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TWO FOR
ONE

 


 


I stop off at
K’s bedroom on my way to my own bed to return an art book she leant
me. I knock on the door and she opens it, just wearing a flimsy,
see-through nightie. I’m lost for a moment in admiration just
staring at her barely concealed breasts. Adjectives like … firm …
pert … juicy … tasty, spring to mind.

K clears her
throat and I look up at her face. ‘Was there something you wanted,
Daddy?’

‘Oh, sorry,
I’m just returning this,’ I hand her the book.

‘Why don’t you
come in?’

I step into
the room and look round, there’s no sign of Chloe. ‘Where’s Elf?’ I
ask.

K points to
the cage she has in her room. ‘She’s in there,’ she replies.

‘You make her
sleep in the cage? With a blanket over it, like a parrot? That’s a
bit mean, isn’t it?’

‘Oh no, she
likes it that way. She told me once that when her dad was in one of
his ‘moods’ she used to hide in the cupboard under the stairs. He
never thought to look for her there, assuming she was out. She said
it was the only place she felt safe.

‘Although she
likes being locked in the cage during sex games, she says that when
I put the blanket over the cage, it reminds her of those times in
the cupboard and she feels safe and secure again.’ To illustrate
her point she lifts up the corner of the blanket and shows me
Chloe, who is fast asleep and snoring gently. ‘See?’ she lowers the
blanket.

‘What a
strange group of people we are,’ I tell her. ‘Somebody could get a
Doctorate in Psychiatry by writing a thesis about us. Well, you lot
anyway, I’m normal.’

K gives me a
doubting look. ‘But that’s why you like us, isn’t it? Precisely
because we’re not normal.’

‘That’s true.
I could never stand a vanilla relationship. I tried them a few
times and got bored with them. It’s exactly your kinks and
perversions and hang-ups that draws me to you lot, it makes for a
unique personality, and that makes you more interesting in my
book.’

‘Stop it,
Daddy, you’ll make me blush.’

‘Well, I’d
better be going,’ I say.

K grabs my
arm, ‘Why don’t you stay? You only come to my room rarely.’

‘Well, when I
asked you to come live with me I made it clear that this was your
own private space. Where you could get away from everyone and
everything, including me. If I come here often then it won’t be
that anymore.’

‘But it would
be nice to have you come to my room to see my etchings,
sometimes. Why don’t you stay the night?’

‘Erm … okay.
But it’s too early to go to sleep. What shall we do to pass the
time?’ I ask, playing dumb.

K knows I’m
joking (I’m not really that thick, dear reader) and she plays
along.

‘I saw this
thing in a film the other day. The man takes his willy and puts it
in the girl’s pee-hole and jiggles it about a bit. We could try
that.’

‘Jiggle it
about you say? Okay then. Should I take my clothes off?’

‘Probably best
if you do,’ she replies, pulling her nightie off over her head, so
she is naked.

We stand
there, naked, looking down at my limp dick. ‘It needs to be stiff,
like a lollipop,’ she says. ‘It’s probably a bit cold. But I know
how to warm it up.’ She drops to her knees and taking me in her
mouth soon brings me to full erection. ‘There, that should do it.’
She pats my cock proudly.

‘But what
about you, shouldn’t you be wet down there or something?’ K agrees
so I sit her on the edge of the bed, and kneeling between her legs,
I use my tongue on her until she is well and truly wet. Then I drag
her legs around to face down the bed and I enter her without any
further ado.

We start off
gently with much kissing and stroking each other, sucking on her
delicious breasts, until our breathing starts getting heavy. I
don’t know if it’s the fact that we’re doing it in a place that it
rarely happens, her private sanctuary, but somehow it’s more
exciting doing it in her bed. Only a few men have been
allowed that privilege. Even as her owner I don’t get the chance
very often.

After a while,
the animal side of us takes over and we end up ‘rutting like
stags’, and all sense of decency goes out the window. She
raises her legs until they are resting on my shoulders and she is
bent under me. ‘Go deep,’ she urges me. ‘Get deep inside me.’

She gets wild
and her language dips into the gutter, using words and phrases to
encourage me that I normally only hear when she’s had a bottle or
two of wine. It works too, as I pound her like a jackhammer as
she’s curled beneath me.

Soon I can
feel myself approaching my peak, so I ask her, ‘Pussy or
mouth?’

‘Pussy,’ she
replies. ‘Put your spunk deep inside me, I want to feel you
come!’

After that
statement I can’t hold on any longer and let myself explode inside
her. She is as aroused as I am and my climax pushes her over the
cliff edge too, and she orgasms, uttering the most filthy
blandishments to me, questioning my parentage, declaring her
undying love for me, how she loves me to treat her as fuck meat,
and so on. (All in all, a rather excitable young lady on
occasion.)

She slides her
legs off my shoulders and locking her ankles behind my back, pulls
me in tight to her. As I collapse on her, struggling to get my
breath back, she wraps her arms around me and holds me tight, so we
are cheek to cheek and I feel the wetness of her tears on my
cheek.

After a time,
when I’ve gone soft and dropped out of K, she unwraps herself from
around me and we lay side-by-side. Then we hear a voice say, ‘Well,
that looked like fun.’ We look over and Chloe has lifted a corner
of the blanket and has been watching us while we fucked like
animals.

K kisses me
long and deep and says, ‘Thank you for that, Daddy. Now do Elf,
while I watch. Elf come and join us.’

Chloe opens
the cage door and scrambles out. The cage door is never locked as,
like with K, it never needs to be. We never lock them for safety
reasons, but once K or Chloe are in a cage they would never leave
it unless they were told to, because they’ve been ordered not to.
That’s the kind of reliable, well-trained slaves, they are.

Chloe climbs
into bed with us. K takes hold of my dick and rubs it until it’s
hard again. ‘Daddy, might need some encouragement. Come taste
Mummy’s pussy on his cock, then he’ll fuck you. If you’re a good
girl and please Daddy, I may let you sleep in the bed with us
tonight.’

Chloe does as
she is told and bending forward, takes me in her mouth. K leans
over me and offers her breast for me to suck on, while Chloe gets
me going again.

It’s not a bad
life, all things considered. I can’t complain.




 





MAKING
PLANS

 


 


I’m working
from home today and I’m about to bleep K to bring me some lunch
when I remember she’s off to Europe with Colin Saxby. She loves
being taken on trips by him where he treats her like a courtesan
and she does anything he wants. In return he buys her nice clothes
and takes her to fancy hotels and restaurants.

Don’t get me
wrong, K is not ‘hooking’, she’d do it anyway for free, but they
play a game where he has to ‘buy her affections’, paying for each
sex act she performs, but she only charges him 20 Euros a time,
it’s just a joke.

I figure I’ll
bleep Chloe instead then I remember she’s working at the publishers
today. I really must do something about this. Here I am, a
‘Master’, and I’m having to make my own lunch!

When K goes
off on a new adventure or when she is making another porn movie,
she usually takes Chloe along for moral support or to ‘fetch and
carry’ for her, while she’s on set. But those times when she’s
going somewhere she’s been a hundred times before, like to Pete’s
or Squire Amos’ or even overseas with Colin, she usually goes
alone. On those occasions, I’m left with Chloe, who gets lonely
sleeping in her bed without K, so I allow her to sleep in my room,
with me.

If we have
sex, once I’ve finished with her I let her spend the night in my
bed. Other times I put her in the cage in my room and cover it with
a blanket. K showed me that Chloe finds it a ‘safe space’ as it
reminds her of her sanctuary when she was a kid. She’s perfectly
happy being in there, doesn’t consider it a punishment, and sleeps
more soundly than she does in my bed.

Now don’t get
me wrong, I don’t begrudge K going off on these sexual adventures,
in fact I encourage them. I constantly tell her that we are both
here to have fun, and she should make the most of while she is
young – with my blessing – as one day we’ll look back on our lives
and regret any and all opportunities for fun that we let slip
away.

There are
times though when I’m on my own and I fancy some sex. When that
happens I usually ring up Squire Amos and he lets me go over to the
Manor and sleep with either his wife, Cynthia, or his housemaid,
Ruby.

Haven’t got
time for that today though, I’ll just have to take my frustration
out on Mrs. Scott who I’m expecting later. Once she’s finished
cooking and freezing the week’s meals for me, I’ll take her in the
Fun room and give her good fucking. It’s what she gets paid for
after all, housekeeping and any other uses I might have for
her. She’s a slave and I’m a Master, remember.

I’ve decided
though that what I need is a full time housekeeper/sex
slave/companion to see to my needs when K and Chloe are not around.
One who I can rely on permanently being here in the house. Someone
who doesn’t go on adventures unless it’s with me. What I should do
is buy myself another house slave, but if we have another person
living in the house, we’re going to need more bedrooms. If the new
slave moved into the guest bedroom then that would only leave the
Fun room for visitors to stay in. To quote a line from the movie
Jaws, ‘We’re gonna need a bigger boat!’

 


~~~

 


Weeks later,
when K has returned from her travels, she brings me a cup of coffee
as I sit in the study, going over the blueprints of the remodelling
I have planned for the house. I invite her to sit down with me and
go over the ideas I have, not just for the house but for our
future. We sit on the sofa and I spread the plans out on the coffee
table.

‘I’ve decided
I want more rooms to accommodate some future ideas I have. So what
I plan to do is build another garage at the side of the house, to
the rear. As it’s a garage, it just needs electricity to it, no
need to worry about water supply or plumbing. We can tap into the
mains feed that runs down to the summer house.

‘Then that
leaves the old garage space which is already brick built, so we
just have to insulate the walls, run the water pipes into it, and
we can split it into two rooms. One of which will be the new Fun
room. It already has the electric hoist in so we might as well use
that. Then the other room can be a store room or another bedroom,
and we’ll make it ensuite. The old Fun room can be turned into a
normal bedroom.’

It’s a large
garage with room for three cars and workbenches along the side so
it will make a spacious Fun room and bedroom.

‘This is going
to cost a fortune, Daddy,’ she points out.

‘I happen to
be rich, remember? The business deal with that German book
publisher is coming along nicely and the business is booming,
especially on the eBook side of things, thanks to Chloe among
others, so my bank balance can take the load.’

K nods her
understanding and just sips her coffee looking at the plans,
occasionally glancing at me. I can see she is gearing herself up to
ask the obvious question, so I wait patiently for her to take the
plunge.

Finally she
musters up her courage. ‘Why exactly do we need this extra space …
are we opening a boarding house?’ she jokes.

‘No, we need
the extra rooms because we’re going to have another member of the
family soon.’

‘Who?’ she
asks.

‘I don’t know,
I haven’t bought her yet. But when the house is finished, we’re
going to a slave auction and I’m going to buy myself another
slave.’

K stares at
me, shocked. ‘Am I no longer good enough for you? Are you replacing
me? I’ll try harder, I promise.’

‘Relax, K.
I’ve told you before, our relationship is to the death. I said I
was buying another slave, not replacing the one I
have. The truth is you’re becoming much in demand lately. If
you’re not down in Oxford making movies with Todd and Alan then
you’re off jetting around the world, to have sex with some
billionaire in swanky hotels. I just thought it was time I had
someone who wasn’t lusted after by half of the Society and could
look after my needs when you weren’t here … culinary and
sexual.’

‘Then I’ll
give up the movies and the sex with strangers. My place is here at
your side at all times. I won’t do them anymore.’

‘No, no … I
want you to carry on doing them, I get just as big a kick out of
them as you do. Besides, I take pride in the things you do, the sex
queen you’ve become, everyone gives me credit for training you.
Enhances my street-cred no end. No, I want you to get as much
enjoyment out of life as you can while you’re still young. When
we’re old we can look fondly back at those movies you made and
remember how beautiful you were now.’ I take her ear between my
fingers and thumb and rub it gently. This calms and soothes her as
it is our ‘I Love You’ gesture.

‘Will she take
over the running of the house from me?’

‘No, you’ll
still be number one, the one in charge. She can be your assistant,
use her for all the dirty jobs, the scrubbing and cleaning while
you manage the house and finances. I just want someone to look
after the place while you aren’t around, to save me having to do
it, after all that’s why I have slaves! And who knows, maybe she
can even cook?’ Which earns me a dirty look from K as she can’t
cook to save her life.

‘So I’ll still
be number one slave? The one in charge? You promise?’

I take hold of
the gold tag hanging from her collar that shows the date that K
became my property and I tell her, ‘I swear on this tag, that you
will always be my number one slave. In fact, I want you to train
her in our ways, she’ll be totally under your control, so that
should prove it to you.’ That tag denotes when K fully became mine
and is precious to both of us, so we use it to swear oaths to each
other, so we each know we will keep whatever promise we make on
it.

‘So I’ll have
a companion, like Madeline was?’

‘Madeline was
different. She was a contract slave, she made a deal with me and I
paid her a certain amount of money. Mads was only in it for the
money. I’ve seen a few like her, they’ll do any dirty, disgusting
thing you can think of, as long as the money is right. They bank it
and then when they have enough, they retire and probably never
touch a man again.’

‘I know what
you mean, my mattress is stuffed full of pound coins. It ain’t ‘arf
lumpy!’ She’s joking, so I know she’s coming round to my way of
thinking.

‘This will be
different,’ I tell her. ‘This will be more like a sister and she’ll
hopefully become part of the family like Elf, but remember … she
will be my slave, so I have final say in what happens to
her. You have Elf and I want someone of my own for when you’re not
around.’

This seems to
mollify K and she relaxes somewhat. ‘Very well, Daddy. Whatever you
say.’

‘Now run along
and get us both some more coffee, we have plans to make.’

K jumps up and
heads off but pauses at the door and turns back to me. ‘You know,
Daddy, that I’d do “any dirty, disgusting thing you can think of”
if you asked me to, don’t you?’

‘Of course I
do … that’s why I love you.’




 





KAHLI,
WARRIOR QUEEN

 


 


The next few
months are busy, getting the house remodelled. The ensuite bathroom
in the new bedroom has been plumbed in. Pete (the video guy) has
come along to supervise the installation of the cameras by his
guys, into the new Fun room in the old garage, connected to the
house video system. We’ve removed the more obvious ones from the
old Fun room (there are still some in there though but well
hidden).

Pete and K
have this game they like to play where she gets to role-play with
him, he is the technical person who has come round to fix her
TV/computer or whatever, and she plays the poor housewife who,
unable to pay for the repairs, has to settle the bill some other
way.

Pete’s an old
friend and I know he likes K, so having him around the place for
days on end doesn’t bother me and is right up K’s street. She can
play the maid of the house, bringing him cups of tea, checking on
the progress, worrying about how much it will all cost, who then
has to fuck the workman, to pay the bill.

I let K play
these games as it stimulates her creative side, which eventually I
get the benefit of. I insist Pete does the work though, instead of
fucking K all day long, but I don’t object when they disappear into
her room or down the summer house for their ‘lunch break’. I simply
watch them on the monitor in my study as I eat my lunch.

(I know that’s
pervy but as I’ve explained before – besides fucking K, the next
most exciting thing for me is watching someone else fuck her. And
besides fucking me, K’s biggest thrill is having me watch
her being fucked by someone else.)

Pete’s gang is
installing all the wiring and the cameras in the garage before the
builders come along and insulate and plasterboard the walls, also
fit the ‘extras’. The Society has lots of different tradesmen that
provide services for Society members, carpenters, electricians,
outfitters, sex furniture manufactures and so on. I have hired the
company that originally outfitted the Fun room upstairs to transfer
it to its new home in the garage. They are very discreet and used
to creating the environment that the customer wishes.

They fitted
ring bolts to the brick walls, fitted an X-frame, brought down all
the racks of fetish gear and whips and so on, and put them in a new
cupboard. The four-poster bed I have left in the Fun room and they
have built a new one. The electric hoist remains in place, as I
find that quite useful for stringing up unfortunate ladies and
whipping them. When the plasterboards are fitted to the room, one
of the walls will be completely mirrored, as I like to make them
watch as they are punished. It’s humiliating to see themselves
like that. (I’m not a boy scout, remember.)

 


~~~

 


Of course I
can’t always be there, I have a publishing company to run and K
also has her commitments to “Bluebird Training Films”. (That’s not
its real name of course, I promised Todd I wouldn’t reveal the name
in this book.) But I’m quite happy to leave the house and the
remodelling in Pete’s hands while we’re gone.

Once K asked
to be branded, I put her pictures on The Society website, along
with films of her in action, for all to see. Particularly the ones
that were filmed and posted by Hiro Mitsumi, a world famous Shibari
(rope bondage) expert. As expected this led to a lot of requests to
meet (meaning fuck) her, but also to appear in bondage and sex
movies.

As old
friends, and as they were the ones who filmed her originally, I let
Bluebird Films have first crack at her and she began making movies
for Todd and Alan, who run the company, at their studio, a few
miles outside Oxford.

Now before you
go thinking, ‘Oh yes, a perfect example of “sexploitation”.’ I
should point out that K gets well paid for each movie and
gets a percentage of any sales that are made, as these ones are for
general sale on the Internet, not just the Society website. I
negotiated the deal for her as if it was left up to her she would
do it for free, for the fun of it.

Also these
movies aren’t just “A woman gets taken to a dungeon and abused”.
They made a few like that of her for my private collection, but
these have stories and action and a bit of acting is required which
K loves.

So K has been
going regularly to Oxford to appear in their movies, under the name
we came up with “Brandy McPhee” and is becoming quite the star in
certain circles. When she goes to Oxford, either I am with her or
Chloe goes along. Either way, K has a credit card which I pay for,
so I insist that she stays in the plushest hotel in Oxford.

In most porn
movies with a story, the bondage and punishment scenes are usually
a bit on the light side and mostly faked. The reason that K is
popular and in demand is that all the whippings, suspensions, gang
bangs, etc. are all done for real and when you hear K cry out in
pain as she get the lash, it is genuine. When she orgasms, it’s for
real. You might think I’m mean letting those things happen to her
but she honestly enjoys being treated like that, and over the time
we’ve been together she actively pursues, harsher treatment.

To be honest,
Chloe isn’t always happy with K appearing in these films because of
what they do to her in them. K is not only Chloe’s Mistress but her
lover, but Chloe has learnt that if she hopes to stay in K’s bed,
she will have to put up with it.

Anyway, back
to the movies. K gets an advance copy of each movie before it goes
on sale and the three of us (or sometimes more) sit down with a
bottle of wine or two and enjoy the spectacle. I love all of them,
like the one where she is the mistress of a castle in mediaeval
times and is cruel to all her servants, and punishes them harshly
and makes them submit to her sexually, males and females. Then one
day they turn on her and chain her up in her own dungeon while they
take their revenge on her.

Or the modern
day ones where she is kidnapped because her boyfriend owes money to
some drug dealers. Or maybe she is the Vixen, international jewel
thief, and rival thieves take her prisoner and torture her to make
her tell them where she has hidden the fabled Blue Rajah gem, that
she has stolen.

Of course all
of them make a point of showing off her brand (sometimes they
pretend to brand her in the movie) playing on her name of “Brandy”
as few slaves have been branded, and that is fast become her
selling point, apart from her great body coupled with her ability
and willingness to take harsh punishment. Probably more people
would recognise her branded buttock than her face.

My favourite
film though is Kahli, Warrior Queen, a rousing tale of a
tribe of female, Amazon type warriors who rule the wastelands,
usually bare-breasted.

The films
opens on a village in the woods, early evening. The cabins are made
of wood so this is obviously a fixed settlement. The camera zooms
into one cabin, apparently through the wall, where we see the queen
of the tribe, soaking in a hot bath while her handmaidens wash her
thoroughly, and I mean thoroughly. There’s plenty of soaping
of boobs and washing her in all her crevices. There’s plenty of
fondling and kissing back and forth between the queen and her
semi-naked servants.

Finally the
queen, who is named Kahli (played by K of course) rises from her
bath and the camera picks up on the brand on her right buttock (for
the fans of Brandy). She is dried off by her servants and then
takes one of them by the hand (obviously her favourite) and leads
her to her bed, where they make sweet, sweet lurve! Of
course there is plenty of rug munching and tit-sucking going on
until they finally fall asleep together.

Next morning
Kahli and her lover are sitting by the camp fire, eating breakfast,
when a runner comes up. She’s female, as are the whole tribe it
appears, and urgently informs the queen that a wandering group of
men are in the area. Kahli immediately gathers half a dozen of her
best warriors, sets off to find them, leaving her lover behind.

Armed to the
teeth with swords and bows they attack the men, but unfortunately
the men get the best of them and after killing a couple of the
females, take the rest prisoner and take them back to their camp.
(The fight scenes are quite well acted with plenty of fake gore.)
The camp is only tents so they are obviously nomads.

The female
warriors are chained up outside while Kahli is taken into the
chief’s tent. There she is interrogated to find out the location of
her village, but she refuses to talk. They whip her for real,
pretend to burn her with hot pokers (well there are limits to what
even K will do) and she is fucked and abused by the chief. In
between scenes in the chief’s tent, his men are shown taking the
other prisoners and fucking them, although Kahli (K) is the only
one being tortured.

Kahli refuses
to talk and after several days the chief hands her over to his men,
who gang-bang her. Fortunately Kahli manages to steal a knife off
one of them and in the night, she and her girls escape. The men
chase after them when the escape is discovered, but Kahli and her
warriors have not made a run for it, instead they have lain in wait
and ambush the men, killing many and defeating the others.

They march the
men back to their camps and restrain them. Then they take their
revenge. The men are forced to submit sexually to the female
warriors (much eating of pussy) and then tortured and killed.
Meanwhile, Kahli fashions a dildo out of wood and leather straps
and ‘pegs’ the chief. By which I mean she brutally fucks the chief
in the arse, ending by cutting his throat, splashing blood across
the tent. (The special effects are really quite good.)

Once all the
men have been killed and the camp set alight, Kahli and her girls
make their way back to their own village, expecting to be welcomed
with open arms. Unfortunately while they have been gone, Kahli’s
lover has taken over as the queen and refuses to give it up. So
Kahli challenges her for the crown. The lover doesn’t want to fight
but the rest of the tribe insist on it.

They have
knives only and go at each other, slashing and stabbing until they
are both streaked with blood. (I must admit, the girl playing the
lover is as fit and toned as K is, and they have both been
well-trained by the stunt guys, so the fight looks pretty
realistic. As well as very horny to watch.)

They lose the
knives and have to resort to fist-fighting and wrestling, throwing
each other to the ground, each trying for a choke hold. Eventually,
while they are on their feet, Kahli delivers the knockdown blow and
the lover is defeated. Kahli picks up a knife and the rest of the
tribe are yelling and urging her to kill the lover but she spares
her life, ‘Because of the love they once had for each other,’ she
tells them.

The film ends
with Queen Kahli putting a rope noose around her ex-lover’s neck
and leading her into her cabin, while the tribe cheers. Kahli gives
look directly into the camera, and you just know that although the
ex-lover will live, boy is she going to suffer for betraying her
queen.

Fabulous
movie, just fabulous and if I wasn’t already proud that K was mine,
I certainly would be after that.




 





LONG SUSAN
AGAIN

 


 


I call K and
Chloe into my study for a meeting. K is familiar with my ‘Little
Birds’ as I call them, she’s even seen me dominate and punish a few
of them, it’s time to let Chloe in on the secret. My Little Birds
are certain females who, while not actually Society members, like
to be dominated and used by someone like me. If they know someone
in The Society and are looking for a certain type of ‘treatment’,
then they are paired up with someone who can deal with them in the
way they desire but in a safe environment. Everyone has different
needs and levels of pain and punishment, so they are matched with
someone who will treat them in the desired manner. Some of them are
paired with me.

Periodically I
have one of my Little Birds contact me and ask to come see me or I
visit them and put them through their paces. As they are just
‘part-timers’ and not members of lifestyle, these meetings only
happen from time to time. A lot of them suppress that side of their
psyche, until it builds up inside them to the point where they must
seek release or explode. Rather than just meet a Dom online, and
risk ‘who knows what’, they come to see people like myself who,
although we will treat them badly and abuse them, they know
their limits will be respected, they are safe and will go home
after a session, and not end up being buried in some stranger’s
cellar.

One of my
Little Birds is the woman I call ‘Long Susan’. Susan is not her
real name and the ‘Long’ bit is a nickname that I tagged on her
after a character in a TV series, because she is tall and that
nickname just sprang to mind. She is some high-flying, well-paid
executive in Marketing or Public Relations or ‘who gives fuck’. She
has not one but three young men who see to her vanilla sexual
needs, sometimes singly, sometimes all together, so she lives the
life that most ‘Cosmo’ readers would envy and Society members would
say, ‘So what?’

However, there
is a darkness inside her that she is ashamed of. People such as K,
Chloe and I accept that dark side and instead of trying to hide
from it, actually embrace it and enjoy it, now that we have the
right partners. Susan finds it hard to accept that what she does is
perfectly natural and she feels unclean. The only way to ‘cleanse
herself’ of her guilt feelings about her baser needs, is to pay a
visit to me where she likes to be whipped, abused and degraded. By
paying this ‘penance’ she then feels that she can go back to her
normal life feeling better about herself … until the guilt builds
up inside her again and she has to visit me once more. (Hey, I
don’t judge, I just whip ‘em and fuck ‘em.)

After
explaining all this to Chloe she asks me, ‘So are you some kind of
expert with a whip or something, Daddy?’

‘No, it’s just
that I have an understanding of people, can see into them you might
say, and other Society members know what sort of woman is best
suited to my way of dealing with slaves and so they point them in
my direction. They usually end up liking my way of doing things and
keep coming back for more.’

‘So will I get
to meet some of these Little Birds?’

‘That’s what
today’s meeting is all about. Long Susan has contacted me and asked
for another visit, I’ve been putting her off during the building
works so this is a good opportunity to christen the new Fun room.
However … she was so impressed with the way that K treated her last
time she came, she asked if she could run the next session. We
never identified K by name at all, so Long Susan has been referring
to her as “Mistress X”. And I would like to know, with K’s approval
of course, if you would like to assist K as she dominates
Susan?’

‘Could I
really?’ Chloe asks, looking between me and K.

‘C’mon, Elf,
you’re always saying you’d like us to do more things together,’
chips in K.

‘I wouldn’t
really know what to do though,’ say Chloe.

‘That’s okay,
K will do all the heavy lifting and you’ll just follow her lead.
You might be expected to rub Susan down after a whipping to soothe
her, and she will be made to go down on you. You won’t be expected
to discipline her except maybe pinch her nipples, slap her tits,
that sort of thing. Apart from that you just stand around and
watch, helping out if needed. K and I will brief you about what to
do.’

‘But I
wouldn’t know what to say to Susan.’

‘Well, that’s
the thing. K made an impression on Susan because she only speaks a
few words to Susan when she visits, I do all the talking. When
Susan comes again I want K to be sparing with her words again but
to top that, I thought it might be better if you say less or even
nothing at all. It will creep Susan out completely.’

‘Oh that’s
good … that’s very good,’ agreed K with a smile. ‘That’ll put the
frighteners on her.’

‘Are you happy
to include Elf in the game then, K? She’s your slave after
all.’

‘I would love
to have her be a part of it. How do you think we should dress?’

‘We can sort
out the details later but just to give you an image to work with, I
see you in something harsh, full Dominatrix or even better, how
about you in your chauffeur’s uniform? And then I see Elf in
something petite and feminine. You know, short skirt, long white
stockings, you know that Japanese Manga, Alice in Wonderland, Anime
kind of thing. And maybe some wild face paint, a demented clown
sort of thing. You’re the artist, come up with something good.’

‘Oh yeah, I
see where you’re coming from. I’ll do some research on the
Internet,’ replies K. ‘I’ve also been giving some thought to how I
speak. I like the idea of talking like English isn’t my first
language, not with an accent but so I only say the main words and
not all the “ands” and “its” that people use to make up full
sentences. Like this, “You come here now, fat bitch, or I give you
damn good whipping”. How long do we have to work on the scene?’

‘Couple of
weeks and then she has a few spare weekends, so we can keep her for
a full weekend if you’re both having fun. I’ll tell her to come on
the Friday night and it’ll be up to us when we release her.
Remember, I’ll be there but hanging around in the background,
available for sex if you want me to fuck her, but mainly I’ll just
be watching, you two will be running the show. I suggest that this
time you use the electric hoist to raise her up and punish her. K,
I’d like you to explain to Elf about the ground rules.’

‘Ah, okay. You
see, Elf, when Susan visits she comes here to be degraded and
humiliated. She tells Daddy in her emails what has been going on in
her life so he can use them to humiliate her. The game is to get
her to confess to all the things she has done that she sees as bad,
but she does tend to “ham it up a bit” and comes out with some
outrageous lies about how she is being treated. But that, along
with the things we say and do to her, are all part of the game and
she’s up for it, and has been decided beforehand. So you mustn’t
let yourself be swayed by what she says, no matter how sad and
pathetic she sounds.’

‘So, Elf,
don’t fall for what she says, it’s all bollocks,’ I tell Chloe. ‘K
fell for it the first time and nearly asked me to stop the
session.’

K blushes.
‘Yes, all right, I fell for it, I’m a fool. I’m just not as good at
reading people as you are.’

‘You’re not a
fool, K. You have a kind heart and don’t like to see people suffer
unnecessarily, that’s all. It’s why I keep you around.’

‘Can I do what
I like with Susan?’

‘What do you
have in mind, K?’

‘I want to
scare her, I’ll dress Elf and I up in scary costumes and really
give her a bad time. I’ve had a few things in mind and I’d like to
try them out on her.’

‘She’s all
yours … do with her what you will. Now go away and plan how to make
Long Susan’s weekend, Hellish.’




 






PIGGY-PIGGY

 


 


The three of
us, K, Chloe and I, are standing in the foyer of my house, waiting
for Long Susan to arrive. Chloe is pacing nervously back and forth,
well it’s her first time playing a game like this. K is perfectly
calm. When you’ve been filmed being gang banged by a group of black
men, or being whipped and raped by several others, even played some
speaking roles, this sort of thing won’t faze you. It’s all about
performing for the audience and K has learnt to do that and take it
all in her stride.

I look them
over. K is wearing her chauffer’s outfit, including the hat, and a
pair of wraparound, mirror sunglasses. Nice touch, there can’t be
much more frightening than looking into the face of your torturer
as they abuse you, and only seeing your own, frightened face
staring back at you. I know that she has wild eye makeup on under
those glasses, which should shock Susan when K takes them off. To
complete her outfit, she is wearing leather gloves and carrying a
riding crop.

Chloe on the
other hand is completely different. She’s wearing a blonde wig,
with pigtails hanging down each side. She has on a lacy top that
barely covers her boobs above a pink skirt that sticks out around
her, like a ballerina’s Tu-Tu. On her legs she has white
self-supporting stockings, and on her feet pink shoes with platform
soles. She looks like a harmless adolescent until you look at her
face and the makeup job that K gave her.

‘Demented
clown’ was the suggestion I gave to K and she has taken that and
run with it. K painted her face white, like a Kabuki player, and
given her dramatic eye makeup, heavily drawn eyebrows with red
eyeshadow and heavy black eyeliner, but it’s all smudged as if she
has been crying and she’s been rubbing her eyes. A row of tears
have been drawn on her face, running from one eye and down her
cheek, and the dirty reddish-brown lipstick completes the look.

From the back
she looks like a harmless schoolgirl but from the front she looks
like a psycho who would ‘knife you as soon as look at you’.

The doorbell
rings and I wordlessly order everyone into position. I have given K
free reign to run the scenario and she has told me the part she
wishes me to play in it. K takes her place with Chloe standing to
her side, a few paces to the rear. I leave Susan waiting at the
front door. I know she will wait without ringing the bell again, as
she has learnt previously to her cost what happens if she does. I
look at my girls and give them the ‘thumbs up’. K gives me one back
and then so does Chloe, and as she grins at me nervously I see that
K has blacked out a couple of her teeth so it looks like they are
missing. Brilliant makeup.

I take a
collar and leash and go to the front door. I open it and go
outside, closing the door behind me, so Susan doesn’t have a chance
to see what is waiting for her inside.

‘Hello,
Master,’ she greets me, her voice trembling with nerves.

I say to her,
‘Remember, everything that happens to you in there is your fault,
you asked for Mistress X to run the show. I’ll be watching and I
shall fuck you later but everything else is in her hands. Are you
still willing to go through with it?’

‘I have to,
Master. I’ve been a bad girl and I need to be punished. If it is
worse at Mistress X’s hands then so be it, I deserve it.’

‘Very well
then.’ I put the collar and leash on and take her inside. I cross
the foyer and hand her leash to K, who is just standing there
silently, legs apart, gripping the riding crop in both hands.

‘Thank you,
Master. You watch?’

‘For now, I
may go and leave you to it later but I’ll watch for a while.’

K stares at
Susan which must be daunting when you can’t see the eyes of whoever
is doing that to you. She turns and points at Chloe with the riding
crop. ‘Kitten. Say hello Kitten.’

‘Hello
Kitten,’ Susan manages to force out past the fear in her
throat.

Chloe responds
by drawing her finger across her throat and then pointing at Susan,
who grips her handbag even more tightly in front of herself.

K holds out
her hand, ‘Money.’

As I’ve
explained before, some people like to play games where they either
give or receive money for sex or being disciplined. It’s not really
about the money though, it’s only a nominal amount, but they get a
kick out of the feeling that they are paying for sex, or are
being paid for sex. It’s all in the mind you see, it’s the
act of the money exchanging hands, which adds an element of sleaze,
they find exciting and daring, not the actual amount.

In Susan’s
case, as the intent of the evening is to shame her and make her
feel bad about herself, the game is that she is so revolting that
she even has pay someone to beat her and fuck her.

Susan is
actually quite an attractive blonde, with a nice figure. As she is
tall (hence the ‘Long Susan’) she is built to match. It is a
perfectly good figure, just not toned and hard like K’s, but K told
me she is going to play on that.

Susan fumbles
in her handbag and brings out a £20 note, which is the usual
amount, and hands to K. Without looking K hands it to Chloe and
then holds her hand out again. ‘Money,’ she demands again.

Susan dives
into her purse and hands over another £20 note. K tucks it away in
her pocket and then holds out her hand again. ‘Bag.’

Susan hands
over the bag which K gives to Chloe, who hurls it across the
room.

K then points
at Susan with the riding crop and orders, ‘Strip.’

Susan strips
naked. Wisely she is not wearing any underwear. She is quite
well-paid in whatever boring job she does for a living, and
sometimes turns up wearing very expensive under-garments. Whenever
that happens, K takes great delight in cutting them off her with
scissors and scattering them across the floor, so she’s stopped
doing that.

When she is
nude, she folds up her clothes neat and tidy and hands them to K,
who gives them to Chloe, who throws them across the room.

‘Cuff her,
Kitten,’ orders K and Chloe leaps forward and handcuffs Susan’s
hands behind her back, then returns to her position. K casually
strolls around Susan several times, feeling her tits and her
buttocks, squeezing them. She pulls on Susan’s nipples, forcing her
to bend forward and once she is bent over, K slaps her arse,
hard.

Pulling her
upright again, she slaps Susan’s tits so that they swing from side
to side. She grabs her by her leash and pulls her forwards until
they are staring into each other’s face. ‘You fat bitch,’ says K.
‘I call you Piggy-Piggy from now on.’

‘Piggy-Piggy,’
echoes Chloe and then gives a manic giggle. (Brilliant to watch. I
don’t know if that giggle was planned or simply a nervous outburst
but it worked. The effect it had on Susan was amazing. She went
white.)

K hands the
leash to Chloe and tells her, ‘Take Piggy-Piggy to Fun room. We
beat her now.’

Chloe leads
Susan off while she looks to me for assurance, but I just shrug and
wonder off to get a drink.

 


~~~

 


When I make my
way along to the Fun room, I find that there are three chairs set
in a semi-circle before the electric hoist. Next to the centre
chair, which is mine obviously, is set a small table with my cigars
and lighter and an ashtray. I plonk down the bottle of wine I am
carrying and pour myself a drink.

I have strict
rules about drinking before a bondage/discipline session. It
doesn’t happen. Neither the ‘whipper’ nor the ‘whipped’ takes
any drink or drugs beforehand. It’s too easy for a Dom who has a
‘buzz on’ to get too heavy-handed with his sub, and the sub might
be emboldened to take more punishment than they can normally
handle. So it doesn’t happen in my house. Tonight however, K and
Chloe will be doing the punishment and I am just spectating. I’m
only drinking wine instead of something harder, as I know I’ll be
called upon to fuck Susan later and I don’t want to get ‘Brewer’s
Droop’ as we called it in the army, from too much alcohol.

K has taken
her cap off but still has her jacket and sunglasses on. Obviously I
don’t offer her a drink but she takes one of my cigars and lights
it before handing it to me. Then she lights one for herself and we
sit there, smoking, as we watch Chloe chain Susan up to the
electric hoist. Chloe has removed the handcuffs and she now has on
suspension wrist cuffs, which are made of thick leather and fit
around the wrist and forearm, so the body weight is spread around
when the subject is lifted up into the air. These are attached to a
spreader bar which is turn is hooked onto the hoist.

Susan is now
wearing ankle cuffs and her legs are split wide with a spreader bar
which her cuffs are attached to, and each end of that is anchored
to the ground with ring bolts. As a final touch she has been fitted
with a horse’s bit in her mouth which is fastened behind her
head.

K checks all
the fittings and when she is happy that Susan is properly secured
without any danger to her body, gives Chloe the nod. Chloe presses
the button on the hoist control and Susan is pulled fully upright
with her hands above her head. Due to the spreader bars at ankle
and wrists, she is stretched out in a star shape. K is good enough
to give the ‘kill’ signal before Susan’s feet leave the ground.

I always use
an inflatable, double airbed under the hoist so that the subject
can either kneel or lie on it instead of the cold, concrete floor.
It also helps should there be an accident and the hoist suddenly
fails or something, and the subject can drop onto the mattress.

When Susan is
secure but stretched out, helpless and vulnerable, K says,
‘Kitten,’ and points at Susan with the riding crop. This is the
signal for Chloe to advance on Susan and start teasing her and
taunting her. Chloe continually circles Susan, pulling on her
nipples, gently slapping her tits, tickling her or pinching her all
over. Occasionally she gives a giggle and calls her,
‘Piggy-Piggy.’

I can quite
clearly see how Chloe is realising the aphrodisiac effect of having
another person completely at your mercy, who you can do
anything to. It gives you a feeling of power and a lot of
people find that arousing. (It’s why I do it.) Chloe is
experiencing this, possibly for the first time as she is the
submissive in her and K’s relationship, and she is becoming drunk
on the power.

I think K sees
this too but she lets it go on for a while. She shoots me a smile
as it is a good learning moment for Chloe. Perhaps it will give her
a small insight into why I am a Dom and also K can play at being a
Dom herself, when she is not being her natural submissive self.
That feeling of absolute power over another human being can be
quite intoxicating.

K stops Chloe
from going too far by calling, ‘Kitten!’ and Chloe dutifully comes
to stand besides K’s chair. K then stands up and takes her coat and
sunglasses off. She keeps her gloves on though, which I think is a
nice touch.

She is topless
under the jacket, and her nipples stand out as they are painted the
same shocking red as her lipstick. But the more dramatic is the eye
makeup she has on, heavy on the black and electric blue, it is
‘eye-catching’ if you’ll excuse the pun.

K hasn’t
finished her cigar and she walks over to Susan and around her
several times. I can see Susan trembling at the thought of what is
to come and I’m thrilled by it. Not only for me, but for Susan who
is getting what she came to us for … to be scared out of her wits
by being abused by Doms.

K comes to a
halt in front of Susan and blows smoke in her face, contemptuously.
She puts out her cigar in the ashtray and then goes back to Susan
and tells her, ‘Gonna whip you now, Piggy-Piggy. It’ll hurt.
Gonna fuck you up, bitch. Kitten! Whips!’

Chloe brings
two whips over and K lays into Susan. She encourages Chloe to do
the same, which she does, but not with the vigour that K is doing.
Until she gets the taste for it that is. After watching K beat
Susan and gets an idea of how hard to hit her, Chloe starts to give
her her best. They both work on her for a time, then K stands back
and begins directing Chloe. ‘Kitten, back! Legs! Tits!’ and so
on.

K is very
experienced with the whip now (should be, it’s been used on her
enough times) and she lets Chloe continue with just an all body
whipping, while she concentrates on specific areas such as her
breast and her pussy. It is a joy to watch Susan’s tits jump one at
a time as K directs the tip of the whip onto her nipple, or the red
stripes appearing around her bare pussy.

Susan is
begging for mercy through her gag as tears stream down her face.
It’s nothing to be concerned about as this is what we agreed in the
emails we exchange before our get togethers. She always likes to
have the harsh beating when she first arrives, to ‘cleanse her’ as
she sees it. And then she can relax, knowing the worst is over, and
enjoy the torture and humiliation for the rest of the session (what
can I say, she likes to suffer).

Next K uses a
Violet Wand on her. These are hand-held electrical devices that
look like large vibrators and they have a glass or metal element
fitted to the end. You use them to either give your partner a
short, sharp electrical shock or can turn down the power and give
them an electrical buzz through certain parts of their bodies. K
and I have been playing about with them for a while and now she has
begun to introduce it into our sex play when she is being tortured
by me.

The purpose is
to hold the tip of the electrode about ¼ to ½ an inch away from the
body and let the spark jump across the gap and ‘zap’ them. Of
course there are many other ways to use it, duct taping it to a
person’s body which lets them become the wand and spark by touching
other people, and so on. But tonight the object of the exercise is
to torture Susan, so K confines it to zapping her.

K touches the
tip of the wand (well, almost touches) to Susan’s sensitive areas,
her nipples, her pussy lips, her backside, under her armpits, that
soft tissue below her breast. At my request K removes Susan’s gag
so I can hear her squeal each time it is used on her. There’s no
problem with the neighbours hearing. Part of the refurbishment of
the room was, along with the heat insulation, I made sure there was
plenty of sound-proofing as well. You can play Led Zeppelin at full
blast and not hear a note if you are standing outside the building.
So my Little Birds can (and do) scream their hearts out and no one
will hear them.

K continues
this torment until Susan isn’t even screaming any more, just
moaning softly and begging Mistress X to stop. At that point we
know that Susan has ‘broken’ and we can have some fun with her. She
knows that from now on she must obey every order, carry out every
task unquestioningly, or she will be back on the hoist again for
another whipping.

On instruction
from K, Chloe undoes her ankle cuffs from the spreader bar, then
lowers the hoist until Susan can kneel on the mattress. K strides
around her imperiously, carrying the riding crop. She’s not going
to beat her with it, but she uses it as a pointer or to chivvy her
along with a quick flick.

‘Why you here,
Piggy-Piggy?’ Chloe giggles and says, ‘Piggy-Piggy,’ again.

‘I’m here
because I’m a bad girl, Mistress, and I need to be punished. If you
punish me hard I can be clean and go back into the world
again.’

‘How you bad
girl? Huh? What you do?’

‘I’m just bad,
a loose woman, a slut. I used to put out for all the boys when I
was at school. Then when I went to college I let the tutors fuck
me, to get better grades. When I started work at my company I let
the various managers have me, so I could get promotions and pay
rises. It’s a big company so I had to sleep with a lot of managers.
I earned my place in the company on my knees! Word got round about
me and the executives started passing me around.

‘Some of them
would even take me home at weekends and I would have to have
threesomes with their wives as well. It got so bad even some of the
wives were ringing me up and asking to sleep with me, without their
husbands. Of course I never said no,’ she sobbed. ‘I just let them
use me because I enjoyed it. I love being trash, just a plaything
in the hands of men. That’s why I’m bad, why I need to be
punished.’

Of course this
is all bollocks. I know her life is not like that at all, but she
has this need to be thought of as a ‘bad girl’, and she makes up
these stories to justify to me and K why we should abuse her to
‘cleanse her’. Maybe that’s how she would like to be in her
life but doesn’t have the courage, so she invents it in her mind.
Who knows? As I’ve said before, I don’t judge, I just whip ‘em and
fuck ‘em.

‘So, you bad
girl, we punish you hard. But we no kill you. Master say no kill
you. You fuck her now, Master?’

‘Yes, might as
well, I’ve finished my wine.’

K clicks her
fingers and points at Susan. ‘Kitten. Bring.’

Wordlessly
Chloe releases Susan from the hoist. She also removes the
suspension cuffs and replaces them with ordinary leather wrist
cuffs with D rings attached so she can be easily restrained if we
choose to later.

She pulls
Susan to her feet and drags her over to kneel in front of me.
‘Piggy-Piggy,’ she says as if it needs explaining.

‘You want her
suck first, Master?’ asks K.

‘Nah, I’ll
give her a mouthful at the end. I’ve been saving it up.’ K puts
Susan on all fours and then starts feeling her pussy, as if she is
a garage mechanic, fiddling under the bonnet. ‘Dirty bitch is wet,’
she informs me. ‘Must like whip. Ask Master nicely for fuck.’

‘Please,
Master Roger, please fuck me. Give me a good hard fucking and I’ll
know you like me and can stand to be inside me.’

I knew there
would be plenty of getting undressed tonight so I’m just wearing a
shirt and sweatpants with no underwear, so I unbutton my shirt and
go behind Susan. I drop my pants, kneel down and roughly enter
Susan. I fuck away at her, watching myself in the wall mirror. I
like the way that when a girl with big tits is being fucked on all
fours, her tits swing out and then slap together in the middle,
it’s fun to watch. Eventually I can feel my orgasm approaching, so
I pull out and stand up. ‘Turn her round and hold her head,’ I tell
Chloe. ‘And hold her mouth open.’

K knows me
well and grabbing my throbbing dick proceeds to wank me off to a
finish, and I shoot my load into Susan’s open mouth. Chloe holds
her mouth open so she can’t swallow it and the poor girl is forced
to display her mouth, full of my spunk, to the three of us, before
K orders, ‘Close mouth. Swallow.’

Susan does as
ordered and wipes the last of my cum from around her mouth with the
back of her hand. Then with K glaring down at her, she gingerly
licks those remnants off her hand.

‘Let’s take a
break,’ I say. ‘You can have a drink now, there’ll be no more
whipping tonight.’

K turns to
Chloe and says, ‘Bed, chain.’ Chloe pulls Susan to her feet and
pushes her over to the four-poster bed. She clips her hands
together behind her back and then hooks them onto a chain attached
to the bedhead. Susan can sit or lie on the bed but can’t go
anywhere.

We go to leave
the room but then K says, ‘Wait,’ and she walks over to Susan and
slaps her face. ‘We go now,’ she says and we three leave the
room.

 


~~~

 


We fix up some
food, just the sort that you can eat easily with your hands, or
should I say that you can eat easily ‘when you are not allowed to
use your hands’. We pour some drinks, wine only, fill up a dog bowl
with food and place it in the centre of the floor. I only let the
girls have wine as I don’t want Chloe to get drunk, tipsy is fine
but I don’t want her getting sozzled.

With her new
found delight in the power of domination, I don’t want her going
over the top with Susan. If it goes to her head, she could end up
like those kids who burn ants with magnifying glasses or tear the
wings off flies. Not saying she’s a bad sort or anything like that,
it’s just that I have seen how the sudden feeling of power, coupled
with too much alcohol has caused some people to go overboard. And
as Susan is one of my slaves, even if only part time, she is
entitled to my protection just as much as K or Chloe are.

Anyway, I put
a video on the TV showing Susan’s last visit. I always record my
sessions with my Little Birds on the strict understanding I don’t
show them to anyone but those present when it was recorded. Most of
them ask me for copies. Interestingly enough only some of them show
them to their partners. Some say nothing and only watch it when
they are on their own. What does that say about their
relationships?

On an
interesting side note, amongst those who don’t share it with their
partner or live alone, some of them arrange a time with me and ring
me and either talk to me or have me talk dirty to them while they
watch it, as they masturbate. I give good ‘phone sex’. Always happy
to oblige. I feel like I’m a therapist and if it helps them, then I
don’t mind doing it. And my number is … just kidding.

Chloe brings
Susan into the lounge and she blushes and cringes as she realise
what it is we are watching. She starts to protest but K cracks her
on the thigh with the crop. ‘Quiet! Kneel, eat.’ Susan does as she
is ordered but with her hands fastened behind her back she has to
suffer the indignity of bending over and eating straight out of the
dog bowl. I give K a sign and she pours some wine into the bowl so
Susan has to eat the food quickly before it gets soggy and then
drink the wine, lapping it up like a cat.

When we’re all
finished and Chloe has cleaned everything away and topped up our
drinks, K says to Susan, ‘You like eating pussy, yes?’

‘No I don’t, I
hate it.’

‘But you eat
pussy, I see you.’

‘I only eat it
because you tell me to and you’ll beat me if I don’t.’

‘See, you eat
pussy! Kitten, take knickers off.’

Chloe wriggles
out of her knickers and spreads her legs, revealing her blonde
little pussy, with pubes trimmed to regulation length. My
regulations that is.

‘Eat Kitten,’
orders K.

‘No I won’t.
Master Roger this isn’t fair,’ she appeals to me.

‘Sorry, it’s
out of my hands. You asked for Mistress X, there’s nothing I can
do.’

K grabs Susan
by her collar and pulls her to her so they are eyeball to eyeball.
‘Master Roger say we not kill you, he no say we not sell you. Eat
pussy or friends never see you again.’ She pulls her over so she is
kneeling between Chloe’s legs. With a last anguished look at me she
‘chows down’ on Chloe’s charming little ‘muff’. Chloe leans back on
the sofa and enjoys the sensation.

Susan is lying
her arse off. She has confided in the past that she doesn’t like
eating another woman’s pussy, but she absolutely loves being
made to do it. Lots of slaves are like that I’ve noticed. The
kick for them is being made to perform a task they would normally
find revolting.

After a while
Chloe pulls down her top, it’s little more than a boob tube anyway,
and starts playing with her nipples. K helps, leaning over
occasionally to stick her tongue down Chloe’s throat.

Time passes as
we watch Susan ‘muff diving’, accompanied by the sounds of her
moaning in pain or pleasure, hard to tell which, emanating from the
TV. I’m just wondering if I should jump in and fuck Susan, when K
leaves the room, returning shortly with a strap on.

Ah I see the
game play. K lets Susan go on until Chloe comes, helping her along
the way. Then she puts the strap on around her waist and does up
the buckles. With Susan’s face still buried in Chloe’s pussy, K
takes her from behind and fucks her with her artificial cock.

Susan didn’t
orgasm when I fucked her, I just did the old male thing … “whip it
in, whip it out and wipe it”, which didn’t give her enough time to
be properly aroused. But now, after all the stimulation she has had
so far, and now K fucking her, while Chloe swivels around and
reaches down to play with her clit, Susan comes hard and heavy. She
even goes full out, shouting, ‘Mistress, Mistress, fuck me hard,
Mistress.’ After which she grabs Chloe and kisses her as she
comes.

Of course K
wants her slice of the cake as well, so after we have all rested
and recovered, we repeat the scenarios but this time it is K’s
pussy that Susan eats, while I fuck her from behind.

The girls
carry on playing with each other for the rest of the evening on the
sofa while I watch. I’m tempted to join in but I’m saving myself
for the nightly ritual. After I did it the first few times, Susan
came to expect it so I have to do it every time now. I’m supposed
to fuck her arse each time before she is locked in the cage for the
night.

We always lock
her in the cage in my room, because if she were caged in K’s room,
she would see K and Chloe break character as you can’t expect them
to keep it up all night, and that would ruin the illusion for
Susan. So we agree that she will always be locked in my cage.

When it’s time
to go up, K hands Susan a bottle of lubricant. ‘Master Roger fuck
your arse now. You make him come hard or I beat you bad.’ Then
Chloe giggles, ‘Piggy-Piggy,’ and leads her up to my room by her
leash, while K follows along, occasionally flicking her with the
riding crop, saying, ‘Master fuck you, dirty bitch.’

We get to my
room and K fastens Susan’s hands behind her back. Chloe fetches a
pillow from the bed and places it beside the cage. I hand Chloe a
camera and tell her to take snaps of everything. The video cameras
are recording but sometimes it’s nice to have HD photos, taken with
a flash.

K puts on some
latex gloves, takes the bottle of lubricant from Susan and forces
her to her knees, then bends her body forward until she is face
down on the pillow. Liberally smearing her fingers with lubricant,
she proceeds to finger her way into Susan’s arsehole, spreading the
lube around and deep inside her back passage, all the while being
photographed by Chloe. She even makes Susan turn her head to face
the camera so she can’t deny that the woman kneeling helpless on
the floor, while K fingers her arse, is her.

When Susan is
good and prepared, K approaches me and still wearing the latex
gloves covered in lube, rubs my cock both lubricating it and making
it hard. When I’ve got a decent sized boner on, K peels off the
gloves and says, ‘Fuck bitch’s arse now, we watch.’

I sink to my
knees and then plunge deep into Susan’s arse. I rest there for a
moment flexing the muscle in my cock, getting the measure of her. I
give K a nod and she does that thing we discussed. She puts her
bare foot on Susan’s face and forces her big toe into her mouth and
tells her to suck it. Susan is too scared not to, so while I slowly
bang her arse, her mouth is also being violated by K’s foot. All
the while being photographed by Chloe.

When I’ve had
my fun and shot my load into her, Susan is put into the cage and
left to sleep for the night. Funnily enough, she always sleeps well
after the arse fucking, strange that.

 


~~~

 


Next morning, I
wake up to find Chloe, ‘Kitten’, feeding Susan through the bars of
the cage. She’s wearing a robe and her makeup is gone but she has
the blonde wig with the pigtails on, so the illusion is maintained,
I guess. She’s feeding her sausages and strips of bacon, dangling
them through the roof of the cage, making Susan stretch up for them
like a seal being fed fish. I hope for Susan’s sake that K didn’t
cook them. That would be more of a torture than anything we did to
the poor girl last night. Oh the humanity!

I lay there
watching them until K comes up with my breakfast, tea and toast.
After I’ve eaten we take Susan out of the cage and I fuck her one
last time before going for a shower. As per normal, we let Susan
use the toilet but not the shower. It’s part of the treatment,
sending her home dirty and used, often with my dried spunk on her
face. It reinforces the purpose of the exercise and more
importantly, our control over her. They remove all restraints from
her, leaving her stark naked.

I get dressed
and go down to watch K release Susan back into the wild. She asked
politely several times if she could be allowed to leave this
morning. Initially K said no but then relented. I watch the girls
take her down to the foyer. Chloe drags Susan’s expensive clothes
over to her with her foot, ensuring that they pick up all the dirt
from the floor along the way. Before she lets her get dressed
though, K stands at the side of Susan and gives her one last swipe
across her backside with the riding crop. Not too hard, just enough
to make her yelp and rub her buttocks.

‘Dress.’ Susan
gathers her things and struggles into them. Once she is dressed
Chloe kicks her bag over to her.

‘Go,’ says K,
pointing at the door with her riding crop.

Susan
hesitates and then drops to her knees before her. She takes K’s
hand and kisses the back of it and then places it on her own head.
‘I just want you to know, Mistress, that I am totally yours, your
slave. Beat me, torture me, rape me, I don’t care. Everything you
did to me last night, all the things you will do to me in the
future, I love it. You’ve cleansed me by punishing me but I will be
a bad girl for you again, anytime. You just have to call me and I
will come. May I come again?’

K took a beat
and then bent down and looked into Susan’s face. ‘Master Roger say
we no kill you this time, he no say we not kill you next time.’

Susan gave a
little sob, ‘I don’t care, I’ll come anyway.’

K slid her
foot out in front of her and Susan leans over and kisses it.

‘Go now,
Piggy-Piggy.’

Susan got
unsteadily to her feet and let herself out through the front door.
Chloe lifts her arms and is about to shout when K holds her finger
up, silencing her. We wait awhile and nothing happens so I lead
them quietly into the kitchen.

‘What’s going
on?’ asks Chloe.

‘You see,
Elf,’ I explain, ‘a session can get very intense for some people
and afterwards they might take a while to get their feet back on
the ground. Take a moment, perhaps have a little cry even. So this
is why you shouldn’t scream or shout or dance until you know they
have left the area, otherwise they will think you are mocking
them.

‘I see,’ she
replies and goes over to the coffee machine to fix us all a drink.
Suddenly we hear Susan’s car start and drive away into the
distance.

The moment has
passed and Chloe no longer wants to jump up and down but she is
still hyped up. ‘That was fucking awesome. I get it now,
Daddy, why you have K and your Little Birds. To have that power
over someone else, it’s amazing.’

‘It really
is,’ agreed K. ‘And that’s the kick I get when I order you
to do something. But you have to remember, Elf, someone has to
give you that power, you can’t just take it. After all they
can just walk away at any time. They give you that power by
staying.’

‘So in a way,
Mummy, you have power over Daddy, by allowing him his power over
you?’

‘Exactly,’ I
agree. ‘It’s known as ‘topping from the bottom’. Ultimately the
power rests with the bottom. If they won’t play the game … then
there is no game.’

‘Well, I
learnt a lot last night and you’ve both given me a lot to think
about. Err … when do you think she might be back?’

‘Easy, Tiger,’
I tell her. ‘Don’t rush it, you’ll get your chance to play again …
Kitten.’




 





A MATTER OF
CHOICE

 


 


‘Right,’ I say
to K who is sitting next to me on the couch, I fan out the
brochures and printouts on the coffee table in my study, that I’ve
been browsing through, ‘here are a few things that The Society has
to offer that you might like to do.’

K says
nothing, just looks down at the brochures then up at me. I sense
something is coming so I wait to see what she has to say.

‘Master Roger
… Daddy … you don’t have to keep asking me whether I want to do
these things, go on these adventures or not. I mean no disrespect
but you have to remember I’m not your girlfriend, I’m not your wife
… I’m your slave. Don’t ask me to do these things … tell
me to do them, I’ll obey. You know that if you order it I’ll
happily go off to be whipped, fucked, sodomised, be treated like an
animal, and all because you, my Master, ordered it.

‘You choose my
food, my clothing, and it should be up to you, not me, to choose
the things that happen to me when you loan me out to others. I’m
your slave … command me. Part of the thrill for me is that
my life is not my own, you control me completely. I never know what
the next week might hold until my Master decides it for me. You
know me … to control me is to love me. So love me more.’

I adore
this woman, she’s everything I could ever ask for in a slave …
well, in a woman come to that. ‘Very well, K, it will be as you
say. Go and bring us both a coffee and I’ll plan out your year
ahead. Some of them will take place in the open air so have to be
done in the summer.’

She stands up
and gives me the little curtsy that she picked up from watching
Downton Abbey, the ‘bob’ I call it, and heads off to the
kitchen.

 


~~~

 


After much
thought and checking dates I have chosen a ‘Fox Hunt’ for K’s next
adventure.

‘Fox Hunt?’
asks K. ‘I thought they were illegal nowadays.’

‘Not the way
The Society does them. We don’t chase foxes, we chase slaves. It
should more accurately be called a “Fucks Hunt” because that’s what
we do when we catch them. Some call it “Hunt the Cunt”.’

K smiles,
‘Sounds interesting. Tell me more.’

‘You know that
woodland that I took you to once and stripped you off, then let
Todd and Alan have their way with you, while I filmed it?’

‘Yes, it
wasn’t nice. If you’d have told me that it was a set up instead of
appearing to just hand me over to a couple of forest hands that
were wandering past, then I could have enjoyed it more.’

‘Yes, well
you’re my slave, I’m allowed to do things like that to you.’

‘S’pose,’ she
agreed, grudgingly. ‘Anyway, you promised no more games, you’d
always tell me what I was getting into.’

‘Which is what
I’m trying to do, now shut up and listen. You only saw a small part
of that forest. It actually stretches much further and deeper, in
the middle there is a Lodge which is a hotel and scattered through
the woods are cabins for people to rent for holidays.

‘It closes
down after Christmas for maintenance and opens up again sometime in
the spring. Before it does, The Society often arranges a Fox Hunt
there. Everyone who wants to join in turns up and brings their
slave along and they are set loose, naked except for a collar and
running shoes, and then the owners hunt them.’

‘How hunt
them?’ she asked.

‘All the
“foxes” are given a shoulder bag with a bottle of water, some
energy bars, and a first-aid kit. On the collar they wear is a
tracker, which is also an emergency beacon. If you get injured then
you press the alarm and the staff come and find you.’

‘That’s
cheating if you make them wear a tracker.’

‘Only the
people running the hunt can track you. Mind you it’s also how the
hunters catch you. We’re on quad bikes and it would be dangerous to
run you down and grab you, so what they do is if they get within a
dozen feet of you, they press a remote and the tracker bleeps, like
the one you wear around the house, and you have to stop. Then they
approach and physically take hold of you.’

‘What happens
to the foxes once they’re caught?’

‘The hunter
gets to fuck them or they have to give him a blow-job. Then they
release the fox so someone else can hunt and catch them, but not
before putting a stamp on them, like those you get on your hand
when you go into a night club. The hunters each have their own
stamp. At the end of the hunt each slave is examined and the stamps
and who put them on the fox are counted up. The hunter who has
stamped the most foxes, wins.’

‘What happens
then?’

‘We all go
back to the Lodge and we Masters have a big feast that evening, the
foxes wait on us while we dine. Some of them are whipped in front
of us as after-dinner entertainment. All the Masters get to choose
a fox to take to bed that night, if they wish. Gives them a chance
to have any foxes that takes their fancy but they weren’t able to
catch on the hunt. Any that aren’t chosen are handed over to the
staff who were running the hunt. Then we Masters get to stay in the
Lodge overnight, pick up our slaves next morning and leave.’

‘And you’re
going to take me on this Fox Hunt?

‘I’ll take you
but it’s bad show to catch your own fox, so I’ll be chasing other
foxes and you won’t see me until the hunt is over. You understand
you’ll be chased naked through the woods, possibly whipped, and
fucked by strangers. You said I should choose what happens to you …
I choose this.’

K smiles at
me. ‘As you wish, Daddy, I am yours to command.’




 





FOX HUNT

 


 


We turn up at
the Lodge and park the Land Rover in the overflow car park. I turn
around to K and ask, ‘Are you ready?’ I made her ride in the back
as befits a slave.

‘Yes,
Master.’

‘Master? Not
Daddy?’

‘Not today,
that’s for home where we are lovers. Today I am just lowly fuck
meat for the Masters, of which you are one. I should remember my
place and show respect.’

‘Very good.’ K
has a lovely turn of phrase at times when she is describing herself
or our situation. And when she says these things … I feel she
actually believes them in the moment.

I get out of
the Rover and open the back door so she can climb down. We walk up
from the car park to the Lodge. The large open area in front of the
building is full of people milling around, Masters and Mistresses.
The naked slaves who are to be today’s foxes have been penned up in
a corral, awaiting the hunt. I send K to the toilet (I made sure
she had a full breakfast as it’s going to be a long day for her)
and when she returns I take her over to the registration table.

‘Roger
Gilchrist and slave K.’

The steward
ticks our names off his list. ‘You’ve briefed your slave about what
will happen today?’

‘The general
gist of it. You’ll give her a full briefing of course?’

‘Naturally.
Okay strip her.’

I motion to K
and she removes her dress. It’s a light summer frock and naturally
she is wearing nothing underneath it. She stands there naked except
for her running shoes. I told her to leave her rubber collar with
the tags on, at home. Another steward fits her with a thick leather
collar with a number on a tag. Also an electronic device hangs from
it.

Of course once
she’s naked people start to notice her brand and a few wander over
to check it out. She draws quite a crowd as they gather round her.
Some rub their hands over her brand (they don’t ask my permission
as she has been handed over to the group now, and her treatment is
out of my hands). As well as feeling her brand several of them run
their hands over her body generally, squeezing her tits and rubbing
her flat abdomen and on, down to her pussy.

K just stands
there patiently, arms by her side, eyes downcast, and I recognise
that she has gone into her ‘docile cow’ mode, where she will just
accept any treatment and suffer any punishment at the hands of the
Masters, because today she is just a fuck toy, there for their
pleasure.

I say
‘Masters’ check her out, but I use that term generically, as a few
of those interested in K are Mistresses. I’ve noticed that lesbian
Mistresses often arrange for their slaves to be fucked by men.
Whether it is some kind of treat for them or a punishment even,
I’ve never figured out. So they enter their girls in the Fox Hunt
but whether it’s for sport or for torment, who knows?

A few people
give me their cards and ask if they might “borrow” K sometime in
the future. I tell them I’ll let them know as I have some plans for
K and they come first.

The steward
who collared K takes her by the arm and leads her away. Out of
curiosity I follow them. He takes her to a wooden pen where she is
corralled with the other naked slave girls. All the girls stand
alone, not talking, nervous about the upcoming hunt.

I look them
over to see if any take my fancy. There are one or two but on a
hunt like this you don’t get to choose, it’s whoever crosses your
path and you can catch. Fortunately all of them look suitable meat
for a fuck, so satisfied, I head into the Lodge to get a cup of
coffee.

I grab a cup
and have a chat with a few of the others that I know, I’ve seen a
lot of them before at Society functions but mostly it’s just a
nodding acquaintance. I get some admiring compliments about K.
They’ve seen her on The Society website and watched her movies and
recognised her today. As I told K, being her owner and trainer
gives me a tremendous amount of street-cred.

The group I’m
with even start having side bets about who can catch K and fuck
her. Of course I don’t join in. Why should I? I can fuck K any day,
any night. No, I’m after some of that fresh pussy that is corralled
up outside today for our use. (I know I’m loving and caring with K
when we are at home and I’m her Daddy … but when we are out on a
day like this, then I’m a beast and I play the hunt as vigorously
as anyone. That’s why we are in The Society.)

Finally, the
Master of the Hunt, Sir Gerald Hillerby calls us outside. He owns
the Lodge, the cabins and the ten acres of woodland that they stand
on. When we are gathered he gives a wave and the foxes are herded
into the open space in front of the Lodge. I noticed that they all
are wearing one of those haversacks that fit over one shoulder. It
contains all the things the fox might need while they’re being
hunted, water, some energy bars and so on. They’ve done the decent
thing and given them all green coloured ones. It would be a bit of
a cheat if they gave them bright colours like red or blue.

‘Ladies and
Gentlemen, thank you all for attending today’s hunt. You are all
welcome,’ begins Sir Gerald. ‘My men have briefed the foxes on what
to do when they are released, when they are caught and what to do
if they get into trouble. To that end we will have a short
demonstration of how the bleeper works.’ He held up one of the
remotes that all the Masters have been issued with and presses the
button. Immediately the beepers on all the fox’s collars bleep.

‘When you
foxes hear that it means you must stand still and let yourselves be
captured. What happens to you then is up to your captor. He will
then stamp you with one of these rubber stamps and at the end of
the hunt we will count up the stamps and see who made the most
catches and which girls were caught the most.

‘Likewise, if
any fox gets into trouble, pressing the same bleeper will activate
the Emergency Beacon and the stewards will come and rescue you. The
stewards will be driving Land Rovers and the hunters will be on
quad bikes, so you don’t have to hide from any Land Rovers you
see.

‘Finally, when
the hunt is over, the stewards will drive round the estate sounding
off these air-horns,’ he gestured and one of the stewards let off
an ear-splitting blast on an air-horn. ‘Either make your way back
here or surrender yourself to the stewards and you will be brought
back. Any questions.’

‘Can we keep
the girls we catch?’ shouted some wag in the crowd.

‘Sadly no,
this is a “catch and release” hunt, but I see no reason why you
can’t make a private deal with the owner, later.’

K has worked
her way to the front of the crowd of foxes, there are about twenty
in total, and she catches my eye. Slowly I shake my head and she
nods back to say she understands. I cannot help her, whatever
happens to her between now and tomorrow morning when we leave, is
out of my hands. Today she is on her own.

 


~~~

 


Sir Gerald
gives the command and the foxes are released into the wild. All the
girls look fit but I doubt if they do the amount of training that I
make K do, so when the start whistle is blown she tears off, into
the woods and soon disappears out of sight.

To give them
time to disperse, brandies are handed out to all the hunters. After
the traditional toast, “Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em”, we are led to our
vehicles. Each hunter has motorbike or quad bike allocated to him.
There is a saddle bag on each vehicle containing a bleeper, first
aid kit, water bottle and a hand-held radio. We don’t need any food
as unlike the foxes we are free to come back to the Lodge any time
we like.

I told K that
the tracking device she would wear would only be visible to the
hunt organisers, that much is true, but let’s face it, if the girls
hid too well or were too fast for us, it would be a pretty boring
hunt. So, if we cannot find the girls or a lot of them are
clustering in a certain area, the organisers will radio us and let
us know which direction we should be heading. It’s not really
cheating on our part as the purpose of the hunt is to “catch ‘em
and fuck ‘em” and it’s not much fun if we DON’T find any of them.
So the Master of the Hunt does allow us to be gently ‘nudged’ in
the right direction.

Before I start
my quad bike I look around at the other hunters. A few of the
Masters that are here today are in their 60’s and 70’s and it
appears they are not joining the hunt, so they have just brought
their slaves along for the exercise. No matter, they will be able
to choose a fox to bed tonight, after the evening meal.

We set off. We
fan out in different directions as we saw the foxes do, but we stay
in radio contact as we pass on sightings or a fleeting glimpse of a
fox. They have the advantage as they can climb over a fallen tree
for example, whereas we have to go round. It kinda even’s things up
a little.

After about an
hour or so I still haven’t caught anyone, although listening to the
radio others are more successful, but I don’t mind, I’m enjoying
just bombing through the woods on the quad bike. It’s great fun and
I should do it more often, I decide.

Suddenly I
hear a call on the radio, ‘Spotted a ginger fox heading towards the
stream. Anyone in that area?’

‘Roger that,
I’m on it,’ I respond and gun the throttle. As I approach the
stream I get a flash of ginger hair and pale white skin between the
trees. (A ginger running naked on a sunny day like this! I’m glad I
made K smother herself with suntan lotion before we left home.)

I can’t go
into the trees with the bike but I head down the track towards the
stream. I get there just as she fords the stream to the other side.
She thinks she’s being clever as I can’t follow her on the bike,
but she’s forgetting the range of the bleeper and I press my remote
button, causing her bleeper to go off.

She stops dead
and I call her back to my side of the stream. I don’t waste time,
‘On your knees,’ I tell her.

‘Yes, Master,’
and she obediently drops to her knees as I unzip my cock and offer
it to her. She takes it in her mouth and quickly gets me hard.
After enjoying the pleasant sensation of her warm mouth on my
manhood for a time, I pull out and tell her to get on all fours,
and then I part her ginger pussy hairs and take her from
behind.

This is a
hunt, today she is just an animal for me to hunt, so there is no
need to be nice to her or bother with foreplay, once I’ve got her
wet, I just fuck her. Basically we are just using the foxes bodies
to wank ourselves off. As she will probably get caught and fucked
again, I do the decent thing and finish in her mouth so whoever
catches her next doesn’t have to have ‘sloppy seconds’.

Once I’ve
finished with her I take out the stamp and ink pad and put my stamp
on her breast. Mine happens to be an arrow so I put it on her boob
so it is pointing at her nipple, which amuses us both. I pat her on
the behind and say, ‘Thank you for that, now on your way.’ She
makes it about six feet before her bleeper goes off again. We look
round and one of the other hunters has arrived and has now ‘caught
her’ as well.

‘Hi there, you
finished with her?’ he asks.

‘Be my guest,
we’re all done here,’ I offer her to him with a wave of my hand.
‘Unlucky,’ I tell her and leave them to it. No doubt this will
happen a few times today. In fact later in the day I happen to see
three hunters lined up with one fox as they all wait their turn to
have her. I don’t like queuing for anything so I move on.

I head back to
the Lodge for some lunch and then go hunting again. I don’t make a
big thing about it, just cruise around the woods, listening to the
calls on the radio. I follow them and manage to bag myself another
couple of foxes during the afternoon. They’ve already got several
stamps on them and honestly I think they’re getting a bit tired and
can’t be bothered to run anymore. But I take ‘em anyway as a fuck
is a fuck.

I wonder how K
is doing. If I know her she is standing on a rock, waving a red
flag, shouting, ‘Yoohoo, boys, I’m over here.’ Slut.

Anyway, I’m
balls deep in my latest capture when the air-horn goes to signal
the end of the hunt, so I do the decent thing and offer the girl a
lift back to the Lodge once I’ve finished with her (and stamped
her). I’m good like that.

 


~~~

 


I drop the
slave off and she is taken away to where they are being accounted
for and the number of stamps and the hunter who stamped them is
recorded. I return the quad bike to the garage and return to the
Lodge.

Tables have
been set out with food and drink on them and we sit and chat while
we wait for the rest of the hunters and foxes to return and be
accounted for. As each fox returns or is brought back, the stamps
on her are tallied up and then she is taken to the pen.

Finally, to my
relief, K returns, walking defiantly up the path to the Lodge by
herself. I go to her and make sure she is okay. She had a good day
apparently. I count four stamps on her, so yeah, I guess she did by
her standards.

At last when
all the foxes have returned and are accounted for, and all the
tallying up of stamps is done, the Master of the Hunt makes an
announcement.

‘Ladies and
Gentlemen, today’s hunt has been another success and I think you
all for your participation. Now then, the results are in of the
tally and it transpires that Master Williams is the winner with
seven, yes seven stamps on foxes. Congratulations Master Williams.’
Everyone applauds. Seven! The man must eat Viagra for
breakfast.

‘He will of
course have the pick of the foxes tonight for his bed companion,’
continues Sir Gerald. ‘Now then, while you eat I thought we’d lay
on some entertainment for you. Bring them out, steward.’ On his
instruction four of the foxes are brought before us, chained
together by their collars and handcuffed. ‘The aim of today was to
provide sport for the Masters by catching and fucking slaves. These
slaves have only three or less stamps on them when they were
brought in. Whether they were too fast or hid too well the point is
that they cheated the Masters of their sport.

‘So, for your
entertainment and with their owner’s approval, they shall be
whipped as punishment. Does anyone object?’

A thought
occurs to me. ‘Wait a moment, I want K to be included in that.’

Sir Gerald
checks his list. ‘But she has four stamps, which means she serviced
four Masters. Those being punished have three or less.’

‘Nevertheless,
she’s my slave and I’d like her included,’ I insist.

‘As you wish,
Master Gilchrist. Steward, bring the slave named K out here.’

They bring K
out from the corral and handcuff her, then bring her to stand
before Sir Gerald. ‘Although you passed the minimum threshold of
stamps, your Master has requested that you be punished along with
these slaves. So be it. Tie her down with the others.’

K shoots me a
glance but I can tell from her expression that she is not angry
with me, probably quite the opposite in fact. The girl loves a
good whipping.

The long
tables have been placed in a ‘U’ shape and covered with table
cloths and food, but one table has been placed opposite the open
part of the ‘U’, a short distance away and not covered. I now see
why.

The girls are
bent over the table and restrained with their hands outstretched
and tied to the opposite side, their bare arses facing us. Then as
we wine and dine, one of the stewards walks slowly up and down the
length of the table, dispensing punishment to the helpless slaves
as we watch, each one getting a few strokes of the whip, before
moving onto the next. He hits them on their backs, arses and legs
until they are well striped all down their rear side.

I take great
pride in the fact that K is the last one to cry out in pain. The
girl can take a whipping, that much is true. By this time the other
girls are sobbing and asking for mercy, so Sir Gerald gives the
order and they are released and taken away.

‘What happens
to them now?’ I ask him.

‘They will be
taken away and fed, then scrubbed down and then handed to the
stewards to use. The next time we see them will be at tonight’s
meal when they will wait on us. And of course, as you are aware
that’s when you get to choose one of them to take to bed tonight.
After Master Williams and I have chosen our respective consorts, of
course.’

‘Of course,’ I
agree.

 


~~~

 


We assemble in
the dining room for our evening meal. Fortunately it’s not formal
so we don’t have to dress. We’re out in the country and have been
in the forest all day, so we can wear outdoorsy style clothes.

The slaves are
brought in and paraded in front of us. They still wear the collars
they’ve had on all day as it is a mark of submission, and each
slave that feels that leather strap around their neck knows
they are the property of their superiors and their body is no
longer their own. Or so I’ve been told.

They are
mostly naked except for a small, black pinafore, edged in white
lace, covering their pussy. After all, as they are to wait on us,
no one wants pubic hair in their soup. Each girl is made to step
forward and slowly do a pirouette, so the Masters can get a good
look at them before making a choice. I look at K and the whip marks
are still fresh and red on her body, as they are on all the girls
who were punished that day.

Sir Gerald and
Master Williams get first pick of the girls and I’m glad to say
that neither of them pick K.

The idea is
that we choose a girl now and they serve only us, for the rest of
the evening and then we take them to bed. I’m not allowed to choose
K as she is my slave, so I urge one of the men who were taking bets
on being the first to fuck K (none of them did by the way) to
choose her. That way at least I know they will be appreciative and
probably treat her kindly.

I myself
choose an attractive blonde, with large breasts. (What is it with
me and blondes?) Once we’ve chosen we take our seat at the table
and the girl we have selected stands behind our chair. When
everyone has been seated, our personal slave will then serve us
food, top up our wine glasses then wait patiently behind our
chairs.

As we dine and
chat, I surreptitiously watch K as she serves her temporary Master.
God I love that woman, but I also love to watch her in the hands of
another, almost as much as she loves being at the mercy of another
man.

It doesn’t
stop me enjoying the blonde though. After the main course I order
some ice-cream and I leave it to melt while I smoke a cigar. When
it is liquid enough, I get my slave to sit on my lap and I pour the
melted ice-cream on her fabulous tits and lick it off as it runs
down and drips off her nipple.

As the evening
drags on and the drink flows, the people around me are getting
lewder and less well behaved. Although the Master of the Hunt has
already cautioned us against actually fucking at the dinner table,
as we have rooms, the occasional slave disappears under the table
and is obviously servicing her chosen Master orally. I myself am
fingering the pussy of my blonde when she whispers in my ear, ‘I
have been fucked many times today, but nobody took my arse, and I
missed that. Also I was hoping to be one of the ones that got
whipped but they chose others. Does Master Roger have a belt in his
room? We could put that to good use, if you’d like.’

‘Master Roger
would like that very much … let’s go.’ I stand up and taking her by
the hand lead her off to my room. As it happens, as I pass, K’s
head pops up and she is wiping her mouth so she probably got a
mouthful from the man she is serving tonight. She looks at me and I
give a little wave which she replies to with a wink.

I take the
blonde (I can’t remember her name) back to my room and much to her
pleasure, use the belt liberally on her. Then I take her arse
several times and finish off by giving her a ‘pearly necklace’ as
it is called. Being a big-breasted girl, I squirt baby oil between
her boobs and then she squeezes them together while I fuck her
slippy cleavage, ending up by shooting my load onto her neck. The
milky spunk has been likened to looking like pearls, hence ‘pearly
necklace’.

 


~~~

 


Next morning we
are woken by the stewards collecting all the slaves and taking them
back to their rightful owners. They take Blondie(?) away and
sometime later return K to me. When the stewards have left, K drops
to her knees and grabs me around my legs.

‘I love you,
Master. This has been great, thank you for this. That scary feeling
of being chased through the woods and caught … incredible. Do you
think you could get Todd and Alan to do it again to me? Did you
have a good time? Did that blonde girl see to your needs? Did you
miss me?’

‘Yes to all
your questions and you are welcome. As for Todd and Alan, we’ll
see. Maybe it could be one of the films you do for them. Now get up
and put your dress on. I’ll get us some breakfast and then we’ll
leave for home.’

As we eat our
breakfast I ask her, ‘So what was the bit that you enjoyed the
most?’

Without
hesitation she looks as me and says, ‘The fact that I had no say in
it the matter at all. You chose it for me, brought me here for it,
you had me whipped and then gave me away to another man. I was
simply your puppet, your fuck toy, completely under your control. I
love that … I want more.’

‘Okay, I’ll
see what I can do.’




 





A KICK IN THE
BALL

 


 


K and I are
attending one of The Society’s functions, a Black Tie ball in
London. It’s a very fancy do and even the slaves have to dress up
if they accompany their Masters. K is looking gorgeous as usual and
is dressed in my favourite ‘public’ outfit, a long black dress with
a thigh-high split, very low cut to show off her cleavage to fine
advantage. No bra of course and only a pair of wispy, lace panties.
And last of all, my collar around her throat. Chloe can’t be with
us as she has to work late. Her and Ben Foley are doing a software
update to the eBook servers at my publishing company and it needs
to be done out of hours.

We cruise
around the place, catching up with old friends. The Contessa is
there as is the rest of the council, and her bodyguard Bruce is in
charge of security for the event. K’s eyes light up when she sees
him, Bruce is a big man with a dick to match and K does love to get
her mouth around it. Also he’s a bit sweet on her, so maybe I’ll
let them get together tonight, providing I can find someone for me
to ravish.

We eat and we
dance and we drink and I have chats with old friends while K stands
patiently at my side, as befits a slave in the company of Masters.
(Don’t worry, she loves being publicly displayed as a slave. She’d
have me lead her around naked on a leash if it were allowed, but
it’s not that sort of do.)

There’s this
annoying man, Dobson I think his name is, and he has recognised K
from her movies and the website with all her pictures on. He’s had
a few too many drinks and he’s approached her a couple of times but
his female companion pulls him away each time.

I’m chatting
to an old school buddy of mine, when I notice out of the corner of
my eye that Dobson is bothering K again, as she is standing some
distance away from me. I excuse myself and approach them in time to
hear Dobson say, ‘… but I’d like to hire you for the weekend. I’ve
seen your movies and I’d like to do some of those things you seem
to like, to you. My girlfriend here can watch us. I have my own
dungeon, you take a good whipping don’t you?’

K is
embarrassed and trying to back away from him. ‘I’m not a
prostitute, you can’t hire me. You’ll have to speak to my
Master.’

I get there
and take Dobson by the arm. ‘Why don’t you find yourself some black
coffee and try to sober up?’

He pulled his
arm away, ‘I’m just trying to arrange a date with your slutty
friend here. You do lend her out to people, don’t you … I’ve seen
it on the website.’

‘I share her
with a few close friends, she’s not a hooker. Now push off before I
make you regret it. Come on K, let’s go find somewhere we don’t
have to deal with idiots.’ I take K’s arm and turn away … and
that’s when he hit me!

I admit it, I
didn’t think he was the punchy type, especially not at a do like
this, and as I was turning away I was off balance, so when he
‘sucker punched’ me in the face, it took me by completely by
surprise and I went down. It’d have been different if I’d been
facing him.

I felt my lip
and my hand came away with blood on it. Right that does it! As I
said, he caught me by surprise but I had been taught how to fight
in the army and I was going to get up and show him how well I had
learnt it – when out of nowhere this fist came flying out and
punched him in the throat. As he clutched his throat, a long,
elegant leg shot out and kicked him in the chest. He staggered back
then went down like a sack of potatoes, knocking a table over on
the way down.

K stood over
him and said, ‘If you touch my Master again, I WILL FUCKING KILL
YOU!’

Obviously all
that money I spent on her Krav Maga training wasn’t wasted.
Everyone around us froze, and my guess would be that a couple of
the men got hard, maybe a couple of women got wet and at least one
person fell in love with her.

Before K could
inflict any further damage on her victim, Bruce stepped out of the
crowd. He didn’t waste time asking what was going on, he simply
grabbed K by her biceps, picked her up bodily and turning around
placed her down again, next to me. She produced a hanky from
somewhere and tended to my wound. It was only a split lip so there
wasn’t much blood.

As she helped
me to my feet, the Contessa and Lord Glenreith arrived at the
scene. ‘What’s going on here?’ asked the Contessa.

Dobson who was
on his feet again, rubbing his chest said, ‘This bitch attacked me.
She’s a slave and she hit a Master! I want the bitch punished!’

Then Glenreith
butted in and told him, ‘Now, now, take it easy. No one’s getting
punished until we have all the facts. All of you follow me and
we’ll go into a back room and sort this out. Bruce, bring them
along, would you?’

Bruce ushered
us out of the main hall and we followed Glenreith to a side room. K
and I take a seat on a sofa and Dobson and his companion took seats
across the room.

‘As President
of this Society, it falls to me and the council to investigate this
trouble,’ Lord Glenreith tells us. ‘I’ve summoned the other council
members that are here tonight to discuss this fracas.’

K fusses
around me while we wait for the council members to arrive, all the
time shooting evil looks at Dobson. When a quorum of members were
present, Glenreith turned to Dobson and asked for his version of
events.

The shock of
being taken down by a woman seemed to have sobered him up somewhat.
‘I was just talking to Gilchrist’s slave, trying to arrange a
meeting with her, when he came over and pulled her away from me. I
pushed him and next thing I know she kicked me in the chest. She
kicked me! A slave striking a Master. Unforgiveable. I demand
that she be whipped, now, in front of the crowd and that he be
banned from The Society.’

‘So how did he
get the split lip if you only pushed him?’ asked the Contessa.

‘He must have
got that when he fell over, drunk if you ask me.’

‘No, no,’
protested K. ‘I’ll take the whipping but don’t ban him …
it’s all my fault, not my Master’s.’ She turned to me, ‘I’m so
sorry I got you into this, Master, but when he hit you I just saw
red.’

‘Easy K,
you’re not getting whipped and if they insist on it, I’ll leave the
Society of my own free will.’

K just stared
at me, shocked that I would do that for her, give up all my Society
contacts and connections. ‘You’d do that for me?’

I take hold of
the gold tag on her collar. When one of us holds that when we swear
an oath, we both know it’s genuine. ‘Of course. Together to the
death remember?’

‘Settle down
everybody,’ said Glenreith. ‘Now then, Gilchrist, give us your
version of what happened.’

‘This fool was
drunk and bothering my slave, so rather than cause a scene I made
to take her away from him when he sucker punched me. I went down
and that’s when K stepped in to protect me.’

‘So you do
admit that she attacked him?’

‘Only in my
defense.’

‘I see that
but nevertheless, it’s still a serious offence, a slave attacking a
Master. We have rules that must be adhered to otherwise it all
falls apart … yes, what is it?’ He looked over at the door where
someone had just made an entrance.

We all looked
and then rose to our feet, it was His Grace the Duke of XXXXX. (Out
of respect I won’t use his title.) Lord Glenreith might be
President of The Society but as far as British aristocracy goes,
the duke outranked him by a mile. He was actual royalty.

‘Sorry I’m
late,’ said the duke. ‘Wasn’t sure which meeting room you were in.
What have I missed?’ He’s a good looking chap in his mid-50’s, I
would judge.

‘Well, your
grace, Gilchrist has admitted that his slave did indeed attack a
Master, Dobson here, and I was just about to render judgement.’

‘Well of
course she attacked him, I saw it all myself,’ the duke agreed.

K’s head sank
down and I took her hand to console her.

‘But that’s
what she’s supposed to do,’ he continued. ‘A slave is
supposed to protect their Master, even against another Master.
Think of the knights of old, at Agincourt and Crecy when their
squire would stand over their fallen knights with a sword, to
protect them … or a batman in a war, taking up a gun to protect his
officer. It’s their duty I tell you, a longstanding tradition. And
what’s more it was a fair strike, I saw the whole thing, whereas
this fella here,’ he indicated Dobson, ‘waited until Gilchrist
wasn’t looking and hit him with a sucker punch. Most ungentlemanly,
if you ask me he’s the one that should be punished.’

Glenreith
looked around the room, ‘Well if everyone has said their piece,
I’ll pass judgement. It is the finding of the council that no
action be taken against Gilchrist’s slave as she was only defending
her Master. Dobson however will receive a six month ban for
ungentlemanly conduct. All in agreement say “Aye”.’

All the
council members said Aye and the motion was passed.

‘Bruce, would
you see Mr. Dobson and his companion off the premises, please?’
asked the Contessa.

Dobson started
to mouth off until Bruce stood next to him and glared down at him.
‘It’ll be a pleasure, ma’am,’ replied Bruce. For Dobson’s sake I
hope he doesn’t give Bruce any trouble on the way out, as he
wouldn’t take kindly to someone who tried to get his favourite girl
into trouble.

‘Well, if
that’s all I’ll head back to the dance, can’t keep my companion
waiting,’ said the duke.

As he headed
for the door K whispered, ‘Quick, give me one of your
cards.’ I fished out one of my cards that only has my private
phone number on, she took it and raced after the duke, while I
followed.

‘Your grace,
my Master would like to thank you for speaking up for me. If
there’s anything either of us can ever do for you, and I mean
anything, please don’t hesitate to call. Here’s his
card.’

The duke
looked at her and blushed then he couldn’t meet her eyes after
that. ‘I must say it was rather splendid the way you roughed that
chap up. Had a lot of experience handling men like that, have you?
Do that sort of thing often?’

K slowly ran
her finger up and down her cleavage, his eyes followed ever move.
‘Sometimes, but only those who are naughty enough to deserve it. I
can’t help but wonder … do you deserve it? I can be a strict
teacher when necessary, or perhaps … a nanny?’

‘Why would you
say that? Err … do you, err, do you have a nanny’s outfit by any
chance?’

‘I have a
Downton Abbey style maid’s outfit, that’s just as good, isn’t
it?’

‘I’m sure it
would suffice. Perhaps I should give you my number, that way you
can call when it’s convenient for you.’ He fumbled through
his pockets, trying to find his card.

K clicked her
fingers impatiently, ‘Come on, come on, hurry up.’

‘I’m sorry,
here it is,’ he surrendered it, still unable to look her in the
eye. ‘Will that be all?’

‘Yes,’ replied
K. ‘Now run along … you naughty boy. Or nanny will spank
you.’

‘Yes, miss,
I’ll … I’ll go now.’ He turned and left.

I watched him
leave the room. I would put money on the fact that he would have
been one of the men who got hard when K did her stuff. After he’d
left the room, I turned to K and asked, ‘What the fuck was all
that nanny stuff about?’ I wasn’t angry with her just
astonished at the way she handled him.

‘You know the
way you can read people? Well sometimes I just get a vibe off
people about what they are really into. Did you see the way
he couldn’t meet my eyes and kept looking down at my shoes? I knew
he saw me as a Dom when he asked if I’d “had experience handling
men like that”. The nanny bit was just a wild guess but that’s the
way the aristocracy work isn’t it? Farm their kids out to nannies
and boarding schools. I just took a punt and it hit home. Am I a
clever girl or what?’

‘You are you
certainly are. What now, what happens when he calls?’

‘I’ll have
some fun with him. You needn’t worry about me, I’ll be the one in
charge. You will let me fuck a duke, won’t you, Master?’

‘Don’t think I
could actually stop you. Anyway, after tonight, the way you stormed
in to rescue me, I think you deserve a reward. Go find Bruce and
arrange to spend the night with him. Ask him to bring you back to
our hotel room tomorrow, when he’s finished with you.’




 





THE DUKE

 


 


I’m sitting at
my desk in the study working from home. (I really should show my
face at the office but the truth is I have a competent manager to
run the company, so I take advantage of that fact and avoid the
commute into the office when I can.)

Suddenly the
phone rings which is odd, as it is my private line and not many
people have that number. Curious, I answer it.

‘Hello, is
that Mr. Gilchrist, Mr. Roger Gilchrist?’

‘Yes, who’s
this?’

My name is
Victoria Rose, I’m head of security for the Duke of XXXXX, I
believe you know him.’

‘I’m
acquainted with him yes, but I wouldn’t say I know him. I take it
that as you didn’t introduce yourself with a rank, you’re not Royal
Protection Squad. Society security perhaps?’

‘That’s
correct, Mr. Gilchrist, very astute of you. Yes the duke prefers to
have his security team drawn from The Society’s security people. We
are more understanding of the duke’s … private interests,
shall we say.’

‘ Yes, I’m
sure you are. How can I help you Ms. Rose?’

‘The duke
warned us that you might be visiting soon, so I’m just checking you
out, so to speak. As a longstanding Society member you are of
course already well vetted and Bruce and the Contessa speak highly
of you. I took the liberty of checking with them. Your associate
‘K’ is also well known and deemed not to be a security risk, I
assume you’ll be accompanying her?’

‘Yes, well for
the first time at least. I don’t send her into situations unless I
know the layout. After that, I may let her visit people by herself
once she is comfortable with the setup.’

‘Very wise,
Mr. Gilchrist. I’ll see that we have visitor’s passes made for both
of you then.’

‘And when
might we be needing those passes?’

‘Well that’s
up to Miss K and the duke. Give me time to let him know she has the
“all clear” then if she were to ring him, say tomorrow evening when
I know he’ll be at home, they can set it up between them. Once they
agree a date, a car will be sent for you to bring you here. Of
course your utmost discretion will be expected, but as a Society
member you are already well-versed in secrecy.’

‘Not only
that, but I was in the Intelligence Corps in the army so
“discretion” is my middle name.’

‘Really, I
thought it was James,’ she laughs. ‘I’ll be there to greet you when
you arrive just to go over the drills with you. I look forward to
meeting you … Captain.’

‘And you … Ms.
Rose.’ I hang up when the line goes dead. That “Captain” remark was
meant to show me she had actually read my dossier and not just
taken everyone’s word about me and K. I assume that The Society
security people have dossiers on EVERY Society member. After all,
I’m just a minor player, a small fish, compared to some of the
billionaires and ‘movers and shakers’ that belong to it, so if they
have one on me then they’ll certainly have ones on the ‘big guys’
in the club.

She sounded
like an interesting woman, our Ms. Rose. I look forward to meeting
her. She’s probably got a crewcut and wears Doctor Martin boots
though.

 


~~~

 


I check K over
before we get picked up, she’s wearing her Downton Abbey maid’s
outfit on, covered by her overcoat. I give her a friendly warning.
‘These Society security people are shit hot at their job, so
don’t give them any cause for concern. They’ll take you down as
soon as look at you. Also remember the phrase, “The walls have
ears”, you never know who’s listening. Don’t say anything to me
about what you see, what you and the duke get up to, how you’re
feeling … nothing, until we are safe, back in this house again.

K looks at me
with a mock serious expression, ‘Gotcha Boss, only open my mouth to
put a cock in it. Right.’

‘I just mean
that if you say the wrong thing, disparage the duke or anything
like that, they’ll know and you won’t get invited back.’

‘Oh, right,
understood.’

We see the
lights of the car pull up and we go out to meet it.

It takes us to
his stately home. To K’s disappointment it’s not a castle, just one
of those large country houses with a gazillion rooms and even has
its own ball room. Once in the foyer we are taken into a side room,
which is the security office. They take mug shots of us and then
seal them inside a plastic card, which they clip to our
clothing.

‘Right,’ says
the guy who’s been dealing with our cards, ‘I’ll take you to meet
the boss. She’ll take you to the duke and stay with you for the
evening.’ He leads us out into the main foyer again and finds she
is already there, waiting for us.

Like I said, I
was expecting her to be dressed the same as the rest of the detail,
in a suit, with army style, soft-soled boots, and a military
haircut, sort of like K D Lang. To my pleasant surprise, instead
there is this gorgeous blonde standing there.

She does have
short hair, cut in the style of a man but it’s longer than mine so
I forgive her. And contrary to my expectations, she is not wearing
a man’s suit but rather a low-cut, red leather top that zips from
her cleavage to her waist, with long sleeves. Below that she has on
a matching red leather skirt that also zips all the way down the
front. Under which she has on black nylons and red shoes. It’s a
tight outfit but she fills it nicely. Like the men though, she has
a wire leading to an earpiece.

‘Good
evening,’ she says holding out her hand to me. ‘I’m Victoria Rose,
we spoke on the phone. A pleasure to meet you.’


‘Likewise.’

I shake her
hand then watch her and K shake hands as they size each other up.
Attractive women do that all the time, I’ve noticed. Check each
other out … ‘Is she prettier than me?’ … ‘Am I sexier?’ and so on.
Due to the nature of her job (and the way she fills that tight
leather outfit) I reckon that she would be quite formidable in a
fight and my imagination can’t help but conjure a vision of her and
K, wrestling each other … naked … covered in oil … Okay Roger, stop
that! You’re here for K’s benefit not yours.

‘If you’d like
to follow me.’ She leads us up the stairs to the first landing and
down several corridors into a small ante-chamber. There is a
writing desk in front of the window and then two wing-backed chairs
in front of the fire, with a small table between them. The table
has food on it and bottles and glasses.

‘You can take
your coats off here,’ says Ms. Rose. ‘The duke’s bedroom is through
that door, I’ll take you through in a moment.’

I take my coat
off and then help K off with hers. Ms. Rose looks K up and down and
then comments, ‘Oh yes, the duke will like that outfit. He likes to
be dominated by his inferiors, servants and the like. I’ve seen
some of your movies by the way, the lads watch them on night
shifts. They were quite excited when I told them you were coming
here tonight. They’re very good I thought, especially the fight
scenes. You’ve had actual fight training haven’t you? I can tell by
the way you move in the fights.’

‘Yes, Master
Roger had me train in Krav Maga.’

‘Perhaps we
could spar together some day.’

K looks at me
and then replies, ‘Of course, I think we’d both enjoy that, and I
know that Master Roger would love to watch.’ (She knows me so
well.)

How does
she do it? I think to myself. She even makes the women
around her wet!

Ms. Rose
points at the bedroom door. ‘If I may offer some advice, follow his
lead. When he says things like, “Oh, I suppose you expect to tie me
up and blindfold me now, do you?” or “If you think you can take a
whip to me, well think again,” and so on, that’s his way of telling
you to do those things to him.’

‘You seem to
know his habits well,’ replies K.

‘Well,
sometimes it’s me in there, wielding the whip.’

‘Oh, I see. Do
you let him have sex with you?’

‘Me? Never. I
let him masturbate while I watch but that’s all. Many of the women
who visit go the whole way though, so feel free to play it how you
want. There are no preconditions, he’s just grateful to get
whatever he’s given. Be nice to the old chap though and let him
come a couple of times.’

‘Okay, thanks
for the tip.’

‘Ready?’ Ms.
Rose asks. K takes a deep breath and with a look at me, says,
‘Ready.’ Ms. Rose knocks on the door and opens it when she hears a
call from inside. Taking K by the hand she leads her into the room
and announces, ‘Your visitor is here, your grace.’ Then she exits
the room, closing the door behind her.

Returning to
me she invites me to sit down but remains standing, resting her arm
on the back of the wing-backed chair, just looking at me. She pours
me a drink and hands it to me.

‘So Ms. Rose,
are you a member of The Society or just an employee?’

She holds up
her hand to silence me and then speaks into the microphone of the
earpiece, ‘This is Valkyrie to all stations … Starlight One is in
the nest, everyone can relax for a while. I’m stationed in the
ante-chamber with the visitors. I’m going off comms now for the
duration. I’ll call again when visitors are exiting, over.’ She
waits to hear acknowledgements and then takes the earpiece out and
turns off the radio clipped to her belt.

‘Starlight
One?’ I ask.

‘Now, now Mr.
Gilchrist, you’re ex-army, you know very well we should never say
real names over the air. So, Starlight One,’ she points a thumb at
the duke’s bedroom. ‘Starlight Two is the duchess, Starlight Three
and Four are the two sons.’

‘Speaking of
which, where is Starlight Two. She won’t interrupt them will
she?’

‘I’m not sure
where she is actually. Probably being seen to by one … or possibly
two … of my men.’

‘Seems like a
very broad minded family.’

‘To be honest,
although they appear a happy couple in public, they don’t love each
other, it’s just for appearances sake. They seem to have married
each other because it was expected of them. Once they’d had the
“heir and a spare” they stopped sleeping together, she doesn’t like
his predilections apparently. So they go their own way and just
attend premieres and state occasions together. The rest of the time
she has her lovers and he has his Dominatrices.’

‘So are you
his bit on the side, Ms. Rose?’

‘Call me
Victoria. No, I don’t belong to him … or anyone come to that. I’m
not a Society member just an employee like you asked. But sometimes
when I’m feeling mean or he asks me to, I “take him to task” shall
we say. It’s fun, I enjoy it and it ensures my continued employment
here, in these surroundings.’

‘So you’re a
Dom then?’

‘Actually, I
can swing both ways, it depends on my mood … or the man. Let me
pour you another drink, Roger. May I call you Roger?’

‘Certainly …
Victoria. You were saying about it depends on the man. I thought
you were taking an interest in K?’

‘Man, woman,
it’s the person that attracts me, I don’t care what sex they are. I
guess you could say that I’m a “bisexual switch” if you’re the sort
of person that gets hung up on labels. I often walk on the Sapphic
side of life … but once in a while I meet a man who captures my
interest. One who knows how to handle a woman. Someone like you
perhaps?’

‘Me? What do
you know about me?’

She points at
the bedroom door. ‘I’ve seen her films, and I know she is popular
as Kan-Kan and Brandy McPhee. Men ask her to appear in their films
… and I’ve even read the books you wrote about her as Avery
Pearson.’

‘We’re back to
her again, where do I fit into all this?’

‘Because
you’re the man who trained her! Like I said, sometimes I like
to be submissive but it takes a strong man to make me submit. I
look at what you’ve done with her and I can’t help thinking … what
would he do with me, if I gave him the chance? What would he and K
together do with me, if I offered myself to them?

‘Let me show
you.’ She tops up my drink and then lights a cigar for me and puts
it in my mouth. Standing before me she unzips her top and pulls it
back either side, exposing her naked breasts. She lets me get a
good look and then she kneels before me and unzipping my flies, she
takes out my semi-hard cock and rubs it.

‘Are you
always this forward?’ I ask, trying to sound cool while my heart is
racing at this unexpected turn of events.

‘Only because
I’m trying to convince you that I’m worthy of your time. After that
I’ll be as submissive, meek and obedient as you wish. I’ve asked
around about you, Roger, and I know that besides your house slaves,
you also invite certain other ladies to your house for “special
training”. I would like to be one of them.’ And with that she puts
my hard cock into her mouth and works on me, as I sit there like a
lord, drinking my drink and smoking my cigar. I’ll say this for
her, she knows how to make a man feel like a king.

When I finish
my drink I stub out my cigar in the ashtray and command, ‘Stop!’
She takes me out of her mouth, looking up at me for instruction.
‘Stand up,’ I tell her. She dutifully gets to her feet and I reach
forward and unzip her skirt so it falls at her feet. As expected
she has no knickers on, just self-supporting stockings.

I stand up and
turning her round, push her forward to the other chair and force
her to kneel before it, and lean forward onto her elbows. She
doesn’t speak a word or utter a sound, she has gone into submissive
mode. I nudge her knees apart and then enter her wet pussy. I
haven’t even touched her and her juices are flowing.

I pump away at
her, once again it’s one of those times when skill and expertise
are not needed. She needs to be ‘taken’ by a superior male who will
dominate her in the future and so she will accept just being
roughly fucked, to gain his approval.

I slow down as
I want her to come first, so I pull her torso up so her back is
laying against my chest. My hands freely roam across her body,
stroking, squeezing, teasing, and pinching. She gasps as I slide my
hand down to her pussy and rub her clit. She starts to moan softly
as I push my cock in and out of her, in time to the movement of my
hand.

She begins to
moan more loudly so I clamp my hand across her mouth to stifle her.
This is no time to be gentle with her. From now on she will be
treated roughly at my hands, as that is what she requested.

When I sense
that she is on the verge of coming, I bend her forward, pushing her
face into the cushion and grip her by her shoulders as I thrust
vigorously into her body. She manages to gasp, ‘Take me, Roger, oh
take me,’ a few times before her voice is smothered by the cushion
and she cries her orgasm into it. I keep pounding her until she has
squeezed every last drop of pleasure out of her orgasm, then I pull
out and stand up.

Victoria
slowly turns round to face me, although she is still on her knees.
I never got undressed, just unzipped, so I deliberately stand there
fully clothed while she kneels naked before me. I have been told
that this is one of the most vulnerable, helpless, submissive
positions to be in, one partner naked while the other is fully
clothed.

I grab her
chin and point her face up to meet my eyes. ‘That’s Master Roger to
you from now on … now finish me off.’

She nods,
wordlessly and takes my cock, still wet with her pussy juices, into
her mouth and sucks me until I come. I don’t hold her head as I
shoot my load, I want to see what she will do. Good girl, she keeps
on sucking until I have finished my cum dump down her throat and
she dutifully swallows it down without question. The final act of
submission. Then, on my instructions, she licks my cock clean.

I take out my
hanky and dry myself. Sitting down again, I tell her to get dressed
and pour me another drink. She brings it to me and holds it out. I
point to the floor and she understands. She kneels and then holds
it out, offering it to me. So this girl has had some training
then.

‘Did I pass
the audition?’ she ask nervously.

‘You’ll do,’ I
tell her. ‘You have my number. When you have some free time, give
me a call and we’ll arrange a night or a weekend, whatever suits
you. Now go sit back in your chair, they may finish anytime.’

‘Yes, Master
Roger.’

They do take a
while in the bedroom, so I tell Victoria to sit on my lap and open
her jacket and I play with those lovely breasts of hers while we
wait. I bring her off with my hand again as we wait and just as she
is tidying herself up afterwards the bedroom door opens and K comes
out.

‘All good?’ I
ask. ‘Want anything to eat?’ I indicate the table.

‘Yes,
everything’s fine,’ she replies. ‘I don’t want anything to eat,
thank you.’

Victoria plugs
her earpiece in again and calls up the security detail. ‘Bring the
car around, the visitors are ready to leave.’

We put our
coats on and go to leave the room. I let K go first and when she is
out of the door, Victoria quickly grabs my hand and kisses the back
of it, then gives me a sort of pleading look. I nod reassuringly
and then follow K out.

 


~~~

 


Neither K nor I
say anything of significance in the car on the way home. Just chat
about the drive and the nice limo we’re in, that sort of thing.
Once we through our front door though, K starts dancing around the
foyer, singing, ‘I fucked a Du-uke, I fucked a Du-uke.’

I let her have
her moment then I tell her, ‘And I fucked his security chief.’

‘What?
I’m sorry, what? I was only gone an hour, and you’ve never met the
woman before. How is that possible?’

‘Apparently
she’s a big fan of the story of how I made you into a Red Tag
slave, and she wants some of the same treatment. She wants to
become one of my Little Birds.’

‘But I thought
it was me she was interested in?’

‘Well, she
said that she would be perfectly happy if it was both of us
that used and abused her.’

‘Are you going
to take her on? She is lovely.’

‘I think I
will. It will mean that as well as we have another poor soul to
torture and torment for our amusement,’ I joke, ‘it also increases
the chances of you being invited back to the house. And I know
you’d love that.’

‘So tell me
all about it.’

‘Let’s go to
bed now, and we’ll tell each other everything tomorrow.




 





AN ADDITION
TO THE FAMILY

 


 


‘Well,’ I tell
K, ‘the house remodelling has been done and it only remains to
finish the garage and we don’t have to be around for that. I think
it’s time to buy you a sister. There’s a slave auction coming up.
Let’s get the wallet out and go shopping.’

‘You still
insist on having another slave in the house?’

‘Yes. And I
want you to train her in our ways. There’s no one else I’d trust to
do it.’

This seems to
soothe K’s feelings. ‘Very well. How do you want her trained?’

‘Well, we’ll
see once we decide who we buy. Let’s have a look at the brochures.’
I fetch them from the desk drawer and show her the printouts that
The Society sent to anyone who expressed their interests in
attending the auction.

‘The auction
is in Acapulco in Mexico, so we can spend a few days on the beach
first if you like,’ I tell her. ‘Bring Chloe along as well.’ This
cheers K up and we sift through the slaves that will be on
sale.

Now I should
point out to those of you that haven’t read the earlier ‘K’ books,
that The Society aren’t people traffickers. Every slave
joins in a voluntary capacity, (believe me there are enough
submissives out there that we don’t have to press-gang people to
become slaves) in fact The Society comes down hard on any member
who appears to have coerced someone into being a slave.

Slaves and
their owners don’t always wish to keep the relationship going
between them, so they are offered the chance to put themselves on
the market to find a new owner. If no deal is done privately with a
prospective new Master or Mistress, then the slave can opt to be
put up for general auction. (Some subs are excited by that.)
Bidding can be high and the slave is given a percentage of the
purchase price. They are also given the option not to sell
themselves to anyone they think would not be a suitable match for
them.

We look
through the dozen or so slaves on sale and whittle them down to
three prospects we both like, a tall blonde, Viking type, a Chinese
girl and an Indian girl. The info gives pictures of them clothed
and naked, and details their interests, their experience, and any
particular talents they have. We both agree on those three then I
introduce a further element.

‘I should
point out that I know the Indian slave. She was a pony girl at
Justin Moncrieff’s pony ranch and I took her out on several
occasions. She seemed to like me and I certainly have no complaints
about how she handles.’

‘I don’t like
her, she’s a brunette. You fall in love with brunettes. I want you
to buy the Viking. You like having sex with tall blondes, Daddy.
God knows I’ve watched you doing it enough times.’

She’s right of
course, when it comes to having meaningless sex with beautiful
women I am attracted to tall blondes. Strangely, it’s also true
that whenever I fall in love it is always with short, brunettes.
Never figured that one out.

‘K, my love,
you are the light of my life, the sun and moon of my universe and I
shall never love anyone as much as I love you,’ I say gallantly.
‘But I’m looking for more of a domestic slave, rather than a
sex-goddess … such as yourself,’ which brings a big smile to K’s
face.

‘You’re full
of shit you know, Daddy, but thank you for saying that. Okay, we’ll
go with the Indian girl if that’s what will make you happy.’

‘You must
understand, K, I want someone who doesn’t need adventures the way
you do. She has to be meek and submissive and be happy taking care
of the house … and me. I rode her a few times at the pony ranch and
she seems just the type I’m looking for.

‘Only you make
me happy, my dear, everything else is just “taking care of
business”. Tell you what … if we buy the Indian, I’ll find out who
purchases the Viking and we’ll see if we can borrow her one
weekend. Now, get us some more coffee would you? We have travel
plans to make.’




 





BEACH
BUM

 


 


K, Chloe and I
walk into the hotel. It’s the best hotel in Acapulco, it has a
private nudist beach and K and Chloe have been nude sunbathing.
We’ve been here a few days and the girls are tanning nicely, all
over. For the sake of decorum, I keep my shorts on. Now, fully
clothed, well, I’ve put my shirt back on and the girls have light
wraps over their bikinis, we come back to the hotel for lunch.

As we walk
across the foyer to the front desk, there are a group of men
sitting on one of the leather sofas, and one guy in particular
takes an interest in us and his eyes follow us as we cross the
floor. I look back as we reach the desk and he’s still looking in
our direction. He’s a good looking Dude and for some reason he
looks vaguely familiar.

I get the room
key and we go through to the restaurant and have lunch. Then we all
stretch out on the bed back in our room and have a siesta. The
girls want to hit the beach again but I tell them to wait until the
midday sun has died down a bit and we’ll go out later. I don’t want
them getting sunburnt so I’m limiting their sun exposure. We’re
British after all, not accustomed to sunshine.

 


~~~

 


Next day, we’re
back on the beach. I’m sitting at a table under an umbrella, while
the girls are stretched out on sun loungers, by the side of me –
naked as the day they were born.

I see our
admirer from yesterday heading in our direction but I carry on
reading my book as he may not be coming to us. Wrong. He approaches
my umbrella while casting surreptitious glances at the girls.

‘Excuse me,
you are Roger Gilchrist?’

I look up at
him. As I said, he’s a good looking chap and doesn’t look the
creepy stalker type, but you never can tell these days. ‘I am, yes.
How do you know my name?’

‘I asked at
reception and they told me. And is that the famous, K? Or should I
call her Brandy?’

‘What if she
is?’

‘Forgive me, I
don’t mean to intrude but I’m a big fan of hers. May I meet
her?’

‘Just a minute
… why don’t you tell me who you are and what you want first?’

‘I’m so sorry,
I forgot my manners in my excitement at seeing Brandy. My name is
Luiz de Souza. Please call me Luiz, I’m also a Society member. Are
you here for the auction?’

The penny
finally drops, Luiz de Souza … yes, he is a Society member, that’s
why he looked familiar, and I’ve seen him at some Society events.
Never got introduced though, just saw him across the room,
otherwise I’d have remembered him straight away. Besides, even if
he wasn’t a Society member I should have recognised him from the
papers. Luiz de Souza, Brazilian playboy and tech billionaire.
Always in the gossip mags, hanging around with models and female
tennis players and the like. Attending film premieres, charity
balls and so on.

I stand up and
shake his hand as another Society member. ‘That’s right, we’re here
for the auction.’

‘You’re not
selling her are you?’ he asks, slightly alarmed.

‘No, no, quite
the opposite. I hope to buy another slave to cover for K … Brandy,
when she’s not around. When she’s away making those movies you seem
to like. And you?’

‘I’m not going
to be here for the actual auction but I have business with a few
other members who I knew would be here for it, so I came to see
them.’ He paused for a moment. ‘Would it be possible to meet
Brandy, Mr. Gilchrist, would you introduce me too her?’

‘Please call
me Roger. What’s the big deal about meeting K? I’ve seen you in the
papers, you’ve always got a gorgeous woman hanging off your arm.
Why do you find a porn star so exciting?’

‘Oh those
women are just for show. That’s not really me at all.’

‘You’re gay?’
I ask.

‘No, not at
all. It’s just that if you’re seen without a woman in gossip
magazines in my world, then you get all sorts of odd labels. The
truth is I don’t find vanilla relationships that interesting, which
is why I’m in The Society. I much prefer the S&M lifestyle,
that’s why I love Brandy’s movies, but I don’t want the gossip
columnists digging into my background and finding that out. So I
take along a beauty to a film premiere as a cover. Sometimes I
sleep with them, but in my world super models are ten a penny. A
man’s reputation can be easily destroyed by gossip in the business
world, and that can lead to a loss of a great deal of money. To be
frank, I wish I had your freedom.’

‘And what do
you know about my freedom?’

‘Because when
I saw Brandy, I looked her up on The Society database and I saw
that you were her owner. Then I rang the Contessa as I know she’s a
friend of yours, and she gave me some background on you. She sends
her love by the way.’

I’m not
offended by his checking up on me. I’ve done the same thing in the
past to check out other Society members. It just makes sense to
know who you’re dealing with. ‘Fair enough,’ I tell him. ‘I’d have
done the same. So you want to meet … Brandy?’

‘Please,’ he
answers, excitedly, like a school boy.

‘K,’ I call
over to her. ‘Come here a moment, would you?’ She’s been following
the conversation (while pretending not to) and instantly joins us,
standing to attention. She’s probably been wondering if she’ll have
to fuck him and how big his cock is.

‘This is
Master Luiz,’ I tell her.

K bows to him,
‘Pleased to meet you, Master Luiz.’

‘And shall we
settle the name business … she is only known as Brandy or Kan-Kan
when she’s performing. Her real name is K, so you should call her
that.’

Luiz takes her
hand and kisses it. ‘K … it is truly an honour to meet you. I am
such a big fan of your movies, both the professional ones and the
home movies that Master Roger posts on The Society website. May I
examine her, see the brand?’ he asks me.

‘Certainly. K,
show him your bum.’

He walks
slowly around her, running his hand over her tight stomach and
cupping her breasts. He drops to his knees behind her and closely
examines my initials branded into her buttock. He runs his hands
lightly over the brand. K just stands there immobile while he
examines her, as she is trained to do.

Luiz stands
up. ‘You are a lucky man, Roger, to have such a beautiful, sexy and
compliant slave. I understand you trained her up to be Red
Tag?’

‘Well, not
just me, I did what I could but then I had to hand her over to the
professionals to go the last mile.’

‘Ah, the
Dungeons. I have heard much about that place. And yet she survived
the experience.’

‘Survived it?
She asks me to send her there for her holidays!’ I joke. ‘Is that
where your interests lie?’

‘Not really. I
have a couple of slaves and I like to put them in bondage,
occasionally I take my belt to them, but the heavy stuff like you
make K do, I’d rather just watch than participate. But I do enjoy
her movies. I love the way she gets pushed to the limits yet still
comes back fighting. Was it hard to tame her?’

‘I didn’t beat
her into submission if that’s what you’re asking. It was always
there inside her. I just allowed it to come out in a safe
environment. She didn’t need someone to “tame” her, she just needed
someone to “understand” her.’

He nods as if
he understands. ‘And who is that lovely creature?’ he asks pointing
to Chloe. I call Chloe over and he looks down at her.

‘This is
Chloe. She is K’s personal slave but of course she allows me free
access to her as well.’

‘You allow
your slave to own her own slave?’

‘Why not?
Having to dominate her own slave helps her understand why I do some
of the things I do to her. It teaches her about giving and then
instilling obedience, and also the responsibility of ownership and
why sometimes you have to punish a slave to teach them.’

Luiz looks K
in the eye and says, ‘You have a wise and understanding Master you
know. You should think yourself lucky.’

‘I do, Master,
I do.’

He checks his
watch, ‘I’m afraid I must leave for a meeting. Tell you what, why
don’t you all join me on my yacht tonight for dinner? It would be a
great honour. Say 7:30 for 8? You need to take a motor boat out to
the yacht so I’ll have my people pick you up at the hotel. Don’t
bother to dress for dinner, just smart casual will do.’

‘Which is your
yacht then?’ I ask.

He points out
to sea, ‘That one there, on the left.’

I look and
it’s not one of those super-yachts that look like cruise ships,
it’s more the type you see moored at Cannes or Monaco, the large
ones where you see the film stars partying on. Still, it’s bigger
than my yacht which only floats in my bath, so I’m not going to
complain.

He touches K
on the arm one last time and then says, ‘Until tonight then.’

We silently
watch as he walks away and when I look at K I can see she is
mentally licking her lips at the thought of having him. ‘Will I
have to fuck him?’ she asks nonchalantly.

‘Do you want
to?’

She shrugs as
if she’s not bothered and mutters, ‘Well … if I have to, I have
to.’ Slut!

‘Very well
then,’ I tell her. ‘If he asks for you I’ll let him have you.’

‘Oh, if you
insist,’ she concedes.




 





ALL
ABOARD

 


 


We arrive on
Luiz’s yacht. The steward leads us through to the stateroom where
Luiz is waiting for us along with two beauties. ‘Roger,’ glad you
could make it.’ He introduces us to the ladies. ‘Roger, these are
my personal slaves, Estelle, from my own country and Collette who I
picked up in France. Girls this is Master Roger and the famous K,
I’m sure you recognise her from the movies I make you watch
repeatedly. And this little cutie is Chloe, K’s own slave.’

Estelle is a
raven haired beauty with dark eyes, very much as you’d expect a
Brazilian lady to look. You could imagine her standing on the
barricades with bandoliers across her magnificent chest, firing a
machine gun at the enemy. Collette is more refined, a French-style
elegance, with light brown hair and I picture her leaning against a
piano, smoking a cigarette in a long holder, in a high class,
Parisian lounge. They bow to us and then Collette says something in
French by way of a greeting to which Chloe responds in French. They
exchange a few words in French which neither K or I understand,
after which Collette takes a shine to Chloe.

K and I look
curiously at Chloe and she says, ‘What? I told you, I learnt French
at school.’

As my girls
take a seat and Luiz’s girls bring us drinks, I ask, ‘Tell me,
Luiz, are all the staff on the yacht your slaves?’

‘No, not at
all. The captain and the engineer and the people who make the boat
go … they’re just employees, but they’re well paid and know not to
talk about what happens on the yacht. The stewards and the maids
are all contract slaves, I just take them on for the season when I
use the boat during summer. The only two full time slaves are my
girls here. Beautiful are they not.’

‘Yes, very
desirable. You’re a lucky man.’

‘As are you.
Roger, dinner will be a while, why don’t you join me on the after
deck for a smoke?’ I follow him out onto the after deck which is
the bit that is open to the sky behind the stateroom. Estelle
brings us cigars and lights them for us then retires to the
stateroom, leaving us men alone.

I sip my drink
and puff on my cigar while I wait for Luiz to ask me what I know
he’s going to ask me.

‘I understand
that once you put K on the database, she was then open to offers
for service to other Masters.’

‘That’s
true.’

‘So I was
wondering how you’d feel about me borrowing K for tonight. In
return I would offer you Estelle and Collette, take your pick … or
have both. Perhaps you would like one of them to entertain Chloe,
while her Mistress is otherwise occupied?’

‘So you get K
and we get Estelle and Collette?

‘It’s a fair
trade. What do you say? One Society member to another.’

‘Okay, but
there’s a few conditions I’d like to make. First, don’t just take K
away and fuck her, other men do that to her. This is an adventure
for her. Seduce her, flirt with her, she’d like that, being charmed
by a Brazilian playboy like yourself. It would appeal to her ego
and I guarantee you’d get rewarded for it. Secondly, I’ll ask K if
she minds Chloe sleeping with one of your girls, Collette seems to
have taken a liking to her, and if not then I’ll have both of them
and Chloe can sleep by herself. I presume you have cabins enough
for all of us?’

‘Plenty of
cabins … and I accept your terms. It’s a pleasure to do business
with such a reasonable man. It must be because you’re English.
Always play fair, I’ve found.’

‘Would you
like me to explain it to my girls?’ I ask him.

‘If you would.
I’ve already told mine what my plan was so they are forewarned,’ he
says with a smile.

I wave to K
and Chloe to join me and Luiz. ‘Master Luiz has asked for the
pleasure of your company tonight, K, so for the rest of the night
you belong to him. Okay?’

‘Yes Master,
understood.’ She bows her head and then looks up at me through her
eyelashes so I know she’s pleased by the outcome.

‘Now then, K.
He has also offered us the use of Estelle and Collette for the
night, so unless you object, I’ll take one and Chloe can have the
other. Otherwise I’ll have both.’

Chloe looks at
K. ‘Would that be all right, Mistress? After all, you won’t be
needing me.’

K pretends to
think about it for a moment, teasing Chloe, then finally agrees.
Everything settled, we all go back into the stateroom and Luiz
seats us at the dinner table.

He and K sit
together on one side of the table while Chloe and I take our seats
with spaces between us. Estelle sits next to me and Collette sits
next to Chloe and it’s not long before they are nattering away in
French to each other.

Luiz, good as
his word, takes the time to chat up K, flirting with her and it’s
not long before he’s stroking her bare arm, whispering in her ear
and K is lapping it up, laughing at his jokes, staring into his
eyes and so on. She knows how to play up to a man. I decide that I
like him, he seems to honouring our deal and he is pretty good
company.

Collette is
also a canny operator, and knowing that Chloe is a slave and
therefore a sub, she is leading the conversation, constantly
touching Chloe, stroking her arm, touching her ear under the
pretence of examining her earrings. At one point I even see her
feeding Chloe spoonfuls of ice-cream. She is obviously going to be
the one leading the dance tonight. And good old Estelle, with her
Latin American temperament has pulled my hand down to rub the
inside of her thigh, while gently squeezing my crotch between
mouthfuls of desert. Luiz’s girls are well trained.

After dinner
while the stewards clear the table, we all take drinks out onto the
after deck and watch the lights of Acapulco across the water. Luiz
is so worked up by the prospect of sleeping with his movie idol
that I can practically see his boner from where I’m standing.
Collette is discreetly touching up Chloe, and Estelle seems
determined to get her hand down my trousers. She brings a whole new
meaning to the phrase, “All hands on deck”.

Eventually
Luiz calls it a night and leads K off to her doom. Estelle tries to
lead me off to bed also. I give Chloe a goodnight kiss on the lips
and once I’ve finished, Collette immediately dives in and sticks
her tongue down Chloe’s throat. I leave them to it and follow
Estelle to what I suspect is going to be a night of rough,
tempestuous sex.

I’m not
wrong.

 


~~~

 


Next morning
after having an early morning romp with Estelle and then showering
together, she goes back to her cabin to change and I make my way up
to the after deck. Luiz, Chloe, K and Collette are all there,
breakfasting.

I join them at
the table and K pours me some coffee. As she does so she gives me
the hand signal with one finger that shows everything is fine with
her, so I know Luiz didn’t treat her badly last night. Luiz asks me
if I slept well, and I give him my old joke about ‘There’s nothing
like the sleep of the just, except the sleep of the “just after”,’
which he seems to find hilarious.

A steward
serves me an English breakfast, which I need after last night.
Estelle joins us at breakfast, just wearing a bikini. Yummy!

‘I have made a
proposal to your girls, Roger. They like the idea but of course you
have to give your permission.’

‘Okay, Luiz,
let me hear it.’

‘The auction
isn’t until Friday, I’ll be leaving during the day so I’ll miss it,
unfortunately. No matter, I will watch it over the Internet. I’d
like to suggest that you spend the time between now and Friday here
on the yacht. The girls can sunbathe here naked just as well as
they can on the beach and there won’t be any of that nasty
sand getting in awkward places.’ The girls giggle at that.

‘Why not get
some things from your hotel, but keep the room, you’ll be moving
back on Friday. Come to the boat. I have business to conduct in the
mornings, on the phone or in Acapulco, but in the evenings I’ll
take you to the best night-clubs and restaurants in town. And then
we come back here afterwards. Of course the sleeping arrangements
will be the same as they were last night, if that’s okay with
you.’

‘Well … it’s
very generous of you but I don’t want to impose. We’ll find our own
restaurants.’

‘Said like a
true Englishman. Most every other national would have jumped at my
offer. No, I insist, let me show you Acapulco. Believe me there are
some places you will not get into unless you’re with me. They know
me and they know I like to spend money so I’m always welcome there.
How about it, Roger? Let’s you, me and the girls have some
fun.’

It’s a
tempting offer but I don’t want to seem like a freeloader. I look
at the girls and they are both too well-trained to say anything in
public but I can see in their eyes they are pleading with me to say
yes. I raise an eyebrow at K and she responds with an imperceptible
nod.

‘Very well,
Luiz, on behalf of the girls, I accept your invitation. To say
thank you, for the rest of our stay in Acapulco, K belongs to you.
It seems I can deny my girls nothing.’

‘Nor should
you when the fabulous Brandy McPhee is involved. I’d have never
forgiven myself if I let the chance to spend time with such a star,
slip through my fingers.’

‘I assure you,
Master Luiz, the pleasure is all mine,’ and the dirty little minx
deliberately takes a bite of croissant, leaving a smear of jam on
her lips, which she slowly and deliberately licks off. She really
knows how to play a man when she wants to reel him in. Once a man
has tasted her pussy, he is smitten. I don’t know what she’s got
but I’m glad it belongs to me.

‘Err … that’s
good to hear,’ Luiz replies, getting all flustered and he actually
blushes. ‘I’ll arrange for someone to take you back to the hotel to
collect your things. I must go now I have to make some phone calls.
See you all later.’

K looks at me
and gives a little wink and a half smile. She has got plans for
Luiz. Spending time on a big yacht in Acapulco must be the biggest
‘adventure’ she’s ever been on, bigger even than trips with Colin
Saxby. And K knows how to repay her debts, she is going to enjoy it
– and him – to the full. She is going to ride him like a bucking
bronco – I don’t know whether to envy him or pity him.




 





SPLICE THE
MAINBRACE

 


 


When we get
back from shore (I told the hotel to hold the room for us) Estelle
and Collette are already sunbathing on the top deck (sans clothes
of course) where they get all the sun. Once we have stashed our
stuff in our cabins, my girls strip off and join them.

Luiz comes up
from below after a while and welcomes us, business done for the
day. The steward bring us chilled wine and we drink it as we watch
the girls sunbathe. At Luiz’s suggestions they take it in turns to
apply suntan oil to each other, two girls at a time working on a
third then they swap round.

After a while
I have a boner the size of the Eiffel tower and I suspect Luiz does
too. He can’t take his eyes of K. There she is, his movie idol
lying naked, just yards away from him on his yacht! However,
he’s too much of a gentleman and a good host to just drag K off to
his cabin and bang her, so instead we chat.

It turns out
that he had a life somewhat similar to mine. Father runs a family
business, in his case a Tech company. Luiz goes off to join the
army to ‘make a man’ of himself. Then after the army he joins the
company learning the ropes, until his father dies, then he takes
over running the company. I understand a lot about what drives him
and how he feels he has to live up to his dad’s reputation. We
drink and talk and I think we both recognise a kindred spirit and I
end up liking him. Besides, we both share a common interest in K.
And you know me, I would never stand in the way of an admirer of
hers having a chance to enjoy her. Or her them.

‘So why are
you going to the auction?’ Luiz asks me. ‘You’re not going to sell
K are you? Because if you are, give me first choice, I’ll pay
plenty for Brandy McPhee.’

‘Not a chance.
I’m with that woman until I die. No, I’ve got my eyes on a little
Indian slave. I’m looking for a domestic slave to look after the
house when K is away making movies, or on trips with guys like you.
I’ve seen the Indian at a pony ranch, took her out a couple of
times, and she seems exactly what I want for that job.’

‘Well, I wish
you luck. I’ve seen some of the players that are here for the
auction and there’s some serious money there. I’m talking my kind
of money, not yours. There’ll be some tough opposition.’

‘Well, I can
but try.’

Later the
stewards bring us lunch and to sit there casually eating it, with
four gorgeous naked women in front of us is hard going. (It’s a
tough life.) Eventually Luiz says the sun’s getting too hot for him
and he’s going for a lie down and he’ll see us later when we go to
Acapulco for dinner. ‘Care to join me, K?’

‘Certainly,
Master Luiz.’ She makes a point of brushing against my shoulder as
she passes my chair, just to say without words, ‘Look at me, I’m
going off to fuck another man, aren’t you pleased at the things I
do for you?’

I’ve only got
eyes for Estelle though. Unnoticed she has dripped a smudge of
mayonnaise on her left breast and I can’t stop looking at it. I
decide that this new erection is bothersome and decide to do
something about it, so I take her by the hand and lead her to my
cabin. I’m not sure what Collette does … Chloe probably.

 


~~~

 


We go out to
dinner that night at a fabulous restaurant, probably the best in
Acapulco. I insist on paying (I’m not in Luiz’s league but I’m not
exactly poor either) to prove that we’re not freeloaders, and then
he takes us to the hottest night-clubs in town. Everyone recognises
him at the entry and we’re rushed through without having to
queue.

He is smitten
with K and he earns my respect by the way he treats her, as if she
is his girlfriend, not as a slave that he could have tied up in his
cabin and just bang her until he got bored and then hand her over
to his crew. On the contrary, he dotes on her and treats her like
the lady she is. Which makes him ‘good people’ in my book.

Later when we
get back to the yacht, we sit around drinking champagne and he
finds it hard to keep his hands off K. ‘Why don’t we go downstairs
to my cabin?’ he asks her.

‘Why not stay
here?’ she suggests. ‘I’m sure the others would like to watch, I
know Master Roger would like to.’

Luiz looks
round the room at us. ‘What do you think?’

‘Yeah, go on
“splice her mainbrace”,’ I say. Everyone looks at me curiously.
‘What? It’s a nautical term, we’re on a boat and …’

‘What does it
mean?’ asks Luiz as English is not his first language.

‘I don’t know.
I was in the army, not the navy.’

K just rolls
her eyes and mutters, ‘Dad jokes.’ Then she proceeds to undress
Luiz. He just sits there unconcerned about being stripped in front
of others. He’s a Society member so I figure he’s been to plenty of
orgies in his time and is no stranger to ‘getting his kit off’ in
public.

K finishes
pulling his trousers and boxers off, and kneeling down, takes his
cock in her mouth and brings it to life. She carries on pleasuring
him for a while, then she stands up and removes her dress, and as
per the rules, she is naked underneath.

Keeping her
high-heels on (which I find sexy for some reason and K is playing
up to that) she straddles Luiz on the sofa and manoeuvres his cock
into her hot pussy. He is well endowed and she pleasure herself on
his manhood, sliding up and down his slippery shaft. Then she
whispers something to him and climbs off him. Adopting the
all-fours position on the sofa she encourages him to enter her from
behind, which he does willingly.

Meanwhile,
Estelle has unzipped me and has taken me in her mouth. I look
across at Chloe and Collette and the top of Chloe’s dress is pulled
down revealing her breasts, while Collette is stroking the inside
of Chloe’s thighs as Chloe is tonguing her ear. Naughty little
Elf.

I look back at
K and she is staring at me. We lock eyes and she gives me that
serious look she does when I am watching her being fucked. It’s
kind of a, ‘Look at what I’m doing for you. I give myself to this
man for your pleasure. See how much I love you.’

I stare back
at her and I nod slowly, meaning, ‘I know, I understand. I love you
too.’ Once she is sure the message has been delivered, she closes
her eyes and surrenders herself to the passion and the
pleasure.

 


~~~

 


The following
day follows the same pattern. We laze about during the day while
Luiz goes ashore to conduct some business, while we have a late
lunch and then casual sex before going out on the town.

When we get
back to the yacht that night, Luiz suggests something different and
asks K if he could watch her with Estelle and Collette, as those
are often the favourite part of films for him. K is more than happy
to oblige our host, and she lays on the sofa while the two girls
work her over. After making her come several times, she has to
kneel and return the favour by eating them both.

Luiz and I
watch eagerly, until it becomes too much and we turn our attention
to Chloe. For once she has relaxed her rule about ‘not sleeping
with strangers’. Chloe is not part of The Society, being K’s
personal slave is purely a private arrangement between them. She is
not available to everyone as K is, and she particularly requested
she not be expected to sleep with ‘anyone and everyone’ as K does.
However, I’ve noticed that once the drink starts flowing and the
atmosphere becomes sexually charged as it is tonight, her
principles go flying out the window, along with her knickers, and
she’s ready to fuck the next person who comes along.

Luiz and I
pass her between us, playing with her as she sucks us both, before
we ‘spit roast’ her, taking her from both ends at once. Seeing such
a small, apparently fragile creature, (although she’s not) being
pounded at both ends by two such big men as ourselves, is such an
entrancing sight that even the other girls stop what they are doing
to watch.

When we’re
done with her and she’s sitting in my lap while I finish her off by
hand, K decides she’s eaten enough pussy for one night, strides
across the room and holds her hand out to Luiz. ‘Come with me,
Master Luiz, I need some cock. I’m going to take you to bed and
make you beg for mercy.’ Luiz’s eyes go wide and he looks at me
with a big beaming smile. Wordlessly, he lets her lead him off to
his cabin.

I wait until
Chloe moans in my ear and bites my shoulder as she comes, then I
hand her over to Collette. Taking Estelle by the arm I lead her to
my cabin for one last night of wanton fucking.

 


~~~

 


Today is a sad
day for all of us. Luiz and co have to leave and go back home. As
we make our way to the speed boat to take us back to shore, there
is much crying from the all the girls as they have become pretty
close over the past couple of days. Intimate, you might say.

Luiz
approaches me and I hold out my hand but he, being the Latin
American type, ignores it and hugs me instead. ‘Roger, I feel I’ve
have found a brother-in-arms in you and that doesn’t happen very
often in my world, let alone The Society. I hope that we can meet
again someday and if you are ever in South America again, you give
me call and I’ll send a jet to pick you up. Pick you both up
that is,’ he says, looking at K.

To K he hugs
her tightly and she kisses him on the mouth. ‘My dear,’ he tells
her, ‘you have brought me great happiness, Brandy McPhee on my
yacht! If you ever decide to leave this cold fish of an Englishman,
call me and come and be mine. I shall make you my queen.’

In return she
says to him, ‘Thank you for everything, Master Luiz, you made me
feel so special. And it’s nice to know I have at least one fan.’
Then she says loud enough for me to hear, ‘And don’t tell Master
Roger, but you were the best sex I ever had. Much better than
him.’

‘Better, you
say?’

‘Tons. Send me
a dick pic and I’ll hang it above my bed to remind me.’

I know she’s
joking but I give her a dirty look anyway. When we’re in the boat
on the way back to shore I whisper in her ear, ‘You know I’m going
to give you such a whipping for that remark, when I get you
home.’

‘I know,’ she
replied. ‘That’s why I said it.’




 





THE
AUCTION

 


 


K and I attend
the auction by ourselves. Chloe isn’t a Society member and she
doesn’t really like the idea of auctioning off slaves, so she stays
back in the hotel. Like all the other auctions there is a dinner
first and plenty of free alcohol to get the punters in the mood to
spend lots of money.

When we are
called into the auction room, K says to me, ‘Do you want to rub my
brand for luck?’ I did it once for a joke and I won my bet, so now
whenever there is something where the outcome is uncertain, she
offers me the chance to rub it again to bring me good fortune. I
have all the good fortune I need by having a woman who loves me
enough to insist on carrying my mark on her body, but I play along
just to please her, as she now thinks she is my lucky charm.

She is wearing
a short dress, so I discreetly slide my hand up her thigh and under
her panties. I feel for the raised scar of the brand on her buttock
and rub it gently. Withdrawing my hand I say to her, ‘Now I can’t
lose.’

I register
with the officials and am given a paddle with a number on it, like
a table tennis bat, to hold up when I want to make a bid. We sit
there in the audience watching as the slaves are paraded on the
stage, first in a line and then individually as they come up for
sale. Each slave is naked with their hair tied back in a ponytail,
so they are completely exposed to the buyers. They are made to
‘Display’ with their hands on their heads as they turn round, so no
one can complain later that they didn’t spot any scars or tattoos
they had, or the slave was missing an ear. Then they are allowed to
relax their arms by their side as the bidding begins.

There are a 14
slaves for sale and the one I’m interested in is Lot 9. I look
around the room as the auction progresses, there is some serious
money in this room and if it comes down to it, I may not be able to
compete. Some of these Society members could buy a small country,
heck, some of them could buy a large country. I also notice that
there is a side table with several people who are talking on the
phone to someone. This will be for the telephone bids, the auction
is being streamed live on The Society Internet channel.

The auction
continues with slaves going for very high prices. (For those of you
who think this is inhumane, the slave gets a percentage of the
purchase price, the rest going to the original owner after The
Society have taken their cut.) K finds it all exciting and keeps
grabbing my thigh.

Lot 5 is the
blonde, ‘Viking’ girl and K keeps urging me to bid on her but I
want the Indian girl.

Finally we get
to Lot 9. The auctioneer calls out, ‘A fine specimen of Asian
origin. From India, this slave is 27 years old, a domestic slave
with two previous owners. Primarily a domestic slave, she is fully
trained in providing sexual pleasure to males and females. As an
added bonus she is an Amber Tag level slave, so is accustomed to
being disciplined. Do I hear a bid?’

I don’t jump
at first, don’t want to seem too anxious so I wait until there have
been a few bids before holding up my paddle. Several other people
bid on her but as the bidding goes on they drop out until there is
just me and two others. The price keeps going up and up until we
reach the limit I had previously set myself. I go slightly over
that, caught up in the excitement of bidding, but eventually common
sense kicks in and I stop bidding. After the next bid, the
auctioneer asks me if I wish to make a counter bid but I shake my
head.

The bidding
goes on between the other two and quite frankly it’s getting to a
ridiculous amount when one of the bidders drops out. The auctioneer
asks the room if there are any more bids. When there is no reply he
is about to bang his gavel when a shout comes from the telephone
table. ‘New bidder,’ they have received another bid. The bidding
goes on between the man who beat me and the person on the other end
of the phone, until finally the man in the room with us, drops out
of the bidding. ‘Sold to our telephone buyer,’ the auctioneer
announces.

K and I stay
for a few more sales but my heart’s not in it anymore. ‘Look, the
Chinese girl is up next, why not buy her instead?’ K urges trying
to cheer me up.

‘Nah, I’ve
lost interest. I guess your lucky bum isn’t so lucky after
all.’

‘Sorry.’

‘Let’s go get
drunk and fuck Chloe.’

‘Yeah, okay
then,’ agrees K brightly and we leave for the hotel.




 





SAHIB

 


 


Next afternoon,
there’s a knock at our hotel door and K opens it. She speaks a few
words I don’t hear and then turns to me looking puzzled. ‘Err …
Master …?’

I join her at
the door and I see one of Luiz’s men, I recognise him from the boat
and standing next to him is the Indian slave I bid on. K and I look
at each other then I usher them inside, I don’t know what’s going
on but I don’t want to conduct business out in the hallway.

‘Senor de
Souza asked me to give you this, it will explain everything,’ he
says, handing me an envelope. I take it and opening it, remove a
card with Luiz’s handwritten explanation.

 


Greetings my
friend,

 


I hope I can
call you that by now. I was watching the auction on the Society
link and I saw that you were being outbid by that other guy. I know
you had your heart set on that little Indian beauty, so when you
had to drop out, I took over and bought her for you.

I suspect you
are the sort of English gentleman that would normally refuse such a
gift but please allow me the pleasure of giving her to you as my
way of saying ‘Thank You’ for those enjoyable nights you allowed me
to spend with K … or should I say Brandy?

Although we
are from different countries and backgrounds, I feel that we are
brothers under the skin, so allow me to do you this kindness and
feel free to call or visit me any time you are in the this part of
the world.

 


Your friend,
Luiz.

 


I’m
dumbfounded as I know how much she went for at the auction. I’m
genuinely touched by the gesture and hand the card to K for her to
read. She reads it and looks at me wide-eyed.

‘Is your
Master still in Acapulco? I’d like to thank him personally.’

‘Afraid not,
senor. He sailed away this morning, business back home.’

‘So this young
lady is now mine?’ I ask just to make sure I understand the
situation.

‘Absolutely,
senor. With my Master’s compliments.’ He hands K some papers. ‘Here
are Indira’s documents, passport, birth certificate, vaccination
certificates, your certificate of ownership and so on. There’s also
her doctor’s certificate declaring her clean of any STDs. If you
contact The Society lawyers as soon as you get home, they will sort
out the residency and work permits for her. They’re experienced at
that sort of thing. Well, here she is … enjoy.’

When he’s gone
K and I look at each other. ‘I guess my bum was lucky after all,’ K
says with a smirk.

‘So it would
appear.’

K holds up the
card and says, ‘Can I keep this? It’s not very often that someone
spends this kind of money because I gave him such a good time.’

‘Of course you
can. Hello, Indira,’ I say to our guest.

‘I thought her
name was Sharita,’ says Chloe, as both she and I used her as a pony
at Justin Moncrieff's pony ranch.

‘That was the
name that my last owner gave me, my real name is Indira.’

‘Then that is
what we will call you,’ I tell her.

All Indira has
with her is a small suitcase. K takes her place beside me,
beckoning Chloe to come and stand next to her. Indira stands there,
eyes downcast, waiting for instructions.

‘Did you know
this was happening?’ I ask Indira.

‘They told me
this morning that my new owner would be giving me to someone else.
I was concerned at first but when they explained that it was the
“English gentleman”, I was most pleased. I was sad when you lost
the bidding last night but it worked out all right in the end. When
I saw you in the crowd I was hoping that you remembered me from the
pony ranch.’

‘Indeed I did.
In fact, I came here especially to purchase you, but I thought I
had lost that opportunity. Welcome to our little family, Indira. I
hope you’ll be happy with us.’

She bowed
deeply, ‘It will be my pleasure to serve you, Sahib … may I call
you Sahib instead of Master?’

‘Certainly.’ I
agree because we went through this when I chose her as my pony on
certain days at Justin Moncrieff’s Ranch. I point to the small
suitcase. ‘Is that all you bring with you? You don’t have much in
the way of possessions, do you?’

‘That is just
a spare sari and fresh underwear. My last Master didn’t allow me to
have personal possessions.’

I look at K
and her eyebrows go up.

‘Now let me
explain the set up in our household. I of course am the Master. K
here is my personal slave. She is a Red Tag slave and is used to
very harsh treatment. She is in charge of the household and will be
responsible for training you. You will answer to her and obey her
without question, she has my permission to use you and punish you
in any way she sees fit. You can address her as Memsahib if you
like. Understand?’

‘Yes, Sahib
but I am already trained.’

‘I have
certain ways I like to do things that differ from The Society’s
normal training. K’s job is to teach you those different ways … and
punish you if you don’t learn them quickly enough for her. And if
she fails to do that, then I shall punish her.

‘Next we have
Miss Chloe. She is K’s personal slave and although she isn’t in
charge of you, you will be expected to have sex with her if either
K or I command it.

‘Your duties
will primarily be as a house slave, to cook, clean and so on.
Normally it is K’s responsibility but she has been spending a lot
of time away from home this year, so you will be there to take up
the slack. You will be disciplined and fucked at mine or K’s
insistence and furthermore you’ll be expected to submit sexually to
the household staff, we have gardeners and a cook who visits, not
to mention friends and guests that come to the house. I can be
harsh at times but I know you are only an Amber Tag slave so your
limits will be respected.’

‘That is good
to know, Sahib. My last Master often used to exceed those limits.
And as for sex with the staff, I was often expected to sleep with
his guests or sometimes the staff of his household, they used to
take it in turns with me, while my Master watched as he drank wine,
so that is nothing new for me.’

‘Remind me,
how many Masters have you had?’

‘Just the two,
Sahib, but between them they made sure I was used by plenty of men
as well as women, so I am experienced on that score.’

‘But your
preference is for men?’

‘Most
certainly but I have been well trained in pleasuring women.’ She
looks at K, ‘I hope I shall please you, Memsahib.’

She paused and
looked down at the floor, unable to meet my eyes before continuing.
‘May I just say that I am so very pleased that you now own me,
Sahib. All my life I have wanted to be the slave of an English
Gentleman. It takes me back to days of the British Raj in India. As
a girl I used to fantasise about being conquered and enslaved by
the invading British and becoming the plaything of a sophisticated
English Milord, instead of one of those brutish Moghuls and their
warriors, as was so often the case in those days. That’s why I
desire to call you Sahib instead of Master, if it pleases you.

‘The pictures
I saw in books of the English ladies and their dresses, and the
officers in their fancy uniforms all seemed so glamourous. I badly
wanted to be one of them but there wasn’t much chance of that in
modern day India. But once I became a slave to a Society member and
understood the global range of the organisation, I hoped that one
day I would have the chance to serve such a one as yourself and now
… I am yours. This gives me great pleasure.’

I figured it
was something of the sort after the ‘encounters’ I had with her at
Justin Moncrieff’s pony ranch. It’s part of the reason I chose her
to be my new slave. Some of you may find her life-long wish to be
dominated by a conquering race strange, but it’s no different to
women who fantasise about being a slave to the Roman’s or Genghis
Khan’s hordes. Obviously as a child (which is when the seeds of
most of our sexual preferences are sown, in my opinion) she was
swayed by the glitz and the glamour of the Victorian Era and the
British Raj, and wished to become a part of that lifestyle. Knowing
she could never be ‘one of them’ her mind settled for the next best
thing, which was to serve them, which fed into her submissive
nature. Or I could be talking complete bollocks! Who
knows?

‘Then I hope
our new relationship will bring us both pleasure. Now then, you
understand that as your new owner I have total control of your body
and can transform it as I wish?’

‘You don’t
mean body piercings and tattoos and the like do you, Sahib? I don’t
want to have my tongue split or my earlobes cut off.’

‘No, no,
nothing like that I assure you. Please remove all your clothing,’ I
tell her.

Indira looks
nervously around at the girls before undoing her sari and letting
it drop to the floor. She probably thinking, Bloody Hell, I
wasn’t expecting to get fucked this soon!

As I
remembered from the times I used her at The Ranch, she is very
pretty, and just a little on the chubby side, around K’s height so
once again I towered over her, as I do K. Decent sized tits with
big, brown nipples which I tease to bring to fully erect. ‘Would
you mind too much if I had these pierced?’ I ask her. ‘With your
skin colouring they would look lovely with gold rings through them.
What do you think, K? A set of gold bells for when she’s a
pony?’

K nods
agreement, ‘They’ll look splendid, Master.’

‘As you wish,
Sahib.’

I walk around
Indira, sliding my hands over her body, feeling her, pressing my
fingers into her to see how deep the muscle was. She’s not nervous,
besides being an experienced slave, I fucked her several times at
The Ranch so she is used to ME having my hands on her. Beneath the
layer of fat I could feel resistance to my probing, so I figured it
wouldn’t take much to get her in shape and with regular workouts
she would soon have a body that while it wouldn’t be as good as
K’s, she could certainly stand beside her naked without being
embarrassed.

I invite K to
examine her as well, which she does, then I tell her, ‘K, strip off
would you, there’s a dear.’

She takes all
her clothes off and stands there, proudly displaying her hard,
toned body. She spent time on the beach before the auction, so she
is tanned as well.

‘Ah, now I see
why you want me to have my nipples pierced, Sahib,’ Indira says,
looking at K’s nipple studs.

I ask her,
‘So, Indira, you are pony trained. Did you do a lot of that and did
you enjoy it?’

‘My old Master
used to tell me that I was getting too fat, so he would send me to
The Ranch to burn off some calories. I enjoyed it, I like to be
exercised but he only sent me a few times. In truth I find it hard
to be self-motivated when it comes to exercise, but when there is
someone telling me to do it and bossing me around, I find I
actually enjoy it.’

‘Look at the
Memsahib … feel her body … go on, run your hands over it, feel her
stomach.’ Indira does as she is told. ‘I want you to have a body
like that,’ I tell her. ‘Once we’ve got you home to our place, K
will take over your training. You will follow her exercise routine
and she will control your diet. She’ll soon make you lose those
extra pounds and then she can work on re-shaping your body.

‘Once you’ve
learnt how our household works, I’ll maybe send you back to The
Ranch for a few months and that should get you into shape. Then
when you come back, K can work on your muscular definition.’

Indira smiles.
‘It will be nice to have someone take an interest in me and my
development, I was just a fuck-toy for my last Master, pardon my
language.’

‘Is that why
you asked to be auctioned off to someone else?’

‘He had plans
to breed me,’ she replied.

‘I thought
you’d like having your Master’s children.’

‘Oh no, they
wouldn’t be his. He wanted to use me as a breeding cow and let
other men father their children with me. He planned on opening a
“breeding farm” bringing in stray girls off the streets to churn
out babies for sale. You can get away with that sort of thing in
Venezuela where the authorities are a bit more lax. I didn’t want
to be used like that so I invoked my rights under Society rules and
made him auction me off to a new Master.’

‘Aren’t you
worried I might want you to have my baby?’

‘It would be a
privilege to bear an English Sahib’s child.’

I feel K’s
eyes boring into the side of my head and look across at her. She
has narrowed her eyes and is giving me a ‘Don’t even think about
it,’ look. I have to laugh.

(I’ve decided
to call Indira “Indy” for short, like Indiana Jones. Raiders of
the Lost Virtue you might call it.) ‘From now on Indira we
shall call you “Indy”.’ I look down at her bushy pubic hair, it
looks like a screenshot from a 70’s porn movie. ‘Why don’t you two
girls take Indy away and bathe her? Who knows who’s been handling
her today. But before you do, trim her pubes down to regulation
length. And shave her armpits as well. I don’t know how they do
things in Venezuela but she works to English rules from now on. Get
on that and I’ll order us up some food.’

I take a
shower as K works on her with the electric ‘pussy clippers’ and
then the three of them climb into the bath together, and there is
much soaping up and fondling from all three of them. Indy takes to
it easily and is soon laughing and giggling along with the other
two. When they are done, I tell K and Chloe to put robes on but to
keep Indira naked.

When the food
arrives, K, Chloe and I sit at the table while Indy kneels on a
cushion on the floor between me and K. We feed her food and drink
by hand as we dine. I make sure she drinks plenty of wine to relax
her – not sure if it’s against her religion or not, but she tells
me that her last two Masters made her drink alcohol, so she
willingly swallows it down.

After we’ve
eaten I tell the girls to take Indy to bed and play with her, while
I smoke a cigar on the balcony, watching from a distance. K sits
Indy on the edge of the bed and drops to her knees between Indy’s
legs and begins “Lunching in the downstairs restaurant”, as they
call it. Meanwhile, Chloe is kissing her and paying attention to
her breasts. After a while Chloe gently pushes Indy down so she is
lying flat on her back and she straddles Indy’s head, who proceeds
to eat her pussy.

I let them
have their fun for a while as I smoke my cigar, and when I’ve
finished I ‘CLICK’ my fingers and as they are both trained to do, K
and Chloe look in my direction. I gesture they are to let her up
and they do so. Indy, to my pleasant surprise, completely unbidden
licks her own pussy juices from K’s face, then kisses her.

When I come
back Indy is good and ready for me so the girls watch, casually
playing with each other, as I fuck my new slave.

As it’s the
first time with her as her owner, I let her know what she can
expect by finishing off in her mouth and waiting while she swallows
it, which she does like a good girl. Then I hand her back to the
girls and she has to pleasure them both, while I recover.

It doesn’t
take too long for the sight of her coffee-brown, skin colour
writhing between those vixens to make me hard again, and once she
has made K come, I fuck her again.

The games
between the four of us go on late into the evening, until I decide
that enough is enough and figure I’ll have her one last time and
then call an end to it. As this is Indy’s initiation ceremony, K
greases my cock up and I take Indy up the arse. She is on all fours
and K is cupping her tits while Chloe is nibbling her on the back
of the neck. Indy comes with a great, shuddering moan as I shoot my
final load into her and even though I’m done, the three of us carry
on until Indy finishes and comes back down to earth again.

Then I tell
the girls to take her back to their bedroom and they can carry on
if they wish but I for one am finished. As they lead Indy away to
their bedroom I almost feel sorry for her as that girl is going to
have to eat a lot of pussy tonight.




 






HOMECOMING

 


 


We arrive back
at ‘Chez Gilchrist’ after a long flight back. Luckily we were in
First Class, so the journey wasn’t too arduous and we’d all managed
to get some sleep. Indira was surprised when she travelled up front
with the rest of us, she normally had to travel in Economy Class
while her owner sat up front in the posh seats.

Once we were
in the house and K put the kettle on, I asked Chloe to give Indy a
quick tour of the house, show her where her room was (I decided
that she would live in the old Fun room) while K made us some food.
Mrs. Scott had been forewarned of our return and had restocked the
fridge.

K served us up
sandwiches and pies as Chloe and I sat at the island in the centre
of the kitchen. Indy stood to one side, unsure of what to do, just
waiting for instructions. I told her to sit with the rest of us.
‘There’ll be lots of having to kneel by the table when you are fed
and suchlike when K begins your training, but that hasn’t started
yet so feel free to sit with us. Any questions so far?’

‘Yes, Sahib.
How many others will I be sharing that room with? Mistress K and
Miss Chloe?’

‘No. It’s your
room, all alone.’

‘But it’s such
a big bed!’

‘And you will
have it all to yourself unless me or K visit you for sex.’

‘I only have
one spare sari, will it be okay to wash this one in the bath tub I
saw?’

I can’t help
but laugh. ‘We have a washing machine. K will show you how to use
it and you will do all your washing in there, ours as well.’

‘Sahib?’

‘Okay, it’s
been a long flight and we didn’t go into this in any depth back in
Acapulco, so I shall go over our positions again. I am the Master
of the house, your new owner. K is my personal slave and she is in
charge of running the household. Chloe is K’s slave and she is
directly responsible for her.

‘K, the
Memsahib, will show you the ways of the household and be
responsible for training you to be a slave of this house, to
different standards from the ones you may have known in the past.
You will be the “domestic slave” and take care of all the household
chores, cooking, washing, keeping the place clean and so on. You
can cook I take it?’

‘Yes, Sahib. I
am practised in many Indian and Venezuelan dishes. I even know some
English dishes … “the roast beef” and “fish and chips”. I may need
some instruction in other dishes though, like “hotpot” and “spotted
dick”. ‘What is spotted dick by the way?’

‘It’s a
dessert, not a disease. No matter, we have a woman comes in once a
week, Mrs. Scott, who does the cooking for the household. We’ll get
her to teach you how to cook English food.’

‘Very well,
Sahib. May I ask a question?’

‘Of
course.’

‘Do I serve
Miss Chloe as well? You never said.’

Chloe looks
horrified at the thought of having a slave at her beck and call.
‘Chloe does not have any authority over you but as the domestic
slave, you will obey her requests for food, drinks, etc. And
naturally when it comes to doing the household laundry that will
include her things as well.’

‘Understood,
Sahib.’

‘Right then …
I’m going to go to my study and catch up on my mail. K, once you’ve
cleared these plates away, will you take my cases up to my room and
unpack them? Take Indy with you and show her where everything goes.
Then you can all relax for the rest of the day. Show Indy how to
work the phone and the TV and so on.

‘Indy, your
training will start tomorrow. K will take you shopping first thing
and buy all the stuff you don’t have, like dresses and underwear,
makeup, jewellery, and suchlike. K will likely have you dressed in
a maid’s outfit during the day, but in the evenings I want you to
have nice clothes to wear.

‘Indy, are you
familiar with the tradition of the “First Whipping”?’ She nods.
‘Good. K, give Indy a few days to settle in, then I want her to
have her First Whipping by the end of the week. You can do that
while we watch. Until then no one is to touch her, whipping or sex.
Got that everyone?’

They all agree
their understanding.

Satisfied that
I will be obeyed, I head off to my study.

 


~~~

 


The week goes
by as K introduces Indira to the household routines. She learns
where everything is and how to work the washing machine and the
dishwasher, etc. Chloe sets her up with Internet access and she is
thrilled, she’s used it before but was never allowed regular access
in the past. Stupid owners in my opinion. Show the slave what the
world has to offer and you benefit when she offers to do those
things for you!

I’m just
browsing on my computer in the study when the intercom on the phone
goes. I answer it and it’s K. ‘If you’re not too busy, you might
want to look outside your study door and see the surprise I’ve left
for you.’ Click! She rings off before I can answer.

Intrigued, I
open my door and look out into the foyer. There is Indy. She is
naked, kneeling at the foot of the stairs. She has a collar on, of
which the leash is tied to the banister of the stairs. She is
wearing a blindfold, a ball gag in her mouth, and K has hung a sign
around her neck.

 


WOULD YOU
CARE TO LEAD ME TO THE FUN ROOM

WHERE YOU CAN
WITNESS MY “FIRST WHIPPING”

AT THE HANDS
OF MISTRESS K,

FOR YOUR
ENTERTAINMENT

 


I squat down
in front of her and she starts when I run my hands over her
breasts, teasing her nipples. ‘Are you ready for this?’ I ask
her.

She nods.

‘Are you
afraid?’

She hesitates
and then nods.

It’s only
natural to be afraid. Perhaps I should explain the meaning and
importance of the First Whipping. For the Master it is a chance to
make a first impression and let the slave know how they will be
treated in the future. Usually that first whipping is harsher than
subsequent ones and it shows the slave the worst they can expect at
the hands of their new Master.

It also
cements the fact that he is now the slave’s new owner and that
henceforth, they belong to him. That is why it is always done by
the Master, or on his orders but in his presence. Sometimes, like
now, an occasion is made of it and the entire household is invited
to watch.

For the slave
it can be nerve racking as they don’t know how brutally they will
be punished and can only hope that they have not subjugated
themselves to some kind of monster. If they can survive this
without being broken, then they know they can survive whatever he
has in store for them. It is also the moment when the slave truly
surrenders themselves to their new Master, who now owns them body
and soul.

I untie
Indira’s leash and help her to her feet. I lead her off to the new
Fun room which is now downstairs, in the old garage. When I enter
the room I see K and Chloe sitting on chairs, chatting as they wait
for me to arrive.

I have
explained the significance of the First Whipping to K so there is
no flippant chat or comments and she treats the moment with a
degree of gravity. Removing Indy’s blindfold and the card around
her neck, K unfastens her hands from behind her back, refastening
them in front of her. Then she attaches them to the hook from the
electric hoist and raises it until Indy is standing on tip-toe.

As per
tradition the slave is given one last chance to back out. Taking
Indy by the chin, K looks her in the eyes and asks, ‘Do you accept
that you are now the property of Master Roger?’

Indy looks at
me and nods, vigorously.

‘Are you
willing to continue with the punishment?’ Indy nods, unable to
speak through her gag.

‘Very well
then.’ K lets go of her chin and begins to work on her.

She takes the
belt to her at first, to warm her up. Suspended as she is, and
vulnerable on all sides, K is free to walk around her and lash her
back and front.

After a while,
K discards the belt and takes the whip to her. She gives her a
vicious whipping but as she is an Amber Tag slave, it is nothing
beyond what she has experienced and been trained for, in the
past.

K keeps
looking to me for guidance, and when I judge that Indy has had
enough, I give the sign to let her down. She stands there, swaying
slightly, still bound at the wrist and gagged. Once someone is
gagged they find it difficult to swallow and the saliva builds up
in the mouth. The saliva has built up behind her gag and is leaking
out the sides, running down her chin and dripping onto her boobs,
making them slick and shiny.

Just one thing
left to do to ‘seal the deal’ as it were. K takes Indy over to the
bed and removes her gag. Sitting her on the bed, she strokes Indy’s
pussy until she judges it is wet enough for me. Indicating to me
that she is ready, K pushes Indy onto her back and then pulls her
bound hands above her head. I go forward and unzip my cock and
plunge it deep into Indy’s hot, wet pussy.

As I have
mentioned in the past, it is part of the ritual that after a Dom
has whipped/caned a sub, then the sub usually drops to their knees
and gives oral sex to their punisher. It is the most submissive
act, you see and is a public statement of their submission. If this
was just a regular whipping, then Indy should be going down on K,
but as it is a First Whipping, it falls to the new owner to take
the slave, for the first time in their new home, to establish their
dominance.

I don’t make
love to Indy, I don’t worry about technique, I just pound her pussy
mercilessly until I can feel my climax approaching. I pull out and
move up her body until I am straddling her chest. K helpfully takes
my cock and guides it into Indy’s mouth, and I push it deep into
her mouth as I unload into her throat. Spent, I climb off her.

Indy just lies
there, tears running down her cheeks from where I was just choking
her with my dick. K pokes her in the side of the head. ‘What do you
say to the Master?’

‘Thank you,
Sahib. I hope I will please you in the future as much as I have
today.’

‘I’m sure you
will, Indira. You have pleased me very much today. Welcome to our
family.’

I turn her
around so she is lying down the length of the bed instead of across
it, and I clip her wrist cuffs above her head to one of the chains
attached to the bedstead.

‘Okay girls …
she’s all yours. Make her come hard and often.’ For the rest of the
afternoon, the girls and I pleasure ourselves on Indira’s body. The
three girls just keep coming, I lose count of how many times. I
myself climb onto Indy and fuck her a couple more times before I
give up and leave them to it.




 





‘SAHIB’ OF
THE MANOR

 


 


K and I are in
the new Fun room. Today we are playing one of her favourite games,
“Lord of the Manor”, where I, acting as Lord of the Manor, discover
her as a servant, in some misdemeanour, a theft or sloppy work, and
exercise my right as the Lord to punish her. This usually involves
a harsh whipping followed by a good fucking. She does love it
so.

I’ve got her
handcuffed to one of the bedposts and she is stripped to the waist.
The whip marks on her back are showing up nicely against her skin,
and she is moaning, not just from the pain. ‘How dare you steal my
whiskey and share it with your boyfriend in the stables as you
fornicate in my house, on my time?’ I hit her again.

‘Oh please, my
Lord, show some mercy, I’m just a poor serving girl and he took
advantage of me, made me steal the drink he did and then forced it
down me, before taking advantage of me when I was drunk. Have mercy
my Lord.’ She cries out in pain as I ignore her pleas and lash her
again.

I raise my
hand to whip her again when I hear the door close behind me. It
can’t be Chloe as she is at work so it must be Indira, but she’s
busy doing errands in the kitchen. We both turn round and look, it
is Indira and she’s just standing there, watching us. ‘How long
have you been watching?’ I ask.

‘Just a few
moments, Sahib. Forgive me, I heard a noise and I thought Mistress
K might be in trouble, so I came to see if she is all right.’

‘Well, she is
in trouble but not the sort she needs rescuing from.’

‘Once again,
forgive me, I do not mean to pry, I’m just trying to learn the ways
of the household, but may I ask what is going on here?’

I look at Indy
and she is wearing the Downton Abbey maid’s outfit that K makes her
wear (she’s such a fan). ‘You are familiar with the TV programme
“Downton Abbey” I take it?’

‘Oh yes,
Sahib. Mistress K makes me watch it. I am on season three now,
that’s the one where Lady Mary–’

‘Yes, fine, I
don’t need to know all about it,’ I interrupt. ‘Well, K here likes
to pretend that she is a maid, a serving girl in the household of a
rich and important man. I play that man and as Lord of the Manor I
have the right to punish her when she has been naughty or slacking
in her work. So we play this game where I punish her.’

Indy’s mouth
drops open and she stares at us. ‘That’s it … that’s it, that is
exactly the fantasy I have had all my life. It’s why I became a
slave in the first place, in the hope that I could live it out one
day.’

‘What … this?’
I ask, indicating K, handcuffed to the bed post with whip marks
across her back.

‘Yes, that’s
it exactly. I, a humble Indian serving girl, am the slave of a
handsome yet cruel, English milord, who took me prisoner when he
conquered my country. I have to wait on him and when I disappoint
him or fail in some task, I am beaten and then used harshly in his
bed. I have waited for this all my life! Oh I knew coming here was
a blessing. May I humbly ask, Sahib, that you exercise your
authority over me … did I say that right?’

‘Err … yeah.’
I look at K and she is looking back at me with raised eyebrows.
‘What do you think about this?’ I ask her. ‘After all, it’s your
time she’s cutting into.’

‘If she’s so
desperate for it then I say let her have it! I can miss one
session. Should I go and leave you two alone?’

‘No, stay, you
might find it interesting. You can free yourself now.’ All my
handcuffs are trick ones that although they can be locked/unlocked
with a key, have a small lever that you can use to open them. It
saves any embarrassing incidents like losing the key. She releases
herself from the cuffs and pulls up her costume to cover
herself.

‘Get over here
then you slattern, and be quick about it or I’ll make you regret it
more than I plan to at the moment,’ I snarl at her. Well, if we’re
going to do it, we might as well give her the full performance.

She almost
runs across the room to me and stands nervously in front of me.
‘What is it you wish of me Sah … er milord?’

‘So you’ve
been stealing my things and selling them in the market place have
you, wench?’

This is
obviously a well-practised fantasy in her head as she immediately
comes back with an answer … ‘I only did it to feed the starving
orphans.’

‘I care
nothing for the starving orphans, we English are in charge now and
we take what we want and damn everyone else.’ I grab her by the
front of her dress and pull her towards me. ‘You belong to me now
and you know what happens when you cross me.’

‘Yes, yes,
beat me my Lord. Beat me then make me yours, I beg you.’ All the
bluster and defiance has gone out of the character she is playing,
and the desire to be dominated has taken over.

K hands me the
handcuffs she’s been wearing. I turn to Indy and unbutton the top
half of her dress and pull it down, revealing her naked breasts. I
handcuff her to the bed rail running across the bed, rather than
the bed post going up to the canopy, as I plan to bend her over the
rail later.

I step back
and lay into Indy with the whip, across her back. I’ve used it on
her a few times but this is really the first time she will have had
a ‘sound thrashing’ since the occasion of her First Whipping.
Besides, as this is the first time she has had the chance to
actually live out her life-long fantasy, I’m going to lay it on a
bit more harshly than I normally would.

I whip her
hard and she starts to mutter, under her breath at first and then
louder, ‘Yes milord, beat me, beat this dirty Indian girl and make
her suffer. Teach her who her Lord and Master is. Show her she is
only here to serve. Teach me my Lord!’

Once I’ve
finished with her back, I bend her forward over the bed rail and
lifting her skirt, lay it across her back, leaving her arse and
legs exposed. No underwear of course, House Rules. I whip them
harshly.

Of course,
after a while I start to get hard. I’d been psyching myself up to
fuck K so I’ve been semi-hard for a while, but now I’ve got a real
boner on – and I know just where to use it. I run my hand along
Indy’s pussy lips and she is absolutely soaking wet. She needs no
further stimulation so I unzip and slide it into her.

‘This is what
happens when you cheat me,’ I growl at her.

‘Yes, yes, my
Lord, show this insolent, dirty Indian slut how she must obey the
English Master, or suffer the consequences.’

I’m pumping my
cock roughly in and out of her pussy for a time, when she says to
me, ‘Of course it would be more painful and humiliating for this
brown slut if the English milord were to take her anally.’ She does
have a unique way of phrasing things. I guess it’s because English
isn’t her first language.

I am happy to
oblige, so I withdraw my cock and it’s sopping wet with her pussy
juice, and I need no further lubrication to slide it easily into
her little, brown puckered hole.

It’s not long
before I come but I manage to hang in there until she does as well.
I can tell from the deep moans that that particular orgasm was a
long time coming, ever since she first had that fantasy. Her legs
are trembling and if she wasn’t being supported by the bed rail she
would have fallen to the floor. Even K has managed to make herself
come, masturbating as she watched us.

Once we have
all got our breath back and adjusted our clothing to be respectable
again, Indy asks me, ‘If Sahib has finished with me, may I go now,
I have chores to do?’

‘Yes, of
course you may.’

She gives K
and I a curtsy and heads for the door. She opens it and then turns
back and asks sheepishly, ‘Might one expect the English milord to
be visiting again, anytime soon, Sahib?’

‘Certainly. I
don’t know when but rest assured he is a regular visitor.’

‘Then I shall
watch out for him,’ and with that, she was gone.

‘Well, she’s
going to sleep well tonight, the cheeky minx,’ said K.

‘Yes, that was
a bit of an eye-opener, wasn’t it?’

‘Speaking of
sleeping tonight … you owe me a fuck. Perhaps the “English milord”
should take me to his bed tonight and make up for what I missed
this afternoon. A good, hard, punishment fuck.’

‘That depends
… have you been naughty? Have you cheated me? Stole my money and
slept with other men?’

Yes, yes, yes
and yes.’

‘Then I think
we might be able to come to some arrangement.’




 





BACK IN
HARNESS

 


 


K and Indy
return from their daily run. K has taken over Indy’s fitness
training. We took her to our friendly doctor and got him to draw up
a diet plan for her, and K makes sure it is rigidly adhered to,
along with the fitness regime she planned for her.

As well as the
daily run, she makes her work out on the gym equipment. As the
garage has now been transformed into the new ‘torture chamber’,
sorry, Fun room, and has more space, I left the gym equipment in
situ, rather than move it to the new garage which stands away from
the house.

As I’m working
from home today, I’m there when they get back and I follow them
into the Fun room for their workout. I make them strip before they
begin exercising on the machines. I pull up a chair and watch as
they lift weights and do sit-ups on the benches. I get a kick out
of watching their sweating, naked bodies as they stretch and
contort, under strain.

Indy is
beginning to lose her ‘puppy fat’, her behind and thighs are
slimming down and I can see the beginning of some definition in her
thigh muscles. When she lifts a heavy dumbbell I can see her bicep
stand out. What she really needs though is some intense, prolonged
training which she can’t get here when she is having to cook and
clean the house.

When they’ve
finished, K knows I’ll be wanting sex. I look at her but she
generously offers me Indy instead. I fuck Indy while K towels
herself down, as she watches – if she’s not getting it from me, she
likes to see me give it to someone else. When I’ve finished and
they’ve both towelled themselves down and put on robes, I tell them
to sit down while I tell them my plans.

‘You’re
training is coming along nicely, Indy, and I must say we are all
pleased with your service here in my house. However, as I told you
when we first met, I want you to become fitter and more toned, much
as K here is, and you can’t really do that in between doing the
cooking and the laundry. So, as I suggested, I want to send you
back the Justin Moncrieff’s pony ranch for a month, where they will
work you hard and train your body.’

‘That would be
most enjoyable, Sahib. As I said before I do enjoy the physical
exercise but lack the motivation to do it myself. I need someone to
drive me along, as the Memsahib does here.’

‘Can we really
afford to be away a whole month?’ asks K.

‘Well, WE
won’t be away for a whole month, just Indy. I can’t go, got some
important work stuff coming up but you can go for the first
week.’

‘You would
leave me there on my own for a month, Sahib, with no one to look
out for me?’ asks Indy, slightly alarmed.

‘Relax, I look
after my slaves. It just so happens that Justin not long ago
married a woman who had been my slave my whole life. Her name’s
Judith, she helps run The Ranch now. K will introduce her to you
and she will look after you for the rest of your time at The Ranch.
You can trust her to watch out for you, as you would me. She’s
English by the way so you’ll still be serving a Memsahib.’

‘You’ve
already made the arrangements, haven’t you?’ K asks.

‘How well you
know me. I spoke to Judith last week and set it all up. And yes …
before you ask … once you’ve sorted out Indy’s training schedule,
lots of running not so much humping heavy weights around, you
can spend the week in harness. I’ve arranged that you get
Kurt again as your trainer under certain conditions. You don’t go
on the daily parades, only Kurt and the cowboys get to have sex
with you, they can include you in the nightly gang bangs, and he
works you hard with liberal use of the whip. Good enough for
you?’

I can tell by
the way K crosses her legs that the thought of being in harness
again and lashed with a whip, is arousing her. She’s probably a bit
wet already. ‘Yes, Daddy, that will be good enough. Thank you.’

‘So the
Mistress K will take me there and then leave me with this
Judith?’

‘That’s right.
Judith checked the records and found out you were trained by
someone called Brad last time. If it’s okay with you, he’ll be your
trainer for the month.’

‘Brad … yes I
remember him. He will be fine for me.’ She looks at K and they both
snigger.

‘What’s going
on?’ I ask.

Indy is too
embarrassed to answer. She doesn’t use bad language in normal
situations, only in sex scenes or when she is about to orgasm, so K
volunteers the information. ‘They call him “Brad the Impaler” ‘cus
he’s got a big dick, a long one. He doesn’t so much enter you as
impale you on his staff. It’s not as thick as Kurt’s but longer. He
took me a few times when the trainers had a gang bang session in
the stables.’

‘But there are
merits to both types of penis,’ chips in Indy. ‘Sometimes it is
nice to be stretched wide and others times, to feel it go deep
ins–‘

‘All right,
all right,’ I interrupt. ‘I don’t need to hear the two of you
reminiscing about your favourite “shags”, thank you very much.’

K and Indy
look at each other and snigger again.

‘K, tell
Judith that I want lots of photos and videos of Indy in her pony
gear and being trained, pulling carts, running beside a horse, that
sort of thing. She can upload them to the website, my private page,
and I can download them. Don’t want to risk you taking them through
customs.’

‘When do we
go?’ asks K.

‘You two get
showered up and then come and see me in my study. I’ve got your
tickets and your travel itinerary all worked out.’

‘Yes,
Daddy.’

‘Yes,
Sahib.’

They stand up
and head for the door. K knows I’m watching her so she hitches up
her robe and shows off her backside to me as she walks away. As I
watch her I can’t help thinking that perhaps I should whip that
arse later and then give it a good fucking.

 


~~~

 


I drive the
girls to the airport to see them off to America. We say goodbye in
the VIP lounge, of course my girls travel first class whether I’m
with them or not. I look after my slaves.

K is mortified
that I’m not going with them, she tells me that she has
ordered Chloe to attend to my every comfort, especially sex.
If I’m not satisfied then Chloe will be in trouble when K gets
back!

She whispers
in my ear all the things she wants me to do to her when she
returns. I’m not sure I can do some of them without putting my back
out, but I’ll give it go.

‘I’m so going
to miss you while I’m away,’ she says.

‘Nonsense. You
and those cowboys will have a wild time and you’ll forget all about
me until it’s time to come home. But I would appreciate a call when
you’re out of the stables and have your phone back. Call if you
miss me.’

‘I will,’ she
promises and her eyes are getting a bit moist, so I kiss her and
say goodbye to Indy.

‘I too will
miss you, Sahib. You have been very kind to me and made me feel
welcome in your house.’

‘Think nothing
of it.’ Just then the call comes for them to board. I wave them off
and then head back to my car. As I get there I receive a text on my
phone.

Miss you
already, Daddy. XXX

So I send
back, Miss you too, Princess. Come back soon. XXX

Damn, I love
that woman.

 


~~~

 


Approximately
five weeks later, Indira is due back from America. I send K to pick
her up at the airport and once they are home, I tell Indy to take
her bags to her room and then join me and K in the Fun room.

Once she is
there, I tell her to strip and ‘Display’. I walk around her
inspecting her. A month at The Ranch has had a marvellous effect on
her. Her stomach is flat, I rest my hand on it and it’s hard. Her
buttocks and thighs have slimmed down and are toned, and she now
has her natural shape, that was covered by a layer of fat. Her
figure is now more like Chloe’s than K’s but now we have trimmed
away the surplus fat, we can concentrate on building up the muscle
tone, like K’s.

‘Very good,
Indy, very good, I’m impressed. So let’s try you out. Over to you,
K.’

‘Did you sleep
on the plane?’ she asks.

‘Oh yes, thank
you for letting me travel first class. I was able to sleep the
whole trip, I am well rested, Memsahib.’

‘Good, because
we have something lined up for you. Now go next door and take a
shower. When you come back, the English milord has asked me to take
the whip to you while he watches, and then he will have his way
with you.’

‘Oh thank you,
Sahib, Memsahib, I have missed that. No matter how harshly they
treated me at The Ranch, I always imagined that it was you doing it
to me, Sahib, and that made it more enjoyable. I can’t wait for the
real thing. But before we do that may I be so bold as to ask for a
favour?’

‘Certainly,
what is it?’

‘Well, now
that I have completed pony training to your satisfaction … may I
have a tattoo like the Memsahib?’

‘What tattoo?’
I ask.

‘I don’t know
what it is called,’ she just points at K’s pussy.

‘K, lift your
skirt up,’ I instruct.

K does as
ordered and lifting her skirt, proudly displays her lower
abdomen.

‘That one,
Sahib,’ says Indy, pointing at K’s rampant horse tattoo, which
indicates a slave is pony trained. ‘I think I’ve earned it.’

‘Of course you
can, if you wish. You’re right, you’ve earned it.’

‘And does
Sahib have any plans to sell me off to another owner?’

‘Not at all …
we are all very pleased with your service around the house and in
the bedroom.’

‘Then may I
ask that I have the tattoo with your initials on it, as well?’

K turns round
and displays the circular tattoo on her lower back.

‘Yes, that
one,’ Indy points to it.

K and I look
at each other and she gives me wink.

‘Why do you
want that?’ I ask.

‘When you give
me to your friends to use, or take me to Society functions, I want
them all to know who my Master is, and that I am proud to serve
him.’

‘Yes!’
exclaims K. ‘That’s exactly why I wanted that tattoo as
well.’

‘You have
honoured me by asking to bear my mark, Indy. You’ve made me proud.
Certainly you can have those tattoos, we’ll get your nipples
pierced at the same time, and then you will truly be the property
of the “Evil English Lord”. Now run along and shower, then he can
show you how much he is displeased with you and is going to punish
you.’

Off she
toddled, delighted.

K looks at me
and smiles at the thought of the fun afternoon we’re going to
have.

I smile back.
I have my K, Indira, Chloe, Long Susan, and now Victoria Rose on
the horizon, all at my beck and call. The slaves are just piling
up. At this rate I may have to take on an assistant.

Life is
good.

 


 


THE END
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