled boots. They would take too long to
strip off for the next leg. So each pony is naked except for the
body harness which can be easily removed by undoing a few
buckles.

Once Chloe and I have finished harnessing K into the cart,
Chloe climbs aboard as the driver. We figured it would give K a
better chance to have Chloe, as the lighter of the two of us, drive
the cart and so we spent the last week or so training her how to
drive a cart. To be honest though, all she has to do is sit in the
seat and not fall off, K can control the cart and Chloe just has
to appear to be
in charge.

I stand
next to K at the head of the cart, to talk to her to stop her
getting too nervous. As we stand waiting for K’s turn to set off,
she watches all the other pony girl competitors. She notices that
some of the ponies have been branded, their owner’s mark seared
into their flesh with hot irons. ‘You could have me branded if you
wanted to, you know, Master. I’d let you. They could do it here on
The Ranch for you.’

‘Do you want to be branded?’ I ask.

‘Maybe, not sure, but if you ordered it I would accept
it.’

‘Thank you for your dedication, but I think we’ll just stick
with the tattoo for now.’

‘For now? Does that mean you
might have me branded at
some point?’

‘Perhaps,’ I say, mysteriously, arching an eyebrow.

‘It would be painful but once I got over it, I’d be proud to
carry your mark. We animals should be clearly marked so we don’t
get stolen.’ And I can see her mind ticking over as she files it
away in her ‘We’ll explore that
later’ compartment.

I don’t
say anything as I want her to keep her mind in the game and not get
distracted by masochistic fantasies, so I recheck the fastenings
that are attaching K to the cart.

‘NUMBER 15,’ one of the officials calls out K’s number, and we
walk her into position at the start line. ‘Are you ready to go?’ he
asks.

K nods
to him and he takes her by her upper arm and readies the scanner.
‘3 … 2 … 1,’ he scans her armband, ‘GO!’ He lets her go just as I
pat her on the arse and off they go!

Chloe
flashes me a smile as they trot away into the distance. I go back
to where we were standing and gathering our things together, make
my way back to the stables which is the finishing point for this
leg.
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Chloe
arrives back at the stables after the 5 mile cart race, pulled by
K. K’s armband is scanned by the official and we release K from the
cart and remove her body harness. As the next stage is a road race
and doesn’t take place until all the ponies have arrived back at
the stables, all the girls have time to have a drink, use the
toilet or whatever before the race starts.

It’s a
hot day and K is sweating so Chloe gives her a rub down and puts a
blanket round her so she doesn’t get a chill. ‘Will you fuck me if
I win?’ K asks me. ‘I’ve missed you.’

‘After this race you’re coming up to the hotel anyway, so I
can look after you, Chloe and I will both fuck you if you want … if
you’re not too tired.’

‘If I’m too tired, after I’ve bathed will you just hold me
then while I fall asleep?’

‘As long as you don’t snore. I can’t abide
snoring.’

K drinks
some more water and then a whistle blast gets everyone’s attention.
A bull-horn shouts out, ‘All contestants up to the hotel start line
please.’

We all
amble up the slope to the front of the hotel. Unlike the first two
legs which were time trials, this bit is just a plain old road
race, all set off together on the 10 mile course and the first one
across the line is the winner. All the runners gather together at
the start line and although some are in front of the others, over
10 miles it will sort itself out.

The
bull-horn announces there will be a whistle blast to warn the
ponies to get ready and then a starting pistol will fire to signal
the start of the race. I give K a quick kiss and a lucky pat on her
naked backside then let her join the group.

There is
a whistle blast, everyone stiffens up and then the pistol goes off
and the ponies run off. It’s a flat, even course around the
perimeter of The Ranch estate, so shouldn’t give anyone any trouble
that is fit enough to last the distance. Which K is, I made sure of
that.

Justin
has installed cameras at a few points around the course, and we
guests can watch the progress on big TV screens that Justin has
arranged on the veranda. I see K is in the front half of the group
and as the race goes on and the ponies thin out I see K is up there
in the first five runners.

It seems
like an awfully long time before the runners make it into the home
stretch, so we’ve all had several drinks by the time they’re there.
K is doing her best but is in second place, and they are way ahead
of all the others. She doesn’t seem to be capable of catching the
lead girl. Chloe and I are all excited and we go back down to the
stables to watch the finish.

I’d be
perfectly happy if K came in second, but I know she will feel she
has let me down if she doesn’t win, and I can see that is ready to
burst her little heart to achieve that. Just as they’re about a
hundred yards from the finish line, the lead runner slips and falls
over, hurting her knee. This is the opportunity for K to burst past
her and win the race, but K being a caring soul stops and helps her
up. As she puts the girl’s arm over her shoulders, they walk
towards the finish line with the girl limping along. Suddenly
another pony girl runs past them and easily beats them to the
finish line.

When
they arrive there themselves, K stops and pushes the other girl
forward across the line, to take second place and then she follows
her into third. As the medics rush forward to take care of the
injured girl, after K’s armband has been scanned, she makes her way
over to Chloe and me, head bowed.

‘I’m sorry, Master. I know I let you down, I’d understand if
you’re disappointed in me,’ she says, tears in her eyes.

‘Disappointed? I was proud of you, my girl. The way you
stopped and helped her up and then let her go first across the
line. That’s British spirit, girl. Help the underdog. In my book
you are the winner.’

‘Really?’ she looks up at me, a gleam in her eye.

‘Really. Now let’s get a blanket on you and then we’ll wait
for the results before we go back to the room.’ Chloe wraps the
blanket that she is holding around K and then gives her a big hug.
We drift up to the hotel where the results will be announced and
the prizes given.

It takes
a while so I let K start on the wine. White of course so it’s
chilled. And as a treat I let her have some chocolate that I’ve
been saving for her. Eventually the results are read out and the
ponies are invited to stand (still naked of course) on a podium
while they have their photo taken.

Most of
the ponies have been entered in the competition under their own
pony names and not the ones that The Ranch give them when they are
in training, ones based on flowers.

Justin
stands on the veranda and reads out the results into a PA system.
‘After the results of the road race are combined with the
aggregated timings of the first two legs of the race, the following
results have been calculated.

‘In third place … Jessie!’ There’s a loud cheer from
the crowd and Jessie is invited to stand on the podium on the
lowest step. I see it is the girl that K helped across the line and
she has a plaster on her knee. Not too serious then.

‘In second place … Princess!’ K gives a sob and
squeezes my arm. Chloe hugs her and I lead her to the podium and
help her onto the second place step.

‘In first place … Bella!
Congratulations Bella.’ Her owner leads
her to the podium and she takes top spot.

Justin
approaches the podium followed by Judith, and she hands him each
medal on a ribbon, which he hangs around the neck of each winner in
turn, making sure he gets a kiss off each of them as he does.
(Randy old goat has probably fucked them all too. I know he’s had
K.) Judith is then handed bunches of flowers by a servant, which
she then presents one to each winner. She looks very natural in the
role of support to Justin.

Then the
three winners are invited to pose for photographs on the podium and
then in various locations around or in front of the hotel, such as
on the steps up to the veranda. Each of them looking magnificent
with their toned bodies. Well, you’d expect nothing less of the
race winners would you? The photos will appear in pony girl
magazines around the world and I expect it will lead to many
invites for K to visit other pony girl training camps, and as her
Master I shall probably accept them on her behalf and take her to
them. It will be good for her to be handled by several trainers,
don’t want her getting stale by limiting her to just The Ranch’s
way of doing things.

Justin
is on the mike again. ‘Of courses every one of our girls was a
winner today and I’d like to congratulate them all and thank their
owners for bringing them along to this meeting. Well now it is time
for celebration, good food and drink and southern hospitality.
Enjoy yourselves.’

As K has
had a long, strenuous day, I ask Chloe to fetch her a robe from our
room and after K has posed for all the photo requests from other
owners (and after I’ve rebuffed a few offers to sell her to them) I
allow her to put on the robe. After a while I can see that K is
starting to fade and as we leave, Jessie, the girl she helped,
comes up to her and gives her a big hug, thanking her. ‘My Master
would like to invite you both to his farm sometime and we could be
pony girls together. And I would like that also.’ She gives K a
coquettish grin and hands me her Master’s business card before
returning to him. He’s watching so I give him a nod and hold the
card up.

Chloe
and I take K back to our room and give her a bath. Afterwards she
can barely keep her eyes open so we all climb into bed and K
cuddles Chloe while I wrap my arms around both of them. Soon all
three of us are snoring gently.
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We stay
for a while after the Iron Pony race, while all the riff-raff leave
with their ponies. It’s just regular punters who have brought their
girls to be trained, who are in the hotel now. K is living in the
hotel with us, she’s had her fun in the stable, she can come back
to us now, it doesn’t do to spoil her.

I’m
sitting out on the lawn one night after dinner, smoking a cigar.
Justin has taken Chloe and K off to look at his antique pistol
collection. I don’t know if they’re actually interested or just
being polite, but they went anyway, so I’m on my own.

Judith
approaches me across the lawn and I see she has a bottle of wine
with her and two glasses, so I guess she wants a serious chat about
something.

‘Hello, Roger, mind if I join you?’

‘You’re always welcome, Judith, you know that.’

She sits
down and pours us both a glass. ‘Roger, I have something to tell
you … well ask you really. Can we chat?’

‘You’re not pregnant are you?’ Which is unlikely as Judith is
in her 50’s but still gorgeous.

She
laughs. ‘No, well not yet anyway.’

‘So what is it then?’

She
takes a big swig of wine and strangely, for her, seems nervous to
tell me what’s bothering her.

‘Come on, Judith, out with it. You’ve never been shy of
bending my ear when I’ve done something wrong before, so why
now?’

‘Justin wants me to marry him,’ she says bluntly.

I’ve
been expecting this but I puff on my cigar as if I’m considering
it. ‘And what did you say?’

‘Naturally I told him it wasn’t possible. I’m your slave, the
slave of your family, you even made me a slave of K’s, so there’s
no way I can just up and leave you for him.’

‘Do you want to marry him?’

‘That’s got nothing to do with it. I have been the slave of
your family since I was a young woman, in my twenties. I’ve never
known any other life except serving you and before that your
father. Why, you even had me tattooed with his initials as my first
owner. How could I ever belong to anyone else? It’s all I’ve ever
known.’

‘Do you want to marry him?’ I repeat.

There’s
a long pause and then she says quietly, ‘Yes. I would like to marry
him very much but I can’t leave you, I can’t leave the
firm.’

‘I could always release you from your slave contract and
you’ve trained the manager up well, so he can run the business by
himself. He’d probably appreciate the chance to run it himself
without you looking over his shoulder, so why don’t you
retire?’

‘I couldn’t leave you or the company just like
that.’

‘Judith … you can either retire or I fire you. Either way
you’ll have a generous settlement and a hefty pension.’

‘Are you saying you don’t need me anymore?’

‘Life’s hard,’ I tell her. ‘It’s rarer than people think to
find someone that you can love and trust, who wants to share their
life with you. You’ve found someone, and let’s face it, none of us
are getting any younger. Another chance like this might not come
along, so my advice is to grasp it with both hands and live it to
the full. Of course I’ll miss you and I’ll be sorry to see you go,
but I know you’re going to a fine man who will take care of you. I
couldn’t ask for more than that.’

‘Oh, Roger,’ she says with a wobbly voice. ‘You’re as kind a
man as your father was. I’ll take retirement then if that’s what
you think I should do, but as for not being your slave anymore … I
shall always be proud of having served your family and that I was
trained by your father. And proud that I now carry his mark, thank
you for that.’

I hold
up my glass and we ‘clink’ them together. ‘Here’s to life, love and
the pursuit of happiness,’ I tell her.




 





K GOES
ONLINE

 


 


I’m having a lazy day at home. I’ve recently published
The Triumphs of ‘K’, the
final book in the saga of K’s transformation into what she is now,
followed by the Omnibus edition of all six novels
The Complete Transformation of ‘K’,
then another book in my BDSM series of fictional
characters. All written under my pen-name of Avery Pearson. I’ve
sent off the files of the eBooks to that department of my
publishing company, and then sent the paperback versions to be
printed. After all that I decided I need a day off, so I’m just
sitting around in the lounge, catching up on a bit of ‘binge
watching’ on TV.

There’s a knock on the door and I look up to see K and Chloe
standing there. K is holding up a bottle of wine and Chloe is
holding three glasses. Oh
dear, I think to myself, as K and I have
established a habit of if there is anything slightly awkward or
contentious that needs to be discussed, it were best done after a
few drinks to ease the mood of everyone.

‘Can we have a chat with you, Daddy?’ asks K.

‘Come in … sit down … ruin my day,’ I reply.

‘Oh, I hope not,’ she says as the two of them take a seat on
the sofa.

‘If you need to bring alcohol to a discussion then it doesn’t
bode well.’

K pours
the wine into the glasses that Chloe is holding, who hands one to
me. I take a big swig and ask for a refill. I’m trying to dull my
senses so that whatever it is will be less painful. ‘Fire away,’ I
tell them.

‘Elf and I are here to discuss something with you about her,
but as it’s a bit awkward she feels a bit nervous about bringing it
up with you, so she asked me to speak on her behalf.’

‘But I thought you trusted me, Elf?’

‘I do, Daddy, more than any man I’ve ever known, but you might
not like this and I’m scared I’ll make you angry.’ She nervously
grasps K’s hand.

I drink
some more wine and tell K to break the bad news.

‘Do you remember a while ago when Elf said in a moment of
gratitude that you could make her into anything you wanted her to
be?’

‘Yes. So what?’

‘Well, that’s not strictly true. You told her that you didn’t
want her to become all buff and lean like I am … well she doesn’t
want to become like me in other ways as well.’

‘Explain, please.’

‘Elf has been coming along with me on some of my adventures,
even taking part in them, like sleeping with Squire Amos, Alice,
even the Contessa, being the “entertainment” for Pete and his
employees at their Christmas party and so on. I even took her along
on my last trip with Colin Saxby. And this is all fine, I’m always
there with her and she’s happy to do these things … even sleep with
men … partly to please me as well as for fun. That’s not the
problem.’

‘So what is the problem then?’

Chloe
spoke up, ‘All these things I’ve done so far, well I did them with
people that you and Mummy know and trust and that’s why I feel I
can do them. I’m in safe surroundings you see. But …’ her voice
tails off and she looks at K for support.

K takes
over. ‘Well, all those adventures happened close to home, except
for the trip with Colin, but they took place in what can best be
described as “a safe environment” with at least one of us around to
look after her, I suppose you could say. Elf is happy with
that.’

Chloe
nods agreement.

‘But now that she has got to know me better and understands
better the requirements of me, now that I am a Red Tag slave, she
doesn’t want to be made to go through any of that herself. It’s not
what she signed on for. Although I assured her that you wouldn’t
push her into doing those things she has a lingering doubt about
it, so I told her that the only way to set her mind at rest was to
get you to promise that you weren’t planning anything like that for
her.’

‘What sort of things
are we talking about here?’ I ask.

K replies, ‘Not having to sleep with complete strangers, no
pony training, no making porn movies, no being handed over
to bastards to be
tortured in a dungeon, that sort of thing. I do those things
happily because that’s the way I’m made, but Elf doesn’t want to
have to go down that path. She is happy to be a slave to you and
me, but she doesn’t want to become the property of The Society,
like I am.’

Seems a
reasonable request to me, but as a test I say, ‘And supposing I
insist on these things for her?’

Have you ever tried taking a lion cub away from its
mother? Don’t. K
fixes me with a steely stare and says, ‘Elf, is MY SLAVE, I
recruited her and trained her, I should have the last say in how
she’s treated. I let you push me to my limits, no that’s not fair,
I begged you to push me to my limits, but I don’t want that to
happen to my sweet, Elf. Understood?’

‘And supposing I said that I wanted to have her do those
things?’

‘Then I’d be forced to send her away for her own good. She is
not going to be made into the same kind of whore as I
am.’

‘Are you saying that I made you into a whore?’

‘No I’m not. You allowed me the chance to explore my needs and
grow into the sort of slave I always wanted to be. But that’s
what’s right for me … that’s not true for Elf.’

‘Relax, K, I’m just fucking with you. Look, Elf, I think it’s
true to say that both K and I consider you a lovely, delicate
creature who should be handled with “kid gloves” and we want you to
stay that way. I know that we both take the whip to you but only as
much as you want and can handle. That’s why you’re only a Green Tag
and will stay that way unless you ask to go further. Neither of us
want to break you in anyway and we certainly wouldn’t give you to
anyone who would. You’re safe with us.’

‘See,’ said K. ‘I told you that you could trust Daddy. So you
promise her then?’

‘Well, there’s two sides to every coin. I’ll give my promise
as long as she gives one in return.’

‘What promise could I give?’ asked Chloe.

‘I accept that you don’t want to go down the same path as K
did, but you must
understand that K asked
to go down that path. It’s a dark and painful
path, sometimes degrading, but you must understand that it is
something that K needs to
do. Isn’t that right, K?’

K grips Chloe’s hand tighter and blushes, hanging her head.
‘Yes, Master, I need to be treated like that. I’m sorry, Elf, it’s
like a drug, I need to do it. It’s who I
am.’

Chloe
puts her arm around K’s shoulder and kisses her on the cheek.
‘Don’t worry, Mummy, I understand. I’ll always be there to take
care of you, afterwards. So what do you need from me,
Daddy?’

‘In the future there will be times when K is called upon to do
things or allow herself to be used in a certain way, that you might
find distasteful or shocking, Elf. But when that happens you must
accept it for what it is and not interfere, or try to talk K out of
the situation. This is the relationship that K and I have built,
and it existed long before you came along, you mustn’t try to
change it. Is that clear and do you accept my demand?’

Chloe
hugs K again and tells me, ‘I agree, Daddy, I won’t interfere and
I’ll do my best to be there for Mummy and support her in any way I
can. I promise.’

‘Then on the love I have for you and K, I swear that I will
never try to turn you into Society property or push you too far,
and you will always be “our little girl”.’

By now K
is overcome with emotion and tears are running down her face, now
that she knows that I have promised to protect Chloe, who has
declared her support for her. Chloe is doing her best to comfort
her. ‘Thank you, Daddy,’ K mutters through her tears.

I pat K
on the head as I head for the kitchen and say, ‘I’ll get us some
more wine. Looks like we all need a good drink.’

 



~~~

 


A few
days later when Chloe is at work and there is just K and me in the
house, I’m working in my study when there is a knock on the door. I
yell, ‘Come in,’ and K enters carrying a tray with coffee cups and
a plate of biscuits on it. She either wants something from me or is
after sex. (I hope it’s sex.)

She
hands me my coffee and then offers me a biscuit. ‘Come on, out with
it,’ I tell her.

‘I wanted to discuss something with you, Daddy.’

‘Oh God, not again. Didn’t we do enough soul-searching and
swearing on Bibles the other day?’

‘We said some things the other day, like you wouldn’t make Elf
a slave of The Society like I am. Well, I’m not really am I? I’m
still just your slave. Only your friends get to use me like that, don’t they. Or
times like in Scotland when we are invited guests somewhere and you
offer me to the host. I’m not really a Society slave as I’m not
available to The Society as a whole for their use.’

‘Where are you going with this?’ I ask. I have an idea but
this is a big step so I want to hear her articulate it and hear her
reasoning.

‘I think it’s about time that you put me on the Society
database, so I’m available to other members.’

‘It’s up to me to judge when you are ready to go on
it.’

‘Come on, Daddy! I’m qualified, I have a Red Tag to prove it.
I’ve been pony trained, I can take a whipping with any kind of
implement, and I’ve been fucked by half the men in several
counties. What the hell do I have to do to be judged ready to be on
the database?’

‘As I said, I judge
when you are ready to go on it. And when you come
and ask me to go on it, is when I judge you’re ready.’

‘Look, I told you … wait,
what? Did you just agree that I should go
on it? You mean that? Just like that?’

‘Well, it’s not just like that, is it? As you said, you’re Red
Tag qualified, and have a tag to prove it. You’ve been pony
trained, can take a beating with any kind of implement, and been
fucked by half the men in several counties. I think that qualifies
you, doesn’t it?’

‘I can’t believe you would do this for me. It won’t be
dangerous will it? Will you always accompany me?’

‘Not always. They might just send a car or a plane for you and
I might not be able to get away from work. You may have to go on
your own. That’s what being on the database means, it’s like a …
mail order slave system. They’re not expected to bring their owner
along. To us Masters you’re just fuck meat remember. Just like
ordering a take-away and then returned once you’ve been consumed.
To them you’re not really human, remember.’

‘Well, I’m not really, am I?’

‘Let’s not go down that road again. You’re as human as I say
you are. Now then, I want you to go away and choose some nice
pictures of yourself. Clothed, naked, gagged and harnessed, dressed
in your pony gear and some photos of you showing whip marks across
your back. In the meantime I’ll write up a draft profile for you
and we’ll go over it together, tomorrow. Should I avoid mentioning
this in front of Elf?’

‘No, that’s okay. She has to learn that I belong to you and
The Society first and her later. I’ll explain it to her tonight, in
bed.’

‘In that case perhaps you might take her along on some
adventures, just as your support mechanism, she doesn’t have to get
involved. Okay then, run along and choose your pictures before she
comes home. Email them to me.’

K sits
there for a moment, just looking at me. ‘Why do you do this? Or
rather, why do you let me do this?’ she asks.

I like
to think that K and I have the perfect Master/Slave relationship.
Being in charge of someone, literally ‘owning them’ as your
property (purely voluntary by the way and usually at their request)
isn’t just about “shagging ‘em when you like and beat ‘em if
they’re naughty”.

K needed
someone to look after her as she was struggling by herself, so I
took her on and gave her the security and stability that she
craved, but it’s more than that. In a perfect M/S bond, both of you
have to learn and understand the other’s wants and needs. It is
then your responsibility to supply those wants and needs. A slave
might want a firm hand to control them or a long leash to let them
play within the boundaries that the Master sets. The Master may
want a submissive, disciplined slave who obeys every command
unquestioningly, sometimes before it is issued. Whereas another
Master might prefer a playful, slightly wilful slave, who he needs
to keep a tight hold on. Some slaves like to run free until they
reach the limit and are (figuratively) yanked back by their leash
and put back in their cage.


Different strokes for different folks. (Sometimes in the M/S
world … literally.)

I try to
explain. ‘I know how much you love taking care of this house and
Chloe and me, but I see you need more than that. You’re a bird and
you need to fly. And each time you fly you need to go higher and
further than you did before. So that’s why I let you fly, but I
know you’ll always come back to the nest.’

‘Don’t you ever get even slightly concerned or jealous at the
thought of me in the hands of other men … or women, come to that?
In the beginning I might have thought it was because you didn’t
care what happened to me, but I know now that’s not
true.’

‘How can I explain it? I take pride in how they will be
queuing up for a “little taste” of you, because I trained you, I
created you.’ I search around for an analogy. ‘Do you remember
Concorde?’

‘The plane? Sure I do.’

‘Well it was actually designed by a team of engineers, but
let’s pretend for the sake of argument that it was designed by just
one man. Imagine how proud he’d feel every time he saw her take
off, so beautiful, so elegant. And he didn’t mind that she carried
other people along with her to enjoy the flight, because she was
his baby and everyone could see what an achievement she was and he
was happy to show her off. I feel the same, I’m proud of what
you’ve become and I want to share you with the world. Do you
understand?’

‘Yes, Daddy. I remind you of Concorde, well, I’ve certainly
got the nose for it.’ Her nose is slightly too long but that all adds
to her charm, I think.

‘Hey, don’t put yourself down like that, I’ve warned you
before.’

‘No, Daddy, sorry. Is there anything else I can do for you
before I go?’

‘Well, now you mention it, I’ve had the biscuits … now let’s
have the sex.’




 





DRIVING MR.
GILCHRIST

 


 


I’ve
been to Germany on a business trip for the past week or so. I’m
thinking of doing a deal with a German publishing company to expand
our sales outlets on the continent. K is busy painting some covers
for a new set of fantasy novels we’ll be selling, and Chloe is
still working on the expansion of the computer side of things, so I
left them both at home.

I fly
into East Midlands Airport and I’ve arranged for K to pick me up. I
get a porter to load my bags onto a trolley and we clear customs. K
is waiting for me in the VIP arrival lounge. She’s looking very
sexy in her tight, chauffeur’s uniform. She tosses off a snappy
salute and says, ‘Welcome home Mr. Gilchrist. The car is waiting
outside, if you’re ready.’

I can
see quite a few of the other passengers (male and female) eyeing K,
and I can guess what they’re thinking. They’re right too. ‘Lead
on,’ I tell her. She turns on her heel and I follow her to the VIP
parking lot, followed by the porter with my luggage trolley.
Normally I’d have just carried them by myself but I can see that K
wants to do this properly, as we are being watched by the other
first-class passengers.

First
she opens the door so I can get in the back of the Mercedes. Then
she opens the boot and allows the porter to put the luggage in.
After closing the boot SHE tips him and off he goes. Then she
climbs into the driving seat of the car and looks at me in the
mirror. ‘Welcome back, Daddy, I’ve missed you. Ready to
go?’

‘Home, James, and don’t spare the horses.’

I stay
silent and read today’s papers which K has thoughtfully provided
for me, as I don’t want to distract her as she negotiates the heavy
airport traffic, but once we are free and clear on the motorway I
say to her, ‘Nice job back at the airport, K. We got some envious
glances I can tell you.’

‘They’d be even more jealous if they knew you were going to
give me a right hard fucking when we get home.’ She smiles at me in
the mirror.

‘Excuse me?’

‘You are going to, aren’t you, Daddy? I showered especially
for you before coming out. Trimmed my pubes and all.’

‘Have you not been getting enough sex while I’ve been
away?’

‘Oh yeah, me and Elf have been “Lezzing it up big time,” but you
can’t beat a good, stiff cock or the taste of a man’s spunk!’ She
flashes me a look in the mirror with those incredible blue eyes.
‘Especially if it’s yours.’

I can’t
help but laugh. I don’t know whether she talks like that just to
get me going but when she’s with me she seems to have no ‘social
filter’ whatsoever, and comes out with all sorts of filth. She can
be all genteel and ladylike one moment and then next she is
swearing like an East End prostitute. I should tell her off but I
must admit it amuses me.

‘Very well then. I’ll see to you after I’ve had something to
eat and taken a shower.’

‘Oh goody. I can’t wait for what I call, a good “Rogering” …
if you’ll excuse the pun. So how was Germany?’

‘Fine, fine. They’re definitely interested in a partnership,
just co-operating though, no merging of companies. We’ll increase
their sales in the UK so it works out well for both of us. It’s up
to the “legal eagles” to work out the details now.

‘While I was there I also took the opportunity to visit a
couple of pony ranches, just a look round. Thought I might broaden
your outlook by sending you to different pony ranches. One belongs
to The Society and the other is just approved by them. Jesus, those
Germans are hard taskmasters, they run the places like labour
camps. They don’t just whip the ponies and fuck them … any
transgressions they torture them as well and invite the guests to
join in.’

‘Are you thinking of sending me to one of them?’

‘Well, after seeing them I think they’re the sort of place I
would only send you to if I wanted to punish you for being
naughty.’

There’s
a long pause and though I can only see K in the mirror I can tell
she is mulling things over. ‘And do you think you might do that?’
she asks. (God this woman loves to be used and abused. One of the
reasons I love her.)

‘K … Princess, you are adorable and I love you … now shut up
and let me read the papers, I haven’t seen any British news for
days.’

‘Yes, Daddy … and I love you too.’

 



~~~

 


When we
get home, K fixes us some lunch (just cold, I don’t let her cook
anything for me, she’s a terrible cook) and then I take her
upstairs. She unpacks my suitcase while I take a shower and when I
come back she is standing at the end of my bed, naked, waiting for
me.

We don’t
bother speaking, I kiss her and run my hands over her body,
stroking her pussy while she gently tugs on my cock, until it’s
hard. I turn her around and enter her while she braces herself
against the metal bedstead.

I know
she wanted a good “Rogering” but I’ve missed her, missed the feel
of my cock gently sliding in and out of her pussy, the friction
against its walls, so I take it slowly, I can ‘bang the shit out of
her’ later.

‘Have you been keeping up with your exercising … particularly
your stretching?’ I ask.

‘Yes, Daddy. I’m as flexible as ever.’

‘Good.’ I pull out of her and step back. ‘Touch your
toes.’

K does
as she is told, but she does it the way she’s been trained to, not
just touching her toes but placing the palms of her hands flat on
the floor. Now that is flexible.

I nudge
her feet apart and enter her wet pussy again and keep her in that
position for the rest of the fuck. When I’m due to come I pull out
of her and issue the command, ‘Mouth.’ She obediently turns round,
drops to her knees and takes me in her mouth to finish me
off.

I grasp
the back of her head and as it’s been a while since I last had her,
I come so hard I’m surprised it doesn’t shoot out of her ears! As I
try to get my breath back, she dutifully sucks on me until I’m
empty and then like a good slave, licks me clean. When she’s done
that, for some reason she doesn’t stop, just slowly takes me in and
out of her mouth, as if her mind is elsewhere. I stare down at her,
curious as to what’s going through her mind.

Eventually, she looks up at me and asks, ‘Exactly
how naughty would I have
to be to get sent to one of those German pony ranches?’




 





GET
KNOTTED

 


 


I turn
on the TV in the lounge and change channels to the media server
that contains the videos I have downloaded from The Society
website. I navigate to the folder marked ‘Shibari’ and scroll
through the list to find the ones I’m looking for.

‘What’s Shibari?’ asks Chloe. K and Chloe are sitting on the
sofa, wearing nothing but the kimono’s I ordered them to wear this
evening. We have eaten our Japanese takeaway and are now sitting in
the lounge, drinking wine. I told K to put the washable cover on
the sofa so she knows I’m expecting some action later.

‘Shibari is the art of Japanese Rope Bondage,’ replies K. She
has full access to The Society website as well as the Internet, and
has an enquiring mind, as well as a high libido, so she is well
versed in the many and various activities and vocabulary of the
bondage and fetish world. Both of us are always looking for new and
interesting ways of ‘putting her through her paces’ as we like to
refer to it. Or to put it another way … new, original ways for her
to be tortured, punished and used sexually. Don’t blame me … she
thrives on it and I shudder to think what depths she would have
sunk to if I hadn’t taken her on as my slave. She still does all
those things, but with me it’s in a safe, controlled environment
(even if she is being used by someone else) and she knows that I
would never expose her to a dangerous situation. Either I do those
things to her or only let someone I trust implicitly have use of
her, whether I’m in the room or not. With me she has the freedom to
truly be herself and not fear for the consequences.

‘What?’ asks Chloe. ‘Just a fancy word for tying someone up
with rope?’

‘No, no, no, it’s more complex than that. I mean, Daddy ties
me up to restrain me, but Shibari is winding the rope around the
subject in an artistic way, such as tightly around the breasts and
the buttocks to accentuate them. Then there’s tying them into odd
shapes, bending the body into artistic poses which can either
conceal or expose the private parts, both for the excitement of the
spectator and the humiliation of the subject. It can be quite
erotic.

‘And then once the subject is bound and helpless, unable to
move, sometimes suspended in the air, then they can be either
beaten or fucked at the rope-master’s whim.’

‘Have you ever been tied up like that?’

‘I’ve been tied up plenty of times but I’ve never been …
Shibaried … if that’s the correct verb.’

I stare
at K for a moment thinking of the things I’m going to do to her
later, after that little speech. She has a lovely turn of phrase. I
like to think she gets that from me but you can never tell really.
‘Right, let’s watch these videos.’ I press the button on the remote
and settle back in my chair and sip my wine.

There
are several videos I want the girls to watch. They all start with a
girl, mainly Japanese but some Caucasian ones as well, standing
naked as the camera moves around them. Then it moves on to them in
various poses, with different scenes of them being bound. Some are
on the ground, some where they’re suspended from cross-beams,
either suspended horizontally or just dangling from one leg.
Although they are all videos, some of them contain still images
along with moving pictures. The movies tend to be in colour whereas
a lot of the still images are in Black and White which only serves
to make them more dramatic, not to mention erotic.

After a
time of images of bound girls the tone of the movies change as a
Japanese man enters the scene. He’s in his 30’s I would say, and is
wearing robes at first as he beats the girls with a cane or short
whip, taking full advantage of the bound girl’s helplessness,
indulging himself on the girls exposed tits and pussy, and by
teasing them with sex toys until they come. Eventually he removes
his robes and then makes then suck him and then fucks them
hard.

I find
this all very arousing and so does K I notice, as she takes Chloe’s
hand that is nearest to her and slides it under her own kimono and
presses it against her pussy, holding it there tightly.

I stop
the videos after an hour and three movies later as by now I have a
boner the size of a giant Redwood tree and I think it would be a
shame to waste it. I glance over at K and she is looking back at me
with a twinkle in her eye.

‘I notice that the guy who did the whipping was the same in
all the movies,’ she says.

‘That’s right,’ I confirm.

‘So one would guess that they were made by the same
people.’

‘Go on,’ I urge.

‘And I guess that you are showing me these films for a reason
… is this my next
adventure?’ she asks excitedly.

A lot of
people think that people (of either sex) who voluntarily give away
their control to another person and becomes their slave must
somehow be a bit on the ‘dumb’ side. Not clever enough to run their
own life. This is definitely NOT true. There is something lacking
in their psychological makeup I will admit, however here is not the
place to discuss this fully, but I assure you that intelligence is
not that thing they are lacking. K has figured out what I’m up to.
Partly because she knows me pretty darned well, but also because
she’s a damned smart cookie.

‘Perhaps, maybe, that depends on you. Let me explain … those
videos were made by a Society member, a certain Hiro Mitsumi. He’s
incredibly wealthy, his family own a ceramics firm in Japan. He
however prefers to create bondage movies, particularly Shibari
movies. He posts them on The Society website for the pleasure of
the other members.’

‘Let me guess,’ says K. ‘You’re going to ask him to make a
Shibari movie starring
me.’

‘No. Actually he has asked me, as your Master, if you can star in one of his movies. He’s
been viewing the movies that I posted of you on the website and he
tells me that he thinks your well-toned body would look superb in
one of his films. But …’

‘But what?’

‘Well, ever since you became a Red Tag slave and
at your request I put
you on the database, which means you are available for use by any
Society member, I decided that I would never give you up to anyone
who requested you, without checking with you first.’

‘Oh that’s sweet. That’s why I love you.’

‘Do you want to go then?’

‘You bet! Pass up a chance like this? No way. Get to star in a
Shibari movie like this, it’ll be fun.’

‘Good I’ll make the arrangements then. He’s promised to fly us
out to Japan and put us up on his estate, all expenses
paid.’

‘Super. Will we be going to Tokyo?’

‘Well, there’s more to Japan than Tokyo you know. He is
actually based outside Kyoto where he has an estate.’

‘What’s he like? I suppose I’ll have to fuck him?’

‘Probably. I’m not sure what his interest is in you. Would
that be a problem if you had to?’

She
laughs. ‘Has it ever been a problem? I’ve shagged everyone you’ve
ever told me to, no arguing, why should this time be any
different?’

‘Good girl. Well the truth is I’ve never met him but as he is
a long-standing Society member he’s been thoroughly checked out, so
we know he’s not a psycho. I do know however that he is highly
regarded by Society members and his movies aren’t just porno,
they’re considered high erotica, very classy. He’s viewed as a
master of his art.’

I turn
to Chloe. ‘Elf, how are things going with the extension to the
server room at the company?’

‘Well, the building work’s been done, now they’re installing
the electrics and the fibre optic cables into the place. Then they
have to wire in all the patch panels. Be another month before we’re
ready to start installing servers though.’

‘Good, then you can come to Japan with us.’

‘You’re taking me?’

‘Why not? I’ll tell them you’re K’s assistant and go
everywhere with her. If they want I’ll pay for us all to stay in a
hotel, so it doesn’t seem like we’re sponging off them. In fact, I
think it’s good idea if K really has an assistant. There might be
times when I will send K away to play with someone new that she’s
never met before, and it might be helpful if she has someone along
for moral support. I’ll also insist we’re both there during
filming. You just have to agree though that you won’t interfere. If
I send her to someone for them to punish, then you mustn’t get in
the way … remember our agreement.’

‘No, Daddy, I won’t interfere. I’d like to go along, watch out
for her, so to speak. Don’t worry, Mummy, I’ll look after you when
they’ve finished with you.’

K takes
Chloe’s hand out from between her legs and kisses it.

‘So that’s settled then. K, you’d better hit the gym hard as
you want to be looking your best, all toned and tanned. I’ll
contact Mitsumi and arrange dates for us to go out there. Then Elf
and I can watch as K “gets knotted”.’

K groans
and makes a comment about ‘Dad jokes’. Then she pulls her kimono
apart, exposing her naked body, then gently pulls Chloe’s head down
into her lap while beckoning me to join them.

 



~~~

 


The
plane touches down at Itami Airport, the International Airport of
Osaka, Japan. As First-Class passengers we get let off the plane
first. Once the porters get our luggage and escort us through
customs, we are taken to the VIP arrival lounge.

There
are a couple of Japanese men waiting for us there. One is wearing a
badge and appears to be airport staff, but the other I recognise
from Mitsumi’s movies that K has been watching repeatedly, to
prepare herself for the upcoming ‘adventure’. He’s the one that
punishes and then fucks the bound girls.

They
both bow to us as we reach them and he greets us. ‘Welcome to
Japan, Mr. Gilchrist, Miss K, Miss Chloe. My name is Ito Tagori and
I am Mitsumi-san’s personal assistant. Please call me Ito.’ He
pronounced it Eeto. ‘If you would like to follow me then we shall
cross to the other side of the airport to the heliport. There is a
helicopter there, waiting to take us to Kyoto. Please …’ he said,
holding out his hand to indicate the door of the lounge. Once
outside there is one of those people carriers and the airport
employee loads our luggage into it.

K tugs on my sleeve and mouths silently, ‘That’s him!’ nodding in Ito’s
direction.

I mouth back, ‘I
know.’

We all
clamber aboard and the airport guy drives us off to the heliport.
As we watch the luggage being loaded, I ask Ito, ‘Is this Mr.
Mitsumi’s helicopter?’

‘It belongs to his family’s company which of course he has
full use of. It services the offices it has in Osaka but the
company headquarters are in Tokyo.’

Once our
luggage is loaded up, we climb aboard. Ito sits up front with the
pilot, and me and the girls sit in the back. I’m ex-military and
flown in choppers loads of times, but I realise it’s a first time
for both K and Chloe and they are slightly nervous, so I sit
between them on the bench seat and once we are buckled in, they
both take my hands as we lift off.

The
flight to Kyoto is fabulous. It’s a lovely sunny day and the view
is fantastic. I love flying by helicopter and once considered
transferring to the Army Air Corps and becoming a chopper pilot.
The view overcomes the girl’s nervousness at flying and as they are
both sitting next to windows, are soon taken with the scenery and
they slowly release my hands as they relax.

We land,
all too soon, at Mitsumi’s home in the hills around Kyoto. It’s a
sprawling estate with several houses of different sizes, all built
in the Japanese style, on the top and down the slope of the hill,
overlooking Kyoto. There are large areas of open grassland
punctuated by trees. We touchdown on a helicopter landing pad and
servants come forward to take our luggage as Ito helps us dismount.
Then we all stand back until the helicopter has lifted off again,
headed off back to Osaka.

Ito
explains, ‘The servants will take your luggage to the guest house
where you will reside during your stay. First of all Mitsumi-san
would like to say hello and then you are free to go to your
accommodation and rest. Mitsumi-san will not expect business to be
conducted until tomorrow.’

Ito
leads us to the main house, on top of the hill, pointing out the
guest house on the way. All of the buildings are connected by
covered walkways. When we reach the main house he tells us to
remove our shoes and asks that we do that every time we enter any
of the buildings. He slides back the screen door and ushers us in.
Then he leads us through the house, into the main reception
room.

We are
greeted by a short, bespectacled, Japanese man in his mid-50’s I
would judge. He’s not much taller than K is. Ito and I tower over
him. Standing beside and slightly behind him is a beautiful mixed
race girl, half-Japanese – half-Western from her looks. For some
reason she looks familiar but for the life of me I can’t think
where I might have seen her, I’ve never been to Japan
before.

Ito
makes the introduction. ‘Mitsumi-san … allow me to introduce Mr.
Gilchrist, Miss K and Miss Chloe. Mr. Gilchrist … this is Hiro
Mitsumi.’

Mitsumi
bows to us and the three of us return the bow. ‘Mr. Gilchrist …’ he
says, to my relief, in perfect English, ‘Welcome to Japan. I hope
you had a pleasant flight.’

‘Yes, thank you, Mr. Mitsumi, very kind of you to invite us to
your home.’

‘Mr. Gilchrist, as we are both Society members and Master’s in
our own right, we are equals. May I suggest that we be less formal
and if you will permit I will call you Roger-san, and I would like
you all to call me, Hiro-san. Would that be acceptable?’

‘Perfectly … Hiro-san.’

‘Excellent, now perhaps you’d like to introduce me to your
girls.’

‘Certainly. This is K who you’re familiar with from her movies
on The Society website. Naturally she is yours to play with, but
I’d like to go over your expectations first, just to make sure we
are on the same page. I have a duty of care for my slaves, you
understand.’

K bows
to him and says, ‘It will be a pleasure to serve you
Hiro-san.’

‘For me too, my dear. So you are the famous Kan-Kan? I watched
your movies and was inspired, such a perfect body, such grace, such
beauty. We will do good work together, I can feel it.’

‘You honour me, Hiro-san.’

Next he
moved to Chloe. ‘And who is this charming poppet? Like a beautiful
flower. Is she also your slave?’

‘In a way,’ I reply. ‘She’s actually K’s slave but I sort of
informally own them both as they live under my roof and I take care
of them … but she is just here to support K during filming,
fetching her water, helping with her makeup and so on. Give moral
support if necessary when I’m not around.’

‘So she’s only here to support K and not part of the
arrangement?’

‘I’m afraid not. Is that all right with you? After all it was
just K you asked for.’

‘Of course, of course, it’s just that when I see such beauty,
I want to capture it for posterity, that’s all. No matter. Now then
… to business. I won’t expect you to abide by lots of house rules.
As long as you remove your shoes when entering a building, then
that will be fine.

‘Next, as an honoured guest I won’t insist on you wearing
Japanese clothing so you are free to wear your western clothes,
Roger-san. I would however like K to wear a kimono at all times,
with no underwear during her stay, so that there are no bra or
panty elastic marks. Occasionally I shoot outdoors and the weather
can be unpredictable, so we have to take our opportunities when we
can, so I want K to be able to model for me at a moment’s notice.
You might perhaps want to dress Chloe the same. I promise you she
will look charming.’

‘Okay, Hiro-san, I’ll take your suggestion.’

‘Now then Roger-san, that is all for now. Take the rest of the
day and relax. Not all of the servants speak English, so for the
duration of your stay I will give you my house slave, Kimchi, to be
your translator, tour guide, bed slave, masseuse … anything you
want her for. She will reside with you in the guest house so she is
there at all times. If she displeases you let me know and I’ll have
her beaten.’ He indicates the Eurasian girl and she steps forward
and bows.

‘Oh I’m sure that won’t be necessary to beat her, I’m sure
she’ll serve me just fine and thank you for your
generosity.’

Kimchi
replies, ‘I’ll be delighted to serve you in any way it pleases you,
Roger-san,’ in – surprisingly – an American accent!

(Ooh
goody! I’m going to get to fuck her!) I wag my finger at her. ‘Why
do I know you? I’ve seen you before somewhere.’

K tugs
my sleeve, ‘Permission to speak, Master?’ I’ve told the girls to
call me Master on this trip as the ‘Daddy and Mummy’, thing is a
private matter, just for us at home.

‘Go ahead.’

‘I believe we saw this girl at that slave auction we went
to.’

‘Ah yes, the one in Scotland. Is that where you bought
her?’

‘That’s correct. Ito attended the auction as I was not able to
get away, but I viewed the ones for sale in the brochure. K has a
good eye.’

‘You should see her paint.’

‘She paints? This gets better and better. Perhaps she could
paint some things for me and I can use them as backgrounds when she
models for me?’

K nods
eagerly, so I tell Mitsumi, ‘And we’ll discuss it
tomorrow.’

Mitsumi
replies, ‘Kimchi, show them to their quarters and bring them back
here tomorrow after breakfast.’

Mitsumi
bows to us which we all return and then Kimchi leads us out. We go
down the slope until we reach one of the other buildings which
turns out to be the guest house. There are servants waiting to
greet us while Kimchi translates for us. Kimchi gives the tour. The
kitchen, lounge and bathroom on the ground floor, with a large
enough bath for half a dozen people. It’s full up and steaming, so
I expect it’s there for us now if we want to use it.

Upstairs
Kimchi explains, ‘You are in the master bedroom, Roger-san, and I
have put Miss K and Miss Chloe in the other room, there’s a double
bed.’ K and Chloe look at her. ‘Unless I have misunderstood the
nature of their relationship?’ she asks me.

‘No, no, that will be fine, they are a couple. So I’m to sleep
alone, am I?’

‘Hiro-san said I was to serve you in every way … that means in
bed also. And although it wasn’t made clear, I’d be happy to
serve any of you,
should you wish.’

‘Good girl,’ I tell her.

‘I thought you might like a hot bath to help you relax after
your long journey. You will find robes in your rooms, if you’d like
to change into them and meet me downstairs. What would you like to
eat for breakfast tomorrow … full English, sausage, bacon and eggs,
or full American with pancakes and bacon?’

‘I don’t allow the girls to eat like that, except on special
occasions. We’ll go for the full Continental breakfast …
croissants, toast, butter, jam, slices of meat. Perhaps assorted
cereals washed down with green tea and orange juice.’

‘I can’t promise you fresh croissants for tomorrow but I’ll
see you have them every day after. See you in a mo,’ and she skips
off down the stairs to place our orders with the staff. The three
of us take the opportunity to check out each other’s rooms. The
beds are Futons (naturally) and both bedrooms are ensuite. We strip
off and dress in our robes and go down to find Kimchi.

We find
her in the kitchen, and she’s alone. There’s finger food on the
table and she has opened a bottle of wine. ‘I’ve sent the staff
away and they won’t return until tomorrow morning when they come to
fix breakfast. As it’s a cold meal, they can just leave it and go.
They are under strict instructions never to go upstairs when the
guests are actually in the house, so there’s no fear of being
disturbed. I thought you might be peckish, airline food isn’t very
filling Here, have something to eat and then we can soak in the
bath as we drink our wine.’

Finally
I have to ask something that’s been puzzling me. ‘Kimchi … I don’t
mean to be rude but isn’t that some sort of food or
condiment?’

‘It is indeed, you are well educated, Roger-san. It’s a Korean
dish, kind of a fermented cabbage and my Master calls me that as a
joke. He says it’s spicy and that’s how he sees me. He wanted to
give me a new identity to wipe away memories of my last owner.
Kimchi is a new girl and has only had Hiro-san as her
Master.’

After
we’ve eaten our fill, Kimchi leads us into the bathroom, after
opening another bottle of wine and bringing it with her. At her
urging we disrobe and climb into the tub. ‘Would you like me to
join you, Roger-san?’

‘Most certainly.’

She
undresses and we all watch her expectantly and are not
disappointed. Naked she is stunningly beautiful with a body to
match. Not a patch on K’s of course, Kimchi obviously keeps in
shape but doesn’t have the toned and tanned look of K. K still has
her summer tan and I ask her to keep it topped up by using the
tanning salon occasionally. She is not to overdo it and end up
looking like one of those ‘reality stars’ on TV and NEVER – I mean
NEVER to use fake tan. I’ve warned her if I ever catch her using
that, it means a short walk to the end of the garden, with me
carrying a spade, and only one of us will be coming
back.

All
three of us watch Kimchi closely until she is concealed beneath the
bath water and the bubbles. We all ‘figuratively’ lick our lips in
anticipation of future games with her.

‘Speaking of breakfast,’ I throw out there to the puzzlement
of everyone, judging by their expressions, ‘I’ve been around the
world a bit and eaten some strange things, but I keep the girls
here on a pretty strict diet. So while I have nothing against them
eating Japanese style cooking while we’re here, I don’t necessarily
want them eating some foods which the Japanese take for granted.
Beef, Chicken, Lamb, Fish, Prawns, Lobster are all fine, but such
things as “Sea Slugs” or “Sea Cucumbers”, anything of that nature
is out, as I don’t think their digestive systems can handle it and
we don’t want K throwing up for the next two weeks, do we? It’ll
ruin the shoot.’

‘Yes, I take your point, Roger-san,’ agreed Kimchi. ‘I’ll tell
the chef not to include such items in the menus.’

We sit
there quietly for a few moments, sipping our wine appreciatively.
I’m glad to see it’s imported French wine and not the locally
produced stuff. Japan are hardly world beaters when it comes to
making wine. Never mind, their TV’s are good.

Finally
I ask the question which has been puzzling me ever since Kimchi
first spoke. ‘Kimchi, how is it that a Eurasian beauty like
yourself, who speaks American, ends up as a slave in Japan? What’s
your story?’

‘My father was a US Navy pilot stationed at Okinawa. He
married a Japanese girl and they had me. When I was about 15 years
old, he shipped back to the States. I was a bit of a rebel,
half-caste kid, got picked on at school, you know the sort of
thing. Then one of the older officers on the base recognised
something in me and made me his slave. It had to be kept discreet
so my parents didn’t find out, they thought I spent my time with
the other girls on the base. Ha, if they only knew.

‘He introduced me to sex and then later to discipline and
obedience. He realised not only did I have thirst for it but also a
talent for it. Anyway, when my father died, mother moved back to
Japan but I opted to stay in the States as I was legally an adult
by then. My Master kept me around for a while but when he got
promoted and posted to Washington, he thought it wouldn’t do his
career any good for him to have a young slave in his household. So
he passed me on to another Master, a civilian this time. I’d been
conditioned by then to accept that I was just a possession and
could be swapped around like that.

‘I went through the hands of a few more Masters, some of whom
belonged to The Society so I got passed around in that circle. I
eventually ended up on the auction block in Scotland. And there you
have it … from Navy brat to personal slave. Started in Japan and
ended up in Japan. Funny old world, isn’t it?’

‘How does Hiro-san treat you?’

‘Apart from my household duties he doesn’t use me much. Sleeps
with me occasionally but he tends to be more interested in sleeping
with his models.’ K and I look at each other. ‘If I have to be
punished because I have displeased him in some way, he has Ito
discipline me, and he also lets Ito have free use of
me.’

‘Well, you seem to be enjoying the life,’ I tell
her.

‘I am, I am. Especially when I get given to guests like you,
Roger-san. It’ll be my very great pleasure to serve under you.’ She
giggles. I think the long day and the wine is getting to all of us.
‘Forgive me for being so bold, Roger-san, but may I ask your slaves
a question, please? I so rarely get the chance to mingle with other
slaves in a friendly atmosphere like this.’

‘Go ahead.’

‘Thank you. Miss K, how many Masters have you had?’

‘Just the one. Master Roger found me, trained me and then
claimed me for his own, and now we are “bonded” for life. See, I
even bear his mark.’ K stands up and turns round, showing her
tattoo with my initials, on her lower back. As she turns back round
again, Kimchi notices her other tattoos.

‘Excuse me, what are those?’

K points
to The Society coat of arms. ‘This one means that as well as
belonging to Master Roger, I am also the property of The Society.
This one,’ she says proudly, pointing to the rampant horse, ‘means
that I am a fully trained pony girl.’ K sits down in the water
again.

Kimchi is obviously impressed. ‘Only one Master and yet
you’re a Red Tag slave and
a trained pony girl. Roger-san must work you
hard.’

‘Very,’ replies K, ‘and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I
often suggest new ways to increase my workload and training. I’m
just a sucker for punishment, I guess.’

‘And Miss Chloe? How many has she had?’

‘Just me. We became a couple and then when she asked to become
my slave, Master Roger kindly gave his permission. So now she’s my
lover and my
slave.’

‘Do you not find your loyalties divided?’

‘No. There is a hierarchy in our little family, and we all
know our place in it. When I met Master Roger I was in a very dark
place emotionally and he rescued me, he was my saviour. So I gave
myself to him completely, with no hesitation. You could say
he saved my soul and now he owns it. Now I’ll do anything, anytime, anywhere,
with anyone, if he commands it. Everything I do, every time he
gives me to another man I think, how will this please Master? How
can I make it more enjoyable for him?

‘And then there’s Chloe. The rest of my life, outside of
pleasing my Master, belongs to her. I love her deeply and she
craves the leadership that we both give her. You could say she owns
my heart and Master owns my soul.’ K looks at me and I give her a
wink. Then I notice that Kimchi is giving me a strange look, as if
she is re-evaluating her opinion of me.

I let it
go as I’m wilting. We sit there in silence for a while. I feel my
eyelids getting heavy so I look across at the girls. Chloe has
closed her eyes and is resting her head on K’s shoulder. K is
yawning and I’m tired out. ‘Right, everyone out the bath …
bedtime,’ I order. We dry ourselves and put our robes on. At the
top of the stairs I kiss my girls good night and Kimchi follows me
into my bedroom.

‘I’m afraid I’m not going to be up to performing tonight,
Kimchi. Long day and all that.’

‘That’s okay, Roger-san. We’ll just cuddle together.’ She
drops her robe and undoes mine, letting it fall to the floor and we
climb into bed. She snuggles up to me and I can’t even remember if
I manage to kiss her before I fall asleep.




 





SHOWING HER
THE ROPES
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chapter titles, I just can’t help myself.)

 


Next
morning after breakfast, Kimchi takes us to meet Mitsumi. K and
Chloe are dressed in kimonos which Kimchi showed them how to wear
properly. And of course, as requested, neither of them is wearing
any underwear. ‘Should the girls call him Hiro-san if he speaks to
them? Or maybe “Mitsumi-san” might be more appropriate?’ I ask
Kimchi.

‘No, Hiro-san will be fine. It’s like calling you Master Roger
or if they were meeting him at a Society event, calling him Master
Hiro.’

‘Understood.’

We meet
him again in the lounge and we all sit on cushions on the floor,
either side of a low table. Mitsumi, Ito and Kimchi sit on one
side, K, Chloe and I sit on the other. It’s like an international
summit. The men sit cross-legged but the women adopt the ‘Kneel’
position, legs tucked under them and resting on their heels. It
would be unseemly for the women to sit with their legs apart, even
if they are covered up by their kimonos. Servants flit around the
room, serving us green tea and biscuits and then Mitsumi waves them
away and they withdraw.

‘I trust you slept well, Roger-san and everything was to your
liking?’ Mitsumi asks, referring to Kimchi I suspect.

‘Yes, everything was very pleasant, Hiro-san. I thank you for
your hospitality. Now before we start talking business I have a
favour to ask. Kimchi has been telling me about how you work, you
take time getting to know your models before you start filming, for
example. From that I gather this shoot might take a couple of
weeks, perhaps longer. In that case I would like to ask if you can
supply me with Internet access so I can stay in contact with my
company.’

‘Certainly. Ito would you take care of that?’

‘Hai (yes), Hiro-san.’

‘Please speak to Chloe, she is my IT person.’

‘Now then,’ says Mitsumi, ‘to business. Would you prefer it if
the girls were not present for our discussion?’

‘No that’s fine,’ I reply. ‘K is my property and enjoys being
treated as such. She particularly enjoys being present when her
superiors … like us … talk about her and decide how she is to be
treated. It appeals to the “slave” side of her personality, so I
indulge her, she can stay. Chloe should stay too. As her assistant
she needs to know what’s planned for K so that she can prepare. She
will of course be at all the photo shoots to look after K in
between scenes.’

‘Very well. Just so we are in agreement, Roger-san. Now that K
is here on loan to me, I understand that for the duration of her
stay, or until you say
otherwise, K is to act as my slave. And
that means that as a Red Tag slave I am free to use her in any way
I choose, punish her as I see fit, and use her freely in movies and
photoshoots. These photographic efforts to be posted on The Society
website where they will be freely available to all members.
Agreed?’

‘Agreed.’

‘I will take K to my bed for a while before we start shooting
as I like to study my models in all sorts of situations and poses.
It helps me decide on the positions and camera angles and so on
that I will use once we begin filming. Also I should say that as
Kimchi will be your body slave while you are here, I will also let
Ito have access to K for his fun. As you are probably aware, he is
the torturer and the fornicator in my films so it might help if K
is familiar with him by the time we shoot those scenes.

‘There won’t be any physical punishment of K until late in the
shoot as I don’t wish her perfect body to be marked during the
early sessions when the focus will be on the Shibari and the posing
of her naked body. Later when we have finished all those types of
scenarios there will be punishment sessions while she is bound, and
then Ito will take his pleasure and K will be made to submit to
him. Is that all clear and does it meet with your
approval?’

K leans forward to pick up her tea cup to cover the move as
she grips my thigh, hard. Knowing K, I know that she is trying to
say to me … ‘Yes, say yes. Do it, do it!
Say yes!’ so I know she’s up for
it.

I give her a side glance and then tell Mitsumi, ‘Yes, that’s
all fine and I approve. She’s Red Tag, do what you like with her.’
I know that last comment will give K a thrill and might make her
just a little bit wet. ‘I would however like to ask that I may be allowed to watch
the filming sometimes if I’m around. I do like to watch her being
abused by other men … a little quirk of mine. Would that be
okay?’

‘But of course, Roger-san, she is your slave after all. And
there’s no need to be embarrassed about liking to watch her in
action. Often, after I have had Kimchi, I like to watch Ito use
her. All part of the fun of having a slave. By the way, there will
be others there, the camera man, the sound man, wardrobe, lighting,
makeup, hairdresser and so on. I trust that she can perform in
front of others?’

‘Oh yes, she’s been whipped and fucked by many men, while
being filmed, before now. She’s also made a couple of porn movies
for my personal collection. And if you haven’t seen her Kan-Kan
videos I’ll give you a copy. They are quite
entertaining.’

‘That would be good. If you could get Miss Chloe to send them
over to me, I can watch them before I bed K tonight. As for Miss K,
I suggest that every day we meet up for lunch or breakfast if you
are going out for the day, so that you can be sure that K is being
well treated and has come to no harm. For your own piece of
mind.’

‘You are very understanding, Hiro-san, that’s very thoughtful
of you.’

‘And now Kimchi. For as long as you are here, Kimchi will
serve you as your body slave. She is freely available for all three
of you to use. You may punish her as you wish but she is only an
Amber Tag so don’t be too hard on her, I beg of you.

‘Apart from that, you can have full access to my vehicles so
if you want to do a bit of sight-seeing while you’re here, Kimchi
will go along and act as your translator and tour guide. She will
remain with you in the guest house during your stay, so she is
readily available.

‘So,’ says Mitsumi. ‘If all the discussions and agreements are
done, may I take possession of K now?’

I take
her by the chin and turn her head so she is looking into my eyes.
‘K, for the rest of our time here you are now the slave of
Hiro-san. Do you understand?’

K
replies,’ Yes, Master.’ Then she goes into the ‘Obeisance’
position, that is bending forward so her forehead is touching the
ground, and says to Mitsumi, ‘I am here to serve you, Hiro-san. Use
me as you wish.’

Mitsumi
smiles, obviously pleased. ‘In that case, my dear, come around to
this side of the table and remove your kimono.’

K does
as ordered. Removing her clothing and standing naked in front of
others doesn’t bother her in the slightest. She’s been naked in
rooms before, knowing that a lot of the men present are going to
have sex with her, and we’ve also been to a few nudist beaches
together, so this is nothing.

‘Display,’ I tell her and she obediently puts her hands behind
her head, exposing her body to Mitsumi's gaze. He walks around her,
examining her closely, running his hands over her body. He pinches
her in places to see how firm the flesh is. Teasing her nipples to
fully erect to see how they will look on camera. Finally he slaps
her on the arse to see if there is any ‘wobble’ but due to K’s
constant exercising, there is none. I’m proud of my girl as you
could honestly bounce a pound coin off that arse.

‘Very nice, Roger-san, very nice. You obviously work her hard
and I must say with excellent results. You are both to be
congratulated. Put your robe back on my dear and I’ll take you all
down and show you the studio.’

K
dresses again and as Kimchi helps her tie the ribbon around her
again, K gives me a smirk over her shoulder. She loves people
telling me how great she looks and she always gives me a look to
say, ‘I am all this, I do all this, for you.’ Bless her.

We go
down the slope to another building that is near our guest house. I
notice that of the six of us I am the only one wearing western
clothing, so I stand out. (Well Good Lord, what do you expect? I’m
British! No self-respecting Englishman would dress up like one of
these ‘Foreign Johnnies’ Now, where did I put my Pith
helmet?)

We go
into the building and Ito throws the main switch that brings on all
the lights. Like most of the buildings I have seen in Japan outside
the cities it is one story but with a high roof. Bit like a modern
warehouse.

Along
one wall is an office and what they tell me is the editing suite,
and further along a toilet/shower facility. There’s one corner with
a rest area with tea facilities and a fridge. Another corner is
filled with gym equipment and the other corner is where the filming
takes place.

Mitsumi
takes us over and shows it to us. There is a stage with the usual
X-frame to tie the subjects to, there are a few mattresses lying
around and several wooden frames that people can be tied to.
Overhead there run several sturdy cross-beams, with ropes and
pulleys attached, presumably for suspending victims from when they
have been bound. And needless to say, there is lots and lots of
rope lying around, all rolled up neatly. All the wooden items,
stage, X-frame etc. are painted black. The stage is backed by
removable screens, some showing traditional Japanese images,
herons, waterfalls and the like, whereas others are just plain
black. Having a single nude female bound and suspended from a
cross-beam, against a totally black background can be quite
stunning visually, as I’ve seen in Mitsumi’s previous
works.

All the
lights and cameras are pointed at this corner but they are on
wheels and can easily be moved around, which gives me an idea. I
nudge K and tell her to follow me and we go over to the gym
equipment. Mitsumi follows us out of curiosity and I tell him my
idea. ‘Take your robe off, K and lie down and start lifting some
weights.’ I turn to Mitsumi. ‘I often make her do this at home,
workout naked for me. Look at that tanned, lithe body and I can
guarantee that if you oil her up as well, it will make a splendid
movie. Make her work through all the equipment, from different
angles and you’ll have a winner.’

I can
see his eyes light up as he watches K and thinks about the
possibilities. ‘Roger-san, how can I thank you? You have given me
the gift of a superb idea. Yes, watching Miss K working out naked
and oiled. What a movie that would be.’

‘And if you take my advice,’ I tell him, ‘you’ll make her work
out before you film her in bondage, so she is all pumped up and
toned.’

‘Excellent idea, Roger-san. Please, when you are here watching
us film, please don’t hesitate to make suggestions. I can see that
you know her well and in which ways she looks the most photogenic.
I thank you for that.’

He
smiles at me and shakes my hand. For the first time I feel a
genuine connection with him as we are both Society members and have
similar tastes. And we are both after the same goal, deriving
pleasure from watching K being abused, while we film it. (Well I’ve
told you before, I never pretended to be a charity
worker.)

He walks
over to where some props are displayed, robes and so on. He picks
up a samurai sword, a katana, and drawing it from its scabbard he
offers it, handle first, to K. ‘Whoa, whoa, whoa,’ I object. ‘I
never agreed to any sword play. She might get hurt or hurt someone
else.’

‘Relax, Roger-san, it is only a play sword, see …’ he takes
the katana back from K and draws it across the palm of his hand
then shows it to me. There is just a red line when the metal has
pressed into the skin. ‘It’s only made of tin and it’s blunt. No
one can get hurt by this.’

He gives
it back to K and bids her follow him to the centre of the stage. He
switches on a few spotlights, centred on K. ‘Ito, please to take a
sword and run Miss K through some poses.’

‘Hai, Hiro-san.’ Ito does as he is requested and standing
facing K on the stage adopts different sword fighting poses, you’ll
know the sort of thing I mean if you have ever watched a Japanese
samurai movie. Holding it with two hands at the side of your body,
blade pointing upward or held over the head by one hand pointing
forward along the same axis as your outstretched arm, and so on. K
follows faithfully and copies his every move, the spotlights
highlighting the toned body and the muscles stretching and tensing
under her tan.

‘Splendid, splendid,’ Mitsumi comments. ‘Of course I will put
some clothing on the lower half of her body but with her breasts
exposed, and oiled I think, she will look magnificent as a female
samurai.’ He folds his arms across his chest and then raises one
hand to stroke his lips. ‘For the sex and punishment movies I will
probably do it in bare face … but I’m just thinking that for some
of the still photography I might make Miss K up in face paint,
perhaps Kabuki style, you know, white face and bright red lips,
that sort of thing. What do you think?’

‘Yes, I think that would look good. Also I’ve had K trained by
a professional makeup artist, so perhaps she could show you some of
the stranger, over-the-top creations I sometimes have her paint
herself in.’

Mitsumi
looks at me and smiles. ‘Roger-san, you have the soul of an artist,
I welcome your insights into K’s talents. I hope we can put them to
good use. This may mean the shoot goes on longer than I told you it
might originally. Would that be a problem?’

‘Chloe and I would have to stay as well, of course. But as
long as that is okay with you, then I think my business can go on
without me being there. Due to the time difference I’m having to
swap emails with my manager anyway, so doing it for a bit longer
shouldn’t be a problem.’

‘And Miss K, it doesn’t interfere with any plans you have for
her?’

I look
at K, who is standing there stark naked, with a samurai sword
resting on her shoulder and trying hard to look as if she is not
listening to the conversation. ‘Firstly she will do whatever I tell
her to … but in reality, she would love it here, being the centre
of attention in her own movie and photoshoot. If you really want to
get in her good books, it might be a nice gesture to pay her, as
you do your other models. Not a large amount, just the usual rate,
and it’s not for me as her owner, I’ll see that she keeps it. I
just know that she will be so thrilled that a professional like
yourself would actually find her attractive enough that you would
pay to photograph her.’ I glance at K again and she is blushing
furiously and staring at a far wall.

Mitsumi
smiles again. I think he is aware of how frail the ego of a model
is and he seems to understand. ‘Of course, Roger-san, I will see
that she is paid full Union rates, same as my other models, no
more, no less. But I’ll make her work for it. Miss K, please to put
your kimono back on.’

As K
gets dressed again, Mitsumi says to me, ‘You are welcome to stay
around if you wish, Roger-san, but for the rest of the day we will
just be trying out different makeups and costumes, I’m afraid you
might find it boring so please feel free to wander off, have Kimchi
show you around the grounds or whatever.’

‘Very well, but Chloe will be staying to support K. It’s her
first day here and I don’t want to leave her on her own. You
understand I’m sure.’

‘Naturally. I would have suggested it anyway, to help Miss K
relax and feel comfortable.’

I tell
Chloe to stay with K and make sure she has the beeper remote with
her. Back home I often have K wearing a beeper on her collar around
the house and I keep the remote. If I ever need her for anything I
can just press the remote and she comes to me when her beeper goes
off. Before we came to Japan, I got my mate ‘Pete the video guy’ to
fix me up with a longer range beeper, (he does all my electronic
stuff) so that if there is a problem, Chloe can beep me as long as
I’m on Mitsumi’s estate, and I’ll come running.

Once I’m
sure that’s sorted, I say goodbye to K and Kimchi shows me around
the grounds. We drift back to the guest house and after a dip in
the hot bath together, we go to bed and I make up for being too
tired to screw her the night before.

 



~~~

 


I next
see K at breakfast in the main house. She follows Mitsumi and Ito
into the room, letting the men sit down first, before kneeling
herself. It seems strange that today it is Mitsumi, Ito and K on
one side of the table and Chloe, Kimchi and I on the other side. A
turnabout from yesterday.

K slips
me the sign that she is okay. It used to be enough that if I lent
her out for the night, she would just give me a wink when we saw
each other again, to say that everything is okay, but now she is on
the database and open to all Society members, we worked out a
slightly more complex set of signals.

She balls her fist and holds out one finger to signify that
everything is, ‘Fine.’ Two fingers means, ‘It’s rough but nothing I
can’t handle.’ Three fingers means, ‘Help!
Get me out of here!’

So as
she gives the ‘it’s fine’ signal I turn my attention back to
Mitsumi. ‘Good morning, Hiro-san.’

‘Good morning to you, Roger-san. I must say that I did enjoy
the Kan-Kan movie you sent over last night. Miss K is such a good
dancer and as I found out last night, so flexible too,’ he says,
smiling.

K
blushes and hangs her head.

‘The way she moves,’ he continues, ‘I’m sure she will be
perfect for the female samurai images. As well as still photos I
can picture her and Ito practising the sword movements in unison.
Maybe a pretend sword fight where he defeats her and takes her as
his reward, eh? Like the sound of that?’

‘Can’t wait to see it. What’s the schedule for
today?’

‘Still in the planning stage, I’m afraid. The things you have
suggested and the film I saw last night has opened up so many
possibilities, I’m still working on them. And also I want to play
about with different lighting options, to see which is best.
Brightly lit or a single spotlight, that sort of thing. No filming
will take place today except for some test shots, so may I suggest
that Kimchi takes you into Kyoto and shows you around. We have many
fine architectural specimens of Japanese history. You might enjoy
them.’

‘That sounds like a splendid idea. Chloe will stay with K of
course.’

‘Of course.’

 



~~~

 


Kimchi
and I spend several days taking in the sights and sounds of Kyoto,
visiting many of the religious shrines and old castles. I’ve told
her to treat me as a visiting ‘lover’ rather than a Master, so she
becomes more relaxed in my company. I can see why many American
servicemen end up marrying the local girls. Apart from Kimchi being
a trained slave, Japanese girls seem to have an inbuilt desire to
serve their men.

I’m
struck by the savage contrasts in Japanese society. On the one hand
they are all into beauty and art … hand painted images of mountains
and herons and suchlike. On the other, Japan is the home of such
violent and sexual images, such as Manga comics glorifying the rape
and torture of young females, (who else could come up with the idea
of “tentacle porn”?) or cartoons glorifying the gory disembowelling
and dismemberment of opponents in crime dramas. All very
odd.

At the
end of the day, when they shut up shop, Chloe comes back to the
guest house and as K is now sleeping in Mitsumi’s bed, she is
alone, so I let her join us in my bed and we both get to enjoy
Kimchi’s delights.




 





SWORD
PLAY

 


 


Finally
the shooting begins. Mitsumi has planned on filming/photographing
all the scenarios where K is naked or nearly naked such as working
out on the gym equipment, posing with swords or simply positioned
on stage while he photographs her from all angles.

He wants
to save her skin from any possible rope burns or bruises while the
focus is on her skin and her body. Before each shoot, unless it is
working out on the gym stuff, he has her pumping iron and doing leg
exercises and sit ups, so she is all pumped up and her muscles show
when she flexes. Then he has her oiled up so she glistens under the
lights, and then the filming begins.

For the
nude images on stage he does as he said he might and has K’s face
made up in the traditional Kabuki style, not the ‘angry demon’ that
is usually worn by a male character, but the ‘female face’ for a
female character (although it is played by a male actor) where the
face is completely white, except for the painted black eyebrows,
the highlighting of the eyes and the ‘cupid’s bow’ red lips. It
works wonderfully, the sheer erotic image of the hot, oiled body,
with the counterpoint of the anonymity of the white face. Who is
the girl behind the mask?

This
goes on over several days and although I’m always present, I start
bringing my laptop along and doing some work while it goes on in
the background. (A lot of the time I’m writing what is happening in
the studio to include in this book you’re reading.)

I’ve
seen K in many and various situations remember, but it’s all new to
Chloe, who is captivated by her beautiful Mistress, and sits and
stares open-mouthed as she performs in front of her.

But I
make sure that K knows Chloe and I are there for her and whenever
they stop for a break or to redo the lighting or whatever, I go to
K and have a few words with her. Not that she needs encouraging
mind you, she’s really jazzed up by all this. I have never had a
slave, or even ‘known’ a slave, who so much loves being in the
limelight, the centre of attention. I guess it’s all part of her
being alone and ignored when she was younger that when she has the
opportunity to show off and be the main focus, she finally has the
chance to say, ‘Look at me, I’m beautiful! I’ll do anything you
want as long as you watch me and love me.’

At the
end of the day’s shooting, Mitsumi comes to me and says, ‘We won’t
be filming tomorrow. I want Ito to teach Miss K a sword fight. They
will spend the day practising that, the set routines are all worked
out. Then the day after, I will take all the female samurai photos
outside with Ito, after which they can have a sword fight, K will
lose and Ito will take his reward. He can fuck Miss K while I film
it. Is that all right with you?’

‘Absolutely. Like I said, she’s Red Tag so you can do what you
like with her and that includes giving her to Ito. Be my
guest.’

‘One other thing, Roger-san, I watched young Miss Chloe today
as she looked on as her Mistress performed. The poor girl couldn’t
wait to get her hands on her but sadly she was disappointed. What
if we were to allow her to get to grips with Miss K while we view
it through the lens of a camera? They would make an absolutely
stunning pair of lovers, captured for eternity. Two beautiful
creatures entwined in the throes of passion. A wondrous
sight.’

‘Indeed it would be, but sadly Chloe is not part of the
package, I gave my word to K that I would not try to farm Chloe out
to anyone. She is strictly reserved for me and K. That’s the way K
wants it.’

‘Until tomorrow then.’

I say
goodbye to K but not before checking that she is fully aware of the
routine for the next couple of days and that Ito will end up
fucking her, after she loses the sword fight.

‘I suggested it,’ she admits, looking away
embarrassed.

‘But of course you did, you dirty
slut.’ I rub her ear to make sure she
knows I’m only joking. Chloe stays behind to help K remove her
makeup and then she returns to the guest house when Mitsumi takes K
back to his place.

I can
see Chloe is a bit out of sorts at not being with her Mistress. She
probably got quite wet today watching her and was hoping to bang
her tonight, so to take her mind off it, I ask Kimchi to take us
out to a club, and then later we come back and both work on Chloe
until she forgets about K.

 



~~~

 


The day
for the female samurai filming arrives. After breakfast Chloe,
Kimchi and I go down to the studio. K has had her hair done. She
has a ‘bob’ remember, and they have taken the hair above the ears
and pulled it back towards the back of her head, into a sort of
pony tail and the rest of it is hanging loose, so it looks kind of
like a samurai’s hair do. She’s wearing eyeliner to show off those
incredible blue eyes and a touch of lipstick.

She
stands there naked as they oil her down and then wrap a long, black
ribbon of cloth around her, about a foot wide. They tie it around
her waist, then one end is fed down through her legs at the front
covering her pussy, and then up over her backside and through her
waistband at the back, and then the other end is fed forward and
through the waistband, so it dangles down front and back like a
long loincloth.

She is
handed her sword and then led out to the garden. The setup is by
some rocks with a pond and some trees in the background. Mitsumi
and the camera crew are waiting there with Ito who is wearing the
same outfit as K. He too is bare-chested and oiled up. While they
are waiting for the sun to come into the right position, K and Ito
run through their sword fight in slow motion.

Finally
when the light is right, Mitsumi gives the order and Ito and K go
through the sword poses, both of them moving in symmetry, not
perfect (she’s only had a day to practice, remember) but good
enough as this will mainly be a set of still images, so if it takes
her a split-second to catch up to him, no one will see it
anyway.

They
wait until Mitsumi barks out a command and then they move into
position and hold it while Mitsumi and his assistants take snaps
with those cameras that take multiple shots each time you press the
button, and then he barks another command and they move onto the
next position. It all seems to run smoothly and I can see Mitsumi
is pleased with the results. I must admit that K looks fantastic
with that outfit and hair, her oiled and toned body, coiled like a
spring as she holds each pose. I’m just sorry that I won’t be the
one fucking her that afternoon.

We break
for lunch after which the actual sword fight takes place. Cameras
rolling and with strategically placed microphones hidden amongst
the rocks to catch every grunt and groan of the fight and its
aftermath, they begin.

They
start off slowly as they are meant to be two warriors sparring with
each other as training, not actual opponents, but as they continue
the fight gets faster and more aggressive. I deliberately did not
watch any of the training as I wanted to see the actual duel with
fresh eyes, so to an outsider it begins to look alarming but I look
over at Mitsumi and he is not in the least bit concerned, so I
guess it’s all in hand.

K
handles the fight moves splendidly, she makes the occasional slip
but that only goes to make it look more authentic. I guess it’s her
dance training, she is flexible and agile and she has learnt to
memorise dance steps, which is all a properly choreographed fight
scene is anyway.

They
eventually get to the point where Ito flips the sword out of her
hand and away, winning the duel. They stand there, both of them
chests heaving as he places his sword on her neck. (They’re dummy
swords remember and this is all acting.) He reaches his hand out
and squeezes her breast. She slaps his hand away but lowering his
sword he pulls her to him and kisses her.

Dropping
his sword he tears away her loin cloth. She slaps his face and he
slaps her back, knocking her to the ground. Slowly, contemptuously,
he removes his own loin cloth revealing his semi-erect prick.
Reaching down he grabs her by her hair and pulls her to her knees
and forces his cock into her mouth.

After
several moments of that, he pushes her to the ground again, spreads
her legs and enters her. She resists at first but after several
moments of him pumping away at her pussy, she wraps her legs around
him and actively joins in the fucking. Like I said, the Japanese
seem to like their sex rough, so after a while he pulls out and
flips her over, taking her from behind. As it is a rape instead of
a seduction he doesn’t hold back and really gives her a ‘hard’
fucking, but I know my girl can take it. (Take it? Hell she enjoys
that sort of treatment.)

Finally,
when he’s ready to come, he stands up and pulls her to her knees
again, and pushes his cock into her mouth, where very shortly
after, he unloads his spunk. K, presumably following direction from
Mitsumi, doesn’t swallow it but lets it overflow out of her mouth,
down her chin and drip onto her breasts. She continues sucking him
until he is empty and then in the best ‘porno movie’ tradition,
scoops the cum off her tits and chin, and licks it up from the
palms of her hands.

‘Cut!’ yells Mitsumi and the film crew break out into wild
applause. This was the first time that K had fucked for them on
camera, and they weren’t sure how good she would be but apparently
she made the grade. Mitsumi rushes over to congratulate her while
the makeup team clean all the spunk off her.

Chloe
wraps K in a robe as I ask Mitsumi, ‘Was my girl good enough for
you?’

‘Splendid performance, no need for any reshoots I think.
Magnificent for a first time. I suggest you all take the weekend
off while I edit this movie and check it came out okay. Miss K can
stay back in the guest house with you.

‘Next week, Roger-san, we shall begin the Shibari filming. I
shall be giving Miss K to be Ito’s slave from now on. He won’t hurt
her in anyway as I want her unmarked for the Shibari shoots, but he
does like to get a bit rough when he is having sex. Is that
okay?’

I look
down at K and she nods. ‘Yes, that will be fine,’ I tell him. ‘I’ll
give her back to you on Monday. I suppose you’ll be wanting Kimchi
back then?’

‘No that’s all right, if I have a need I’ll just use one of
the housemaids. You keep her.’

‘Very kind of you. Right, Chloe, get K’s things, we’re going
back to the guest house. There’s one or two things that we need to
take care of.’ By that I mean we will both fuck K.
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Mitsumi
and I sit in his garden, in the shade of the Cherry Blossom tree,
taking tea. Fortunately we are sitting on benches facing each other
and not having to sit cross-legged on the ground. ‘Roger-san, may I
be so rude as to ask you about your arrangements with your slaves?
I know it is normally beyond polite to ask another Master about his
private business, but I’m trying to understand why you simply do
not order Miss Chloe to take part in the photo session with Miss K.
It puzzles me.’

‘Well, Hiro-san, it is a complicated relationship the three of
us have together. While it is true that technically I am Master to
both of them while they live in my house, under my protection, and
I have free use of both of them, Chloe is actually K’s slave, not
mine.

‘Let me explain … K became my slave, and in time my lover, and
she quite happily carried out every task I set her, every
punishment I gave her, every trial I threw at her and slept with
anyone and everyone I told her to, with no complaint. To be honest
she actually enjoys all that and is often pestering me to tell her
what new “adventure” as she calls them, I’m going to send her on
next.’

‘So she asked you for the pony training and the Red Tag
experience in the Dungeons?’ asked Mitsumi.

‘Practically begged me to put her through it. This girl
thrives on punishment, humiliation and lots and lots of sex … as
I’m sure you have found out for yourself, while we’ve been
here.’

‘Indeed. I am not such a young man anymore and between you and
me, I find it hard to keep up with her. You are lucky to have such
a well-conditioned slave. So, where does Miss Chloe fit in all
this?’

‘K met Chloe down at the gym and Chloe took an interest in K
and made it obvious, so K was eventually drawn to her. You’ve seen
her, my God, wouldn’t you be? She’s gorgeous.’

‘Delightful girl, so pretty. Which is why I want her in my
photoshoot.’

‘Anyway, they became enchanted with each other and became a
couple. Part of that I know to be because K did it herself. Since K
became my slave, everyone I have given her to, let them use her,
punish her, has been someone that I designated, people like
yourself and the Contessa, who are all members or loosely
affiliated to The Society. The relationship with Chloe however,
came from outside The Society. It was purely because someone was
attracted to K as a person and that’s why it became so precious to
her. It was something of her own.

‘I gave my permission for K to have this outside relationship.
I’d always pressed her to have one, so that our relationship didn’t
become stale, and eventually I allowed K to move Chloe into our
house. After seeing K’s relationship with me, Chloe eventually
agreed to become K’s slave. As I said, I can use her but
essentially she is K’s, and K has the deciding say in what happens
to her.’

‘So as a slave herself, why does Miss K not allow Miss Chloe
to be used by others?’ asked Mitsumi.

‘I’ve already told you what a pain and sex loving slave K is.
She gets a real kick out of being considered as just “property”,
owned first by me, then by The Society. She loves that sort of
thing as she’s always wanted to belong somewhere, so she sees
herself as a small part of the greater whole, The Society. But
that’s not what Chloe signed up for when she became K’s
slave.

‘She will give her all to serve K but she doesn’t wish to be
handed out to complete strangers, pony trained, locked in a dungeon
and whipped, that sort of thing, and K doesn’t want that for her
either. She’s so delicate that neither of us want her to be broken
down and ruined by rough use, so I agreed with K that I would never
try and put her through that.’

Mitsumi
looks at me and nods his head, approvingly. ‘Miss K and Miss Chloe
are lucky to have such a sensible Master as you, Roger-san. Many
would take delight in breaking such a beautiful flower, but you
have the wisdom to let her grow and flourish and reach the heights
that she will one day achieve. However, although you promised her
that, I would urge you to ask her again. I want her to be in my
photoshoot of K. The two of them would just make love and I would
photograph it and I promise you it would be carefully posed to be
erotic and not pornographic. You’ve seen my work, you know that’s
not my style.’

‘I would ask but although K doesn’t mind being seen on the
Internet, Chloe would be horrified if she thought her face was
being shown to the world.’

‘This is Japan, Roger-san, the home of masks. I have a
selection of masks in my studio, Miss Chloe can be the mysterious
lover to the fabulous Miss K and no one will be any the wiser who
she is unless they already know of their relationship, in which
case they could probably guess.’

‘Masks, eh? There’s a thought,’ I reply. ‘And as for the
mysterious lover, may I suggest a title for the photo set? K has
several names depending on where we are and what role she is
playing. She’s K in normal life, Kan-Kan if she is up on stage
doing a dance for the crowd, but the one I call her privately is
“Princess” and she likes to be called that when she’s in harness as
a pony girl. She in turn came up with the name of “Elf” for Chloe.
A good name for the shoot would be “The Princess and the Elf” or
simply “Princess and Elf”.’

‘An excellent suggestion, Roger-san. I can see it all now … a
colour set and one in black and white. It would be stunning. Oh,
Roger-san, you must ask them again. See if Miss Chloe will agree
and if Miss K will give her permission. It would be missing out on
a wonderful opportunity if they said no. I would shoot it in such a
way that it would show the passion between two lovers, as they make
love. Tell them it would be a memory of their love, something to
look back on when time has diminished them from the perfection they
are now.’

We both
take a moment to imagine what it would look like and eventually I
tell him, ‘I will ask again, Hiro-san and we shall see, but you
must accept their answer, I will not force or command them to take
part.’

‘I would not expect that or ask for it to happen. It must
happen soon though. I scheduled the whole photoshoot along the
lines of first naked and bound, a session with Miss K wielding a
sword, either naked or semi-naked, then bound while having sex and
finally bound and punished. I did it that way so that Miss K would
have no marks on her body during the sex sessions. If she is to be
photographed making love to Miss Chloe then she needs to remain
unmarked for that, so I will have to delay the punishment
session.’

‘Then I will speak to them again.’

‘Thank you, Roger-san.’




 





THE PRINCESS
AND THE ELF

 


 


We spend
the weekend sight-seeing with Kimchi and then later having sex with
Kimchi, in various combinations. (Well, it seems a shame not to.)
Obviously I can’t handle them all on my own, not as young as I used
to be, but the girls seems to get a lot of pleasure playing amongst
themselves, so sometimes I just watch.

I’ve
always enjoyed watching K and Chloe having sex, but when Kimchi is
added to the mix it’s quite eye-popping. The sight of the smaller,
fragile looking, Chloe (although she’s far from fragile) sandwiched
between the two larger women as they work on her, is every man’s
wank fantasy. And I get to screw them later!

The best
bit is having K here with us again. I’ve missed her when she’s been
with Mitsumi. I let her sleep alone with Chloe on Friday night, but
after that insist on K sleeping in my bed with me for the other two
nights. Of course Chloe wants to join us which would leave Kimchi
on her own, so she joins us and it gets quite crowded in my bed but
very enjoyable.

Late Sunday afternoon, K comes up to me while we’re alone and
says, ‘I want to thank you for this incredible experience. I mean
being a pony girl or being auctioned off at Society events is one
thing, my fantasies come to life, but this is something else. I
became a model, starring in her own movies, and they’re paying me
for it. I’d have paid them!
I never dreamed such a thing could happen to
“little old me”. And it’s all down to you, you made me into this
and I’ll be forever grateful.’

‘Don’t forget, when you’re on these adventures, you’re
allowing me to live out my
fantasies as well. So you don’t have to thank me,
it’s nothing, really.’

‘Well it is to me, Daddy. Now then, I’m afraid that being here
for so long, “I think I’m turning Japanese”, as the song goes, so
I’ve written you this Haiku.’

‘Remind me again … what’s a Haiku?’

‘It’s a style of Japanese poetry with a very strict format. It
can only be 3 lines long and consist of 17 syllables, 5 on the
first line, 7 on the second and 5 again on the third. All very
complicated.’

‘Where did you learn about Haiku’s?’

‘From Hiro-san, he read me some. We don’t just fuck you know,
we talk as well. And he read me some and encouraged me to write
one. So I did, and this is for you, my Master.’ She bows formally
to me and “offers” in the slave style as she’s been trained to,
hands held forward, head down, palms upwards holding the object
being offered, which is a rolled piece of parchment, tied with a
ribbon. I take it and undoing the ribbon, unroll the
parchment.

 


The Master returns,

And fills the empty hollow,

In the slave, once more.

 


I put my hand on her arm but I can’t look her in the eye. ‘K
… s’beautiful, thank you,’ I mutter. The room suddenly starts
getting very dusty which, naturally, makes my eyes water.
Well, it would, wouldn’t it?

‘Excuse me, I just have to go and do a thing … out in the …’
vaguely pointing behind me with my thumb, and I head for the door
so she can’t see me welling up. I glance back as I leave the room
and I can see she is smiling, then she bows to me. She knows why
I’m leaving, which means I must like her offering and she’s
pleased.

 



~~~

 


Sunday
evening, Kimchi brings an invite for us to go up to the main house
to watch the edited cuts of the films Mitsumi has made so
far.

We sit
in Mitsumi’s private viewing room (on chairs thankfully, my knees
are beginning to complain about all this sitting on the floor,
cross-legged). It’s all very high tech, the viewing screen is
actually a large TV, 100 inch or more, and the movie was shot in 4K
and then edited digitally, so the lighting and colouring could be
altered. K is invited to sit in the middle of the front row with
Chloe and I either side of her. Mitsumi and Ito, Kimchi and several
of the technical crew, space themselves around the room. At a
command from Mitsumi the movie begins.

First of
all we see K working out on the gym equipment, and then the nude
shots of her in Kabuki makeup. Still shots are interspersed with
moving action, such as the camera rotating around her as she poses.
K nudges me and points to the painted screens of herons and
mountains behind her on the film set and says, ‘Look, I painted
those.’ Which obviously impresses her more than the movie
does.

With the
lighting and the elective camera angles, it shows K off to her
best. She is beautiful and incredibly erotic, all at the same time.
To see the muscles stand out on her toned body as she tenses them
on the gym equipment, the way the light glistens and reflects off
her oiled body is amazing. I’ve seen it when she sunbathes in the
back garden but Mitsumi has captured her in all her glory. She
looks breath-taking.

I lean over and mutter in her ear, ‘Don’t you
ever tell me again that
you’re not beautiful!’ She stifles a sob and grips my hand
tightly.

Next we
see the sword fight, followed by still images and close ups of
various moments in the story. The film was shot from various angles
and watching the movie some of the blows seem dangerously close,
but I was there for the filming and know that it’s just down to
clever camera angles, nothing dangerous happened.

When it
comes to the fucking scene and then the still images after, I
notice that K has her hand under Chloe’s kimono and is rubbing her
thigh.

At the
end of the films, Mitsumi barks an order and the light come on. K
looks at me then Chloe, and with a muttered, ‘Excuse me,’ she goes
to where Mitsumi is sitting and bows deeply to him. ‘Hiro-san, you
have done me the biggest honour by taking my image and making me
into an object of beauty. I never thought it possible and I thank
you for that. I will never forget this. I will come and be your
model any time you like … with my Master’s permission, of
course.’

Mitsumi
gets to his feet and replies, ‘My dear Miss K, it is not often I
get the chance to work with such a beautiful and talented model.
Such grace, such poise, such strength. It has been my honour to
film you and I hope that we will work together in the future.’ He
looks over at me. ‘Are you satisfied with the films,
Roger-san?’

‘Indeed I am, Hiro-san. I have enjoyed your other movies but I
must say you have surpassed yourself this time.’

‘It is all down to having the right model, I assure you. Now
why don’t you take Miss K away, she will have a busy day
tomorrow.’

 



~~~

 


K,
Kimchi, Chloe and I sit around eating our evening meal. Chloe is
bursting with praise for K’s film. She can’t stop jabbering on
about how beautiful and strong K looked in the sword
fight.

‘I did look good, didn’t I?’ says K.

‘And you’ll look like that forever as long as that film
exists,’ I tell her. ‘Something to look back on when you’re … not
as young as you are now. It’ll be a good memory. Don’t you wish the
two of you had such a memory to keep for when you’re
older?’

‘Howdya mean?’ asks K.

‘I just thought it might be nice for the two of you to have a
film of you together. Mitsumi is really keen to capture the two of
you on film … making love perhaps?’

‘You mean a porn movie?’ says Chloe.

‘Hiro-san does not make porn movies,’ chips in Kimchi,
defending her Master.

‘That’s right,’ I agree. ‘He only makes high-class
erotica, some consider
it art in
fact.’

‘And he wants to film us?’ asks K.

‘Yes, he certainly does. He’s taken with Chloe’s looks and
your physicality. He thinks capturing two such gorgeous women in
the throes of passion, would be beautiful and a work of art.
Something for your old age.’

K and
Chloe look at each other as if that last sentence rang a bell
within them.

‘But I could never appear in a ‘blue movie’, Master,’ says
Chloe. ‘Besides, you take plenty of videos of us when we play our
games at home.’

‘I take videos of us all, sure, but this would be
professionally filmed and lit, comparing my videos to Mitsumi’s
films is like comparing TV commercials to big screen
blockbusters.’

Kimchi
adds, ‘Having seen the two of you together in real life, I can only
say that a film of the two of you would be a work of art,
indeed.’

Chloe
objects, ‘But it’s okay for Mistress K to have her face in all
these films, that’s what she does, but I could never be seen on the
Internet doing that, I’d die of embarrassment.’

‘She’s right,’ says K. ‘It’s all right for me, I live mainly
at home or in the world of The Society, and they know what I am,
but Elf, she goes out and about in the world. It wouldn’t be right
for her to be seen starring in mucky movies.’

‘Well, for a start Mitsumi doesn’t post his films on the
Internet,’ I respond. ‘They are strictly for The Society website.
Anyone that sees them has probably already seen Chloe at Society
events we’ve taken her to. As for hiding her identity, I dunno,
maybe she could … wear a mask perhaps?’ I suggest, as if I’ve just
thought of the idea.

They
hesitate so I give them a little counter psychology, ‘You’re right,
forget it, it was a mistake to suggest it. You’re obviously not
interested.’

‘No wait a minute, don’t be so hasty,’ says K.

Chloe
and K look at each other. I can practically read the signals
between them as they fly through the air.

Chloe: ‘What do you
think?’

K: ‘I’d like to do
it.’

Chloe: ‘Can we trust
them?’

K: ‘I trust Daddy
implicitly.’

Finally
K turns to me and nods and Chloe says, ‘We’ll do it as long as it’s
tastefully done and my face is covered.’

‘You have my word,’ I assure her. ‘Kimchi, after we’ve
finished eating would you be good enough to take a message to
Hiro-san and tell him that Chloe and K would like to be in an
erotic movie together, so he might like to rearrange his schedule
for tomorrow.’

‘Certainly, Roger-san.’

K gives me a suspicious look as if to say,
‘You suckered us into this, didn’t
you?’

I just
smile back and raise an eyebrow.

 



~~~

 


I won’t
bore you with the details of the filming, I’ll just skip straight
to the end product. We all sit in the viewing room a few days
later, when it has been filmed and the editing team have had chance
to do their magic. There’s no dialogue throughout the movie, just
music which is subdued when either of them gives cries of
passion.

The opening title, The Princess and
the Elf, appears on the black screen, then
fades away to be replaced by a caption introducing the
film:

 


The lonely princess looks out of her castle
window.

She takes a lotus blossom and making a wish on it,

casts it to the breeze.

 


The
black screen lightens until we can see the princess (K) kneeling by
the open window. This all takes place on the stage in the film
studio. The screens behind K show mountains and herons and suchlike
and were the ones that she painted. She asked for them to be
included.

In the
centre there is one window that actually opens, showing a painting
of the surrounding countryside. The princess, looking lonely and
forlorn, lifts a lotus blossom to her face and smells it, then she
throws it out of the window. Then she lays down on her futon and
goes to sleep.

Down in
the forest an elf (Chloe) is wandering, dressed only in a
transparent shift, through which you can see her naked body. She
also wears a white, lace domino mask. (I don’t know why an elf is
wearing a mask. This is a fantasy, not a documentary.) She sees the
lotus blossom drifting down the stream, picks it up and smells it.
As if she can read the message it contains, she look towards the
castle and smiles.

Cut to
the princess’ room in the castle. The room is still light but the
background has been darkened to show it’s night. The elf enters the
room and approaches the sleeping princess. Kneeling by her bed, she
kisses her. The princess wakes with a start but the elf holds out
the lotus blossom as if to say, ‘I got your message, so I
came.’

They
kiss and the elf gently opens the princess’ robe and kisses down to
her breasts and stomach. After a while she rolls the princess over
and completely removes her kimono. The elf kisses and strokes her
back and rump until she rolls the princess onto her back again, and
kneeling astride her, removes her shift so the princess can touch
her.

They
play with each other, taking it in turns to kiss their way to the
other’s ‘honey pot’ and dine there. The camera stays side on so you
can see that they are there, happily tonguing away but the shots
are discreet and tasteful.

This
goes on for some time, each taking it in turns to pleasure the
other. I can see that they are genuinely enjoying the moment and
not just faking it for the camera. I reckon that they have both
orgasmed a couple of times by the end of the movie.


Eventually their passion tires them out and they wrap
themselves around each other, bodies tightly entwined and fall
asleep. The scene fades to black.

The
screen lights up to show it is daylight. The princess wakes, she
looks around but she is alone. Was it all a dream? But then she
finds the lotus blossom and she smiles because she knows it was
real.

The
End.

The
lights come up and Chloe and K are hugging each other, tears
streaming down their faces. I give them a moment alone and go over
and congratulate Mitsumi. He gives me a disk of the film, and when
we go back to the guest house that night, K makes us watch it over
and over. I take Kimchi to bed and let her and Chloe get on with
it.




 





SHIBARI

 


 


And now
finally we come to the “Shibari” days when K will be tied up in
various erotic positions and photographed. Once again, I won’t
bother you with the tedious hours spent tying and retying K as she
is strung up or tied down in various positions, which I must admit
I find strangely erotic.

It’s not
just a case of winding a rope around various parts of a woman’s
body, it’s a lot more technical than that. As well as the
aesthetically pleasing designs they create on K’s body with the
twists and turns of the rope, binding her breasts tightly and
making them bulge out, ditto her buttocks, but they can be
fiendishly deceptive as well. They are a few positions where it
looks as if K has been strung up by her neck or her ankle, but
closer inspection, which the camera does not get, would show that
her noose is actually just a loop of rope around her neck, it takes
no strain at all. A separate rope actually feeds down her neck,
under her armpits and then around her body, so it is her upper
torso that carries the weight. Similarly the ankle hoist is feeding
down to her hips and it’s her waist that supports her body weight.
All very deceptive to the eye and very cleverly done.

While
she is posed in the various, erotic and revealing poses, Ito takes
the opportunity to take advantage of her, sexually. Positions where
she is strung up and helpless allow him to tormenter her pussy,
first with dildos and vibrators, later with his fingers and his
tongue.

Other
times when she is bound into a kneeling position, she is just the
right place for him to use her mouth for his pleasure. Or when she
is bent forwards, face pushed into a pillow, with her arse in the
air, she is in the perfect position for a fucking, pussy and arse,
which he does several times during the shoot.

He takes
her hard each time, but not viciously. They are saving that for the
next shoot, where she will be tied to the X frame, given a hard
whipping and then he will rape her extremely roughly. This has been
discussed and agreed by myself, Mitsumi and Ito. At first they were
not going to be too hard on her but she dragged me to one side and
after a whispered conversation I gave my permission to speak to
Mitsumi about the shoot.

‘Hiro-san, I have heard that you plan to give me an easy time
of it tomorrow. Well can I just say that I have been pleased by the
way I have been treated since I’ve been here, and honoured that you
asked me to model for you. So by way of thanking you, with my
Master’s permission, I am allowed to say to you, please treat me as
hard as you wish. I have had much worse I am sure in my time in the
Dungeons, and I would like to make your film one that the whole of
The Society will talk about. Use me as you wish,
Hiro-san.’

‘Miss K, what a treasure you really are. I don’t suppose you
would ever consider leaving Roger-san and coming to work for me?
The films we could make together, I could make you
famous.’

‘I am flattered that you think so highly of me, Hiro-san, but
my body and soul belong to my Master and I could never leave him.
I’m sure he would let me work with you again in the future
though.’

‘One can only hope, Miss K. However, I will take you up on
your generous offer and will plan the next shoot accordingly. Make
sure you have a good breakfast that day, I promise you will need
it.’

They bow
to each other and Chloe and I take her back to the guest
house.

 



~~~

 


Mitsumi
gives K the next day off and we are invited down for the final
shooting the day after. K is just wearing a towelling robe so as
not to leave any clothing marks, as we walk down to the studio. She
has ordered Chloe to go sightseeing with Kimchi, as she may not be
able to take what is about to happen to her Mistress.

K takes my hand and says, ‘You know I’m doing this for you,
don’t you, Daddy? I know you like to see me being abused by other
men, so I’m doing this to please you. As well as the fact that I
get a kick out of it, I admit. But I’m doing this for you, so if
you think they’re not being harsh enough with me, I want you to
tell them to take it further. Let them hurt me as much as
you wish I’ll take it.
It trust you to stop them when you think I’ve had
enough.’

‘I love you, K, and I’m so proud that you’re my slave and will
do anything for me. Don’t worry I won’t let them be too hard on
you.’

We
arrive at the studio and Mitsumi welcomes us. ‘Miss K, as you are
the one to be punished today, perhaps you would like to go over to
the props department and select the implements that will be used on
you?’

K and I
go over to ‘props’ and we look at the whips and canes and floggers.
‘What do you think?’ I ask.

‘Well, you’re the Master, you choose.’

‘No, no, you are the one that is going to have them used on
her, you’d better choose.’

‘Very well, let’s give them a show then, Show ‘em what we
Brits are made of.’ She picks out some standard floggers, a couple
of nasty looking canes and some vicious looking whips. Wordlessly
she carries them back to the stage and bows and “offers” them to
Ito. He takes them and acknowledges it by returning her bow. I warn
Mitsumi and Ito that I have the last word and if say “STOP!” they
stop. They both agree. K smiles to herself and gives me a
wink.

First
scene K is strung up to a cross beam, standing, arms above her head
with her feet on the floor. Ito uses the flogger on her tits, belly
and arse, swinging her round to face the camera each time he moves
to punish another portion of her body. He also liberally feels her
up, groping her tits and arse and burying his fingers deep into her
pussy. Then he uses one of those bulb vibrators on her clit to
leave her aroused but unsatisfied. He unties her finally and drops
her to her knees where she is forced to suck his cock and lick his
balls for a time.

Next he
ties K bent forwards over a whipping stool, and he takes the cane
to her. Not the full on “Boarding school thrashing” but rather
short repeated strokes to her buttocks, with a thin cane. It starts
off by just stinging but with repetition it becomes painful, and
before long K is moaning quietly, to herself. I think she’s going
into that “sub-space” that slaves like to get into. Once K goes
into that it’s like a trance, and you could do anything to her and
she laps it up.

Then he
moves into “Boarding school” mode and brings the thicker cane down
repeatedly on her buttocks, leaving bright, red weals across that
shapely backside of hers. K’s cries raise higher and more painful
as he beats her. (She’s had worse, so I don’t interfere.) Then
throwing the cane aside, Ito mounts her and fucks her furiously. He
pounds his cock into her so forcefully that once or twice I think
the whipping stool is going to fall over. K’s moans change in
nature and I realise it’s no longer pain she is broadcasting but a
rather strong orgasm, which seems to spur Ito on even more.
Eventually Ito pulls out, just in time, and shoots his load across
her back.

K is
untied and a makeup person comes onto the stage and cleans them
both up with a damp cloth, although they remain in character and
don’t start chatting away to each other. K catches my eye and
balling her fist discreetly, give me the sign with two fingers (no,
not that one) to let me know, ‘It’s tough but I can handle
it’.

The
cameras have stopped rolling while this goes on and then while K is
tied to the X frame, facing the camera, legs and arms akimbo. Then
Mitsumi calls ‘Action’ and they start again. Ito spends a while
groping K and pulling on her nipples, cruelly squeezing her tits,
and using the vibrator on her again.

Then he takes the whip to her. Back and forth across her
breasts, belly and legs he beats her. He’s quite an expert at it
and as well as just striking her across her body, he can control the
whip to such an extent that he can make the tip of the whip strike
each breast individually, sometimes right on the nipple, as well as
her exposed pussy, each time causing an anguished howl of pain to
erupt from K. She’s no longer in that sub-space, she’s here in the
room and she feels every blow.

Then
something strange starts to happen … Ito unties her legs and
pulling them up around his waist, enters her. She spits at him and
he slaps her face. I make a move to call a halt to the shooting but
Mitsumi holds up a hand to me and then points at the stage. K is
growling at Ito as he fucks her hard. And instead of a brutal rape,
what I see is duel between two antagonists. I look at Mitsumi to
see if I am understanding what I see, correctly. He nods
agreement.

Perhaps
he knows Ito well or maybe he is more experienced in filming sex
scenes, but he has recognised what is going on. Instead of just
being compliant and letting herself get whipped and fucked, K has
decided to fight back and make it more interesting.

He turns
her round on the X frame until her back is exposed. Cleverly he
only transfers one wrist at time, so she can struggle but not break
free. Then he gives her a painful whipping. I know it’s painful as
I can see K crying and muttering under her breath, but she’s not
begging Ito for mercy, she’s cursing him. He continues until her
back is a criss-cross of red welts (but I can see the skin isn’t
broken) at which point he releases her and throws her to the
floor.

He takes
the whip to her a few more times as she curls up on the floor,
snarling at him like some untamed animal. He forces his cock in her
mouth and she has to suck on it (she won’t bite it, they’re acting)
until he rolls her over and fucks her harshly, in the pussy and
then the arse. She struggles fiercely but not enough to stop him
having the upper hand. That would ruin the film, after
all.

When
he’s ready to come, he stands up and drags her to her knees by her
hair. When she is at groin height, he pulls on his cock until he
spatters his spunk across her face. The as a final insult he wipes
his cock clean on her hair and then walks off set. The camera zooms
in on K’s face which has his spunk running down it and dripping off
her chin, at which point Mitsumi calls, ‘Cut!’

Wardrobe
and makeup rush on and clean her up and give her a robe to wear.
‘Magnificent, wasn’t she, Roger-san? Absolutely superb. And that
fighting back, that was pure theatre. We have a masterpiece on tape
here.’ He goes to K and helps her to her feet. ‘Miss K, I thank you
for your performance. Perhaps Roger-san would like to take you back
to the guest house now and have the servants run you a nice bath.
You’ve earned it.’

On the
way back, she asks me, ‘How was it? Did I please you,
Daddy?’

‘You always do, K but today, you were something special. When
folks see that they’ll be queuing up to get their hands on you.
Poor old Colin Saxby will have to take a number and get in line.’
We both laugh and I take her to our temporary home.

 



~~~

 


Back in
the guest house, I put K into a hot bath and then climb in with
her. She kneels there patiently as I sponge her down. Afterwards I
dry her down and put a robe on her. She is tired and doesn’t say
much. I take her to my room and after removing her robe, lay her on
my bed and rub Aloe Vera on her whip marks.

‘Daddy, can I ask you a favour?’

‘Of course you can, you know that.’

‘Since we’ve been here I’ve had to be “Outdoor Girl” all the
time.’

(Outdoor Girl is my nickname for K when she is out in the
world, being brave, standing up to people, being filmed in sex
movies, etc. etc. It’s a persona she adopts to be able to face the
world. What she is really
like, is the other character which I call
“Home Girl”. That’s the one who is meek, compliant and just wants
to shrink into the shadows. K becomes Home Girl when we are back in
the safety of our house. She knows that she is in a secure
environment and it is safe to show the weaker side of herself, as
I’m there to protect her, so the real K comes out.)

‘I can be that girl, but in the past it has normally been at
most a week or two. This has dragged on for several weeks now and
frankly, it’s wearing me out. What I wanted to ask you was when we
get home, can I just be Home Girl for a while? You know, give me a
chance to recharge my batteries. No sex with others, just you and
Elf, and let me spend my days just dusting and cleaning the house.
Can I … please?’

‘Of course you can, sweetheart. That house is probably filthy
by now without your daily cleaning. Once we get home and you’ve got
over your jet-lag, I expect you to have that place spotless again …
or you’ll answer to me, my girl!’ I say in a mock, gruff
voice.

‘Oh, Daddy, you’re so cruel to me … and I love it!’ She squeals as I
slap her arse.

Just
then there’s a knock on the door. ‘Come in.’

Chloe
walks in. ‘Oh Mummy, look what they’ve done to you,’ she says when
she sees the welts on K’s back. ‘Is there anything I can do for
you?’

‘Well, I’m all greased up, about the only things on me that
are dry are my feet. Perhaps one of your nice foot massages. That
might help.’

I cover
K with her robe and stay with her while Chloe dutifully rubs her
feet until she dozes off. Chloe and I quietly leave the room,
leaving K snoring gently on my bed.

 



~~~

 


Mitsumi
has told K how much he, Ito and the crew have enjoyed working with
her. She is immensely flattered and would like to do something for
them. After getting my approval, she offers for her and Chloe to do
the “Banana Dance” for the crew and afterwards, she will
“entertain” them, well, those of them that wish to have her. Just
her, not Chloe. She will partner K in the dance, and all that
entails, but not get involved with the orgy at the end, unless she
chooses to. And furthermore, Mitsumi can film it all, the dance and
the aftermath, if he’d like, so that there is a professionally
filmed version of her dancing for the crowd.

So they
do the dance, once again, Chloe is masked, and Mitsumi and his crew
film it. Once it is done, the men in the crew (and one or two women
from wardrobe and makeup) line up to have a chance at the famous
Kan-Kan.

The Sake is flowing like water and even Chloe seems to be
caught up in the spirit of the thing, and the last I see of her is
she is on her knees, given Ito a blowjob. I wave good night to
Mitsumi, who is wandering around with a hand-held camera, as all
his crew are focusing on K, and I take Kimchi back to the guest
house, where we make sweet, sweet
lurve in the moonlight. (Actually I’m
lying. We down two bottles of wine and then fuck like
rabbits.)

 



~~~

 


It’s days later and we have seen the final, edited versions
of all the movies. Some may call it porn, others erotica, but I
tell you, after watching those there wasn’t a limp dick or dry pair
of panties in the house. K is so fucking
hot in these movies! Boy, I’m glad she’s
mine.

Rather
than give us hard copies of the movies, Mitsumi has uploaded them
to my private space on The Society website, from where I can
download them when we get home. It saves any embarrassing
encounters with the Customs people at either end of the trip. His
copies will be uploaded in due course and then available to all The
Society members. K will become famous!

We
gather together to say our farewells. Mitsumi gives Chloe some
expensive, silk, kimonos with the hope that I will let her wear
them around my house sometimes.

To me he
says, ‘Many westerners who visit Japan wish for a katana to take
home as a present. Unfortunately they fail to consider the problems
of getting one through customs, and invariably it gets confiscated
as a dangerous weapon.

‘To avoid this happening, I would like to present you with
this.’ He hands me a katana. I look at him, puzzled. ‘This is the
dummy sword that K used in her fight scenes with Ito. If you open
it the customs people will see it is a harmless tin blade, blunt as
a butter knife and no danger to anyone. I mean no disrespect by
offering you a fake sword, but as it is the actual sword that K
used, I thought that it would be a more suitable memento of your
visit. Perhaps you might hang it on your wall for both of you to
enjoy, rather than waste a genuine sword as a wall
ornament.’

I tell
him I understand and bow deeply.

Finally,
to K, he says, ‘And for you, Miss K, I give you this, which your
Master tells me means much more to you than any trinket I could
offer,’ he hands her an envelope. ‘This is a cheque for your fee
for the time you have worked for me. Full pay at Union rates, the
same as any of my models would receive.’

K
accepts it gratefully and replies, ‘Thank you so much, Hiro-san.
You understand it is not about the money, it is the symbolism that
means so much to me. To think that someone would find me attractive
enough to actually pay me to model for them. I never believed that
such a thing could happen to me. I thank you again.’ Then, besides
bowing, she kisses his hand as well.

She
turns to me and hands me the envelope. ‘Would you keep this safe
for me please, Master?’ In return I hand her a rolled up scroll,
tied with a ribbon. She turns back to Mitsumi. ‘I couldn’t think of
any possible trinket I could buy you to say my thanks, you have
everything, so instead I wrote you this.’ She hands him the
scroll.

He
unrolls it and reads it, it’s a Haiku. She’s already shown it to me
so I know what it says …

 


The camera clicks.

My image captured on film,

I live forever.

 


‘Miss K, you understand! My mission is to capture beauty, not
just for now but for eternity. That’s right, in my lens you will
“live forever”. Oh, so clever and
beautiful. Your Master is a lucky
man.’

After
that there’s really nothing else to say, so we finish all the
bowing, hand-shaking, hugging and kissing amongst the girls, and
then Ito accompanies us to the airport in the
helicopter.

He
accompanies us as far as he can, through check in and up to
security. When he can go no further, he looks at K and then gives
her hand a squeeze. She responds by giving him a kiss on the cheek.
After all, they did share some unique (for K anyway) experiences
together.

Blushing
furiously, he bows to the three of us and leaves. After which we
catch our plane and fly home.




 





SELLING
JUDITH

 


 


As I
promised K, we have a quiet month with no visits to or from people
who K has to sleep with, when she can recharge her batteries. Sex
is limited to Chloe and I (although I suspect she sneaks in
sessions with the gardeners on those days I go into the office, but
I can’t tell for sure).

One day
she comes into the study unannounced, puts a cup of coffee in front
of me on the desk, drops a cushion on the floor by the side of me
and kneels down. Resting her head on my leg she says, ‘Sorry, I was
bored. I’ve scrubbed the house from top to bottom three times. Even
the mice are wearing slippers when they run around the house, for
fear of making a mess.

‘And I was lonely. You’ve spent a lot of time at the office
since we got back and Chloe is busy with the computer upgrade at
work, and I’m by myself all day.’

I stroke
her hair. ‘I’m sorry, Princess, but as we spent longer in Japan
than we planned, I’ve had to spend a lot of time on work, playing
catch up. Now that Judith has gone I need to keep a closer eye on
work until I’m sure the manager can handle it all.’

‘So Judith’s really gone then. Will we ever see her
again?’

‘Of course we will, Princess and sooner than you think.’ I
pick up an envelope from the desk and tap her on the head with it
until she looks up. I hand it to her. It came in today’s
post.

She
opens the envelope and takes out the card. ‘It’s an invitation to
Judith’s wedding!’ she exclaims. ‘We will be going, won’t
we?’

‘Nothing could keep me away.’

A
thoughtful look comes into her eyes. ‘As the wedding takes place at
Justin’s pony ranch … will you be putting me in the stables, by any
chance?’

‘I might consider it … it depends how nice you are to me
between now and then.’

‘Please? It’s been weeks since I’ve had an adventure. You know
I live for them.’

‘Well, we’ll see. You need to try on your pony harness and see
if it fits. You’ve been putting on a bit of weight I noticed. It
might not fit you anymore.’ (I’m teasing, there’s not an ounce of
fat on the girl.)

K says
nothing, just bites me on the leg. ‘Choose your next witticism
carefully, Mr. Gilchrist, it may be your last. Which testicle do
you want to lose … your left or your right?’

‘All right, all right, you win, I was only kidding, I’m sorry,
please don’t bite my nuts off. I’ll take you to America and put you
in the stables, I promise.’

‘Good boy.’ She pats me on the knee, ‘Good boy.’

 



~~~

 


K, Chloe
and I fly to America, back to The Ranch, for Judith’s and Justin’s
wedding. K has asked to come early as she would like some time in
the stables, so with Justin’s permission, I agreed to it. She can
have a week in the stables and then she must join Chloe and me in
the hotel and live normally, to prepare for the wedding.

Judith has asked K and Chloe to be her bridesmaids. Mr. Adams
is to be his best man and both Judith and Justin want
me to walk her down the
aisle and give her away, as she was my slave. All of which we’re
happy to do.

After
greeting the soon to be newlyweds, our next stop is the
administration block where Mr. Adams books K in and photographs
her. I’ve noticed that due to the extra weight-lifting that K did
prior to and during our trip to Japan, so she would be hard and
muscled for the photographs, she has ended up looking a bit too
‘muscly’ for my liking, instead of lean and toned. She needs to
concentrate on running more and not lifting heavy things like hay
bales, so when Kurt enters the admin block, I tell him in front of
K (because she loves it when men discuss her treatment in front of
her) that she is not to be harnessed to a cart unless I or Chloe
specifically request it.

Instead
she can work in the stables in the morning and then he is to saddle
up a horse and take her out every afternoon on the 10 mile run. She
is to run the whole course without a break and he is free to use
the whip liberally. No stopping for sex as that would give her a
rest. If he wants to have her, he can do her when they get back to
the stables, but she is to run the whole course non-stop. I make
sure K sees me slipping him a bundle of notes and he accepts them
and says, ‘As you wish, Mr. Gilchrist, she’s your pony.’

Chloe
gives K a kiss and Kurt handcuffs her and then leads her away, and
I bet K is already wet in anticipation at the things he will do to
her.

Chloe’s
eyes light up when the twins arrive in a cart to pick us up.
Although K goes into the stables, Chloe, despite being a slave
herself, is treated as human as the rest of us. (It’s only K that
has this weird animal fetish.) So Chloe, as my ‘personal assistant’
is allowed all the same privileges as the rest of us. Including use
of the pony girls.

When we
were here before for the Iron Pony Triathlon, I know that Chloe
took the twins out for pony cart rides a couple of times, so I know
she has tasted those particular fruits before, and seems keen to
sample them again.

 



~~~

 


A couple
of days before the wedding, after K has done her time in the
stables and is living in the hotel with me and Chloe, I get a
request from Justin if the three of us could come down to his
office. So we head on down there.

We enter
his office and he is sitting behind his desk and Judith is standing
beside him.

‘Welcome, thank you for coming down,’ he greets
us.’

‘Sure. What can we do for you?’

‘I have a little legal formality that Judith would like me to
sort out before she can marry me. You, Roger, can help me sort
it.’

‘What do you need from me?’

‘Technically Judith is still your slave.’

‘But when she left the firm I released her from that,’ I tell
him.

‘Apparently that’s not enough for Judith. My dear, perhaps you
would explain?’

Judith
looks at me and says, ‘I’ve been a slave of your family since I was
a teenager, first your father’s and then yours. I feel that to
leave your service and enter into Justin’s requires a bit more
ceremony than just, “Here, she’s yours”. I think I deserve more
than that.’

‘I’m sorry, I’m not following,’ I admit. ‘What are you
saying?’

‘She’s saying … she wants you to sell
her to me, all legal and signed, with K
and Chloe as witnesses,’ explains Justin.

‘I’ve never been without a Master since my youth,’ says
Judith, ‘and I wouldn’t be comfortable as a free woman. It just
wouldn’t feel right. I have to be owned, to belong to someone. I’m
sure K would understand that.’

‘Absolutely,’ agreed K. ‘With a Master I feel safe and
protected. Without one I’d be lost.’

‘Well, okay, how much do you want me to charge you? If I
charged you her real worth, you couldn’t afford her,’ I say,
gallantly.

‘Oh, it only has to be a nominal sum, just a token amount …
say 10 dollars,’ replied Judith.

Justin
pats his pockets and then says, ‘Lend me 10 dollars would you,
Roger?’ which makes us all laugh.

‘Okay then, but if we’re doing this I want to make sure that
you understand everything so you don’t feel you’ve been cheated,’ I
tell him. ‘You are aware that Judith bears the tattoo of my
father’s initials? You must have seen them by now.’

‘She explained about that. It’s fair enough that she bears the
mark of her first owner. I shall simply have mine tattooed next to
it.’

‘Fine. Let’s do it.’

Judith
produces a document that I guess she has drawn up. She’s very good
at that sort of thing, which is one of the reasons that I shall
miss her at the company. Another one being that when I’m feeling
horny, I call her into my office, lock the door and give her a good
fucking. Maybe I should work something out with Chloe about that,
as she’ll be at the company from now on.

I read
the document and then I sign it, followed by K and Chloe as
witnesses.

 


BILL OF SALE

 


I, Roger J.
Gilchrist, as the present owner of
slave Judith Xxxxxx, do hereby sell her to Justin
Moncrieff of The Ranch for the amount of
$10, to be his slave, for his personal use, and henceforth all
rights and responsibilities for her treatment and welfare are now
his concern.

 


Signed Roger J. Gilchrist

Witnessed Kxxxx Xxxxxx

Witnessed Chloe Xxxxxx

Dated
XX/XX/XXXX

 


Acceptance of new ownership Judith
Xxxxxx

 


‘And God Bless all who sail in her,’ I quip as I hand the
document back to him, which Judith then signs. I hold my hand out
expectantly. ‘10 dollars, please.’

Justin
reaches in his pocket and fishes out a $10 bill. He gives it to me
and I hand it to K.

Judith
comes to me and hugs me and my cheek feels wet, and I know she is
thanking me but also saying goodbye to me and the
others.




 





BURNING
AMBITION

 


 


The
wedding goes off without a hitch. Judith looks lovely as do both
the bridesmaids. The twins pull the carriage bringing the bride to
the wedding which takes place on the lawn at the front of the
hotel. The wedding dinner takes place on tables set up on the
grounds around the house and later, once the tables have been
cleared away, so does the dancing to a band.

Justin
and Judith are still around The Ranch. There is the big Annual Pony
Girl show in Germany next month, so they’re putting off their
honeymoon until then, they’ll take in the show and then tour
Germany. Apparently trainers, equipment manufactures and just plain
enthusiasts turn up from all over the world. It’s quite a big thing
on the BDSM calendar, and The Society is well represented there.
It’s not just about ponies though, lots of leather and rubber
clothing fans and manufacturers attend as well.

K and
Chloe hit the champagne a bit too heavily but wear off most of it
dancing with the cowboys, who I suspect are hoping to get their leg
over the two of them later. As the evening turns from daylight to
twilight I notice that K is not around.

I go
looking for her and find her down by the stables. ‘What’s up?’ I
ask her. ‘Why did you wander off by yourself?’

‘I just needed some time alone … to think.’

I put my
hand on her shoulder. ‘Talk to me, K’

She
looks at me and then down at the floor, kicking up dirt, unwilling
to speak.

‘Don’t make me order you to speak,’ I tell her.

She looks at me and she’s obviously going through some
internal struggle. ‘Princess,’ I tell her, gently, ‘If
you can’t tell me who can you tell? Do you want me to fetch Chloe
or Judith even?’

‘No,’ she replies. ‘This is between me and you.’

‘I’m listening.’

‘I’m sorry to be a nuisance, I’m all mixed up because of
Judith’s wedding and those ponies I saw at the Triathlon who wore
their owner’s brand. I want to show you how much you mean to me.
You know how I look at myself, I’m a nobody, a worthless piece of
trash from a council estate, just a whore … I don’t even consider
myself to be human. I’m an animal that belongs in the stables.
That’s why I like it when you bring me here to The Ranch. You hand
me over to them and say, “She’s an animal, take her away and treat
her like one,” and in some strange way that I don’t expect you to
understand … it speaks to something inside me, I feel like I’m
where I belong, living in a stable, ridden like a horse regularly
and fucked by all the stable hands. And I love it.’

‘Well, I know all that, that’s why I let you come here and be
an animal for a few weeks, so where’s the problem?’

‘That’s why I love you so much, Roger.’

That’s
when I know she’s serious, when she breaks the rules and calls me
by my first name.

‘You allow me to be an animal at times but others … you make
me believe that I might actually be worth something … to have value
… and that day you told me you loved me, I never told you but I
cried and cried for days after you said that. I want to honour you
because of that. You were the first person that ever gave me hope
that someone might consider me more than just fuckmeat. Without you I might not
even be alive now.’

‘But you are alive and the three of us are happy together.
What more do you need … I’ll do whatever it takes to make you
happy.’

‘Today Judith made a commitment to Justin to show how much she
thought of him. I want to make a statement to you saying the same
thing. To show you how much I’m devoted to you.’

‘Are you saying you want to get married?’

‘Marriages come and marriages go. There’s a lot of divorces
going on, fifty percent of marriages end in divorce. I want a more
permanent declaration of my belonging to you.’

‘You already have my initials tattooed on your
back.’

‘Tattoos fade, scars and brands don’t.’

‘You’re on about being branded again?’

‘Yes! I want you to stand there and
watch my devotion to you as your mark is burnt into my flesh. I
want you to smell my flesh as it is seared and know that
I wanted to do this for you. I want to go to my grave bearing your mark. They brand pony
girls here at The Ranch, I’ve seen them do it. If you ask Justin,
he’ll arrange it and get a branding iron made in your name. It’s
part of the service and if you really care about me you’ll do it to
me.’

‘So you want me to see you being taken into the stables, held
down by the hands and watch them brand you?’

‘No …they can hold me down … but I want you to hold the branding iron!
I’m your slave,
it should be you that brands me.’

‘And what about Chloe? How will she feel about
this?’

K drops to her knees and clasps me around the waist. ‘I love
Chloe but my body and soul belong to you. Please, Master …. Daddy …
Roger … let me prove it … I want to … I
need to!’

I should
never let her drink so much when we’re out. I try and lighten
things with a joke. ‘You know once you’re branded I’ll never be
able to sell you on. I mean a tattoo can be covered up but a brand?
That means I’ll be stuck with you for ever.’

‘Until I die. Seriously, Daddy, I could never live without
you, so if you ever get tired of me, just take me down the summer
house, kill me painlessly and then bury me in the garden. That way
I’ll always be near you.’

‘Very well, then. All joking apart, I understand that this is
a big commitment statement you are making. If it means so much to
you, we’ll do it. And I think that Judith, Justin and Chloe should
be there to witness it.’

‘I agree.’

‘I’ll arrange it then.’

‘One more things, if I may, Daddy? Having you brand me will be
the ultimate display of the fact that I’m only a piece of property,
just fuckmeat … but I’m your
fuckmeat, your
property. So may I ask that you be the first one
to fuck me afterwards … and then hand me over to the stable hands
so they can all have me.’

‘You’ll be in a bit of pain I imagine from the
branding.’

‘That’s the idea. After Chloe has rubbed some burn cream on my
arse, I want to be taken away by the stable hands and given a hard
time. Let them fuck me all night. If you want I’ll even come up
with the money to pay them the overtime.’

‘Of course I’ll let it happen then, I’ll even watch for a
while but why do you want that to happen?’

‘It’s hard to explain but the night of my biggest ‘triumph’ I
suppose you could call it, I want also to be the night of my
biggest degradation. I know you love to watch me being abused, and
it’s the only way I can show you how much I love you. Let them fuck
me all night and tell them when they’re done to throw a blanket
over me and leave me in the stables, in the straw.’

‘Chloe won’t be happy.’

‘Keep her on a leash so she can’t interfere and when they
report back to you that they’re done with me, let her loose and she
can crawl under the blanket with me and keep me warm.’

‘Okay but you’re going to have to be the one to sell it to
her. If she complains too much tell her I’ll take the whip to her
and then send her home on the next plane, so she won’t be around to
look after you, once they’ve finished with you.’

‘You always know how to arrange things, Daddy.’

I stand
K up and turning her around I remove the cloth belt from her dress
and tie her hands behind her back. Then I loosen my tie and with
the knot still in it, I place it over her head and pull it tight.
She leans in and bites my shoulder, which means she is very horny.
Her pussy is probably gushing like Niagara Falls at the moment. I
tell her I’m going to give her such a fucking when I get her back
to the main house, and she moans gently. As I lead her off by her
neck, I ask her to tell me about all the other things she would
like the stable hands to do to her the night she is branded. She
loves to fantasise out loud about what men will do to her and I
love to listen to it.

 



~~~

 


I’m in
my room, sitting on the bed, checking my emails on my phone. It’s
nearly a week after Judith’s wedding. Justin and Judith are still
here on the Ranch.

The day
after K’s drunken confession I approached Justin about it and he
concurred. However, he asked if we could wait a while until all the
wedding guests had left, and The Ranch had returned to normal, so
it could be given the attention it deserved and not just squeezed
in amongst returning the resort to its routines. So there was just
the regular amount of guests booked in and the business rolled on
as normal.

Besides, it’ll take a few days for the blacksmith to make the
branding iron for K. I asked her what symbol she wanted and she
said the same as her tattoo, a circle with my initials,
RJG, in the middle. Just
for a joke I asked her what colour she would like it.

She
looked at me coolly for a moment and then replied, ‘Burnt Red.’ (I
love this girl, she seems to have picked up my sense of
humour.)

She’s
out with the trainers at the moment. As Justin asked for a delay
before the branding, K asked to be put back in the stables as we
don’t come here that often and she wants to make the most of the
opportunity. When she comes to places like this where she’s treated
as an animal or a beast of burden, she likes to be worked hard, so
I told the trainers to do so. I think K likes the contrast between
being worked hard as a pony or a farm animal, and jetting off to
Europe with Colin Saxby, where she is wined and dined in fancy
restaurants and bought expensive clothes. It brings her back down
to earth I suspect … checks and balances you see, checks and
balances. You have to have the ‘downs’ to appreciate the
‘ups’.

There’s
a knock at my door and I yell, ‘Come in.’

Chloe
comes in and I can see she’s been crying. Without a word she
snuggles up next to me on the bed, takes my arm and puts it around
her shoulders.’

‘What’s up?’ I ask her knowing full well what it is but if I
don’t start the conversation she’ll just lie there moping and
possibly cry again.

‘It’s Mummy. Is there any way we can stop this. Can’t you
refuse to let her go through with it? It’s barbaric.’

‘So you want me to spit in her face and tell her that her
wishes mean nothing to me? Is that what you want?’

‘No, of course not. I just don’t want to see her go through
with this.’

‘Then don’t watch,’ I tell her. All I get is a muffled grunt
in reply.

‘Look, Elf, you have to understand K. I had a good upbringing
with a loving family. You, I understand didn’t have such a good
time but nevertheless, you got away and found yourself a talent for
computers which you traded on and got a good job where you were
respected and valued for your skills. We both found validation in
our lives, found our worth as people, K never did.

‘I don’t know how much K has told you about her past but for
all of her life she was put down by family and friends. They used
her and abused her trust and made her believe that she was
literally no more than
an animal, whose only purpose on Earth was to be used as a cum dump
for those who could afford the asking price. That was her life and
it scarred her.

‘And then she met me and for the first time in her life,
someone actually cared about her and she began to believe in
herself, that maybe she was as good as everyone else. Now it might
be argued by some that she only latched onto me because I would
look after her financially and I was just using her for my benefit.
But then you came along and with nothing to take from her, you told
her you loved her and that made a world of difference to her, and
she was able to suppress those feelings of inadequacy
because we both loved her
and looked after her.

‘But what you have to remember is that those feelings are
still there and if left unattended they fester. That’s why Long
Susan comes to see us every few months so she can let those
feelings out and once we’ve played our games with her, and that’s
all they are … games, she can go back to her life and behave
normally. So that’s what is happening with K.

‘Because of her past history she still feels that deep down
that she’s only a worthless animal, despite the number of times
I’ve tried to talk her out of feeling that way. So eventually I
gave in and realised that the only way for K to cope with these
feelings was to play up to them. So every so often I bring her to a
place like this, or a farm, where they’ll work her hard, and I say
to them, “I have this animal here that needs training. Take her and
work her and bring her back when you’re done with her.” And she
loves being treated like that. It’s a way for her to air those
feelings and it gives her release. If we don’t let them out, it
will eat away at her inside and she’ll end up hating herself again,
as she once did.

‘So we have to support her, Elf, and not impose our conditions
on her, because we feel uncomfortable with what she’s doing. She needs to do
this, Elf and we need to be there for her. Do you
understand?’

‘Yes, I think I do now, Daddy. What can I do to help
her?’

‘Don’t question her about it again, just go with it. Hold her
hand when it’s happening, have the ice pack and the burn cream
ready but basically just be there for
her. And afterwards the stable hands will
have free use of her for the night … I know, I know … you don’t
like that idea but it’s her decision, she asked for it. Apparently
she wants to plumb the depths of her dark side that night. If you
want to stay around and watch it’s up to you but
you mustn’t interfere,
no matter what happens. They will fuck her until they tire but
she’s in no danger, these men are professionals and train pony
girls all the time, so they know what they’re doing and how far to
take things.

‘And when it’s all over, kiss her, hold her, bathe her, put
her to bed and then watch over her. That’s all she’ll need. Make
sure that when she opens her eyes, one of us is there.’

‘I can do that, Daddy, I’ll do that for her. You can count on
me, K can count on me.’

‘You’re a good girl, Elf, K is lucky to have you in her life.
Now lie quietly and let Daddy read his emails.’

 



~~~

 


It’s all
agreed. Justin has made all the arrangements for tonight. He will
be there because apparently he has to be, Society rules state that
he must question the pony first, in front of witnesses, to make
sure she is doing this voluntarily and is not under any kind of
duress. He will have a couple of his guys standing by just on the
off chance the pony refuses to go through with it and the owner
kicks up a fuss, his men can handle it. No one is ever forced into
anything in The Society, it’s always voluntarily.

Judith
will be there at K’s request as it is a commitment ceremony of
kind, much the same as Judith’s wedding and she should be there to
witness it, just as Chloe should. I of course, will be there as K’s
owner.

K has
spent the day in the hotel with us, getting cleaned up from the
stables and ready for tonight. To get her in the right state of
mind I strip K and she lays on the bed as Chloe kisses her tenderly
all over. It will relax K but I know her, and the fact that the
more sexually aroused she is the more punishment she can take, so I
want her practically dripping juices from her pussy when I lead her
down to the stables. Chloe can pleasure her but not allow her to
come, which in itself is a kind of torture.

The
phone rings and when I answer it, it’s Justin, telling me that
everything is ready. He decided that it should be done in the
evening, after the Ranch’s work was done for the day and his hands
were available to see to K. That way his men can gang bang K late
into the night and still get a decent night’s sleep and be up for
work in the morning. This is obviously NOT their first rodeo, I
imagine it happens regularly.

I dress
K in a leather, working collar and leash, and one of those drab
brown dresses that button down the front, they make the pony girls
wear whenever they need to be taken into the hotel. Nobody wants
naked pony girls wandering around the hotel apparently, but some of
the guests like to order themselves a pony girl to use for the
night from the stables, and they are dressed in these rags for the
sake of proprietary. They are several sizes too big deliberately,
so even though, for a while their humanity is returned to them,
they are not allowed to show any femininity, hence the awful
dress.

I handcuff K’s hands behind her back and Chloe and I take her
down the back stairs of the hotel and lead her down to the
blacksmith’s. The blacksmith’s is just along from the stables and
we meet there for a reason, K has to see the brand and agree to it
before we can go ahead with the procedure. Justin, Judith, Kurt her
trainer and a couple of other Ranch hands are there with the
blacksmith. I remove K’s dress so she is naked, and order her to
‘Stand to Attention’ in front of Justin. He begins the ceremony,
calling her by her real name and not Princess or Sweet Pea.

‘K, I am required by Society rules to ask you certain
questions before we begin to ascertain that you fully comprehend
what will be happening to you tonight, do you
understand?’

‘Yes, Master Justin, I understand,’ replies K.

‘Are you here voluntarily and are under no duress or outside
influence to accept being branded?’

‘Yes, Master, I am here voluntarily.’

‘Are you under any medical impairments such as drink or
drugs?’

‘No, Master.’

He nods
to the blacksmith who pulls out the branding iron from the hot
coals and holds them up so K can see the end of it. ‘And is this
the brand that you have agreed to wear?’ asks Justin. It’s a
circle, two inches wide, with letters inside.

‘Yes it is, Master. The initials of my owner, Master
Roger.’

‘Finally, you understand that after you have been branded, in
accordance with tradition, once you’ve been taken by your owner and
then your trainer, Kurt, you will be handed over to the rest of the
trainers for their use, for the rest of the night?’

‘Yes, Master, that is what I agreed to.’

‘Very well then, now that all the niceties have been taken
care of, Kurt would you and your boys be kind enough to take K to
stable 3 and prepare her.’

Kurt
takes K by the leash and leads her to stable No 3 while the rest of
us follow. When we get there I can see a whipping stool is already
there, waiting. This is a plank of wood, covered in padded leather,
with four short legs. The person to be dealt with has to kneel and
lay their torso along the plank, and then their wrists and thighs
are fastened to the four legs. This leaves them in an ‘all-fours,
doggy style’ pose, rendering them perfectly positioned for a
whipping or to be fucked from behind or to have a cock put in their
mouth. Or both at the same time.

When she
is fastened firmly in position, Justin continues with the
procedure.

‘Kurt will give you a shot of Novocaine in your right buttock
to dull the pain a bit. Same stuff the dentist gives you. We have
an ice-pack and some burn cream for afterwards.’ Kurt does exactly
that.

‘Right we’ll just give that a minute or two to take effect,
then we’ll fetch the branding iron.’

I kneel
next to K and rub her ear between my thumb and fingers in that
secret sign between us that means so much more than just, ‘I love
you,’ and whisper a few words of encouragement. ‘Chloe, come kneel
beside her and hold her hand.’

At a nod
from Justin, Kurt wanders off and returns a moment later with the
red hot branding iron. He hands it to me and I check the end to
make sure it is the right brand. I stand over K and ask, ‘This is
your last chance to change your mind. Do you still wish to go ahead
with this?’

Her
voice is trembling. ‘Yes, Master. Give me your mark and make me
yours forever,’ she answers bravely and a lump comes to my throat,
but I must press ahead as not to would be to let her down and she
has put her faith in me. Kurt places a piece of old leather belt
between her teeth for her to bite on.

As
previously instructed by Kurt, I press the iron onto her right
buttock for a few seconds then pull away and hand it to Kurt. K
cries out through her gag. Her body tenses up but she doesn’t
struggle, just grips the legs of the stool tightly with her arms
and legs. Kurt steps forward with the ice-pack but Chloe pushes him
away and takes it from him. She applies it gently to K’s wounded
backside and K gives a sob as the coolness reduces some of the
pain. I notice Chloe’s faces is wet with tears, but it doesn’t stop
her from tending to her Mistress.

Justin
says, ‘Well, that’s enough ceremony from us tonight. We’ll leave
you too it. As her owner you have the right of ‘Prima Noctae’ as
the French call it, or the right to be the first to fuck your
branded pony girl. Then tradition states that her trainer gets her
next. After that it’s just whoever’s next in line with my boys. You
okay with that?’

‘K specifically asked for that to happen.’

‘That’s some girl you have there, yes sir, some girl. No need
to be jealous though, I have my Judith now and that’s all a man
needs. Still … I wouldn’t mind another ride on this particular
filly sometime … with Judith present of course.’

‘Oh no worries, K will be back. This has become her favourite
holiday destination,’ I tell him. Judith runs her hand along K’s
back and tells her how brave she was, then the two of them leave.
Chloe is rubbing burn cream onto K’s brand and I watch her as she
lovingly tends to her beloved Mistress.

It’s
time to get on with as the men are waiting for their turn, so I
kneel behind K and unzip my cock. I have no trouble entering K as
she is as wet as a mountain stream. The whole evening has been
arousing so it doesn’t take me long before I can feel the onset of
an orgasm, to make sure I am the first at everything, I pull out of
her pussy and force myself into her arse. There’s no lube but my
cock is plenty wet and slippery, I pump into her and she gives a
little moan on each thrust as I press against her brand. Eventually
I unload myself into her backside. I’ve been holding back the last
few days so there’s plenty of it. I don’t suppose any of the hands
will need much lube after that. I stand up and do my zip
up.

I turn
to Chloe and ask her, ‘You know what is going to happen to K
next?’

‘Yes, but I don’t have to like it.’

‘I don’t want to hear that and neither does K, she wants you
to support her. You made me a promise not to interfere in any of
K’s sessions, remember? So to help you understand more and as a
punishment, I’m going to chain you up here and you are going to
have to watch the harsh realities of K’s life as my
slave.’

I take
the collar and leash that K was wearing and put them on Chloe. Then
I handcuff her hands behind her back. I push her to her knees and
fasten the chain to a metal fixture in the stable so she can’t
stand up.

‘Now stay there and watch. Kurt, have at her.’

‘Thank you Mr. Gilchrist.’ He kneels behind K and lowers his
jeans, slipping his erection into her wet, pussy. As her trainer he
gets to fuck K every time he takes her out, so she’s ‘familiar
territory’ to him and it takes a while for him to come. When he’s
done, he waves to a couple of the guys who have collected in the
stable. One kneels behind her and one kneels at her head. K takes
him in her mouth willingly as he moves his hips back and
forth.

They
swap ends at half time and then are replaced by another couple.
After a while I don’t want to watch her being fucked any more so I
make to leave. I say good bye to K then rub her ear and she gives
me a brave smile back. I tell the guys they are not to touch Chloe
and to send them back to me when they have finished with
K.

Then I
make my way back to the hotel and opening a bottle of brandy, drink
too much until I pass out on the couch.




 





TROUBLE IN
PARADISE

 


 


I wake
up next morning with a bad head. Judging by the sunshine it’s
mid-morning. I look around the room and I can’t see anyone else but
the bed has been slept in, so they obviously made it home all
right. Then I hear voices coming from the bathroom. I make my way
in there and K is soaking in the bath while Chloe sits on a stool
at the side of the bath, in her bathrobe, as she rubs her down with
a sponge.

I go to
the bath and take hold of K’s ear and rub it gently between my
thumb and fingers. She smiles up at me, ‘Hello, Daddy.’

‘You okay?’ I ask.

‘Yeah, I’m fine. Elf brought me home about 3 o’clock and we
tried not to wake you. Are you okay?’

‘Yeah, nothing that a pot of tea and a couple of aspirins
can’t sort out.’

‘And did Master Roger have a good night drinking, while K was
being gang raped down in the stables?’ asks Chloe,
curtly.

She’s
obviously pissed off with me. I know how to deal with someone who
has an ‘attitude’ like that, I just ignore them. To show my
contempt for her question I go over to the toilet, unzip and take a
piss.

I hear a
‘tut’ of annoyance and Chloe storms out of the room. I wash my
hands then after closing the door, I sit on the stool to talk to K.
‘Boy, she’s mad at me, isn’t she?’

‘She didn’t like what you let happen to me last
night.’

‘Which annoys her the most, the fact that I let it happen or
because I chained her up and made her watch it?’

‘A little bit of column A and a little bit of column
B.’

‘Well, I had to teach her a lesson. And I don’t mean “teach
her a lesson” as in punish her, but actually teach her that you and
I have a special sort of relationship where I send you on outings
or you ask to go on adventures and I let you. What happens to you
is decided between you and I, and she has no say in these matters.
She even gave me her promise that she would not interfere. If she
can’t accept that arrangement, then I’m afraid that others will
have to be made.’

‘I don’t want you to send her away. She’s mine, you said I
could have her.’

‘I wouldn’t come between you two, I know how much she means to
you. But I can’t have someone in my house who doesn’t like me and I
can’t trust. If necessary I’ll set the two of you up in your own
place and you can go back to just being “on call”.’

‘It won’t come to that, I promise, just let me speak to her
when she’s calmed down.’

‘And next time she gets lippy with me, you might want to
remind her who pays her salary. I can’t have someone who I can’t
trust having a responsible job in my company.’

‘You wouldn’t fire her? She gave up a good job to come and
work for you.’

‘She gave up a good job for a better one, with health
benefits, a pension, and the chance to spend more time
with you, don’t forget.
But no, I wouldn’t sack her because of this, I’d just make sure she
has limited access to the company computer system.’

‘Leave it to me, I’ll sort it,’ promises K.

K is
leaning towards one side, with her right hip raised, obviously
favouring her right buttock. ‘How’s the brand?’ I ask.

‘Still painful, Chloe can rub some more burn lotion on it when
I get out of the bath.’

‘How was the rest of the night?’

‘Great. You know me, I’m a slut and enjoy a good gang bang.
Little does Chloe know that I’ve “pulled a train” with all those
guys at least ten times during my visits here, so it’s nothing new.
This was a bit harder because of the brand being painful, but that
was all part of the experience, I guess.’

‘You love being fucked by those rough stable hands, don’t
you?’ I’m secure enough in my relationship with K not to feel
threatened or jealous when she expresses a desire to be fucked by a
certain type of man, a big man like Bruce, the Contessa’s
bodyguard, for example. Or these rugged stable hand, cowboy types.
It’s like me fancying blondes when K is a brunette, she understands
that we each have our ‘little fancies’ that have nothing to do with
our normal relationships.

‘Yes, I must admit it and I love
you for letting me indulge it. Most of the
men I meet are Society members and are rich and well-groomed, they
wear fancy suits and drive flashy cars … all a bit too Metrosexual
if you ask me, present company excepted of course! But these guys
live in a bunk house and work with their hands and smell of sweat
and horses, they all seem so much more real and down to earth. That’s why I
like it here, maybe I should have been a cowgirl.’

‘I can always sell you to Master Justin if you like, and you
can be one of his full-time ponies, like the twins.’

K looks
at me thoughtfully for a moment. ‘You would too wouldn’t you, if I
asked? No matter how much it would hurt you, you’d do it if you
thought that would make me happy.’

‘That’s all I ever care about,’ I admit.

‘Then I thank you for that thought, but no, it won’t be
necessary. If I was here full-time then it wouldn’t be special, it
should only happen occasionally for it to be appreciated. And if I
was here, then I wouldn’t get to come home to you afterwards and
that’s the most important thing to me.

‘I love coming here each time you bring me, I’d come every
year if you’d let me. When they take me into that admin block,
strip me off and put a collar on me it seems that all the weight
disappears from my shoulders. I don’t mean to imply that life with
you is hard, but you know me, I worry about things unnecessarily,
and get upset over nothing. I’m a fussy-pants I know and it’s good
of you to put up with me, but once they collar me and lead me off
to the stables, I can relax … I don’t have any worries or cares or
responsibilities. For the next week or two I can release the animal
in me and just do what I’m told, and go where the man with the whip
drives me. Plus there’s lots of sex as well … what’s not to like?’
she says with a smile.

I adore this woman. Okay, maybe some
of you readers might think that she’s ‘not quite right in the head’
and that may be true. In that case neither am I for endorsing her
attitudes and her lifestyle, but we’re both happy so where’s the
harm?

‘Okay then, I agree that I’ll bring you here at least once a
year. Now that Judith is here and can keep an eye on you for me,
perhaps I might send you on your own, when I can’t get away from
work. Would you like that?’

‘And you’d trust me to come back?’ she asks with a smile.
Cheeky minx!

‘I’d get Judith to put you in a crate and have you shipped
home. Now then, I never asked to have you branded and only agreed
because you practically begged me for it. But that’s it! There will be no more
body mutilations. No shaving your head, tattooing your body or
face, no ring through your nose, no having your earlobes cut off or
your tongue split or anything like that. This was the last.
Understood?’

‘Yes, Master Roger, I understand,’ she says solemnly and then
bursts into a giggle. She knows I mean it though.

‘Right, I’m going to have a shower.’

‘Can you send Chloe in to give me a hand, please? I’m going to
spend the day in bed if that’s all right with you,
Daddy?’

I walk
into the bedroom and start undressing. Chloe is sitting on the bed,
reading a magazine.

‘Chloe,’ I call. She ignores me. ‘Chloe.’ Still ignoring me.
‘Chloe!’ I snap.
‘Go into the bathroom, your Mistress needs you.’

She
drops her magazine and rushes into the bathroom as she realises
that by ignoring me she is inadvertently ignoring her
Mistress.

When I
head for the shower K is standing there by the bath as Chloe dries
her off. After I finish my shower I come back into the bedroom to
dress and see Chloe rubbing burn cream on K’s branded buttock,
haemorrhoid cream on her arse and Aloe Vera gel on her
pussy.

The
price that girl will pay to have a good time!

 



~~~

 


Once
I’ve finished dressing I ask the girls, ‘Have you eaten
yet?’

‘No,’ replies k. ‘We slept in.’

‘I’m gonna go down to the restaurant and have an early lunch.
I’ll have them send some food up for you two, so you can stay in
bed.’ I head out of the room and I get the ‘evil eye’ from Chloe.
Ungrateful bitch!

I choose
a table on the veranda and order myself some lunch and ask for a
couple of meals to be sent up to my room. Feeling generous, I
select two chocolate desserts for both of them. That should keep
them happy.

After
lunch, I remain at my table and smoke a cigar while I watch the 12
o’clock parade, when the ponies are lined up in the front of the
hotel, for the guests to choose their pony for an afternoon ride,
if they so desire. I decide not to today, that argument with Chloe
has put me in a sour mood.

While
they’re still being lined up, I hear a discreet cough and looking
up I see Chloe standing next to my table. ‘Daddy-’ she begins but I
cut in and tell her, ‘That’s Master Roger to you.’

‘Sorry, Master Roger, K thought I ought to come down here
and-’

‘Is K all right? Does she needs anything?’

‘No she’s fine but she sent me to-‘

‘Forget it, Chloe. You’re only here because K sent you, you
wouldn’t have come on your own. As long is K is fine then whatever
you have to say, I don’t want to hear it. Now go back upstairs and
see to your Mistress.’

‘But she sent me to-’

‘Go away!’ I growl at her. She steps
back, shocked and then leaves hurriedly. The anger is rising in me
as I had hoped that she had come of her own accord, not because she
was ordered to. I suddenly feel the need for physical exercise to
blow off some steam. I look to the parade and pick out one that has
not already been chosen. I spot a well built, sturdy blonde and
choose her. When they bring her to me later I take her down to the
lake and fuck her hard, then I make her run the 5 mile course all
the way, without any stops, using the whip frequently, perhaps too
harshly, but fuck ‘er that’s what she’s there for.

When I
get back from my ride, I’m not hot angry any more, just cool angry,
so I go to the Reception and ask, ‘Do you have any spare
rooms?’

He
checks. ‘Yes, Mr. Gilchrist, this is the quiet season and now the
wedding guests have left there a few spare. Is there something
wrong with your room?’

‘No, it’s just that I have a couple of companions staying in
it with me and it’s becoming a bit too crowded for my
liking.’

‘And you want to move them out?’

‘One of them has a slight injury, sprained her ankle and needs
bed rest for a couple of days. It would be easier if I just moved
out to another room.’

He
checks the register. ‘You’re in luck, the room next to yours is
empty so you can have that one if you like.’

‘That will do fine, thank you. Of course everything on the old
room will still be charged to my account, okay?’

‘Certainly, Mr. Gilchrist.’ He authorises my key card and then
I head up to my old room.

‘Ah, Daddy,’ says K as I walk in the room. ‘What have you said
to Elf? She’s locked herself in the bathroom, crying her eyes out.
Won’t even let me speak to her.’

‘Not my problem.’

‘She came down to apologise.’

‘Only because you told her to. She didn’t mean it and I wasn’t
ready to hear it. Listen, K, I’m taking the room next door and
moving all my stuff into it. I think it’s getting a little too
crowded in here, so I’ll give you both some space. Don’t worry, I’m
only next door, ring me if you need anything, otherwise I’ll leave
you two alone for a couple of days and once you’re better then
we’ll fly home, okay?’

K looks
glum as she watches me pack my suitcase. ‘Have I done something
wrong, Daddy? Are you angry with me?’

I walk
over to where she is lying in the bed and I rub her ear between my
fingers and thumb. She relaxes as she knows I would never do that
if I were angry with her. ‘No, K, you haven’t done anything wrong.
And we won’t let the antics of some silly girl who is still young
enough to think the world revolves around her, come between us.
That I promise you.’

She
grasps my hand and says, ‘I’m so glad. I couldn’t bear it if you
were mad at me.’

‘But you’d better warn Little Miss Muppet in there that unless
she changes her attitude, she can find somewhere else to live. I
can’t have someone in my house who disrespects me like
that.

‘I’ll check up on you for the next couple of days, but you’re
not to go back to the stables or go running. Rest and let it heal …
that’s an order. And no shagging cowboys while my back’s turned.
You’re only allowed sex with her,’ I jerk my thumb towards the
bathroom door. I look down at her, ‘Love you, Princess.’ I give her
a long kiss and then picking up my case and suit bag, move into the
room next door.

 



~~~

 


I spend
the next few days riding a pony girl every afternoon and then
having a different one brought to my room in the evening. I’ve
worked my way through the couple I find really attractive and now
working on the ones that just look like they would give me a good
ride. It’s a grand life!

I don’t
see anything of K or Chloe unless I go to their room. They seem to
want to keep themselves to themselves, ordering room service
although I’ve invited K to join me in the restaurant several times.
Every time I go to see them, Chloe either blanks me or goes into
the bathroom and closes the door behind her. ‘I think she’s
embarrassed about her initial outburst and can’t face you,’
ventures K.

One
afternoon after I return from my ride and shower, my phone rings
and K invites me to her room as she says, ‘There is something you
need to see.’ I knock on her door and she lets me in. K is just
wearing her bath robe and jogging pants but over in the corner of
the room, I can see Chloe is facing the wall. She is naked except
for a collar and leather wrist cuffs. Her wrists have been fastened
together behind her back and then pulled up tightly to be tied to
her collar until her hands are between her shoulder
blades.

I ignore
Chloe and ask K, ‘How’s your brand coming along?’

‘It’s fine, much better, thank you.’ She slides down her
jogging pants so I can see her backside. Where the hot iron
actually touched her skin is still a bit red and swollen but the
skin around it has returned to normal again. I deliberately placed
it in such a position that it would be covered up if she wore
panties or a bikini bottom. ‘I can sit on it now, there’s only a
slight sting when I sit down, so we can go home in a couple of
days, if you like, Daddy.’

‘So why have you asked me here? What do I need to
see?’

‘This.’ K goes to the corner and grabbing Chloe by the rope
between her neck and wrists, drags her to stand before me. ‘You are
going to be punished now, you stupid girl,’ K informs her. ‘You
nearly caused a rift between me and my Master. If you have to move
out of the house then I would have to follow you, as you’d never be
let back in again, and I love my Master too much to be apart from
him.’

‘Sorry, Mummy.’

‘Don’t call me Mummy, it’s not been decided whether you’re
still part of the family. Call me Mistress.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ says Chloe, miserably.

‘Now I’m going to tie you to the end of the bed and beat you
with my belt. And I’m going to carry on beating you until Master
Roger says stop, so you’d better pray you haven’t offended him too
deeply.

‘Chloe has something that she would like to say to you and
then you can watch as I punish her. She accepts she was in the
wrong and would like to make it up with you. Say your piece,
Chloe,’ and she begins a speech which I can tell by the tone was
obviously prepared for her by K.

‘Master Roger … I am truly, truly sorry that I spoke out of
turn to you and then blanked you whenever you came here. Mistress K
has made me understand that you were not to blame for what happened
to her, but rather it was done at her request and you were generous
enough to allow it to happen, as it meant so much to
her.

‘Furthermore, I also disgraced myself by breaking the promise
I made to you to never interfere in my Mistress’ adventures and
just keep quiet if I’m unhappy with it. It is not my place to
dictate what happens to my Mistress. Only you have that
right.

‘So I am here to be punished today, by Mistress, to remind me
never to do that again.’ At this point her voice breaks and tears
well up in her eyes. ‘And in the sincere hope that by accepting
this punishment, it may clear the air between us and I might be
allowed back into the family.’

‘And you do accept that you deserve this punishment?’ I
ask.

‘I do, Master Roger. I would do anything for us all to be a
family again. I’ve missed that even though it’s only been a few
days.’

K has
obviously schooled her well and in appreciation of the effort from
both of them I decide to let it go and say, ‘Very well then, I
accept your apology. K, she is your slave not mine, so go ahead and
punish her.’

‘Yes, Daddy.’ K stands Chloe at the foot of the bed, facing
it, unties the rope from Chloe’s collar and releases her wrists.
Then she reties them to the bedposts at the foot of the bed and
runs a circle of rope round her throat, so Chloe is bent over,
pinned to the bed rail by her neck.

She
picks up a pair of panties that are lying on the bed and stuffs
them into Chloe’s mouth.

‘You’re going to need these,’ she warns. K takes of her robe
leaving her topless in the jogging pants and taking a leather belt
from the bedside drawer begins to lay into Chloe, beating her on
her upper back, arse and legs, until they glow red.

As K
works in the afternoon heat, she works up a light sweat. My God!
She looks so sexy wielding that belt, with her breasts free,
swinging in time to her body as she twists and turns. Even though I
only had sex about an hour ago, the sight of K looking so
magnificent is causing my arousal again.

After a
while I take pity on Chloe and tell K to stop. When she has
finished, I tell her, ‘Take those bottoms off.’

K smiles
at me and throwing the belt aside, drops them to the floor and
steps out of them. She is obviously excited by all this and starts
to get cocky. ‘You want to fuck me? You want to fuck me, Daddy?
Come on, do it now. Lay me down in front of Elf and fuck me hard!’
She climbs backwards onto the bed and lies across the foot of it,
only about a foot from where Chloe is pinned by her neck and she
has no choice but to watch.

I climb
onto the bed and enter K. She’s already wet and takes my full
length easily. Jerking her body up to meet me on my every forward
stroke, we fuck like animals, both aroused by the heat and Chloe’s
punishment and the fact that we haven’t fucked each other for
days.

K is
more desperate than me as I had sex within the past hour, and she
comes before me. Still I carry on pounding her pussy until she can
tell by my shortage of breath that I am on the brink of coming,
also. ‘Are you coming? Are you going to come? Put it in Chloe’s
mouth, come in her mouth.’

I pull
out of K and rising to my knees, removing the panties from her
mouth, I put my stiff cock into her mouth and she takes it
willingly, eager to be part of the threesome, the family, again. I
erupt into her and I jerk my cock backwards and forward into her
mouth until I am spent and she has sucked me dry.

I
collapse onto the bed and K releases Chloe who then climbs onto the
bed with us. She worms her way in between us and asks, ‘So I’m
forgiven then?’

K looks
at me and I nod, so K tells her,’ Yes, Elf, you’re
forgiven.’

Being
suspicious by nature, I wonder if her repentance is genuine, but on
the plane on the way home a few days later, Chloe swaps seats with
K and cuddles up to me, puts my arm around her and goes to sleep,
while K looks on approvingly. So I guess Chloe’s on the
level.




 





PICTURE
PERFECT

 


 


There’s
a knock at the study door and I tell K to come in. ‘May I ask a
couple of favours, Daddy?’

‘Sure, what are they?’

‘You know that picture I gave you when I became your slave?
Well, can I have it back for a while? I’d like to make some changes
to it.’ She’s referring to the painting she did of a Master
standing there (and she painted in my face once she became my
slave) over a kneeling, female slave looking up at him adoringly,
with her face painted on.

‘What sort of changes?’ I ask.

‘Oh just update the hairstyle and so on.’

‘I suppose so. It’s hanging in my bedroom.’

‘That’s the other favour I need to ask … can you help me get
it up to my workshop?’

‘I suppose so. You want to do this now? Get it out of the
way?’

‘Yes please, Daddy.’

So we
lug the thing out of my bedroom and up the stairs to K’s workshop
where she paints. It used to be my attic but when she moved in with
me I had the it remodelled, wooden flooring, heating, large bay
windows for plenty of light, and so on to make a studio for
her.

We place
it on the easel and step back to admire it. ‘So you’re going to
change the hairstyle?’ I ask.

‘Yes, well I wear the ‘bob’ all the time now, so I might as
well change the picture to match.’

That’s
not all she’s going to do, I can tell but as she doesn’t mention it
neither do I. ‘Tell you what,’ I say as I put my arm around her.
‘If you want the picture to remain current, then you should paint
the hair black as well as bobbed.’

‘Black? Why black?’

‘Because I want you to have your hair dyed black. I saw a
picture the other day of a woman with a jet-black bob and bright
red lipstick and I thought that look would suit you perfectly.’ I
feel a shiver run through her.

I should explain, due to K’s twisted upbringing and largely
being ignored most of her life, she looks on any kind of
instruction about how she is to look or behave as a gesture of
affection. As in ‘If they’re actually taking the time to make up
rules and regulations for me to follow, then it must mean they care
about me, otherwise why spend the time?’ So when I decide what
dress she is to wear, how her hair is to be cut, what she is to
eat, and so on, I’m controlling her and K loves to be controlled. It makes her
feel safe and secure.

Making
her have her hair cut in a particular way is even more potent as it
lets her see (and those in the know) that she is under my control,
a visual reminder every time she sees her reflection. As well as
the shiver, I wouldn’t be surprised if she got a little bit
‘wet’.

‘Okay, Daddy, if that’s what you want, I’ll get it dyed
black.’ Never a thought or a hint of arguing. K lives her life by
the rule “What Daddy wants, Daddy gets.”

‘Do it ASAP. Right, I’ll leave you to your painting then. And
I warn you … if I end up with glasses and a moustache, you’re in
trouble.’

 



~~~

 


I see K
in the kitchen next day, sitting at the centre island eating a
sandwich. She stands up as I enter the room and I ask her to make
me a sandwich as I get the coffees. ‘So how’s the painting coming
along? Can I see it?’

‘No, it’s still drying. I don’t want you putting your sticky
fingers all over it.’

‘I beg your pardon?’ I pretend to be
annoyed.

‘I meant … err … it would be better to put your sticky
fingers all over me! Except of course they wouldn’t be sticky until
after you’d put them all
over me.’

I smile
and wave my finger at her. ‘Good recovery. I’ll let you get away
with that one. When are you getting your hair done?’

‘They can’t fit me in until Friday and the painting should be
ready by then.’

 



~~~

 


Friday
morning comes around and K takes me up to her studio and shows me
the painting. As she said, the kneeling slave now has her ‘bob’
style haircut and as requested by me, her hair is black. However,
there is one other addition, the one that I suspected K wanted all
along, the hair being just a cover. For there, prominently
displayed on her right buttock, is a circle with the initials RJG
in the middle. K has painted her brand into the picture.

‘I knew you were going to do this,’ I tell her.

‘I know, you can read me like a book.’

‘Hmmm … not always but sometimes it’s fun to just ruffle
through the pages. Now go and get ready for you hairdresser’s
appointment. No underwear of course. And come straight back, I have
something planned.’

She goes
away to change and then comes back to me for inspection before
leaving. ‘No collar?’ I ask.

‘They bend you backwards over a sink to wash your hair and a
collar turns into an actual “choker” if you’re not careful, so I
leave it off for hair appointments.’

‘Okay, makes sense, I’ll allow it. Off you go then.’ I pat her
on the behind and send her off. Then I go the Fun room to set
everything up.

 



~~~

 


I hear
K’s car pull up and I go into the foyer to wait for her to enter
the house. She takes a while and I look through the door glass and
I see her touching up her makeup. Guess she wants to look her best
for me.

She
comes through the front door and I’m standing here waiting for her.
Wordlessly, I point to a spot on the floor and she goes there and
stands at ‘Attention’. I walk around her slowly several times,
checking out her new look. It looks great on her, especially with
the red lipstick that she obviously chose for me.

‘Strip,’ I command. ‘Put your clothes on the chair.’ There are
always a couple of chairs in the foyer for people to sit on to put
their boots on or lace up shoes. She goes to the chair, strips
naked, folds her clothes and places them neatly on the chair with
her shoes underneath.

‘Display,’ I tell her and she puts her hands on her head and
once again I take several turns around her, examining every inch. I
run my hands over her body, not an ounce of fat or a spare inch of
flab. The plan at The Ranch to run her more and not concentrate on
lifting weights has worked and she is lean and toned again, instead
of muscly as she was in danger of becoming. I pinch her arse and
strokes her boobs, teasing the nipples until they are fully
erect.

I stand
in front of her, looking her up and down. K begins to get that
crease between her eyebrows which I know means she is getting
concerned. Apart from issuing commands I haven’t spoken to her
since she returned and I think she is starting to get a bit worried
I don’t like what I see.

‘Superb, absolutely superb,’ I
finally say and the crease of worry disappears from her brow. ‘You
are a superb physical specimen, K, and I’m proud of you. And I
think that the black hair suits you, especially with the right make
up.’

‘Do you like it? Do you really like
it?’

‘I do, I absolutely do. You’re just perfect.’ I go around the
back of her and pat her buttock, right on the brand
mark.

‘You’re proud of it aren’t you?’ I ask her. ‘That’s why you
put it in the painting.’ She doesn’t reply, just gives me a goofy
grin and nods.

‘And I’m proud of you for going to such lengths for me. I’m
sure there are many slaves out there who would let their Master
brand them, but I doubt if there are many who would
ask to be branded as a
show of loyalty and faith to their owner.’

‘You’re pleased we did it then?’ she asks.

‘So much so I think the world should see it. Well, The Society
world that is. I’d like to take some photos of you, showing the
brand, and post them on the website, so I want you to go away, have
a cup of coffee, go to the toilet, fix your make up or whatever, so
the elastic marks of your clothing can wear off. Then meet me in
the Fun room in say, half an hour, fully made up, and we’ll take
some nice pictures to show you off.’ I hand her the towelling robe
which I placed on the chair while I was waiting for her. ‘Put that
on.’

She
takes the robe and puts it on. ‘So you’re going to take some nude
photos of me?

‘Yes.’

‘And show them on the website?’ Her voice is
trembling.

‘Yes.’

‘Because you think I’m perfect?’ Her eyes are getting
moist.

‘Yes.’

She
bursts into tears and buries her face in my chest. ‘Hey, hey,
little one, what’s the matter? I’m here, you’re safe and protected
… and loved.’

A little voice comes up from my chest, ‘I know, that’s why I’m crying.’

I think
about that for a moment but, no … haven’t got a clue what she’s on
about. ‘Could you explain that?’

She
pulls back from me and wipes her eyes on the sleeve of her robe.
‘You know I’ve never thought much of myself, mainly because nobody
else ever thought much of me, and I guess I believed them. Then you
came along. You saw me through different eyes, and every so often
you say or do something that lifts me up to the next rung of the
ladder that leads to me not feeling so bad about myself. First you
made me your slave, then you moved me into your house, then you
called me beautiful, which led to you telling me you loved me! And
now you’ve just called me “perfect”.

‘Every one of those times you made me believe that I’m not
just gutter trash and I do have some value … and now you want to
show me off to the world because you’re proud of me. Sometimes the
faith you have in me is a bit overwhelming, that’s why I’m crying.
Sorry.’

‘No need to apologise, just remember, that faith is well
deserved,’ I reassure her. ‘Now run along and fix your makeup, I’ll
see you in a bit.’

 



~~~

 


When I
arrive in the Fun room K is already there. Stripped naked and
looking fabulous, she stands there with her hands behind her back.
‘Are you going to take full-length shots of me or just my
backside?’ she asks.

‘Front, back, side on, full length, three-quarters and
close-ups of your bum. I’ll take loads and then we’ll pick out the
best ones to upload to the website.’

‘In that case, can I ask a favour? I bought these from the
gift shop at The Ranch and I thought they would look good, threaded
through my nipples.’ She holds out what she has been hiding behind
her back, two large, gypsy-style, gold earrings.

‘It might look good if you wore a set through your ears as
well,’ I tell her.

‘But I only bought the one pair,’ she says, glumly.

‘I know, I saw them on the hotel bill, they charged them to
the room. That’s why I bought you a second pair,’ and I produce
them from my pocket.

‘Oh, Daddy! You are so
thoughtful. I don’t deserve you, honestly.’ She
goes to kiss me but I tell her not to smudge her lipstick. We spend
a few minutes dressing her with the gold hoops, they look splendid
against her skin. She spent a lot of time naked, out in the sun,
while she was on The Ranch and so still has a tan. I tell her to
sweep her hair back behind her ears so the hoops are visible. Then
I pose her against the post at the corner of the bed, while I set
up the 4K camera on the tripod, and the lighting. If you remember,
the Fun room is equipped for videoing sex and punishment sessions,
so has an excellent lighting arrangement.

K learnt
a lot from that photo shoot with Mitsumi, and I just have to tell
her to show me a side or whether I’m shooting full-length or
close-up and she adopts a graceful pose. I tell her to turn, and
she adopts an interesting stance that would never have occurred to
me. Such as facing the bed post and raising her arms above her
head, crossing her wrists as if they were tied, and then turning
her head to one side so her face is visible. Or turning side on
then raising her knee to waist height, so she’s only standing on
one leg, while arching her back and looking at the
ceiling.

Like
Mitsumi’s photos, sometimes her pussy is visible in the shot but
not the focus of it. I’m aiming for sexy but not gratuitously
vulgar. And I think between us we pull it off.

We even
pose a few fake shots where we pretend she is actually being
branded. I handcuff her to the bed and press the cold branding iron
onto her bare arse and she pretends to scream and writhe in pain,
or some comic ones for our own collection where I ‘brand’ her and
she gives me a “Ooh, how dare you?” expression. Justin presented
the branding iron to me the day after K was branded. After all,
it’s no use to them unless there happens to be another owner with
the initials RJG who wants to brand his pony girl. We do some more
jokey ones where she holds up a large dildo and pretends to swoon
or be afraid of it (even though I’ve seen her take it easily before
now.)

By the
time we’ve finished I’ve taken hundreds of photos (but it’s a
digital camera so I can discard the blurry, out of focus ones) and
I put down the camera and run my hands over K’s body. ‘These hoops
are going to be handy to restrain you by your nipples. Hook these
to the wall and tie your hands behind your back, and you’ll be
helpless.’

‘That thought did cross my mind when I purchased them, I must
admit. So what would you like to do now, Daddy?’ she asks,
suggestively.

‘Put your robe on. Then we’ll load these photos onto my
computer and after we delete the duds, we’ll decide which ones of
you we’ll upload.’

‘And then?’

‘And then I’m going to damn well smudge your
lipstick.’




 





WHAT’S IN A
NAME?

 


 


I summon
K with the beeper. She arrives at the study wearing her Downton
Abbey outfit, a feather duster in one hand and she has a smudge of
dirt on her forehead. She looks so vulnerable and adorable and it
makes me want to do dirty things to her. I make a private vow that
I will fuck her before the end of the day.

‘K, after we posted those pictures of you flashing your brand,
I’m getting lots of requests for you from various people. Some like
Todd and Alan want you to appear in some of their movies and not
just the ones for The Society. They want you to star in some of
those they sell on the Internet.’

‘What sort of movies are they talking about?’

‘Oh, you know … getting tied up, nipple clamps, whips, and
then fucked by three or four men. Some people might find it
shocking but to you it’s just “another Thursday night”. And there’s
talk of payment as well.’

‘Well, how much will it cost me? And if I’m paying, do I get
to choose the men?’

‘Err, no, K … you don’t understand, they will pay you to appear in their
movies.’

‘They want to pay me? That can’t be right.’

‘Since your branding photos and Mitsumi’s films of you have
hit the website, you’re much in demand. People want to film you,
have sex with you, several pony ranches have asked if you’d honour
them with your presence, either as a guest trainer or as a pony.
The world is at your feet. Speaking of which, there are one or two
that actually want to worship your feet, but I think we’ll put them
in the “Thanks but no thanks” pile.’

K is
sitting there, rattled by all this. ‘Well, Daddy, are you going to
lend me to all these people? I don’t know if I want to be fucked by
all those strangers, it wouldn’t be right.’

‘Don’t give me that … I know that if you had the chance you’d
let yourself be stripped naked, smothered in honey and thrown into
a Russian prison, so don’t try and act all coy.’ She gives me a
sheepish grin.

‘As I believe I’ve told you before, once you became a Red Tag
slave you became fair game for any Society member. As your Master
though, I’m not just going to hand you over to any lunatic for him
to play with. You’re too precious to me.

‘But once I’ve vetted them and decided they’re safe, the
decision to go with them or not is entirely yours and yours alone.
I will always ask you if you want to do it, and you can always say
no.’

‘I’m just knocked out, “little old me” becoming a porn
star.’

‘Your face might become well known and people might even
recognise you on the street. Can you handle that?’

‘Well, it’s not as if I’m a local politician or anything, or a
TV personality, I’m just a slave. My face is already known to all
of The Society as a slave. What difference does it make if a few
people on the street recognise me? It means they watched the films
… they may even be fans! To think I might actually become famous
for something.’

‘You want to do it then? You’ve worked with Todd and Alan
before so you know what to expect with them. Some of the other film
makers I should take a look at first, get The Society to check them
out, some of them make darker movies, like being back in the
Dungeons. Nothing you haven’t had before but you might not want to
go down that path again.’

‘I’m Red Tag remember? I can handle it.’

‘Very well then, I’ll reply to some of these requests. You’ll
need a porn name of course. You don’t want to use your
own.’

‘What, like “Pussy Galore” you mean?’

‘It’s been done, you’ll need something more
original.’

K
thought for a moment. ‘Something like Ophelia Balls or Lucy
Lastic?’

‘Felicity Kneetrembler,’ I counter.

‘Chesty Diver.’

‘Of course Eastern European names are quite popular now,’ I
point out.

‘Nitya Pullover?’

‘Ivana Humpalot.’

This is getting silly now and we’re both starting to giggle
like naughty schoolkids. Then it hits me, I click my fingers and
exclaim, ‘How about
Brandy?!’

‘You mean because of …?’ she indicates her right
buttock.

‘Exactly.’

‘That’s quite clever,’ she admits. ‘What about a last
name?’

‘You don’t need one … be like Cher or Madonna.’

‘No, I think I’d like a full name. Brandy … Brandy McPhee, you
know like Nanny McPhee. Brandy
McPhee, that’s got a nice ring to
it.’

She
pauses and looks down at her hands. ‘I’d like to clear this with
Chloe first … if that’s all right with you?’

‘Like I said, you have the final say on all of these offers.
If it doesn’t sit well with Chloe and you don’t want to do it, then
that’s fine … but you’ll never win the “Porn Actress of the Year
Award”.’

‘I’ll speak to Chloe,’ she replies but I can see in her eyes
that she finds the whole idea of being wanted as a model and a film
actress exciting, and even if Chloe was against the idea, it would
happen anyway.

Oh,
we’re going to have such fun, Brandy McPhee and I.

 


 


 


THE END
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