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FOREWORD

 


 


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

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

 


Roger
James Gilchrist


RJG




 





BLIND
FAITH

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I told you not to speak!’

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

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

‘Oh no, you and I are way past that.’

‘Howdya mean?’

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

‘You’ve got a lot of faith in me.’

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

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

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

‘I could go a sandwich, I suppose.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 





EMPLOYMENT
OPPORTUNITIES

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Me? Your chauffeur? Why?’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Do I get a uniform?’ asks K.

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

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

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

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

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

‘I’m going to learn Kung-Fu?’ asks
K.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘The Contessa? Judith?’ asks K.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 





BABY YOU CAN
DRIVE MY CAR

 


 


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

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

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


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

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

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

‘I know a place,’ I tell her.

‘Society?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘K, do as the man says.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You got your own place?’

‘Yes.’

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

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

‘Just keep making me nice suits.’

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

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

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

‘Ready when you are, Master.’

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

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

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

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

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

K smiles
and starts the car.

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 




IRON PONY
TRIATHLON

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh fine. When do we go?’

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 





RACE DAY

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Do you want to be branded?’ I ask.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Chloe
and I take K back to our room and give her a bath. Afterwards she
can barely keep her eyes open so we all climb into bed and K
cuddles Chloe while I wrap my arms around both of them. Soon all
three of us are snoring gently.

 



~~~

 


We stay
for a while after the Iron Pony race, while all the riff-raff leave
with their ponies. It’s just regular punters who have brought their
girls to be trained, who are in the hotel now. K is living in the
hotel with us, she’s had her fun in the stable, she can come back
to us now, it doesn’t do to spoil her.

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

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

‘Hello, Roger, mind if I join you?’

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

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

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

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

‘So what is it then?’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Do you want to marry him?’

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

‘Do you want to marry him?’ I repeat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 





K GOES
ONLINE

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘But I thought you trusted me, Elf?’

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

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

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

‘Yes. So what?’

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

‘Explain, please.’

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

‘So what is the problem then?’

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

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

Chloe
nods agreement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What promise could I give?’ asked Chloe.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Well, I’m not really, am I?’

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

‘The plane? Sure I do.’

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

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

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

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

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




 





DRIVING MR.
GILCHRIST

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Excuse me?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, Daddy … and I love you too.’

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 





GET
KNOTTED

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Have you ever been tied up like that?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘That’s right,’ I confirm.

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

‘Go on,’ I urge.

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

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

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

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

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

‘But what?’

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

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

‘Do you want to go then?’

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

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

‘Super. Will we be going to Tokyo?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You’re taking me?’

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

I mouth back, ‘I
know.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Perfectly … Hiro-san.’

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

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

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

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

‘You honour me, Hiro-san.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Go ahead.’

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

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

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

‘You should see her paint.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Good girl,’ I tell her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Most certainly.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘How does Hiro-san treat you?’

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

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

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

‘Go ahead.’

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

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

‘Excuse me, what are those?’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Do you not find your loyalties divided?’

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

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

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

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

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




 





SHOWING HER
THE ROPES

 


(Please excuse the awful puns in the
chapter titles, I just can’t help myself.)

 


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

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

‘Understood.’

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

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

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

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

‘Hai (yes), Hiro-san.’

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

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

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

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

‘Agreed.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

K
blushes and hangs her head.

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

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

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

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

‘Of course.’

 



~~~

 


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

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

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




 





SWORD
PLAY

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Until tomorrow then.’

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Then I will speak to them again.’

‘Thank you, Roger-san.’




 





THE PRINCESS
AND THE ELF

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Remind me again … what’s a Haiku?’

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

‘Where did you learn about Haiku’s?’

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

 


The Master returns,

And fills the empty hollow,

In the slave, once more.

 


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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

‘I did look good, didn’t I?’ says K.

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

‘Howdya mean?’ asks K.

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

‘You mean a porn movie?’ says Chloe.

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

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

‘And he wants to film us?’ asks K.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Chloe: ‘What do you
think?’

K: ‘I’d like to do
it.’

Chloe: ‘Can we trust
them?’

K: ‘I trust Daddy
implicitly.’

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

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

‘Certainly, Roger-san.’

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

I just
smile back and raise an eyebrow.

 



~~~

 


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

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

 


The lonely princess looks out of her castle
window.

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

casts it to the breeze.

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

The
End.

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




 





SHIBARI

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

‘Daddy, can I ask you a favour?’

‘Of course you can, you know that.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

I tell
him I understand and bow deeply.

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

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

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

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

 


The camera clicks.

My image captured on film,

I live forever.

 


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

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

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

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




 





SELLING
JUDITH

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Nothing could keep me away.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

‘Sure. What can we do for you?’

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

‘What do you need from me?’

‘Technically Judith is still your slave.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Fine. Let’s do it.’

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

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

 


BILL OF SALE

 


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

 


Signed Roger J. Gilchrist

Witnessed Kxxxx Xxxxxx

Witnessed Chloe Xxxxxx

Dated
XX/XX/XXXX

 


Acceptance of new ownership Judith
Xxxxxx

 


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

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

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




 





BURNING
AMBITION

 


 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I’m listening.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Are you saying you want to get married?’

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

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

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

‘You’re on about being branded again?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I agree.’

‘I’ll arrange it then.’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Chloe won’t be happy.’

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 



~~~

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, Master, I am here voluntarily.’

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

‘No, Master.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

When she
is fastened firmly in position, Justin continues with the
procedure.

‘Kurt will give you a shot of Novocaine in your right buttock
to dull the pain a bit. Same stuff the dentist gives you. We have
an ice-pack and some burn cream for afterwards.’ Kurt does exactly
that.

‘Right we’ll just give that a minute or two to take effect,
then we’ll fetch the branding iron.’

I kneel
next to K and rub her ear between my thumb and fingers in that
secret sign between us that means so much more than just, ‘I love
you,’ and whisper a few words of encouragement. ‘Chloe, come kneel
beside her and hold her hand.’

At a nod
from Justin, Kurt wanders off and returns a moment later with the
red hot branding iron. He hands it to me and I check the end to
make sure it is the right brand. I stand over K and ask, ‘This is
your last chance to change your mind. Do you still wish to go ahead
with this?’

Her
voice is trembling. ‘Yes, Master. Give me your mark and make me
yours forever,’ she answers bravely and a lump comes to my throat,
but I must press ahead as not to would be to let her down and she
has put her faith in me. Kurt places a piece of old leather belt
between her teeth for her to bite on.

As
previously instructed by Kurt, I press the iron onto her right
buttock for a few seconds then pull away and hand it to Kurt. K
cries out through her gag. Her body tenses up but she doesn’t
struggle, just grips the legs of the stool tightly with her arms
and legs. Kurt steps forward with the ice-pack but Chloe pushes him
away and takes it from him. She applies it gently to K’s wounded
backside and K gives a sob as the coolness reduces some of the
pain. I notice Chloe’s faces is wet with tears, but it doesn’t stop
her from tending to her Mistress.

Justin
says, ‘Well, that’s enough ceremony from us tonight. We’ll leave
you too it. As her owner you have the right of ‘Prima Noctae’ as
the French call it, or the right to be the first to fuck your
branded pony girl. Then tradition states that her trainer gets her
next. After that it’s just whoever’s next in line with my boys. You
okay with that?’

‘K specifically asked for that to happen.’

‘That’s some girl you have there, yes sir, some girl. No need
to be jealous though, I have my Judith now and that’s all a man
needs. Still … I wouldn’t mind another ride on this particular
filly sometime … with Judith present of course.’

‘Oh no worries, K will be back. This has become her favourite
holiday destination,’ I tell him. Judith runs her hand along K’s
back and tells her how brave she was, then the two of them leave.
Chloe is rubbing burn cream onto K’s brand and I watch her as she
lovingly tends to her beloved Mistress.

It’s
time to get on with as the men are waiting for their turn, so I
kneel behind K and unzip my cock. I have no trouble entering K as
she is as wet as a mountain stream. The whole evening has been
arousing so it doesn’t take me long before I can feel the onset of
an orgasm, to make sure I am the first at everything, I pull out of
her pussy and force myself into her arse. There’s no lube but my
cock is plenty wet and slippery, I pump into her and she gives a
little moan on each thrust as I press against her brand. Eventually
I unload myself into her backside. I’ve been holding back the last
few days so there’s plenty of it. I don’t suppose any of the hands
will need much lube after that. I stand up and do my zip
up.

I turn
to Chloe and ask her, ‘You know what is going to happen to K
next?’

‘Yes, but I don’t have to like it.’

‘I don’t want to hear that and neither does K, she wants you to
support her. You made me a promise not to interfere in any of K’s
sessions, remember? So to help you understand more and as a
punishment, I’m going to chain you up here and you are going to
have to watch the harsh realities of K’s life as my
slave.’

I take
the collar and leash that K was wearing and put them on Chloe. Then
I handcuff her hands behind her back. I push her to her knees and
fasten the chain to a metal fixture in the stable so she can’t
stand up.

‘Now stay there and watch. Kurt, have at her.’

‘Thank you Mr. Gilchrist.’ He kneels behind K and lowers his
jeans, slipping his erection into her wet, pussy. As her trainer he
gets to fuck K every time he takes her out, so she’s ‘familiar
territory’ to him and it takes a while for him to come. When he’s
done, he waves to a couple of the guys who have collected in the
stable. One kneels behind her and one kneels at her head. K takes
him in her mouth willingly as he moves his hips back and
forth.

They
swap ends at half time and then are replaced by another couple.
After a while I don’t want to watch her being fucked any more so I
make to leave. I say good bye to K then rub her ear and she gives
me a brave smile back. I tell the guys they are not to touch Chloe
and to send them back to me when they have finished with
K.

Then I
make my way back to the hotel and opening a bottle of brandy, drink
too much until I pass out on the couch.




 





TROUBLE IN
PARADISE

 


 


I wake
up next morning with a bad head. Judging by the sunshine it’s
mid-morning. I look around the room and I can’t see anyone else but
the bed has been slept in, so they obviously made it home all
right. Then I hear voices coming from the bathroom. I make my way
in there and K is soaking in the bath while Chloe sits on a stool
at the side of the bath, in her bathrobe, as she rubs her down with
a sponge.

I go to
the bath and take hold of K’s ear and rub it gently between my
thumb and fingers. She smiles up at me, ‘Hello, Daddy.’

‘You okay?’ I ask.

‘Yeah, I’m fine. Elf brought me home about 3 o’clock and we
tried not to wake you. Are you okay?’

‘Yeah, nothing that a pot of tea and a couple of aspirins can’t
sort out.’

‘And did Master Roger have a good night drinking, while K was
being gang raped down in the stables?’ asks Chloe,
curtly.

She’s
obviously pissed off with me. I know how to deal with someone who
has an ‘attitude’ like that, I just ignore them. To show my
contempt for her question I go over to the toilet, unzip and take a
piss.

I hear a
‘tut’ of annoyance and Chloe storms out of the room. I wash my
hands then after closing the door, I sit on the stool to talk to K.
‘Boy, she’s mad at me, isn’t she?’

‘She didn’t like what you let happen to me last
night.’

‘Which annoys her the most, the fact that I let it happen or
because I chained her up and made her watch it?’

‘A little bit of column A and a little bit of column
B.’

‘Well, I had to teach her a lesson. And I don’t mean “teach her
a lesson” as in punish her, but actually teach her that you and I
have a special sort of relationship where I send you on outings or
you ask to go on adventures and I let you. What happens to you is
decided between you and I, and she has no say in these matters. She
even gave me her promise that she would not interfere. If she can’t
accept that arrangement, then I’m afraid that others will have to
be made.’

‘I don’t want you to send her away. She’s mine, you said I
could have her.’

‘I wouldn’t come between you two, I know how much she means to
you. But I can’t have someone in my house who doesn’t like me and I
can’t trust. If necessary I’ll set the two of you up in your own
place and you can go back to just being “on call”.’

‘It won’t come to that, I promise, just let me speak to her
when she’s calmed down.’

‘And next time she gets lippy with me, you might want to remind
her who pays her salary. I can’t have someone who I can’t trust
having a responsible job in my company.’

‘You wouldn’t fire her? She gave up a good job to come and work
for you.’

‘She gave up a good job for a better one, with health benefits,
a pension, and the chance to spend more time with you, don’t forget. But no, I
wouldn’t sack her because of this, I’d just make sure she has
limited access to the company computer system.’

‘Leave it to me, I’ll sort it,’ promises K.

K is
leaning towards one side, with her right hip raised, obviously
favouring her right buttock. ‘How’s the brand?’ I ask.

‘Still painful, Chloe can rub some more burn lotion on it when
I get out of the bath.’

‘How was the rest of the night?’

‘Great. You know me, I’m a slut and enjoy a good gang bang.
Little does Chloe know that I’ve “pulled a train” with all those
guys at least ten times during my visits here, so it’s nothing new.
This was a bit harder because of the brand being painful, but that
was all part of the experience, I guess.’

‘You love being fucked by those rough stable hands, don’t you?’
I’m secure enough in my relationship with K not to feel threatened
or jealous when she expresses a desire to be fucked by a certain
type of man, a big man like Bruce, the Contessa’s bodyguard, for
example. Or these rugged stable hand, cowboy types. It’s like me
fancying blondes when K is a brunette, she understands that we each
have our ‘little fancies’ that have nothing to do with our normal
relationships.

‘Yes, I must admit it and I love
you for letting me indulge it. Most of the
men I meet are Society members and are rich and well-groomed, they
wear fancy suits and drive flashy cars … all a bit too Metrosexual
if you ask me, present company excepted of course! But these guys
live in a bunk house and work with their hands and smell of sweat
and horses, they all seem so much more real and down to earth. That’s why I
like it here, maybe I should have been a cowgirl.’

‘I can always sell you to Master Justin if you like, and you
can be one of his full-time ponies, like the twins.’

K looks
at me thoughtfully for a moment. ‘You would too wouldn’t you, if I
asked? No matter how much it would hurt you, you’d do it if you
thought that would make me happy.’

‘That’s all I ever care about,’ I admit.

‘Then I thank you for that thought, but no, it won’t be
necessary. If I was here full-time then it wouldn’t be special, it
should only happen occasionally for it to be appreciated. And if I
was here, then I wouldn’t get to come home to you afterwards and
that’s the most important thing to me.

‘I love coming here each time you bring me, I’d come every year
if you’d let me. When they take me into that admin block, strip me
off and put a collar on me it seems that all the weight disappears
from my shoulders. I don’t mean to imply that life with you is
hard, but you know me, I worry about things unnecessarily, and get
upset over nothing. I’m a fussy-pants I know and it’s good of you
to put up with me, but once they collar me and lead me off to the
stables, I can relax … I don’t have any worries or cares or
responsibilities. For the next week or two I can release the animal
in me and just do what I’m told, and go where the man with the whip
drives me. Plus there’s lots of sex as well … what’s not to like?’
she says with a smile.

I adore this woman. Okay, maybe some
of you readers might think that she’s ‘not quite right in the head’
and that may be true. In that case neither am I for endorsing her
attitudes and her lifestyle, but we’re both happy so where’s the
harm?

‘Okay then, I agree that I’ll bring you here at least once a
year. Now that Judith is here and can keep an eye on you for me,
perhaps I might send you on your own, when I can’t get away from
work. Would you like that?’

‘And you’d trust me to come back?’ she asks with a smile.
Cheeky minx!

‘I’d get Judith to put you in a crate and have you shipped
home. Now then, I never asked to have you branded and only agreed
because you practically begged me for it. But that’s it! There will be no more
body mutilations. No shaving your head, tattooing your body or
face, no ring through your nose, no having your earlobes cut off or
your tongue split or anything like that. This was the last.
Understood?’

‘Yes, Master Roger, I understand,’ she says solemnly and then
bursts into a giggle. She knows I mean it though.

‘Right, I’m going to have a shower.’

‘Can you send Chloe in to give me a hand, please? I’m going to
spend the day in bed if that’s all right with you,
Daddy?’

I walk
into the bedroom and start undressing. Chloe is sitting on the bed,
reading a magazine.

‘Chloe,’ I call. She ignores me. ‘Chloe.’ Still ignoring me.
‘Chloe!’ I snap.
‘Go into the bathroom, your Mistress needs you.’

She
drops her magazine and rushes into the bathroom as she realises
that by ignoring me she is inadvertently ignoring her
Mistress.

When I
head for the shower K is standing there by the bath as Chloe dries
her off. After I finish my shower I come back into the bedroom to
dress and see Chloe rubbing burn cream on K’s branded buttock,
haemorrhoid cream on her arse and Aloe Vera gel on her
pussy.

The
price that girl will pay to have a good time!

 



~~~

 


Once
I’ve finished dressing I ask the girls, ‘Have you eaten
yet?’

‘No,’ replies k. ‘We slept in.’

‘I’m gonna go down to the restaurant and have an early lunch.
I’ll have them send some food up for you two, so you can stay in
bed.’ I head out of the room and I get the ‘evil eye’ from Chloe.
Ungrateful bitch!

I choose
a table on the veranda and order myself some lunch and ask for a
couple of meals to be sent up to my room. Feeling generous, I
select two chocolate desserts for both of them. That should keep
them happy.

After
lunch, I remain at my table and smoke a cigar while I watch the 12
o’clock parade, when the ponies are lined up in the front of the
hotel, for the guests to choose their pony for an afternoon ride,
if they so desire. I decide not to today, that argument with Chloe
has put me in a sour mood.

While
they’re still being lined up, I hear a discreet cough and looking
up I see Chloe standing next to my table. ‘Daddy-’ she begins but I
cut in and tell her, ‘That’s Master Roger to you.’

‘Sorry, Master Roger, K thought I ought to come down here
and-’

‘Is K all right? Does she needs anything?’

‘No she’s fine but she sent me to-‘

‘Forget it, Chloe. You’re only here because K sent you, you
wouldn’t have come on your own. As long is K is fine then whatever
you have to say, I don’t want to hear it. Now go back upstairs and
see to your Mistress.’

‘But she sent me to-’

‘Go away!’ I growl at her. She steps
back, shocked and then leaves hurriedly. The anger is rising in me
as I had hoped that she had come of her own accord, not because she
was ordered to. I suddenly feel the need for physical exercise to
blow off some steam. I look to the parade and pick out one that has
not already been chosen. I spot a well built, sturdy blonde and
choose her. When they bring her to me later I take her down to the
lake and fuck her hard, then I make her run the 5 mile course all
the way, without any stops, using the whip frequently, perhaps too
harshly, but fuck ‘er that’s what she’s there for.

When I
get back from my ride, I’m not hot angry any more, just cool angry,
so I go to the Reception and ask, ‘Do you have any spare
rooms?’

He
checks. ‘Yes, Mr. Gilchrist, this is the quiet season and now the
wedding guests have left there a few spare. Is there something
wrong with your room?’

‘No, it’s just that I have a couple of companions staying in it
with me and it’s becoming a bit too crowded for my
liking.’

‘And you want to move them out?’

‘One of them has a slight injury, sprained her ankle and needs
bed rest for a couple of days. It would be easier if I just moved
out to another room.’

He
checks the register. ‘You’re in luck, the room next to yours is
empty so you can have that one if you like.’

‘That will do fine, thank you. Of course everything on the old
room will still be charged to my account, okay?’

‘Certainly, Mr. Gilchrist.’ He authorises my key card and then
I head up to my old room.

‘Ah, Daddy,’ says K as I walk in the room. ‘What have you said
to Elf? She’s locked herself in the bathroom, crying her eyes out.
Won’t even let me speak to her.’

‘Not my problem.’

‘She came down to apologise.’

‘Only because you told her to. She didn’t mean it and I wasn’t
ready to hear it. Listen, K, I’m taking the room next door and
moving all my stuff into it. I think it’s getting a little too
crowded in here, so I’ll give you both some space. Don’t worry, I’m
only next door, ring me if you need anything, otherwise I’ll leave
you two alone for a couple of days and once you’re better then
we’ll fly home, okay?’

K looks
glum as she watches me pack my suitcase. ‘Have I done something
wrong, Daddy? Are you angry with me?’

I walk
over to where she is lying in the bed and I rub her ear between my
fingers and thumb. She relaxes as she knows I would never do that
if I were angry with her. ‘No, K, you haven’t done anything wrong.
And we won’t let the antics of some silly girl who is still young
enough to think the world revolves around her, come between us.
That I promise you.’

She
grasps my hand and says, ‘I’m so glad. I couldn’t bear it if you
were mad at me.’

‘But you’d better warn Little Miss Muppet in there that unless
she changes her attitude, she can find somewhere else to live. I
can’t have someone in my house who disrespects me like
that.

‘I’ll check up on you for the next couple of days, but you’re
not to go back to the stables or go running. Rest and let it heal …
that’s an order. And no shagging cowboys while my back’s turned.
You’re only allowed sex with her,’ I jerk my thumb towards the
bathroom door. I look down at her, ‘Love you, Princess.’ I give her
a long kiss and then picking up my case and suit bag, move into the
room next door.
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I spend
the next few days riding a pony girl every afternoon and then
having a different one brought to my room in the evening. I’ve
worked my way through the couple I find really attractive and now
working on the ones that just look like they would give me a good
ride. It’s a grand life!

I don’t
see anything of K or Chloe unless I go to their room. They seem to
want to keep themselves to themselves, ordering room service
although I’ve invited K to join me in the restaurant several times.
Every time I go to see them, Chloe either blanks me or goes into
the bathroom and closes the door behind her. ‘I think she’s
embarrassed about her initial outburst and can’t face you,’
ventures K.

One
afternoon after I return from my ride and shower, my phone rings
and K invites me to her room as she says, ‘There is something you
need to see.’ I knock on her door and she lets me in. K is just
wearing her bath robe and jogging pants but over in the corner of
the room, I can see Chloe is facing the wall. She is naked except
for a collar and leather wrist cuffs. Her wrists have been fastened
together behind her back and then pulled up tightly to be tied to
her collar until her hands are between her shoulder
blades.

I ignore
Chloe and ask K, ‘How’s your brand coming along?’

‘It’s fine, much better, thank you.’ She slides down her
jogging pants so I can see her backside. Where the hot iron
actually touched her skin is still a bit red and swollen but the
skin around it has returned to normal again. I deliberately placed
it in such a position that it would be covered up if she wore
panties or a bikini bottom. ‘I can sit on it now, there’s only a
slight sting when I sit down, so we can go home in a couple of
days, if you like, Daddy.’

‘So why have you asked me here? What do I need to
see?’

‘This.’ K goes to the corner and grabbing Chloe by the rope
between her neck and wrists, drags her to stand before me. ‘You are
going to be punished now, you stupid girl,’ K informs her. ‘You
nearly caused a rift between me and my Master. If you have to move
out of the house then I would have to follow you, as you’d never be
let back in again, and I love my Master too much to be apart from
him.’

‘Sorry, Mummy.’

‘Don’t call me Mummy, it’s not been decided whether you’re
still part of the family. Call me Mistress.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ says Chloe, miserably.

‘Now I’m going to tie you to the end of the bed and beat you
with my belt. And I’m going to carry on beating you until Master
Roger says stop, so you’d better pray you haven’t offended him too
deeply.

‘Chloe has something that she would like to say to you and then
you can watch as I punish her. She accepts she was in the wrong and
would like to make it up with you. Say your piece, Chloe,’ and she
begins a speech which I can tell by the tone was obviously prepared
for her by K.

‘Master Roger … I am truly, truly sorry that I spoke out of
turn to you and then blanked you whenever you came here. Mistress K
has made me understand that you were not to blame for what happened
to her, but rather it was done at her request and you were generous
enough to allow it to happen, as it meant so much to
her.

‘Furthermore, I also disgraced myself by breaking the promise I
made to you to never interfere in my Mistress’ adventures and just
keep quiet if I’m unhappy with it. It is not my place to dictate
what happens to my Mistress. Only you have that right.

‘So I am here to be punished today, by Mistress, to remind me
never to do that again.’ At this point her voice breaks and tears
well up in her eyes. ‘And in the sincere hope that by accepting
this punishment, it may clear the air between us and I might be
allowed back into the family.’

‘And you do accept that you deserve this punishment?’ I
ask.

‘I do, Master Roger. I would do anything for us all to be a
family again. I’ve missed that even though it’s only been a few
days.’

K has
obviously schooled her well and in appreciation of the effort from
both of them I decide to let it go and say, ‘Very well then, I
accept your apology. K, she is your slave not mine, so go ahead and
punish her.’

‘Yes, Daddy.’ K stands Chloe at the foot of the bed, facing it,
unties the rope from Chloe’s collar and releases her wrists. Then
she reties them to the bedposts at the foot of the bed and runs a
circle of rope round her throat, so Chloe is bent over, pinned to
the bed rail by her neck.

She
picks up a pair of panties that are lying on the bed and stuffs
them into Chloe’s mouth.

‘You’re going to need these,’ she warns. K takes of her robe
leaving her topless in the jogging pants and taking a leather belt
from the bedside drawer begins to lay into Chloe, beating her on
her upper back, arse and legs, until they glow red.

As K
works in the afternoon heat, she works up a light sweat. My God!
She looks so sexy wielding that belt, with her breasts free,
swinging in time to her body as she twists and turns. Even though I
only had sex about an hour ago, the sight of K looking so
magnificent is causing my arousal again.

After a
while I take pity on Chloe and tell K to stop. When she has
finished, I tell her, ‘Take those bottoms off.’

K smiles
at me and throwing the belt aside, drops them to the floor and
steps out of them. She is obviously excited by all this and starts
to get cocky. ‘You want to fuck me? You want to fuck me, Daddy?
Come on, do it now. Lay me down in front of Elf and fuck me hard!’
She climbs backwards onto the bed and lies across the foot of it,
only about a foot from where Chloe is pinned by her neck and she
has no choice but to watch.

I climb
onto the bed and enter K. She’s already wet and takes my full
length easily. Jerking her body up to meet me on my every forward
stroke, we fuck like animals, both aroused by the heat and Chloe’s
punishment and the fact that we haven’t fucked each other for
days.

K is
more desperate than me as I had sex within the past hour, and she
comes before me. Still I carry on pounding her pussy until she can
tell by my shortage of breath that I am on the brink of coming,
also. ‘Are you coming? Are you going to come? Put it in Chloe’s
mouth, come in her mouth.’

I pull
out of K and rising to my knees, removing the panties from her
mouth, I put my stiff cock into her mouth and she takes it
willingly, eager to be part of the threesome, the family, again. I
erupt into her and I jerk my cock backwards and forward into her
mouth until I am spent and she has sucked me dry.

I
collapse onto the bed and K releases Chloe who then climbs onto the
bed with us. She worms her way in between us and asks, ‘So I’m
forgiven then?’

K looks
at me and I nod, so K tells her,’ Yes, Elf, you’re
forgiven.’

Being
suspicious by nature, I wonder if her repentance is genuine, but on
the plane on the way home a few days later, Chloe swaps seats with
K and cuddles up to me, puts my arm around her and goes to sleep,
while K looks on approvingly. So I guess Chloe’s on the
level.
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There’s
a knock at the study door and I tell K to come in. ‘May I ask a
couple of favours, Daddy?’

‘Sure, what are they?’

‘You know that picture I gave you when I became your slave?
Well, can I have it back for a while? I’d like to make some changes
to it.’ She’s referring to the painting she did of a Master
standing there (and she painted in my face once she became my
slave) over a kneeling, female slave looking up at him adoringly,
with her face painted on.

‘What sort of changes?’ I ask.

‘Oh just update the hairstyle and so on.’

‘I suppose so. It’s hanging in my bedroom.’

‘That’s the other favour I need to ask … can you help me get it
up to my workshop?’

‘I suppose so. You want to do this now? Get it out of the
way?’

‘Yes please, Daddy.’

So we
lug the thing out of my bedroom and up the stairs to K’s workshop
where she paints. It used to be my attic but when she moved in with
me I had the it remodelled, wooden flooring, heating, large bay
windows for plenty of light, and so on to make a studio for
her.

We place
it on the easel and step back to admire it. ‘So you’re going to
change the hairstyle?’ I ask.

‘Yes, well I wear the ‘bob’ all the time now, so I might as
well change the picture to match.’

That’s
not all she’s going to do, I can tell but as she doesn’t mention it
neither do I. ‘Tell you what,’ I say as I put my arm around her.
‘If you want the picture to remain current, then you should paint
the hair black as well as bobbed.’

‘Black? Why black?’

‘Because I want you to have your hair dyed black. I saw a
picture the other day of a woman with a jet-black bob and bright
red lipstick and I thought that look would suit you perfectly.’ I
feel a shiver run through her.

I should explain, due to K’s twisted upbringing and largely
being ignored most of her life, she looks on any kind of
instruction about how she is to look or behave as a gesture of
affection. As in ‘If they’re actually taking the time to make up
rules and regulations for me to follow, then it must mean they care
about me, otherwise why spend the time?’ So when I decide what
dress she is to wear, how her hair is to be cut, what she is to
eat, and so on, I’m controlling her and K loves to be controlled. It makes her
feel safe and secure.

Making
her have her hair cut in a particular way is even more potent as it
lets her see (and those in the know) that she is under my control,
a visual reminder every time she sees her reflection. As well as
the shiver, I wouldn’t be surprised if she got a little bit
‘wet’.

‘Okay, Daddy, if that’s what you want, I’ll get it dyed black.’
Never a thought or a hint of arguing. K lives her life by the rule
“What Daddy wants, Daddy gets.”

‘Do it ASAP. Right, I’ll leave you to your painting then. And I
warn you … if I end up with glasses and a moustache, you’re in
trouble.’

 



~~~

 


I see K
in the kitchen next day, sitting at the centre island eating a
sandwich. She stands up as I enter the room and I ask her to make
me a sandwich as I get the coffees. ‘So how’s the painting coming
along? Can I see it?’

‘No, it’s still drying. I don’t want you putting your sticky
fingers all over it.’

‘I beg your pardon?’ I pretend to be
annoyed.

‘I meant … err … it would be better to put your sticky
fingers all over me! Except of course they wouldn’t be sticky until
after you’d put them all
over me.’

I smile
and wave my finger at her. ‘Good recovery. I’ll let you get away
with that one. When are you getting your hair done?’

‘They can’t fit me in until Friday and the painting should be
ready by then.’

 



~~~

 


Friday
morning comes around and K takes me up to her studio and shows me
the painting. As she said, the kneeling slave now has her ‘bob’
style haircut and as requested by me, her hair is black. However,
there is one other addition, the one that I suspected K wanted all
along, the hair being just a cover. For there, prominently
displayed on her right buttock, is a circle with the initials RJG
in the middle. K has painted her brand into the picture.

‘I knew you were going to do this,’ I tell her.

‘I know, you can read me like a book.’

‘Hmmm … not always but sometimes it’s fun to just ruffle
through the pages. Now go and get ready for you hairdresser’s
appointment. No underwear of course. And come straight back, I have
something planned.’

She goes
away to change and then comes back to me for inspection before
leaving. ‘No collar?’ I ask.

‘They bend you backwards over a sink to wash your hair and a
collar turns into an actual “choker” if you’re not careful, so I
leave it off for hair appointments.’

‘Okay, makes sense, I’ll allow it. Off you go then.’ I pat her
on the behind and send her off. Then I go the Fun room to set
everything up.

 



~~~

 


I hear
K’s car pull up and I go into the foyer to wait for her to enter
the house. She takes a while and I look through the door glass and
I see her touching up her makeup. Guess she wants to look her best
for me.

She
comes through the front door and I’m standing here waiting for her.
Wordlessly, I point to a spot on the floor and she goes there and
stands at ‘Attention’. I walk around her slowly several times,
checking out her new look. It looks great on her, especially with
the red lipstick that she obviously chose for me.

‘Strip,’ I command. ‘Put your clothes on the chair.’ There are
always a couple of chairs in the foyer for people to sit on to put
their boots on or lace up shoes. She goes to the chair, strips
naked, folds her clothes and places them neatly on the chair with
her shoes underneath.

‘Display,’ I tell her and she puts her hands on her head and
once again I take several turns around her, examining every inch. I
run my hands over her body, not an ounce of fat or a spare inch of
flab. The plan at The Ranch to run her more and not concentrate on
lifting weights has worked and she is lean and toned again, instead
of muscly as she was in danger of becoming. I pinch her arse and
strokes her boobs, teasing the nipples until they are fully
erect.

I stand
in front of her, looking her up and down. K begins to get that
crease between her eyebrows which I know means she is getting
concerned. Apart from issuing commands I haven’t spoken to her
since she returned and I think she is starting to get a bit worried
I don’t like what I see.

‘Superb, absolutely superb,’ I finally
say and the crease of worry disappears from her brow. ‘You are a
superb physical specimen, K, and I’m proud of you. And I think that
the black hair suits you, especially with the right make
up.’

‘Do you like it? Do you really like
it?’

‘I do, I absolutely do. You’re just perfect.’ I go around the
back of her and pat her buttock, right on the brand
mark.

‘You’re proud of it aren’t you?’ I ask her. ‘That’s why you put
it in the painting.’ She doesn’t reply, just gives me a goofy grin
and nods.

‘And I’m proud of you for going to such lengths for me. I’m
sure there are many slaves out there who would let their Master
brand them, but I doubt if there are many who would
ask to be branded as a
show of loyalty and faith to their owner.’

‘You’re pleased we did it then?’ she asks.

‘So much so I think the world should see it. Well, The Society
world that is. I’d like to take some photos of you, showing the
brand, and post them on the website, so I want you to go away, have
a cup of coffee, go to the toilet, fix your make up or whatever, so
the elastic marks of your clothing can wear off. Then meet me in
the Fun room in say, half an hour, fully made up, and we’ll take
some nice pictures to show you off.’ I hand her the towelling robe
which I placed on the chair while I was waiting for her. ‘Put that
on.’

She
takes the robe and puts it on. ‘So you’re going to take some nude
photos of me?

‘Yes.’

‘And show them on the website?’ Her voice is
trembling.

‘Yes.’

‘Because you think I’m perfect?’ Her eyes are getting
moist.

‘Yes.’

She
bursts into tears and buries her face in my chest. ‘Hey, hey,
little one, what’s the matter? I’m here, you’re safe and protected
… and loved.’

A little voice comes up from my chest, ‘I know, that’s why I’m crying.’

I think
about that for a moment but, no … haven’t got a clue what she’s on
about. ‘Could you explain that?’

She
pulls back from me and wipes her eyes on the sleeve of her robe.
‘You know I’ve never thought much of myself, mainly because nobody
else ever thought much of me, and I guess I believed them. Then you
came along. You saw me through different eyes, and every so often
you say or do something that lifts me up to the next rung of the
ladder that leads to me not feeling so bad about myself. First you
made me your slave, then you moved me into your house, then you
called me beautiful, which led to you telling me you loved me! And
now you’ve just called me “perfect”.

‘Every one of those times you made me believe that I’m not just
gutter trash and I do have some value … and now you want to show me
off to the world because you’re proud of me. Sometimes the faith
you have in me is a bit overwhelming, that’s why I’m crying.
Sorry.’

‘No need to apologise, just remember, that faith is well
deserved,’ I reassure her. ‘Now run along and fix your makeup, I’ll
see you in a bit.’

 



~~~

 


When I
arrive in the Fun room K is already there. Stripped naked and
looking fabulous, she stands there with her hands behind her back.
‘Are you going to take full-length shots of me or just my
backside?’ she asks.

‘Front, back, side on, full length, three-quarters and
close-ups of your bum. I’ll take loads and then we’ll pick out the
best ones to upload to the website.’

‘In that case, can I ask a favour? I bought these from the gift
shop at The Ranch and I thought they would look good, threaded
through my nipples.’ She holds out what she has been hiding behind
her back, two large, gypsy-style, gold earrings.

‘It might look good if you wore a set through your ears as
well,’ I tell her.

‘But I only bought the one pair,’ she says, glumly.

‘I know, I saw them on the hotel bill, they charged them to the
room. That’s why I bought you a second pair,’ and I produce them
from my pocket.

‘Oh, Daddy! You are so
thoughtful. I don’t deserve you, honestly.’ She
goes to kiss me but I tell her not to smudge her lipstick. We spend
a few minutes dressing her with the gold hoops, they look splendid
against her skin. She spent a lot of time naked, out in the sun,
while she was on The Ranch and so still has a tan. I tell her to
sweep her hair back behind her ears so the hoops are visible. Then
I pose her against the post at the corner of the bed, while I set
up the 4K camera on the tripod, and the lighting. If you remember,
the Fun room is equipped for videoing sex and punishment sessions,
so has an excellent lighting arrangement.

K learnt
a lot from that photo shoot with Mitsumi, and I just have to tell
her to show me a side or whether I’m shooting full-length or
close-up and she adopts a graceful pose. I tell her to turn, and
she adopts an interesting stance that would never have occurred to
me. Such as facing the bed post and raising her arms above her
head, crossing her wrists as if they were tied, and then turning
her head to one side so her face is visible. Or turning side on
then raising her knee to waist height, so she’s only standing on
one leg, while arching her back and looking at the
ceiling.

Like
Mitsumi’s photos, sometimes her pussy is visible in the shot but
not the focus of it. I’m aiming for sexy but not gratuitously
vulgar. And I think between us we pull it off.

We even
pose a few fake shots where we pretend she is actually being
branded. I handcuff her to the bed and press the cold branding iron
onto her bare arse and she pretends to scream and writhe in pain,
or some comic ones for our own collection where I ‘brand’ her and
she gives me a “Ooh, how dare you?” expression. Justin presented
the branding iron to me the day after K was branded. After all,
it’s no use to them unless there happens to be another owner with
the initials RJG who wants to brand his pony girl. We do some more
jokey ones where she holds up a large dildo and pretends to swoon
or be afraid of it (even though I’ve seen her take it easily before
now.)

By the
time we’ve finished I’ve taken hundreds of photos (but it’s a
digital camera so I can discard the blurry, out of focus ones) and
I put down the camera and run my hands over K’s body. ‘These hoops
are going to be handy to restrain you by your nipples. Hook these
to the wall and tie your hands behind your back, and you’ll be
helpless.’

‘That thought did cross my mind when I purchased them, I must
admit. So what would you like to do now, Daddy?’ she asks,
suggestively.

‘Put your robe on. Then we’ll load these photos onto my
computer and after we delete the duds, we’ll decide which ones of
you we’ll upload.’

‘And then?’

‘And then I’m going to damn well smudge your
lipstick.’




 





WHAT’S IN A
NAME?

 


 


I summon
K with the beeper. She arrives at the study wearing her Downton
Abbey outfit, a feather duster in one hand and she has a smudge of
dirt on her forehead. She looks so vulnerable and adorable and it
makes me want to do dirty things to her. I make a private vow that
I will fuck her before the end of the day.

‘K, after we posted those pictures of you flashing your brand,
I’m getting lots of requests for you from various people. Some like
Todd and Alan want you to appear in some of their movies and not
just the ones for The Society. They want you to star in some of
those they sell on the Internet.’

‘What sort of movies are they talking about?’

‘Oh, you know … getting tied up, nipple clamps, whips, and then
fucked by three or four men. Some people might find it shocking but
to you it’s just “another Thursday night”. And there’s talk of
payment as well.’

‘Well, how much will it cost me? And if I’m paying, do I get to
choose the men?’

‘Err, no, K … you don’t understand, they will pay you to appear in their
movies.’

‘They want to pay me? That can’t be right.’

‘Since your branding photos and Mitsumi’s films of you have hit
the website, you’re much in demand. People want to film you, have
sex with you, several pony ranches have asked if you’d honour them
with your presence, either as a guest trainer or as a pony. The
world is at your feet. Speaking of which, there are one or two that
actually want to worship your feet, but I think we’ll put them in
the “Thanks but no thanks” pile.’

K is
sitting there, rattled by all this. ‘Well, Daddy, are you going to
lend me to all these people? I don’t know if I want to be fucked by
all those strangers, it wouldn’t be right.’

‘Don’t give me that … I know that if you had the chance you’d
let yourself be stripped naked, smothered in honey and thrown into
a Russian prison, so don’t try and act all coy.’ She gives me a
sheepish grin.

‘As I believe I’ve told you before, once you became a Red Tag
slave you became fair game for any Society member. As your Master
though, I’m not just going to hand you over to any lunatic for him
to play with. You’re too precious to me.

‘But once I’ve vetted them and decided they’re safe, the
decision to go with them or not is entirely yours and yours alone.
I will always ask you if you want to do it, and you can always say
no.’

‘I’m just knocked out, “little old me” becoming a porn
star.’

‘Your face might become well known and people might even
recognise you on the street. Can you handle that?’

‘Well, it’s not as if I’m a local politician or anything, or a
TV personality, I’m just a slave. My face is already known to all
of The Society as a slave. What difference does it make if a few
people on the street recognise me? It means they watched the films
… they may even be fans! To think I might actually become famous
for something.’

‘You want to do it then? You’ve worked with Todd and Alan
before so you know what to expect with them. Some of the other film
makers I should take a look at first, get The Society to check them
out, some of them make darker movies, like being back in the
Dungeons. Nothing you haven’t had before but you might not want to
go down that path again.’

‘I’m Red Tag remember? I can handle it.’

‘Very well then, I’ll reply to some of these requests. You’ll
need a porn name of course. You don’t want to use your
own.’

‘What, like “Pussy Galore” you mean?’

‘It’s been done, you’ll need something more
original.’

K
thought for a moment. ‘Something like Ophelia Balls or Lucy
Lastic?’

‘Felicity Kneetrembler,’ I counter.

‘Chesty Diver.’

‘Of course Eastern European names are quite popular now,’ I
point out.

‘Nitya Pullover?’

‘Ivana Humpalot.’

This is getting silly now and we’re both starting to giggle
like naughty schoolkids. Then it hits me, I click my fingers and
exclaim, ‘How about
Brandy?!’

‘You mean because of …?’ she indicates her right
buttock.

‘Exactly.’

‘That’s quite clever,’ she admits. ‘What about a last
name?’

‘You don’t need one … be like Cher or Madonna.’

‘No, I think I’d like a full name. Brandy … Brandy McPhee, you
know like Nanny McPhee. Brandy
McPhee, that’s got a nice ring to
it.’

She
pauses and looks down at her hands. ‘I’d like to clear this with
Chloe first … if that’s all right with you?’

‘Like I said, you have the final say on all of these offers. If
it doesn’t sit well with Chloe and you don’t want to do it, then
that’s fine … but you’ll never win the “Porn Actress of the Year”
Award.’

‘I’ll speak to Chloe,’ she replies but I can see in her eyes
that she finds the whole idea of being wanted as a model and a film
actress exciting, and even if Chloe was against the idea, it would
happen anyway.

Oh,
we’re going to have such fun, Brandy McPhee and I.

 


 


 


THE END
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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’.
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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’ve 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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FOREWORD

 


 


When K
and I first decided to share our life together with you, she
insisted that I write about it, from my point of view. Her opinion
was that as I was already an experienced writer with several
best-selling series under my belt, I could do the story much better
justice than she ever could. (She’s more of a painter than a
writer.)

But over
our time together, not only have her writing skills improved (yes,
those writing classes finally paid off) but her confidence in
herself and her ability to ‘tell a good story’ has increased
exponentially. Also I’m aware that sometimes I write about K being
taken away into another room to have her fun, and you the reader
don’t get to see it as I’m not present to witness it, when that
happens. So to overcome this obstacle, I persuaded K to put pen to
paper and detail exactly what happens behind those closed doors,
when I’m not around, for your entertainment.

So this
time I have handed it over to her to write about the next chapter
in our lives. New friends and new adventures that she comes
across.

I hope
you enjoy reading about these adventures as much as K enjoyed
having them.

 


Roger
James Gilchrist


RJG
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GYM BUNNIES

 


 


Indira
and I arrive back at the house after our morning run. Neither of us
are even breathing heavily, which is a good sign but not
surprising. After all, I do this run most days when I’m at home,
and Indira has recently returned from a whole month at a pony ranch
in America, where they ran her and worked her hard every
day.

I give a
wave to the camera as I know that Master Roger is at home today, so
he will most likely have the monitor on, watching all the active
cameras and will have seen us arrive at the front door.

I lead
Indira (Indy for short) through to the Fun room where all the gym
equipment is laid out, and I order her to strip. According to the
fitness plan that I follow and make Indy adhere to also, after the
run, we have a stiff workout in the gym, after which we shower and
then go about our daily business.

I tell
Indy to strip as when Master Roger is in the house, he likes to
watch us work out in the nude. Something about our sweaty, naked
bodies he finds arousing. Some of you may think that makes him ‘a
dirty old pervert’ but personally I get a big kick out of how my
naked body can still excite him after all this time, as he watches
it strain and stretch on the gym equipment. And what woman
wouldn’t?

I guess I should start off by deciding what to call him so I
don’t confuse you. At home Chloe and I call him ‘Daddy’, for
reasons of our own. Chloe is my own personal slave. (It’s quite the
fashion to have your own slave nowadays, doncha know?) She is very
dear to Master and I and we call her ‘Elf’ as she reminds me of one
from the story books, so beautiful and delicate.
Sigh!

As she is strictly speaking ‘my slave’ and not Master’s, we’ve
agreed that unlike Indy and I, she is not expected to sleep with
other people at Master’s whim. She is perfectly happy to have sex
with HIM when the occasion arises, she simply doesn’t want to be
made available to strangers as that’s not what she signed on for.
She only wants to be my
slave. However, in the right setting and with the
right people, and after a few drinks, she is often quite willing to
join in the fun and games, it just has to be her choice to do so
and not an expectation of her. Which is fair enough, in my opinion,
so I allow it.

And just
for clarity, Indira is Master’s slave. She was taken on to be the
domestic servant that Master requires for when I am away on my
adventures or making movies. He needed someone to look after him,
cook and clean for him, do his laundry, give him sex and so on.
However, as I am the number one slave in the household and
‘Mistress of the House’, she comes under my control, for her
domestic training, fitness regime, etc. and I am allowed to punish
her as I see fit, if I think she is failing in any of those
tasks.

Anyway,
back to how do we address Master? Out in public, say at Society
functions or in front of other Society members, we call him
‘Master’ or ‘Master Roger’, but for the sake of this book, I shall
just call him ‘Master’ as ‘Master Roger’ is a bit of a mouthful
(pun intended). Indira, being an Indian girl, has a sexual fantasy
based on the historical period known as the ‘British Raj’ when we
ruled India. Because of this fantasy she tries to echo it in her
everyday life by calling him Sahib and myself as Memsahib (sort of
equivalent to Lord and Lady). All clear?

I tell
Indy to strip so I can check on her progress. When she first came
to us she was a little on the ‘chubby’ side. But Master took this
into account and handed her over to me to work her and make her
into a smaller version of me. After a month at the pony ranch, she
now has a figure somewhat like Chloe’s, gym honed so she is slim,
lithe and supple. However, Master wants her to be like me and
become hard, lightly muscled and with a toned figure. That is what
we are working towards.

Indy for
her part seems to revel in this body shaping. Her last Master
apparently just used her as fuck meat for him and his friends, took
no interest in her development. My Master is cleverer than that,
and can see that taking an interest in her and improving her both
mentally and physically, will end up paying dividends for both of
them. Hence the strict workout regime.

I check
on her tattoo and note that it is healing well. After seeing my
tattoos, Indy asked that she be allowed to have the same ones.
First Master’s initials, RJG, as a mark of his ownership of her.
The red ink stands out well against her brown, Indian skin. Then,
as she has been properly trained by professionals as a pony girl,
she asked for the rampant horse tattoo, showing she is qualified.
And lastly she asked to have the Society crest tattoo as well,
which denotes that although we belong to Master Roger, we are also
by extension, property of The Society of which Master is a
member.

She has
Master’s initials at the base of her spine, just above the bikini
line. The other tattoos will be on her lower abdomen, on the left
and right of her groin and they will only be visible when she is
naked, or wearing a ‘really skimpy’ thong.

I set
her to lifting weights and I strip off and start doing sit-ups, and
sure enough, it’s not long before Master comes wandering through to
watch us. We both go to stand up as we are trained to do when he
enters the room but he waves us back down.

He kisses both of us and then tells us to carry on, while he
pulls up a chair and watches us as he drinks his tea. As he watches
us, I secretly watch him. I’ll be honest, I adore this man, I love him madly and
I believe that if it ever came down to it, I would give my life for
him. Why not? After all he saved mine.

I was
headed into a deep pit of despair, my life was going nowhere, I
could barely earn enough as an artist to put food on the table. But
worst of all was my private life. I had discovered over the years
that I was a submissive masochist, and yearned for a strong man to
take control of me and make me his. But I couldn’t find the right
man, the right set up, to find that person to take charge of me. I
was on the brink of doing some very stupid things that I would have
later regretted, like getting involved with those type of people
that had used me badly in my youth … but then I met Roger
Gilchrist.

I won’t bore you with the details, if you’re reading this book
it probably means you’ve read the earlier ones, (the
Transformation of ‘K’ series, available in all good bookshops, and a few bad ones)
so you know all about how he took me in, first as his submissive
and then later, his slave. He gave me all the things that were
missing from my life, discipline, order, self-respect, love, sex,
and all in a safe environment. He also gave me hope … and a future.
So yes, I’m his until the end.

Indy
finishes her workout routine and puts the weights down. I finish on
the step machine and join her as Master comes to inspect us. I turn
her round and show him the tattoo.

‘Splendid,’ he says. ‘It’s healing nicely. When do you have her
scheduled for the other tattoos?’

‘The day after tomorrow, I’ll have her nipples pierced at the
same time.’

‘I know you never had painkillers but let her have some. It’s a
lot in one day, two tattoos and pierced nipples.’

‘As you wish, Master.’ I notice he is looking down at my left
boob. I look down as well and we both watch a bead of sweat slowly
run from my neck, down my boob and pool on my nipple. He picks it
up on the end of his finger and puts it in his mouth.

‘Indy, would you excuse us?’ he asks. ‘K and I have a few
matters to discuss.’

‘Will you be having sex?’ she asks. ‘May I watch?’ Apart from
her strange manner of speaking she seems to have no sense of
‘boundaries’ either.

Both
Master and I look at her curiously. ‘What’s the matter with you,
you dirty slut? Aren’t you getting enough sex?’ he
responds.

She
giggles because although she’s not been with us long, she knows him
well enough by now to know he is only joking. One thing I will say
for Master which sets him apart from other Masters I have seen
around, is the fact that he always treats slaves with respect. Some
treat them like they are animals and have no feelings, not Master
Roger. He never forgets that beneath all the games that we play, he
is dealing with a human being and therefore he must allow them some
dignity. (Unless it is part of the game not to.)

‘Yes Sahib, you have been very kind in taking me to your bed
and seeing to my needs, also sometimes bent across your desk, or on
my knees in the kitchen. And the Memsahib and her friend Miss Chloe
have also taken the time to pleasure me in their own way. It’s just
that I rarely get to see the Sahib enjoying the Memsahib, and I’d
like to watch, to see if I may learn something new. Besides … it
has been a long time since the ‘English milord’ has been to visit
and I miss him.’

What she’s referring to is a game that I lured Master into
playing with me. I like all those old films and plays where the
Master of the household, or the Lord of the Manor, has his way with
the female members of his staff. Usually he finds her in some act
of thievery or just plain laziness in her duties and as punishment,
she is given a strict whipping followed by a good, hard
fucking!

Indy
happened to walk in on us one time as we were playing, ‘Lord of the
Manor’ as we call it, and lo and behold, it’s the exact same
fantasy that she has had since her adolescence. Only being Indian,
hers is based on the ‘British Raj’ and in her fantasy she is the
captive of an evil, English Lord, the ‘English milord’ she calls
him, who punishes her and then brutally ravishes her for her
misdemeanours. In fact, she told us that this particular fantasy
was the reason she got into being a slave in the first place, she
hoped to become the slave of an Englishman but that only came about
when she became slave to Master Roger. The only difference in our
fantasies being, when I play it I am in my Downton Abbey maid’s
outfit, whereas she likes to be in her sari.

‘That’s because K is taking you to be tattooed in the next few
days and we don’t want you turning up with whip marks all over you.
What will people think of us? But I promise you that once you have
healed up, he will visit … and he is going to be
very angry with you. Now
you can stay but put your robe on, else you may catch
cold.’

‘Yes, Sahib,’ she replies. Master takes me to the bed and lays
me down. After robing, Indy kneels down at the side of the bed and
watches intently as Master enters me. The fucks after gym sessions
are always just quick fucks, as I’m all sweaty he doesn’t want to
lick me anywhere, so he just fucks me until he comes. I don’t
begrudge him doing that. Apparently that is all that some Masters
do, but I know that when I am clean and sweet-smelling, he is more
than happy to take the time to make sure that I enjoy it just as
much has he does.

As he is
humping away on top of me, Indy asks, ‘Excuse me, Sahib, but may I
be permitted to imbibe the fruit of your ejaculation?’ She has a
very formal way of expressing herself sometimes, possibly due to it
not being her first language.

Master looks at me with a ‘What the
fuck is she talking about?’ expression on
his face.

‘I think she means, will you come in her mouth,’ I
translate.

‘Ah, right … you okay with that?’

‘I don’t mind,’ I assure him.

He
agrees and when he is approaching his climax, he pulls out of me
and offers his prick to the kneeling slave. She takes him in her
mouth and sucks on it greedily until he is empty and she is
satiated.

‘You seemed to enjoy that,’ he comments.

‘Yes, Sahib, I did. You see, for my last Master and his
friends, I was just a … what do you call it? “A cum dump” for them.
It was just a function of the piece of fuck meat in the corner,
nothing more. But for you, you greatly enjoy it when I provide that
service, and that makes me happy, being appreciated for it, so I do
it gladly for you, Sahib.’

‘And I will go on appreciating it … and you. Now run along and
get showered, I really do want to discuss some business with
K.’

As she
stands up to leave, he tells her to wait and he turns her around
and lifts up her robe, revealing her backside. He leans forward and
kisses her on her new tattoo of his initials. Then he pats her on
the behind and sends her off. She runs off giggling.

‘God damn, she’s a little cutie, isn’t she?’ he
asks.

‘She idolises you, you know,’ I tell him. ‘It’s because you
never forget there’s a human being inside that slave. If I may be
so bold, it’s what makes you a good Master … and a good
man.’

‘Well, who wouldn’t? She’s a sweet little thing, and so willing
to please.’

‘Yes, she’s a dear … but if you ever choose her over me, I will
put something in your tea, and when you wake up you’ll find
yourself in the garden, strapped naked to a chair, and then you can
watch me removing your testicles with gardening shears.’ Then I
make that move where you point your index and middle finger at your
own eyes, then at his, then back at mine, meaning, “I’m watching
you”.

He gives
my nipple a hard pinch in retaliation. ‘Anyway, what did you want
to talk to me about?’

‘I want you to use your feminine wiles to get some information
for me. I want you to call Bruce, I’m sure you have his private
number, and get him to send you the file on Victoria Rose. And ask
for mine and yours as well, while you’re at it. I’d like to see
what info they have on us.’

‘Will they have one on her? She only works for them, she’s not
a Society member?’

‘If they have one on me they’ll have ones on all the big boys
in The Society. If they have files on the members, I’m sure they’ll
have them on the employees too.’

‘Supposing he won’t let me have the files?’ I ask.

‘If you’re on a video call, flash him your tits and he’ll give
them to you then.’

‘Erm … supposing he asks for some sort of Quid Pro Quo for the
files?’

‘You and your games. Okay, tell you what, if he is in England
and will give you the files, I’ll let you go and spend a few days
with him in exchange, on condition that he emails me the files when
you get there.’

‘Gotcha, Boss. No files, no pussy.’

He pats
me on my hip. ‘That’s my girl,’ he mutters to himself as he walks
off.
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Some of you may wonder why, if I love Master so much, I enjoy
fucking other men, sometimes while he watches. Well it’s like this.
I love him dearly, and if I had to only fuck one man for the rest
of my life, it would be him. And I will be with him until I die –
if you’re reading this, Master, look away now – unless he put
Indira or another woman over me, then I would shoot him in the head
and leave him in a ditch somewhere. Just kidding …
or am I?

That apart, I discovered in my teens when I was being passed
around by the older members of the group I hung around with, that I
actually love sex. Especially if there were two or three men using
me at a time. I understood that I
was a dirty, cum-swallowing whore and loved
being one.

Of
course I didn’t let on to those people the kick I got out of being
used like that. If they found out I enjoyed it so much, who knows
what they would have put me through? Turned me into a hooker
perhaps, turning tricks for them so they would have money to spend
on drink and drugs. (They really were a bad lot.)

Even as
a teenager I realised that this road had only one end, so I got out
of there and tried to make a new life for myself, elsewhere in the
country. But living the ‘straight life’ became terribly dull until
Master came along and changed all that. He saw that deep need
within me to let myself be used by others, even strangers, and he
recognised a kindred spirit. If he’d have told me to, I’d have
remained faithful to him for the rest of my life, but his
philosophy is to enjoy life while you can, and he allows me the
freedom to do just that.

Like me,
he intends to have sex anywhere and everywhere the opportunity
presents itself, and what is more, he actually enjoys watching me
having sex when possible. So I can have my cake and eat
it!

So why do I look forward to seeing other men? I think it’s
because I had a lousy life when I was younger and now I’m settled I
often think, ‘What if?’ What if I’d have met some nice man, got
married and had kids? What if I had become a high-class hooker?
What if I worked in an office and was getting banged by my manager?
So being with other men sometimes allows me to role-play the
life I might have had.

With
Bruce for example, as he is such a big man, I sometimes feel that
he has grabbed little old me and dragged me back to his cave, where
he ravishes me repeatedly … often … and twice on Sundays. With Pete
the video guy, I get to play the poor housewife who has to give him
sex to pay the repair bills. With Colin Saxby, I’m a high-class
courtesan and he takes me to the finest hotels and treats me like
one, playing along, and so on. And even when I’m making movies, I
get to play the porno movie star, Brandy McPhee. It’s all
role-playing because outside in the real world, I always had to put
on a hard, outer shell to protect myself, I could never be the
‘real me’.

Not at
home though. With Master Roger I can let my guard down and just be
me, the lonely, frightened, little girl that I was growing up, only
now I don’t have to worry as Master will always be there to protect
me, so I feel safe. I can sleep safe at night knowing that he is
watching over me, and God help anyone who tries to harm
me.

He also
allows me to have special relationships with other women. Firstly
there was Alice. She took a shine to me and loves it when we have
sex, but I see in her a maternal figure I never had in my life. I
enjoy just being cared about by an older woman, a surrogate mum I
suppose.

And then there’s dear Chloe. She came to me purely by herself,
it wasn’t an arrangement by Master for me to sleep with a Society
member. No, she got to know me at the gym, and when she found out
about my slave life-style, it attracted her to me even more. We
eventually became lovers, and although if Master had said to keep
it as just ‘a bit on the side’, I’d have obeyed him, he didn’t. He
stood back and watched as Chloe (my darling ‘Elf’) and I got
closer. It reached the point where he gave his permission to move
Chloe into the house with me and share my room. He saw I needed
something that was mine alone
and not part of some Society
arrangement.

And
that’s why I love him so much.
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I’ve
arranged with Bruce that I’ll go down and spend a long weekend with
him, Friday to Monday. While I wait for the weekend to arrive,
Master calls me into his study so we can work on my schedule for
the coming months … film commitments, dominating the duke and
lending me out to some of the Society members who have requested
the use of me.

Master used to consult me before making any plans, but one day
I told him that I was his slave, he shouldn’t
ask me to do these
things, just order me to do them and I would willingly obey. So he
no longer asks me, he just informs me of my upcoming plans and who
he has chosen for me to sleep with. (Between me and you … I find it
adds to the excitement, not knowing who I will be with in the near
future. It’s like buying a lottery ticket. Although my odds are
better, I know I
will get fucked.) So he’ll approve or reject people who have
requested me, then inform me what/who he has in store for me, then
leave it to me to arrange the details with whoever has requested
me.

This is not prostitution. No money or
favours change hands, he is just letting other members of The
Society sleep with me – as he explained it to me at the beginning –
it just a more advanced form of ‘wife swapping’ amongst friends.
Besides, I get a big kick out of being desired by so many men … and
women. It does wonders for my ego.

I’m also here today because there is house business to attend
to. As I’m Mistress of the House, certain
details fall to me to manage. He bleeps Indira and when she arrives
he asks her to bring us a pot of tea.

‘And some of those savoury pastries that you cooked earlier,’ I
ask her.

‘Cancel that. No pastries for her, she’s putting on weight,’ he
says, giving me an evil look. I’m disappointed but he controls what
I eat and when. He’s wrong about the weight though. I haven’t got a
single extra pound on me, he makes sure I exercise and run too much
for that to happen.

When
she’s gone, he turns to me and says, ‘I want you to have Indira
learn how to drive. Not just one hour lessons a week, get her on an
intensive driving course, like the one you did.’

‘Right, I’ll see to it. Once she can drive she’ll need a car of
course to run errands, go to the shops and so on.’

‘That’s okay, she can have your car.’

My heart sinks. ‘You’re giving her
Molly?’

He looks
at me, puzzled. ‘Who’s Molly?’

‘That’s what I’ve named my car.’

He
thinks for a moment and then asks, ‘Why Molly? It’s a Renault Clio,
why not call her Cleo?’

‘Because that’s a bit too obvious. She spoke to me and said,
“Call me Molly,”
so I did.’

‘Oh. Well, don’t get too upset, it’s only a rental.’

‘But it’s my rental,’ I respond miserably. ‘Why are you doing
this, have I done something wrong?’ I look at him, wondering why
he’s being mean to me … then I remind myself that he is never mean
to me, there must be something else going on. ‘What will I
drive?’

‘I thought you could have the Land Rover Discovery. You know
you like that.’

‘The Land Rover? You’re letting me
have Larry? Really? Oh I love driving that.
It’s built like a tank. I never worry about being cut up when I
drive that, people know that if we have a bump, they’ll come off
worse.’

‘Do you have a name for all the cars?’ he asked.

‘Well there’s Mark the Mercedes, Larry for the Land Rover and
Murphy for the Audi.’

‘Murphy?’

‘Yeah, Audie Murphy … he was the most decorated American
soldier in World War 2.’

‘I know who he is, I just didn’t think you did.’

‘I do pay attention when you make me
sit with you, while you watch those war movies of
yours.’

‘Fair enough. Well, I need the Mercedes for when you are doing
the “chauffeur bit” and I send you to pick people up to impress
them. I use the Audi for work, so … “Larry” just sits in the garage
most of the time, unless we go up to Scotland, or I take you into
the woods to get chased, so you might as well put some miles on
it.’

‘You really mean it? I’m so happy, I love driving that Rover.
Thank you, Master.’

‘Well have fun, he’s all yours now.’

I give
him a jokey salute. ‘Yes sirree, sir. Captain Kan-Kan, tank
commander at your service!’

Master
laughs and then as I watch, the smile slowly sinks from his face
and he stares at me. ‘You doubted me, didn’t you? You thought I was
taking Molly away as a punishment for something, or because it
amused me to hurt you. I thought you knew me better than that by
now.’

I hang
my head. ‘I’m sorry, Master. I didn’t doubt you, it was self-doubt,
the old “nothing nice can happen to me” thing. I’m sorry. Will you
punish me for so being pessimistic?’

‘No.’

‘What? Not even a spanking?’ I ask, disappointed.

‘No, not even a spanking … and
that will be your punishment.’

 



~~~

 


I’m
driving down the motorway to London in Larry the Land Rover, for a
dirty weekend with Bruce. I humming happily along to the radio as I
go, because I’m looking forward to seeing him. I suppose you could
call him my bit of ‘pash’ on the side. Not to be in any way
confused with the deep and lasting love I have for Master Roger,
but I do get a kick out of sleeping with Bruce, and Master
understands that so is not jealous.

Bruce is
a big man, in all senses of the word. He is tall, nearly 7 foot I
would imagine, and built to match with wide shoulders. I’m not sure
how big he is, last time I asked him he just showed me his cock.
And of course his cock is built to match! I’m only 5 foot 3 inches,
so when I’m with him and we are ‘boinking’ (silly expression but it
makes me laugh) and he looms over me as he penetrates me deeply, it
arouses something prehistoric in me about being taken, as a caveman
ravishing his captive woman from another tribe. A helpless female
at the mercy of a beast. And it gets me so wet!

Not that
he would ever hurt me. I’ve seen him handle a few rowdy members at
Society functions and he knows how to handle himself, but he is
always gentle and kind with me and truth be told I love him dearly,
but it will never be as much as I love Master.

In case
you haven’t read the earlier books in this series, Bruce is the
bodyguard and slave to the Contessa. At least that is the way it
appears to the world but I’m one of the favoured few, fortunate
enough to be trusted to know the whole story.

The
Contessa presents herself to the world as a hard-nosed, Dominatrix
with ‘balls of steel’, you cross her at your peril. I know for a
fact that some of the council that runs The Society are actually
afraid of her. Interesting when you consider that they are all
rich, important men in their own right. The truth is … she’s
nothing like that at all.

She told Master Roger her history once and he relayed it to
me. It turns out that the Contessa started out as a slave of The
Society. Yes, a lowly slave like me, free to be used and abused by
any and all of its members. Eventually an Italian Conte took her a
shine to her and made her his personal slave. As so often happens
in these things, they fell in love and got married. (A bit like
Master Roger and me, I suppose, except the marriage bit,
sigh! Although he loves
me even he wouldn’t marry someone like me.)

They
were happy for a while and then the Conte upped and died, leaving
the Contessa in a bit of a quandary. Here she was, (now) an
ex-slave, with a vast fortune at her disposal. She realised that it
wouldn’t be long before the sharks and opportunists zeroed in on a
recently widowed slave, with a fortune on her hands. So the only
thing she could do to protect the Conte’s legacy and fortune was to
reinvent herself as a hard-assed bitch, not to be messed with. And
her reputation grew and now, no one dares get on the wrong side of
her.

But that
left the submissive side of her personality unfulfilled. She took
single holidays and had the occasional fling with strangers and one
time she came across Bruce. In one of those ‘ships that pass in the
night’ moments, she confessed it all to him. Fortunately she had
picked the right person to confide in. He offered her a
proposition, if she promised to take care of him financially, he
would go along with her, pretending to be her slave and acting as
her bodyguard.

In
private however, he would dominate her and give her the harsh
treatment she craved from time to time and no one would ever be the
wiser. And so a deal was struck. And as a bonus, he gets to sleep
with any of the slaves that the Contessa employs at her various
establishments.

The
Contessa told Master about this one time as she had known him all
his life, and extended the invitation for him and me to join her on
one of her ‘private’ holidays, at her villa in a vineyard outside
Naples, and we could take part in a week of hedonistic delights,
where she and I became the total slaves of Bruce and Master Roger
for the week.

I had
already met Bruce before that. We came across him when we were
guests of the Contessa, on a skiing holiday at the ski resort that
she owns property on. He was an old acquaintance of Master and he
let Bruce fuck me a few times during the holiday. That was when I
came to like his dick!

Since
then, whenever we meet up at Society functions, Master Roger
frequently lets Bruce take me away for the night (he’s very good
like that) and Bruce and I have developed a deep friendship. I
think that if I ever lost Master Roger, then I would seriously
consider becoming Bruce’s slave, if he asked me that is. Except
Bruce isn’t really into the whipping and torture side of things, so
he’d probably have to have a man in to punish me once a month, so
that wouldn’t be ideal.

I pull
into the underground garage at the house in Kensington, London.
Security is tight but I have been given a remote to open the garage
doors, as Master and I visit here occasionally. I used to look in
awe at places like this but since I became Master Roger’s slave
I’ve stayed in places much posher than this, billionaires yachts,
private airplanes, I’ve even been fucked in castles! This girl gets
around you know.

I get
out the car and walk to the lift and press the buzzer as I have to
buzz up to the house to get them to send the lift down for me. It
comes and I ride up to find Bruce waiting for me. We kiss
passionately, I’ve missed him. I jump up and wrap my legs around
him and he holds me as he walks me into the kitchen.

‘Drink first or fuck?’ he asks.

‘Drink first, Master Bruce. My Master told me I wasn’t to let
you shag me until you sent those files he asked for. “No files, no
pussy” were the orders.’

He puts
me down so I’m sitting on the centre island and swivels his laptop
around so it is facing me. ‘There, look I sent them as soon as you
phoned to say you were on your way. Satisfied?’

‘Not yet, Master, but I hope to be by Monday. Where’s the
Contessa?’

‘Oh don’t worry about her, she won’t be bothering us. I sent
her off to sleep with Lord Glenreith as he’s in town. She’s under
orders not to return until I phone her and say she has to come home
on urgent business.’

He pours
us both some wine. As he hands me my glass he looks puzzled.
‘Where’s your luggage?’

I put
down my glass and out of one pocket I take a spare pair of panties.
Out of the other I take a dog collar and leash. ‘I figure that’s
all I’ll need.’ I take off my jacket and undo the top buttons of my
blouse, and handing him the collar and leash, say, ‘Please put it
on me, Master.’

As he
fastens it around my neck, I finish unbuttoning my blouse and take
it off. He securely fixes the collar round my throat. (It always
gives me a sexual thrill when a man – or a woman – does that to me.
It signifies that for the foreseeable future, I belong to them and
they have control over me. Makes me wet every time.) Of course I’m
not wearing a bra or knickers as Master Roger told me to take them
off when he inspected me before I left home, so my breasts are bare
and Bruce plays with them, teasing my nipples.

I hitch
up my skirt, revealing my pussy but instead of touching it, Bruce
places one of my own hands on it, and tells me to rub it. He
watches for a few moments and then goes back to playing with my
nipples, while he kisses my neck and nibbles on my ear.

‘What do you want?’ he asks.

‘I want your cock, Master.’

‘Where?’

‘Inside me … deep inside me … but first I want it in my
mouth.’

He pulls
me off the counter and on to my feet. Reaching round he unzips my
skirt and lets it drop to the floor. I stand there, naked except
for the dog collar and leash.

He puts
his hand on my shoulder and gently pushes me to my knees. Unbidden
I unzip his fly and reaching inside take out his large cock, which
is semi-hard by now. Like I said he is a big man and has a dick to
match. Master Roger likes to watch me being filmed being fucked by
black men with extra-large cocks, it amuses him and it feels good
to me, and believe me, Bruce is a match for any of them.

I play
with it with my tongue for a while but the temptation to just put
it in my mouth and swallow it whole is too much for me, and soon my
head is bobbing backwards and forwards as I take him deep in my
throat. Like I said, he’s always gentle with me and unlike some
men, he doesn’t hold my head and thrust into me, he just stands
there and lets me do whatever I feel comfortable doing. I try to
please him by taking it as far back as I can, until I choke on
every forward thrust and my eyes water.

When
Bruce sees this, he pulls himself out of my mouth and lifts me to
my feet. ‘No need to go that far, K. Let’s go into the bedroom and
see if this dick of mine will fit into any other parts of you,
eh?’

‘Yes, Master Bruce.’ He leads me by the leash into the bedroom
where we see if his cock does fit into any other of my holes and
guess what …. it does.

He lays
me on my back and sucks on my breasts as he plays with my pussy.
Then he kisses his way down to it and begins to taste me. He works
on me a long time to get me ready for him. As I said he’s a big man
and it takes a bit to prepare me for him. Here’s a tip for you guys
reading this. When you play long enough and nicely enough with a
pussy it doesn’t just get wet, prolonged arousal will cause it to
expand … or stretch, whatever the correct action is, so that even a
small woman can take a large cock when it’s put inside
her.

Bruce
always takes the time to do this, so he doesn’t hurt me when he
finally fucks me. When he finally enters me (I’m gagging for it by
this time) it feels like someone has shoved a telegraph pole inside
me, but it’s not painful, just a wonderful sensation of being
‘filled’.
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So I
spend the weekend, naked on a leash, being used purely as a sex
object by Master Bruce. He tells me not to call him that, but I
have to remind him I am submissive by nature and prefer to be
subordinate to the male, particularly when I am being used
sexually. I was his and Master Roger’s slave for a week in the
Naples villa, so he knows I enjoy that kind of
treatment.

I wait
on him hand and foot, the way I used to for Master Roger, but sadly
I often don’t have the time nowadays so Indira has taken over that
role, but I love doing it when I can. I serve him food but
strangely he won’t let me cook for him. Never mind, whether he
cooks it himself or orders in, he sits at the table eating while I
kneel beside him as he feeds me by hand scraps from his plate, or
makes me eat out of a dog bowl.

You
might think that he is being mean to me but I specifically ask for
him to treat me this way, when we get together. Master Roger
doesn’t do this to me very often these days, as he now regards me
as more of a partner than a slave. (‘Partners in crime,’ I call
it.) I understand this but I do like to be taken back to basics
sometimes, and treated as just a dog-slave, piece of fuck meat.
Bruce isn’t into the physical beating and whipping side of things,
but he is more than happy to treat me as a lowlife (once again, I
repeat, at my request) and so when I am not cleaning up after him
or something, he often just grabs me and fucks me there and then.
(We use plenty of lube during that weekend.) He does me in every
room of the house, even the Contessa’s bed, and I can barely walk
by Monday.

All good
things must come to an end however, and when Monday comes around we
have one last fuck and then I go down to the garage, climb into
Larry and head for home.
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I arrive
home and as I walk through the door, I see Master Roger dragging
Indy across the foyer by her hair. (It’s not as bad as it sounds.
She’s still on her feet and just following him. If someone pulls
your hair, and you don’t resist, just follow them, it doesn’t hurt
at all.)

‘You slut! How dare you flash those beautiful brown eyes at the
stable boy and try and get him to fuck you … you dirty, brown
whore!’

Now
before you get all upset and write to your MP’s or Members of
Congress about the disgusting racialism you’ve just witnessed …
just take a moment and listen. As was once said in a Spiderman
movie – “With great power, comes great responsibility”, and nowhere
is that more true than in the Gilchrist household. Not only does he
takes slaves on as his responsibility, but he also accepts that he
has a ‘duty of care’ for them.

When
Indira first joined the household, in her fantasies, which she
voiced during her punishment sessions, there was a lot of, ‘You’re
a white Master and I’m just a brown slut, do what you want with
me,’ talk. Master asked me to have a quiet word with her, slave to
slave, and find out if she was only doing it because she thought
that was what was expected of her.

She admitted to me that if she was faced with that on a daily
basis then she would be offended. HOWEVER, when Master allows her
to act out one of her ‘English milord’ fantasies that is
exactly what she wants to
experience. Alongside the harsh treatment, the racism is part of
the fantasy … as the Evil English Lord takes the poor Indian
captive, humiliates her, beats her and then fucks her. All part of
the fantasy you see.

So when he calls her nasty names, he’s not abusing her … he’s just acting out
her fantasy.

I stop
and watch them. He looks at me and pushes Indy to her knees and
says, ‘Wait for me there, bitch. I’ll deal with you in a moment.
Hello K, how are you?’

‘I’m fine, thank you, Master. Did I come in at a good or a bad
moment?’

‘Bad for her I’m afraid. When I asked her why she was late
serving lunch, do you know the dirty whore admitted to having sex
with the stable boy? She’s going to get a good whipping for
that.’

Well, this is – to use the Master’s favourite swear word
– all bollocks. We
don’t have horses, we don’t have stables to keep them and we
certainly don’t have a stable boy to look after those non-existent
horses, so this is obviously all some fantasy story that Indy is
spinning to encourage the ‘English milord’ to punish her. She’s
quite good at inventing reasons why she should get punished. She’s
nearly as good as me!

‘Do you want to watch?’ asks Master.

‘I probably shouldn’t. Bruce gave me a farewell fuck just
before I left, so I should probably shower.’

‘No … no … that’s perfect. Her first act of contrition should
be to lick you clean. Come along with us.’ He pulls Indy to her
feet and leads the way to the Fun room for her
punishment.
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Master
takes his dick out of Indy’s mouth and she dutifully swallows down
the result of his ‘benevolence’. (Indira seems to regard receiving
his cum as a ‘gift’ as he appreciates it, whereas her last Master
didn’t.

He looks
down at where she is kneeling on the Fun room floor and tells her,
‘And let that be a lesson to you, you slut. If I catch you fucking
the stable boys again I’ll sell you to the town brothel. Now get
dressed and go back to your duties.’

Indy
pulls her dress up over her nakedness, covering the fresh whip
marks, and gets up from the floor. ‘Yes milord. Thank you for
showing me the error of my ways … I will try and be a dutiful slave
to you in future, milord.’ She acts all docile and subdued but as
she turns away and heads for the door, I can see her give a secret
smile. She is obviously well pleased with this session.

When the
door has closed behind her I turn to Master and say, ‘I think
you’re going to get a nice dinner tonight, and some of those sweet
pastries that you like.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Haven’t you ever noticed that whenever you bring her in here
for a session, not just an ordinary whipping but one of those “Evil
English lord abusing his poor Indian slave girl” sessions, she
always cooks you an extra special meal that night and some extra
desserts. It means she’s well pleased that the day went
well.’

‘Well, she’s just pleased that her fantasy is finally being
played out. It must be wonderful to have your lifelong secret
desire being acted on at last.’

‘It is,’ I tell him with a smile and he smiles back as he knows
that I mean that I am living out my fantasy. Being here, being
loved and loving him back.

‘Right, well, let’s get on.’

‘Aren’t you going to punish me for being with another
man?’

‘What?’

‘Well I’ve spent the past few days being fucked rigid by Bruce
and you always punish me after I’ve had sex with another man. I’ve
been betraying you and I need to be cleansed.’

‘Can we make this quick? I’ve got things I want to talk to you
about.’

I go to
the utensil cupboard and bring back a whip. ‘Just half a dozen
strokes on my bare arse will do. It’s the thought that counts.’ I
obligingly hitch up my skirt and bend over the end of the bed (no
knickers of course.)

Master
takes his position behind me and I brace myself. He gives me
several hard whacks across my naked buttocks. (Seven actually, I
count them even if he doesn’t.) I stand up shakily, the adrenalin
coursing through my veins.

‘Go and get showered, then join me for lunch in my study. I
want to discuss Victoria Rose with you.’

‘Yes, Master.’ I head off for a shower. The whip marks sting
under the hot water but that feels good. Whenever I have been away,
sleeping with another man – I don’t mean while I’m making films or
on a pony ranch – but when I have had a (possibly) romantic getaway
with someone, on a one to one basis, Master always punishes me when
I come back. It was my idea originally. I like the idea that even
though he gave his permission, in a way I have been unfaithful to
him, and before he can accept me back into the fold, he has to
‘reclaim me’ by giving me a harsh whipping and then a fucking.
Today of course he had just fucked Indy, so sadly I had to just
settle for the whipping. The day is young though.




 





DUKIE DUKE

 


 


I’m in
my attic workshop (a poor artist slaving away in her rooftop
garret) working on a painting for a book cover for a new author
that Master Roger’s company is publishing. It’s one of those
werewolf/innocent maiden become lovers books, (Twilight’s got a lot
to answer for.) The cover’s a shirtless man cradling a half-naked
woman in his arms, you know the sort of thing, very popular these
days.

Suddenly
my mobile phone rings. I pick it up and look at the screen. Master
cautioned me against putting names against phone numbers for my
more ‘exotic’ friends, so there is just a row of digits but I
recognise it, it’s “Dukie Duke” as I call him. Actually it’s the
Duke of XXXXX, (Master warned me not to quote his title in this
book) so I answer.

‘Hello, Dukie. What do you want?’

‘Is that Nanny?’

‘Of course it is, you rang my number didn’t you? Now what are
you bothering me for you naughty boy? You know I’m a busy
woman.’

‘I was wondering if you would like to drop by and see me
sometime.’

‘Oh dear, been naughty again have you?’

‘Probably. When can you come?’

‘When would you like me to?’

‘Next Thursday, perhaps, if it’s no trouble.’

‘Just hold the line a minute, let me check my
diary.’

‘I can call you back if you’d like.’

‘I said … wait.’ He loves it when I talk sternly to him.

‘Yes, Nanny. Sorry, Nanny.’

I put
him on mute and call Master Roger on the house phone intercom.
‘Hello, Master, do you have me scheduled for anything this coming
week? I’ve got the duke on the other line and he wants me to visit
him on Thursday. Can you spare me? You haven’t promised me to
anyone else have you?’

‘Just a minute, I’ll check your spreadsheet.’ I can hear him
humming to himself as he checks the spreadsheet he keeps on me that
shows my schedule, when I’m on my period so unavailable, when I’m
booked to make another porno movie, when he has me lined up to
sleep with other Society members who have requested the ‘pleasure
of my company’ and so on.

I let him rule my life completely like that. He used to confer
with me when he had ‘adventures’ lined up for me, but I had to
point out that I was his slave, he shouldn’t ask me he
should just tell me what was going to happen to me, I was happier that way. So now
he does.

‘Nope, you’re all clear that night. Tell him you’ll be
there.’

‘Okay thanks.’ Back to the other line. ‘Hey Dukie, I had to
move things around which caused a great deal of trouble, so I’ll
punish you for that, but yes, I can make Thursday. Send a car for
me then. Oh and Dukie …’

‘Yes, Nanny?’

‘Be afraid … be very afraid.’ I hear a
gulp down the line and then I hang up on him. Tee Hee.
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‘How do you feel about going to the duke’s place on your own?’
Master asks me.

I think
it over and say, ‘Yeah, I’m fine with that. I’ve got him under my
thumb, the security guards seem okay, I can do it.’

‘Good girl. You know I wouldn’t send you out alone if there was
the slightest chance it might be dangerous for you, but the duke is
well known in The Society and there has never been the slightest
suspicion about him being dodgy.’

‘I know that, Master. You’d never risk me. I know that
well.’

‘You should keep in with him, we might find ourselves invited
to garden parties at Buckingham Palace. Anyway, I want you to
branch out by yourself, after all you go to Oxford to make movies
with just Chloe along. Maybe you should take Indira along
sometimes, show her the ropes for when Chloe’s not
available.’

‘But then there’d be no one here to look after you,’ I
protest.

‘I was a captain in the British army. I can cope on my own for
a few days, you know.’

‘Well … you shouldn’t have to, you’re a Master, you should
always have someone to serve you,’ I grumble.

‘The thought is appreciated, I assure you. Now then, to
business. When you see the duke on Thursday, you’ll probably also
see Ms. Victoria Rose, his head of security. As I told you, she
threw herself at me, telling me that she wanted me to take her on
and train her. One of my “Little Birds”.’

‘I mean no offence, Master, you know I adore you, but why you
in particular?’

‘She says that it’s because I trained you, so I’m man enough to dominate
her. At least that’s her story.’

‘Don’t you believe her?’

‘You know my philosophy, actions speak louder than words. She
could be genuine so that’s why I want you to sound her out. Speak
to her and find out more of what she’s looking for. She admitted
she prefers women, so she might just be using this to get near to
you. You are quite famous now, you know. Anyway, speak to her and
let me know what you think, I’ll let you decide whether we take her
on.’

‘And if I feel she is genuine?’

‘I’ll trust your judgement and we’ll agree to take her on and
train her.’

‘I don’t want to sound big-headed, but what if she is just
doing it to get to me.’

‘Then I’ll probably let her have you, I’d like to see that.
However, I might insist on a sparring match between you two first,
and the winner gets to fuck the loser.’

‘You, Master Roger, are a dirty old pervert … and that’s why I
love you.’
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The car picks me up and I sit in the back, thinking about the
duke and what I’m going to do to him tonight, poor sod. Well, he
literally asks for it. I owe a lot to the duke so I’ll treat him however he wants
me to. And I’ll let him have sex with me, I think his wife keeps
him on a tight rein.

The duke
saved my arse at a Society function. Some guy punched my Master
when he wasn’t looking, so I decked him, knocked him to the floor.
Of course this caused a rumpus, a slave hitting a Master. They were
going to ban Master Roger from The Society but the duke spoke up
for us and saved his bacon.

After that I offered myself to him in gratitude, but it turns
out that after seeing how I handled that other guy, he wanted to
offer himself to me! And so we came to an arrangement. He wanted me to dress up as
a servant or play his Nanny and treat him badly, so yeah, I was
happy to do that, I’m trained as a Dominatrix. I only ‘serviced’
him the once and I’m flattered that he has asked me
back.

Just
think of it, little old gutter trash me from a council estate,
sitting in the back of a limousine, on my way to fuck a duke. What
a notch on my bedpost that is! I’ve done well for myself – many
millionaires, a couple of billionaires, a lord and now even a duke.
I’m working my way up the food chain!

The guard at the duke’s country house gives me my own pass
with my photo on, instead of a visitor’s pass. Obviously they’re
expecting to see me there often. For a moment I wonder where they
got my photo from and then it hits me. I can tell from the
hairstyle I’m wearing in the photo that this is a screen grab from
one of my porno movies. Cheeky
buggers. They’re having their own little
inside joke, but I pretend not to notice, as I’m
flattered.

‘Mr. Gilchrist not coming?’ asks the guard.

‘No, not tonight.’

‘Well, you hold onto that pass from now on, always bring it
with you when you visit. Perhaps you could give this pass to Mr.
Gilchrist?’

‘Certainly.’

He lifts
his hand up to his face and talks into his sleeve. Well, it looks
as if that’s what he’s doing but I know that he is talking into the
microphone concealed there. ‘Security entrance to Valkyrie …
Ladybird is on site, awaiting your collection.’

‘Ladybird?’ I ask.

‘Yes, ma’am. All important personnel who hold a permanent pass,
like yourself, are given a callsign so we don’t say their names
over the air. Some people rely on our discretion. The duke is
Starlight One and Ms. Rose is Valkyrie.’

‘I see,’ I say, impressed at having my own callsign.

As we
wait for Ms. Rose to appear, he coughs and says quietly, almost
embarrassed, ‘May I just say, ma’am, how much me and the lads enjoy
your movies. They make the long nightshifts more
endurable.’

‘Thank you, that’s kind of you to say so. Tell you what, next
time I come I’ll bring some autographed photos for you to share
out.’

‘That would be great, thank you. Perhaps we could …’ he tails
off as Ms. Rose arrives.

‘I hope you’re not bothering our guest, Simpkins.’

‘No, ma’am just giving her the security brief.’ He looks at me
to back him up so I play along.

‘That’s right, Simpkins here was just informing me of the does
and don’ts for my time here. Thank you dear,’ and I pat him on the
cheek which causes him to blush.

Ms. Rose
looks around, ‘Is Mr. Gilchrist not with you?’

‘Not tonight, he was busy. He sends his regards
though.’

Her
smile stays in place but I can see disappointment in her eyes.
‘This way then, the duke is waiting.’

When we
arrive at the duke’s private bed chamber, she shows me that she has
laid out some sandwiches and a bottle of champagne is chilling in
an ice bucket. ‘The duke thought that you might like something to
eat or drink.’

I speak
to her as I take off my coat. ‘No thank you. One thing you’ll learn
about us is that we never, EVER take drink or drugs before a
session. It can lead to the whipper or the whipped losing their
perspective and going further than they would normally. Are you
going to stay here while I’m … busy?’ I point to the duke’s bedroom
with my thumb.

‘Yes. Protocol dictates that visitors must be accompanied at
all times until escorted off the premises.’

‘Good. That means you’ll be here when I come out. I want to
talk to you. I saw how disappointed you were that Master Roger
wasn’t here tonight but don’t worry, he hasn’t lost interest in
your offer to become a slave of House Gilchrist.’

(House Gilchrist is something I dreamed up, it has a nice ring to it I think. I
must design a logo or a crest for it.)

‘So he’ll take me on then?’

‘He might take you on as one of his
“Little Birds” as he calls them. But as the training would be done
by both me and him, and I would be the one who actually has you
“Under the Whip” most of the time, he left it up to me to assess
you and see if I’d be happy to take you on and train you. So I’m
the one you have to impress.’

‘So it would be mostly you training me? That would be
acceptable.’

‘Tough if it isn’t. We make the rules, not you.’

‘I understand. What would I have to do to impress you?’ she
asks, unbuttoning the top few buttons of her blouse, revealing her
cleavage.

I look
at her cleavage and think that I would very much enjoy running my
tongue between her breasts, but that’s for another time. ‘Nothing
like that, I just want to talk to you when I’ve finished with him.
Wait here.’

I turn
and open the door into the duke’s private bedroom. ‘Hello Dukie
…’
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‘… Nanny’s here.

The duke
is sitting on his bed, looking forlorn. ‘Hello, Nanny.’ I don’t
know what it is with these upper class types, from what I hear or
read, a lot of them go for being beaten and humiliated. More so
than the common man. What with their distant parents, farming them
off to the servants to be looked after until they’re old enough to
be sent off to boarding school, the lower classes actually become
the authority figures in their lives. So when the servants and the
Housemasters at school are allowed, nay encouraged, to beat the
child for any misdemeanours, it’s hardly surprising that the child
grows into the man, expecting if not enjoying being disciplined by
his inferiors. He’s been taught that that’s the way of the
world.

This is
why I play into his fetish by wearing my Downton Abbey maid’s
outfit and making him call me, “Nanny”. ‘So, you’ve been a bad boy
again, eh? What have you done this time?’

‘I’ve been diddling the house maids again. I know it’s wrong
but my wife won’t let me have sex with her anymore and I have to
get it where I can.’

From
what Ms. Rose told us on my last visit, the duke’s wife is usually
busy screwing the security detail, sometimes two at a time. The
duke likes to be beaten and the security chief wants to become my
slave! What a weird bunch of sexual misfits occupy this
house.

Still …
to quote Master Roger … ‘I don’t judge, I just whip ‘em and fuck
‘em.’

‘Get your clothes off now!’ I command and he urgently strips,
to avoid annoying me any further. When he is naked I make him stand
there while I inspect him. He’s in his 50’s and still got a decent
body. Slight thickening around the waist but all the riding and
shooting has kept him in trim, otherwise. He still has muscle
tone.

‘Show me your winkle.’ He holds it out to me then I make him
put his hands on his head while I feel around his cock and balls,
inspecting him for signs of STD’s, I tell him. I make him pull the
foreskin back and I look at his bell-end closely. I pull on his
prick until it becomes semi-hard. To be fair, it’s a decent size
and I’ll let him use it on me later, but for now, I carry on
humiliating him by further inspections.

I go to
the bedside drawer and take out the latex gloves and the
lubrication, which he keeps there for occasions like this. He
watches me fearfully as I put on the gloves and grease them
up.

‘Turn around, bend over, hands on the bed,’ I order and then
proceed to give him a rough rectal examination. When I’ve finished
I peel off the gloves and tell him to face me again.

I take
his prick in my hand and start pulling on it gently. ‘So you’ve
been screwing house maids have you?’

‘Yes, Nanny, sorry Nanny.’

‘What did I say to you about this, the last time I was here?’ I
tug on his cock so he knows to what I’m referring.

‘You said that my winkle belonged to you and no one else was
allowed to touch it.’

‘And what did I say I would do to you, if you let anyone else
touch it?’ This is the point where I let him lead the action. I was
advised last time I came here, that the duke would direct his
tormentor to what he wanted to happen next by saying, ‘You’re not
going to do this to me are you?’ or ‘You’re not going to do that to me, are you?’ Meaning “please
do that to me”.

‘You said that you would handcuff me to the bed post and beat
me raw, with a belt.’

‘I did, did I? I mean, I did, didn’t I. Fetch me the ball gag,
the cuffs and the belt.’

When he does, I gag him, handcuff him in a standing position
to the bed post (it’s an old fashioned four poster bed) facing it
and then I walk away from him. Speaking from personal experience, sometimes it is
better to lead someone to believe you are going to whip them then
and there, but then postpone it. The wait for something you know is
going to happen, but you don’t know when it’s going to happen, can be
quite scary (and yet strangely thrilling).

I wander
around the room, staring out of the window, looking in his closets,
examining his watch and cufflinks on the dressing table, trying on
his after-shave and so on. I leave it a good five minutes before I
return to him and pick up the belt. I give him a good thrashing, up
and down his back and legs, concentrating on his backside of
course. When I judge he’s had enough, I uncuff him, turn him around
and cuff him to the bed post again but this time facing
out.

I get a
pair of weighted, nipple clamps from the bedside table drawer and
put them on him. Then I play with his cock until it becomes hard,
jutting out from his lower abdomen, like a flag pole, but at a 45
degree angle. (He’s not as young as he once was.) I slap his cock
from side to side for a while and then give his balls a good
squeezing. He moans at me from behind his gag but I tell him to be
quiet or I’ll give him another anal exam, so he shuts
up.

‘Now Nanny must exam your spunk, to see if it is clean and you
are not infected. Of course I don’t want to get any of your mess on
my uniform, so I’ll just take it off first.’ I stand in front of
him and then slowly, very slowly unbutton my outfit, starting with
the top one.

I give a
practised shrug and it just falls off my shoulders and onto the
floor. I hear Dukie gasp behind his gag and some dribble leaks out
and runs down his chin. Last time I kept my uniform on and just
pulled up the skirt when I shagged him. He has never seen me in all
my glory before, standing there in my black bra and panties, and
self-supporting stockings. (This is one of those occasions when
Master Roger deems it appropriate to wear self-supporters.) I must
admit, after all the long hours I spend in the gym, I have a damned
fine body.

I grab
hold of his cock and start wanking him. He’s had the pain, now it’s
time for the pleasure. ‘Is this what the house maids did to
you?’

‘Urgh, urgh,’ comes the reply from his gagged mouth.

After a
few moments I quicken up my hand movements. ‘And did they go
faster, like this?’

‘Urgh, urgh.’

I
suddenly stop and complain, ‘This bra is too tight, it’s making me
uncomfortable.’ So I take it off and rub my breasts and squeeze
them for a moment, to make them comfortable again. Teasing the
nipples to become erect. Dukie’s eyes are practically bulging out
of his head.

‘That’s better.’ I drop to my knees and ask, ‘And did they put
it in their mouths, like this?’ I match actions to words and take
his cock in my mouth and start sucking on it.

‘Urgh, urgh,’ is the only comment until several moments later
the duke goes, ‘Urgh, urgh, urgh.’ There’s no need to ask what is
up as he fills my mouth with his cum, and I gulp it down
greedily.

When I
have milked him dry, I release him and he takes out the gag and
collapses onto the bed. While he recovers, I wander over to the
closet again and take out one of the jackets I noticed earlier.
It’s a fine material and has a sort of ‘sheen’ to it. I put it on
and check myself out in the full length mirror in the corner.
Pretty snazzy. I’ll keep that on for the rest of the
session.

I return
to the bed and standing where the duke can see me, I remove my
panties. I’m now just wearing the jacket and the stockings and I’m
standing with my hands on my hips, so the jacket doesn’t hide
anything.

‘Damn, Nanny, you look good in that jacket. Why don’t you keep
it?’

‘Why thank you, your Dukeness, but I’m afraid it will take more
than a free coat to get back in my good books, you nasty
pig.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Nanny gave you your fun, now it’s her turn. Get off the bed
and on your knees.’ I sit on the edge of the bed and he shuffles
over until he is kneeling between my outstretched legs. ‘Be a good
boy and suck on Nanny’s titties.’

I let him work on them for a good 10 minutes or so until I’m
nice and wet downstairs, then I push his head down there and tell
him to get to work pleasing Nanny… or
else!

Despite his claims of never being allowed sex, Dukie has a
very experienced tongue and I can’t help wondering exactly how many
house maids he has diddled in his time. He certainly knows his way around a
pussy. So much so that’s it’s not long before I can feel the tide
beginning to rise, so I push him off and make him an
offer.

‘As you’ve been a good Dukie and given me a nice jacket as
well, Nanny is going to allow you a choice. You can either carry on
and finish me off and then I will give you a blow job and you can
come in my mouth again … or you can fuck Nanny but then you will
have to lick me clean afterwards, and if I haven’t come by then you
will have to keep going until I do. What will it be?’

He only
has to think a few seconds before, ‘Can I fuck Nanny,
please?’

I was
going to make him anyway, so I drag him onto the bed and on top of
me. I get him hard again and put him into me, and he gives my pussy
a good pounding I must admit, for a fellow his age.

I almost
reach orgasm but he beats me to it, so once he gets his breath
back, I make him go down on me again and eventually I have a
juddering, orgasm, clutching his head between my thighs and he
completely cleans me off afterwards with his tongue.

He looks
at me expectantly as I take my time coming down to earth again, so
I tell him. ‘Be a good boy and put your pyjamas on and Nanny will
tuck you up in bed.’ So he climbs into his pyjamas, as I put my
underwear and maid’s outfit back on.

He
climbs into bed and I tuck him in and kiss him on the forehead
before turning the light out. ‘Night, Nanny.’

‘Night, Dukie.’
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I close
the duke’s bedroom door behind me. Ms. Rose is just staring into
the fireplace, seemingly ‘miles away’. I can tell where her mind is
at though, as she is aimlessly running her index finger up and down
her cleavage. The urge to lick it rises in me again but that can
wait. It’s time for a serious talk.

She sits
up with a start when I ask, ‘Why Master Roger? Why do you want to
belong to him?’

She
hesitates for a moment before answering. Whether she is just
gathering her thoughts or mustering up the courage to tell the
truth, it’s hard to say.

‘I’m bisexual. I usually prefer women but once in a while I get
the urge to be with a strong, dominant male. But it’s not about the
sex, it’s about him dominating me, maybe I have “Daddy issues”, or
maybe I just need someone in my life that is a stronger personality
than me, I don’t know. All I know is that when I fantasise about it
I don’t think of the sex, I just accept that as part and parcel of
it, I think about him dominating me, making me kneel before him and
swear to serve him. He is often cruel and beats me with a whip but
I always come back for more. I can’t resist him, I’m just putty in
his hands.

‘It’s not always him though. Sometimes he hands me over to his
subordinates and lets them beat and use me, while he watches.
Sometimes it’s men and sometimes … it’s women.’ She looks up at me
and blushes. ‘But no matter who is doing it to me, it’s being done
because he commands it to be so, he’s the Master.’

‘Have you never tried to find someone to submit to?’ I
ask.

‘Plenty of times. At first I just dated ordinary men and tried
to get them involved in my fantasy, but I could never get them to
do more than beat my bare arse with a belt. There was none of that
sadistic, cruel domination that I sought. So I just stuck to my
girlfriends.’

‘Yes, it can be hard finding the right person,’ I agree. ‘I was
lost until I found Master Roger.’

‘You understand then. When I moved into the world of The
Society, I sought out one or two Doms and asked them to give me a
trial but either I disappointed them or they disappointed me. Then
one day I saw some of your videos, the BDSM ones, not the sex ones.
You were living out my fantasies in your movies. I asked around
about you, working for The Society before I came to the duke
allowed me access to certain information that is not open to all,
and I found out about Master Roger. I even saw the two of you at
some Society functions, and the word about you was
good.’

‘Why, thank you.’

‘I saw you and thought to myself, look at how he has trained
her. If he can do that with her … maybe he could do that with me.
But I had no idea how to approach him or if he’d be even remotely
interested. Then the duke informed me that you and he would be
visiting this house, and I knew that if I didn’t take this chance
to approach him, I’d never get another. So I threw myself at him.
And that’s all.’

‘Supposing he did take you on,’ I ask. ‘Would you be prepared
to submit to him totally?’

‘I can’t be a full time slave to him, obviously I have duties
here and my first loyalty has to be to my employer. I can’t just
drop everything and come whenever he … or you … call.’

‘That’s understood. He never demands that of his … part-time
slaves you could call them. They come to the house when they have
the time … or the need. Sometimes it’s months apart but that
doesn’t matter. All he insists on is that when you are in his
house, from the time you arrive to the time you leave, you accept
that you belong to him and are under his control.’

‘I could do that. Would you be there to assist him?’

‘If I know Master Roger he will give you over to me as it
pleases him to watch me dominating his other slaves. If you come to
House Gilchrist you will have to accept that mostly you will be
serving me, on his orders. I will train you, I will whip you and I
will fuck you.’

‘Will he never touch me?’

‘Oh yes he will. He will make you take plenty of cock and
swallow plenty of spunk, so you might as well get used to that
idea.’

‘I accept that. What now … assuming you do decide to take me on
as a slave?’

‘Well, if we
accept you, sometime in the near future, you will be invited to
come to the house for the day while we take care of some admin
matters.’

‘Admin?’

‘Yes, we’ll shave your head, tattoo you and then take photos
for our records.’

‘What? No wait, I …’

‘Relax … I’m just fucking with you. No, we’ll just talk things
over with you, tell you our conditions, then if you want to go
ahead Master will require you film a short video saying that you
are there voluntarily, and no one is forcing you into anything.
It’s for his legal protection and we all had to do it, even
me.

‘Assuming that everyone is happy that day, we’d like you to
arrange some time off work, say a week, you must be due some
holiday, surely? Then you come to us for that week and we’ll begin
your initial training.’

‘What … what will you do with me?’ she asks, her voice
trembling slightly but I can’t tell if it’s from fear or
excitement.

‘Anything we want.’ And I leave it at that. Sometimes the
things you don’t say are scarier than the things you do.

I put my
coat on as she stands up, buttons up her blouse again and plugging
her earpiece back in, announces, ‘Valkyrie is back on comms.
Ladybird is ready to leave, please bring the car round to the
security entrance. Over.’ She waits for acknowledgement then asks
me, ‘What’s with the jacket, by the way?’

‘I tried it on and he thought I looked good in it, so he gave
it to me.’

As we
turn to go I decide to throw a scare into her, so I say casually,
‘Oh, there’s just one more thing.’ I grab her by the front of her
blouse and pull her towards me. ‘Don’t you EVER fucking suck my
Master’s cock again without my permission, you got
that?’

‘Yes … err, Mistress.’

I head
for the door and then turn back and pick up the bottle of champagne
to take with me, waste not want not.

 



~~~

 


When I
get home it has gone midnight but as I approach the house, the
front door opens and Indira is there waiting for me. ‘Welcome home,
Memsahib. Did you have a good evening?’

‘Yes, I did thank you, Indy. Where is everyone?’

‘The Sahib and Miss Chloe both have to work tomorrow, and
couldn’t stay up too late, so he took her to his bed and she will
be sleeping there tonight. I thought I’d stay up to see you safely
home.’

‘That’s very kind of you, Indira. Tell you what, I’m hungry, if
you make us some sandwiches, I’ll split this bottle of champagne
with you. Come and join me in the lounge and we’ll have a midnight
feast.’

After
I’ve been out on one of my ‘adventures’ as I call them, I can never
just come home and go straight to bed. My mind is usually
‘fizzing’, so I need to have a drink and let my mind settle down
before I can hit the sack. I go into the lounge, get two glasses
and pour the champagne. Indy is back within minutes so I reckon she
had already made some in anticipation. We eat the sandwiches and
drink the wine while I tell her about the evening.

We chat
until the wine is all drunk and then I tell Indy to sleep in my bed
with me tonight. By this time, it’s too late to start playing sex
games so we just cuddle up to each other and go to sleep. Chloe’s
got company so why shouldn’t I have some?

Next
morning Indy gets up early and makes breakfast for the Master and
Elf, then as instructed comes back to bed with me when they leave
for work. When I wake up properly, we shower together and then go
back to bed and fool around until lunchtime.

As they
say, ‘It’s a great life if you don’t weaken.’




 





A ROSE BY ANY OTHER NAME

 


 


I join
Master in his study and he bleeps Indira. When she arrives he asks
her to bring lunch for three and a bottle of wine to his study and
she can join us as we work. While we wait he gives me the files
that Bruce sent him about Victoria Rose. I notice but don’t say
anything, that he doesn’t show me the files about him or
myself.

Indy
brings in a tray of sandwiches and some savoury pastries and the
like, and we all move to the sofa and the coffee table. I remind
Master that I’m only allowed to eat chicken for lunch but he tells
me that he is relaxing the rule for today and I can eat the
pastries. Besides, he points out, the sandwiches are chicken
anyway, as he has instructed Indy on my dietary
requirements.

He opens
the wine and pours us all a glass. ‘To the downfall and damnation
of Victoria Rose,’ he offers as a toast. Indy and I raise our
glasses and repeat the toast, even though she doesn’t have a clue
what we’re talking about. So she just sits quietly and watches us.
I think she is really pleased to be invited to be present at times
like these and not confined to the kitchen all the time. She told
me that it makes her feel like part of the family, and not just a
slave. Which is what she is, the four of us are a
family.

‘How are we going to handle Ms. Rose?’ I ask him.

‘You tell me. She wants to be dominated and trained
by both of us. I’m pretty
certain that her main interest is in you, but she’s happy to submit
to me as well because I’m the man who trained you. So I must be quite the
Master.’

‘I’ll vouch for that,’ I admit.

He gives me a smile. ‘You’ve proved with Long Susan that you
can dominate a person mentally as well as physically. How
would you go about
it?’

I sip my
wine as I go over the file again. ‘It says here that she went to
Sandhurst to train as an army officer but failed the course. Then
she joined the army as a lower rank and became a police women. What
did you call them? Red noses?’

‘Redcaps,’ he corrects me. ‘British army policemen wear red
caps and berets so they stand out from the normal
soldier.’

‘Redcaps, right. She only made it as far as a sergeant though.
So does that mean that she’s not very good at her job?’

‘Not necessarily. It’s not at all uncommon for a good soldier
to have his career stifled because they fell afoul of some senior
officer. I saw it happen all too often during my time in the army.
Never happened to my men, I hasten to add.’

‘I see. But since she left the army she’s done well for
herself. She seems a pretty tough individual and to rise to being
head of security for the duke … well that lady’s got some balls.
And she’s ambitious.’

‘She certainly has got what the Americans would call “Moxie”,’
he agrees. ‘So the implication being that she had the talent all
along, but she was held back by circumstances. How do you think
that makes her feel?’

I think
about that for a moment before I notice that he is watching me
closely. I suddenly realise what is going on … he’s testing me as
I’m still under training! It all makes sense now. Let me explain,
in my time I have acted as a Dominatrix to both men and women, but
they were already living the submissive life. They were all trained
and willing to submit, Long Susan, the duke and so on. Our Ms. Rose
however, is an inexperienced submissive. Her preferences are mainly
women and she’s had few experiences with dominant men. We would be
taking her for the first time and – breaking her to our will – if
you want to be dramatic about it.

Now
Master is looking at me and expecting me to detail how I would set
about achieving that. I understand that with him, the training
never ends. He is constantly pushing me forwards, striving to make
me into more than I presently am. He is expecting me to plan Ms.
Rose’s submission and I don’t want to disappoint him.

I dig
deep and finally come up with my analysis. ‘I imagine that she
would be pretty bitter about that and that’s why she’s done so well
since she left the army. She’s determined to prove to everyone that
she was short-changed and that her lack of career progression
wasn’t her fault.’

We lock
eyes for a moment and then he says, ‘And …?’

‘On the flip side, unless she is a total ego-maniac, I imagine
that she may also suffer some self-doubt. Maybe she
wasn’t good enough, maybe
that’s why she got passed over for promotion so many
times.’

‘Go on …’

‘So that would be the way into her … make her feel that
she was no good.
Play on the fact that for a part of her life she failed … in her
eyes that is. She wasn’t good enough and maybe she’ll never be good
enough. What if … what if you constantly remind her about her
failure and low status in the army by making her call you by your
army rank? You were a captain weren’t you? She should be called
“Sergeant”, not even a name but a faceless, featureless army rank,
while she has to call you, “Captain”.’ I sit back pleased with
myself.

‘Very good, K, very good. I knew you could do it. I’d reached
the same conclusion about her self-doubt and how we can play on
that to break her down, after all I’ve had longer to study the
files than you have, but that Sergeant and Captain bit … that’s
pure genius that is. Well done, I’m proud of you.’

I beam
with pleasure, happy that Master is satisfied with my performance.
I feel like I’ve been patted on the head and given a lump of
sugar.

Master
refills everyone’s glass, and we sit there in silence for a moment
before Indy pipes up. ‘Excuse me, Sahib, Memsahib, I realise that I
am only here for lunch and not really part of this meeting, but I
don’t quite understand what you are going to do with this woman,
why you need to break her down. Forgive my asking but I am just
trying to learn things, so that I may become more useful to you
both.’

Master
and I look at each other and he gives me the ‘Go ahead, you
explain’ hand gesture. I get a warm glow inside at the trust he is
showing in me.

‘You see, Indy, when a submissive comes to their new Master he
needs to establish his authority and dominance over them. He has to
break them down and then build them up again, but this time willing
to obey him unquestioningly, and the quickest way of doing that is
to work on their insecurities.

‘You start off by making them feel weak and insecure, doubting
themselves. The Master makes this happens by feeding into their
self-image of not being able to cope without him, by changing the
rules often so they get rattled, giving them tasks and then punish
them when they fail. Sometimes treating them harshly and then
following this with “Tender Loving Care”. It disorients and
confuses them. Eventually they don’t know if they can trust their
own thoughts and feelings any more. However, through all of that,
the Master appears as the calm, authoritative, voice of control, they learn to trust that
voice and follow it. Soon they will come to rely on that voice and
obey his leadership.

‘Physical punishments might be used at the beginning, but as
time goes by and the sub falls more and more under the Master’s
spell, punishment and reward can be done with just a word or a
frown or denial of sex. Then the sub is truly under the Master’s
control. It’s how Master Roger trained me. Isn’t this how
your first Master trained
you?’

‘Sadly no … he just beat me until I obeyed him without
question. That’s why the “English Milord” fantasy came to mean so
much to me. It gave me an escape into a world that was ruled by
passion and fire. The lord wanted me badly but was ashamed of his
desire for me, and that’s why he was so hard on me. At least in my
dreams.’ She looked at both of us and then down at the floor,
embarrassed.

Master
took her hand and told her, ‘Don’t worry, Indy, we’ll play that
game as often as you like. And I can even find work for you to do
when we are training Ms. Rose. Part of the conditioning will be to
make her feel that she is nothing, worthless. As the house slave I
will have you ignoring her as if she is part of the furniture, as
if she doesn’t exist. All very bad for the morale.’

‘You would include me in this game?’ she asked
excitedly.

‘Of course, you’re part of the family. We all get to play these
games,’ he replied.

‘I am indeed very fortunate to have found myself an English
Milord, Sahib, and I will serve you in any capacity you
wish.’

‘Right then, let’s make some plans,’ he told us
both.




 





O CAPTAIN, MY CAPTAIN

 


 


Master
and I are sitting in his study, waiting for Victoria to arrive. He
told her to be here at 10 am so if she arrives later than 9.55 she
will get a black mark for it. Master hates unpunctuality. At 9:45
we hear a car pull up outside and a few minutes later the front
door bell rings.

Indira
answers it and soon there is a knock on the study door. ‘Come in,’
he calls and Indy steps inside closing the door behind her. ‘Have a
seat,’ he tells her and she sits down in the chair facing the desk.
We sit there quietly for a good five minutes or so, leaving
Victoria standing outside, hopefully getting more and more
nervous.

‘Hurry up and wait! The old army rule,’ Master says with a
smile. Finally he decides that it’s been long enough, so he tells
Indy to show her in and then head off and stay out of the
way.

Victoria
comes into the room and goes to sit down on the chair facing
Master’s desk. ‘Who told you to sit down?’ he challenges. ‘First
rules you have to learn are you stand up when I walk into the room,
and you don’t sit down again until you are told to, by me or K.
Now, stand to attention for inspection.’ Victoria drops her handbag
to the floor and stands at attention. Being ex-army she doesn’t
have to be shown the position.

As
described previously, Victoria Rose is an extremely attractive
blonde (which means that Master will like her, he loves blondes).
She has short hair, cut in rather a man’s style. Her earrings are
only studs, nothing fancy or ‘girlie’ about them. She is wearing a
black business style jacket on top of a white blouse and over a
black skirt. She’s also wearing low-heeled shoes and no stockings.
Her nails are cut short, with black nail polish, to match her
outfit. Her lipstick is bright red though, the only makeup she has
on. She has full, natural lips, no filler, and I can’t help but
find myself wondering what they taste like.

Master
and I walk around her making, ‘Hmmm,’ noises and the occasional
‘Tut, tut.’ She’s a few inches taller than me but that doesn’t
matter, I’ll be the one holding the whip. Finally he says to her,
‘I don’t go for the butch look, you’re not at work now. From now on
when you come here you’ll wear something more female, something
with colour. You will make yourself up and wear lacy underwear and
stockings. No tights. Is that understood?’

‘Yes Master … I understand but I’m not very good with makeup, I
don’t normally wear any.’

‘Don’t worry about that, K here will give you lessons or she
will make you up as per my instructions at the beginning of each
visit. Sit, we need to go through some admin matters.’

She sits
and Master beckons me to stand beside him as he takes his seat
behind his desk. ‘Let’s begin with the conditions,’ he tells her.
‘First of all, you will be trained by myself and K here. This
training will include being whipped and submitting to either … or
both … of us sexually. You will submit without complaint. Next you
will be available sexually to the other members of the household,
K’s girlfriend, Chloe, who you will address as Miss Chloe, and also
the house slave, Miss Indira. They may use you sexually but only K
and I are the ones who are allowed to beat you.’

‘You mean I have to submit to the house slave?’

‘When you are in my house you are the lowest of the low in the
pecking order. You agree to submit to Indira as well, or you leave
now.’

She
hesitates as she thinks it through then finally agrees.

‘Good, K here will be referred to as Mistress K at all times. I’ve decided
that as both you and I are ex-army we will call each other by our
army ranks. You will be called, Sergeant and you will address me as
Captain. Clear?’

Her eyes
go hard for a moment, so the thought of this obviously niggles her.
‘Do we have to do that? I don’t like being reminded of my army
days.’

‘That’s precisely why we’re going to do it,’ he
replies.

‘Very well, Mas … er, Captain.’

‘Very good, Sergeant. Have you been stripped and lashed very
often?’

‘I’ve encouraged a few men to take their belts to me when we’ve
been having sex, but none of them were really into it. I’ve never
fancied being dominated by a woman, only men … until recently that
is.’ For some reason she shoots a glance at me. ‘That’s why I’ve
offered myself to you, Captain. Any man that can train Mistress K
to be his slave, shouldn’t have any trouble dominating
me.’

‘And you are willingly here to be dominated?’

‘Yes, Captain.’

‘Good. As the new Master, I will be the first one to whip you,
after that K will chiefly be in charge of your training, with my
oversight and occasional participation. Does that suit
you?’

‘That would be satisfactory. In fact I have often … no, perhaps
I shouldn’t say anything.’

‘Go on,’ Master insisted.

‘I have often fantasised about such a thing happening, since
I’ve seen her movies,’ she admits.

‘And where did you see them?’

‘I caught the lads on the duke’s security detail watching them
on night shifts. I liked them, particularly the ones where she is
in a Dominant role, so I downloaded all of them. And I watch them
sometimes with a bottle of wine.’ She looks embarrassed and looks
down at the floor.

‘So you’ve no objection to Mistress K having you “Under the
whip”, then?’

‘None at all, Captain. Truthfully, I think I would enjoy
submitting to her.’

‘Right then. We have a few matters to clear up first and then K
will show you around the house and you can familiarise yourself
with the Fun room.

‘For my, our, legal protection I want you to record a short
statement on video, stating that you are here voluntarily and you
willingly accept that you may be subjected to physical discipline
at our hands, and that you will be used as a sex object by everyone
in the house.

‘But before we do that, I want you to take a look at these
rules, they are there for your protection as well as ours, and
shows the limits that we will take you to. Take them away, study
them, and if you’re not happy with them, don’t come back, simple as
that.’

He nods
to me and I hand over the piece of paper with the rules on – the
same set of rules I had to read and agree to when I first came to
him.

 


CARDINAL RULES

 



	
Either
of us is free to walk away at any time. No one will be forced to do
anything they do not wish to do. Once your limits have been
established then they will be adhered to.





 



	
If you
stay it means that you are willing to accept any treatment or
punishment that I choose to inflict. If you do not accept that
condition then you are free to walk away.





 



	
You will
be abused verbally, physically, sexually. You will be subjected to
physical punishment – sometimes severely – as I see fit but “safe
words” will be in force at all times.





 



	
You will
not be cut, pierced, scarred, tattooed or otherwise disfigured in
any fashion, unless you request to be so. Even then it will happen
or not at my discretion.





 



	
There
will be no asphyxiation play, blood or scat games.





 


 


Victoria
reads them and then looking at us both says, ‘I find these rules
acceptable.’

‘Now then, I want you to read this statement out loud, into
this video camera.’ While she was reading the rules, he was busy
setting up the Go Pro camera pointing at her, seated in the
chair.

Victoria
reads it through a few times and then gives him the nod to say she
is ready, so he presses the record button on the camera. She clears
her throat and stares into the camera as she recites the
declaration.

 


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

‘I not only freely consent to this harsh treatment but I
willingly volunteered for this position and only hope that I may
serve him in such a way that pleases us both.

‘Thank you for watching.’

 


It takes
me back to the time when I sat in that chair and made the self-same
declaration to the camera, not fully realising exactly how much of
a change to my life it would make and what it would lead to. Thank
God I had the courage to take that leap of faith.

‘Now if you’d be good enough to sign that declaration at the
bottom, then we can move on.’ He holds out a pen to her and she
signs it and he takes the paper, the memory card from the camera
and pops them into a plastic zip-lock bag he has ready. Placing it
in his drawer, he turns to me and says, ‘Show the sergeant around
the house and then take her to the Fun room. Show her the positions
I expect her to learn and explain that failure to learn them
promptly will result in punishment.

‘From now on, Sergeant, you belong to us and your time in this
house will be spent at our pleasure.’ He opens another desk drawer
and takes out a thick leather collar. It has SLAVE around the front
of the collar in metal letters. ‘Anytime you are in this house, you
will wear this collar. You will put it on before you leave your car
and approach the house. Likewise, when you leave, you will wear it
until you are in the car. K, put it on her.’

I do so.
He stands up and at a gesture from me, so does she.

‘Nothing will happen to you today, Sergeant. Just consider it
an “orientation day”. But be prepared to begin training the next
time you come. K, she’s all yours.’ Master leaves the
room.

I show
her around the house, which bedroom is who’s, where the bathroom
and kitchen are. Then I take her downstairs again and after
unlocking the door (we always keep it locked, even more important
now that it is on the ground floor and any visitor could just
wander in) I take her into the Fun room.

She
looks around the room in awe. I don’t think she’s seen inside a
fully equipped torture chamber before (torture chamber and gym that
is). I lead her over to the wall that has the Position pictures on
it and point out the sign that says …

 


 


I will obey without question

I will accept punishment without complaint

 


‘This is the mantra that you must learn by heart and expect to
live your life by while you are a slave of House Gilchrist,’ I tell
her. ‘If you wish to serve the Captain, that is what he expects of
you.’

Next I
show her the framed photos of naked females posing in the
‘positions’ that the Master was referring to. ‘Some of them you
will already be familiar with, as they’re based on army drill
positions.’

 


‘Attention! Stand up straight,
shoulders back, chest out, hands laid flat against your thighs,
fingers pointing down.

‘Stand at Ease! You open your legs and
put your arms behind your back but you’re still in a rigid
position. Head up, eyes forward. Your hands are crossed, right hand
into left palm, fingers pointing down.

‘Stand Easy! This is the same pose as
Stand at Ease except you can actually relax and move your body
slightly, shuffle your feet, move your shoulders, turn your head,
etc. It’s to give you a relaxing position so you don’t fall over
from Standing at Ease for too long. You remain on the same spot
though, not go wandering around the room.

‘Sit at attention! If you are sitting
down there will be times when you can’t stand up as the Captain or
I walk in the room. In those cases you sit bolt upright, hands at
your side until told to relax.’

‘Another thing the Captain likes to use is the finger snap.
Regardless of what the rules are about what to do with your eyes,
if you hear him snap his fingers you will look directly at him to
see what he wants.’ I demonstrate. SNAP! And like a good little
girl, she actually looks at me.

‘Once he has your attention, he’ll tell you what he wants you
to do.

‘Now we’ll move onto the BDSM poses. We’ll start with the
standard Kneel which is go down, sit back on your heels and place your hands
on your thighs, palms upwards. Knees wide so we can see your pussy.
That’s the one you’ll see most on BDSM sites on the
Internet.

‘Kneel Up! The Captain’s variation is,
if he want his cock sucked for example, or he want to feed you
something, the kneeling position is too low if he’s standing. He
will want you to rise up, or if standing get down, to the position
where you’re on your knees, knees together but your body is ramrod
straight from your knees to your head. And it’s hands flat against
thighs again until he tells you what to do with your hands. Look at
the picture to see what I mean.

‘Display! It doesn’t matter whether
you’re standing, squatting, kneeling or kneeling up, if we say
Display you put your hands onto the back of your head, fingers
intertwined, shoulders back, and chest out, showing off your
tits.

‘All Fours! Well, that one should be
self-explanatory.

‘Squat! Same again, speaks for itself.
Just go down onto your heels.

‘Wall! Go to whichever wall I point to
and stand about a yard away from it, legs spread. Then lean forward
and place your hands on the wall, head down.

‘Floor! Lay face down on the floor,
arms by your side, palms touching thighs.

‘Humble! This is for when the Captain
is watching TV perhaps or working in his study and he wants you
nearby so he can keep an eye on you but he doesn’t want you getting
in his way, so he wants you curled up as a small bundle. It’s the
kneeling pose but you close your legs, bend forward and place your
hands flat on the floor.

‘Finally Obeisance!
As the name suggests, it’s showing respect to the
Captain or me. Start from the Humble pose then stretch your arms
out in front of you as far as you can reach, palms down, thumbs
touching.

‘So those are the positions that the Captain and I expect you
to learn. You are on the clock now girlie, so you’d better learn
them fast. I will give you a list of them and you will be expected
to have learnt them by the time you return for your first training
session. I understand that you have arranged some leave from the
duke’s and that we have you for a full week, is that
right?’

‘Yes, Mistress, this time next week I will have a week off so
you can have me for the whole week or just as long as you find me
entertaining.’

‘Good, then your training will begin in earnest. Now, pull down
your knickers and lift up your skirt. I wish to inspect the
vegetation.’

Puzzled,
she does as requested, revealing her pubic hair. Just in case you
were wondering (I was) she is a natural blonde. She has a medium
growth, not too excessive but longer than Master likes. ‘The
Captain doesn’t like to have to fight his way through the jungle,’
I tell her.

‘I’ll shave then.’

‘Nor does he like a bare pussy. Looks too much like a little
girl, he’s says. He likes the pubes to be well trimmed and short.’
I lift up my skirt and show her what I mean. ‘Buy a “Bush Trimmer”
and keep it presentable at all times.’

When we’re done and made all the arrangements about when she
will hand herself over to us to begin training, I show her to the
door and discreetly watch her as she climbs into her car and then
takes the collar off. Good girl!
Obeying instructions.

When she
has driven off I join Daddy in his study. ‘I like that collar you
gave her,’ I tell him. ‘Any chance you could get me one of those
for Elf?’

Without
a word he opens another drawer and pulls out a collar with the word
SLAVE on it in metal letters.

I glare at him, pretending to be annoyed that he can read me
so easily – but secretly very pleased that there is one person in
this world who really understands
me.




 





DRESSED TO KILL

 


 


I’m
lying on my bed, reading a magazine. Chloe is at work, Indira is
cooking in the kitchen and technically it’s one of my ‘days off’,
when I’m not at the beck and call of Master. He insisted when I
moved in to the house as his slave that I have them. I told him
that I was perfectly happy to serve him 24/7 but he cautioned that
it was not good for me, I needed some downtime to recharge my
batteries. He’s considerate like that.

The
phone rings and when I pick up the handset I see on the display
that it’s the intercom, and the call is coming from Master’s study.
‘Hello, Master.’

‘What are you wearing?’

‘Oh goody, is this a dirty phone call?’ I look down at myself
and I’m wearing a skirt and blouse, but I play along. ‘I’m not
wearing anything at the moment … I’ve just got out of the shower
and I’m rubbing myself with baby oil, you should see how my breasts
glisten in the sunlight through the window.’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘I’m sorry, isn’t this a mucky phone call? Do you want me to
masturbate while you talk dirty to me?’

‘No, you nitwit. Are you wearing knickers?’

‘No, Master, house rules say no underwear.’

‘Well put some on, then come down to join me in the study. What
do you wear under your chauffeur boots?’

‘I have sets of long socks for when I wear them.’

‘Good, put them on too. Where are your boots?’

‘In the downstairs cloakroom.’

‘Put your knickers and socks on and pick up the boots on your
way to my study.’

‘Now?’

‘Yes, now. And hurry up.’ CLICK the line goes dead.

What the fuck is going on? I ask
myself. But orders are orders, so I get a pair of fresh knickers
out of the drawer and put some of my long socks on. I pick up the
boots and knock on the study door. ‘Come in,’ he calls.

I go in,
place the boots by the side of me and stand to Attention in front
of his desk.

‘Lift your skirt,’ he says.

Puzzled
I lift the front up and he looks at my panties. ‘Good, they’ll do,
I was afraid you might put a thong on. Okay strip off, everything
except the knickers and the socks.’

I do as
ordered then return to the Attention position, and stand there
proudly. I have a fabulous body and we both know it. Master has
taken care over the years to ensure that I redesigned my body the
way he wanted it, lean, hard, toned, lightly muscled. I’m most
proud of the six-pack that I have on my abdomen. I worked hard to
get that to please him, and when he looks at me with the pride of
ownership, and yes … lust, it makes every hour of training
worthwhile.

‘On the sofa there’s a shirt, put it on.’ I pick it up and slip
it on. It’s a fine silk shirt with no collar, a ‘Grandad collar’
like I wear under my chauffeur’s uniform. After I’ve buttoned it up
I turn to him and hold my arms out, to show it off.

‘If you look on the back of the door, you’ll see a suit cover
hanging there. Open it.’

I do as
I’m told. Master likes to get all ‘mysterious’ on me from time to
time. I’ve learnt not to argue or ask too many questions, as I know
it will always turn out nice for me, and I don’t want to ruin his
surprise for me. I take it down and unzip it. Inside is what feels
like a leather jacket. I pull it out and take a better look. ‘It’s
my chauffeur’s uniform but in leather,’ I exclaim excitedly. It’s a
perfect copy of my regular uniform that he has me wear when I am
chauffeuring him or his guests around, but instead of grey material
it’s made of fine, black leather, with silver buttons down each
side of the front.

I
quickly pull on the trousers, then slide my boots on over them. I
put on the jacket and look in the bottom of the suit cover and pull
out a black leather cap, like my other one. ‘It all fits
perfectly,’ I tell Master.

‘Of course, we do have your exact measurements on file,
although I asked them to make it slightly larger as leather is not
as flexible as your normal suit.’ He reaches into his desk drawer
and takes out a pair of leather gloves and a pair of mirrored
sunglasses. ‘Put these on.’

I do and
then I give a slow turn and then stand there with my hands on my
hips. ‘How do I look, Master?’

‘Fan-fucking-tastic! Let takes some
pictures of you in the Fun room.’ He takes a Go Pro camera out of
his desk and I follow him into the Fun room. He turns on all the
lights and checks to see that the cameras are turned on and
recording.

I study
myself in the mirror wall, I look mean I must admit. That will make
a few dykes wet when they see me in this outfit … a few men too.
Master Roger takes video of me walking around the room and has me
pose for still photos in various positions, carrying whips or
riding crops.

‘What we need is some video of you in action. Wait here.’ He
leaves the room and comes back a few minutes later with Indy in
tow. When she sees me, she is startled and backs away, sheltering
behind Master. ‘It’s okay, Indy, it’s only Mistress K. No need to
be frightened. I’ve just bought her this new outfit to wear when
she is disciplining slaves. She looks good don’t you
think?’

‘Yes indeed, Sahib, the Memsahib is very frightening. How may I
help you?’

‘I’m taking videos of her in her new outfit,’ he explains, ‘but
it would be better if we had some film of her in action. Punishing
a slave … you, if you’re not too busy.’

‘No Sahib, I have just put a pie in the oven so we’re good for
an hour.’

‘Splendid, strip off, K can fix you to the X Frame and then
take a whip to you. It won’t be too hard, it only has to look good
on camera, not actually too severe.’

‘Will this be shown on the Internet?’ she asked.

‘Well, in parts of it, just The Society website.’

‘But still …’ she says, doubtfully.

‘Why don’t I put a hood on her?’ I offer. ‘That way she’ll
still be anonymous.’

‘Good idea,’ says Master. ‘You get her ready while I set the
camera up on the tripod. Hood her up and then bring her into the
shot already hooded.’

‘Will I get a “good fucking” after this?’ she asks.

Master
and I look at each other. The woman is sex mad. ‘Yes, if you want,’
he replies.

‘And will the Sahib put it in my mouth at the end?’

God, this woman likes to swallow cum almost as much as I
do. Shameless hussy! ‘Yes, I’m sure the Sahib will be happy to put it in your mouth
when he comes. Isn’t that so, Master?’

‘Oh absolutely, after all, it’s the least I can do as payment
for you appearing in the film.’

She
smiles, contented. She would willingly let us do anything to her
now, as she is just happy to be included in the scene.

I put
cuffs on her wrists and ankles, put a black, cotton bag over her
head, then I lead her into shot and strap her into the X Frame,
facing out towards us. I take the whip to her while Master moves
around us, filming from the best angles.

Indira
does her part and as the film is about me, not the slave being
disciplined, she tries to keep it down, only allowing the
occasional whimper or sharp intake of breath as the leather whip
caresses her skin.

Eventually Master yells ‘Cut’ and stops filming. ‘That’ll do,’
he says. ‘There’s no need to film her back as well, we just wanted
to see you in
action, not a whole punishment session.’

I remove
Indy’s hood and unfasten her from the X Frame. As I walk her to the
bed, she takes the whip from me. Master, hands me the camera and
asks me to film the next bit, taking off his clothes as he does
so.

Indira
hands Master the whip and says, ‘The Memsahib only hit my front, my
back hasn’t been touched yet.’ With that she bends over the
bedstead at the foot of the bed and braces herself against the
bars.

He
shrugs acceptance and lashes her across her back, mainly
concentrating on her arse. She is fairly covered in red weals when
she starts to lose her self-control and slips into her deep slave
persona. ‘Beat me, my lord. Beat this dirty, brown slut. Hit me
harder.’ Master had better stick his cock in her soon, or she’ll
orgasm without him even touching her.

He drops the whip and plunges his stiff cock deep into her. I
love to see him fuck other women, just as much as he likes to watch
me fuck other men. And I get a real
kick out of having him watch me being
fucked.

It’s not
long before she approaches the ‘cliff edge’ as Master calls it.
‘Pull my hair, hurt me,’ she’s muttering. He pulls back on her
long, brown hair until she is standing up, leaning against him with
his cock still inside her. ‘Bite me,’ she pleads, ‘bite me.’ So
Master obligingly bites deep into her shoulder. With a strangled
cry, she orgasms, shuddering as her legs seem to give way, so he
has to hold her up.

Master
holds her tightly, as she rides the waves of her orgasm until she
can straighten up, and stand on her own two feet again. Master has
been slowly moving himself in and out of her during her climax, so
he is still hard. He pulls out and quietly utters the word,
‘Mouth.’

Indy
doesn’t need telling twice and drops to her knees, eagerly taking
his prick in her mouth. I zoom the camera into her face as she
works on him for a few moments until the inevitable happens, and he
explodes into her mouth. She greedily swallows it down, and as I
watch my mouth actually waters, as I wish it was me taking that
mouthful. I like to swallow any man’s cum but especially Master’s,
perhaps he’ll let me blow him later if I ask nicely.

She
keeps sucking until his balls are empty, and taking it out, she
licks his prick clean of all her pussy juice. Then she sits back on
her heels and looks up at him, smiling. I can’t take my eyes off
the scene and Master has to call to me twice before I hear him and
turn of the camera.

‘You can get dressed now, Indira and go back to your duties,’
he tells her. ‘Don’t worry, that last bit between us will stay
private.’ She dons her maid’s outfit as he dresses, and as she is
heading for the door, she turns and asks, ‘May I get a copy of this
film, Sahib?’

‘Yes of course, I’ll put it on the house server and you can
stream it to your room TV anytime you like.’

‘Thank you. On those nights when neither you nor the Memsahib
come to visit, it’ll be nice to watch it as I pleasure myself. I go
now, Sahib, Memsahib.’ She curtsies to us and leaves the room. Her
libido seems to have gone into overdrive since she joined us. I
guess it’s that before she was just used as a piece of fuck meat,
but now she actually gets pleasure from sex as we try to see that
she enjoys it as much as we do.

Master
and I look at each other again, he shrugs and I shrug back. She’s a
strange one that Indira, but she’s also adorable and a welcome
addition to the family.

Master
looks at me and says, ‘You can wear that outfit when Victoria Rose
comes for her first training session. You look mean and we want to
frighten her from the moment she walks through the
door.’

I salute
him and say, ‘You got it, Boss.’




 





HOUSE OF PAIN

 


 


I am on
my knees in Master’s study, giving him a blowjob. He finishes in my
mouth and I clean him up, with my hanky. The reason he asked me to
do that is that he will be fucking Victoria Rose later and it is
(practically) the first time he’ll be having her, he doesn’t want
to get too excited and come too quickly. It wouldn’t look good for
her new Master to shoot his load too soon. Being an experienced
Dominant though, he has sense enough to have sex beforehand so he
can contain himself.

When he
explained this to me, Indira was in the room and I had to
practically fight her for the opportunity to do it. Eventually I
pulled rank and sent her out of the room, to await her time to play
her part in the subjugation of the new slave. Master and I have
spent some time planning this and Indira and Chloe will be
involved, so he has briefed them accordingly.

Master
has taken the whole week off work and I made sure that I had no
movies or ‘prior engagements’ this week.

I redo my makeup. We’ve chosen the beautiful but hard-faced
bitch look, blue eye shadow and black lipstick, to match my nail
polish. Of course I’m wearing the leather chauffeur’s outfit. God I
look mean, I even scare myself when I look in the mirror. Master is
wearing all black clothing, shirt and trousers. He’s slicked his
black hair back with hair-gel and even he looks scary. Devilishly
handsome and sexy, but scary. (God I love
him.)

We hear
Victoria’s car pull up outside and a few moments later the doorbell
rings. We leave her standing outside for a while (Indira has been
instructed not to answer the door) before Master picks up the
documents he has printed out for him to look over. They’re absolute
rubbish, they’re just a ‘prop’ so he can look busy when I bring her
in, as if dealing with her is a distraction, and interrupting his
busy schedule.

He gives
me the nod and I put my mirrored sunglasses on, place my cap on my
head and then put on the gloves. I’ve made a slight change to the
gloves by cutting off the finger tips down to the first joint. When
you’re pinching a nipple or teasing a clitoris, it is always better
to have skin-to-skin contact, than cold leather. Lastly, I pick up
the riding crop, I’m not going to beat her with it, I’ll just use
it to prod her with.

I go to
the front door and let her in. I wave her in and then make her
stand there while I look her over. Glad to see she has followed
Master’s instructions and is wearing the SLAVE collar.

‘Follow me,’ I order her and take her to the study. I knock on
the door and tell her, ‘ALWAYS knock on a door and wait to be
called in.’ She nods, I think she’s too nervous to speak. When he
responds I wheel her in and position her in front of his desk. She
stands to Attention, staring straight ahead, without being
told.

Master
ignores her for a few moments as he finishes signing the phony
papers in front of him, then he leans back in his chair, fastening
the cap on his fountain pen.

‘Take two steps back from the desk, let me get a proper look at
you,’ he orders. Victoria takes two steps back and returns to
Attention. As well as the SLAVE collar, she is wearing a light,
summer dress, white with a floral pattern. All very light and
fluffy and girly, exactly as Master ordered. Instead of the ear
studs, she is wearing gold hoops. I can tell that Victoria is
uncomfortable wearing this outfit, which is precisely the purpose
of the exercise. Make the slave feel uncomfortable and outside
their comfort zone to unsettle them.

‘Remove the dress.’

She
unbuttons the dress and takes it off. She throws it onto the chair.
I whack her across the backside lightly with the crop. ‘Fold it
neatly and place it on the chair,’ I tell her. She picks it up
again and does as she is told. Underneath the dress she is wearing
pink bra and pants and a garter belt holding up her white
stockings. I’m glad to see that she wearing her panties OVER her
garter belt, which means that if she wants to fuck or pee, she can
remove them without having to remove her garter belt and stockings
first. Obviously played this game before.

On
instructions she turns around to show us her back. Master has
obviously seen it before as he told me he fucked her ‘doggy
fashion’ but it’s new to me, and I see she has a Tramp stamp, a
pair of wings at the base of her spine. I can’t help myself, I
trace the outline with my finger and she stiffens at my
touch.

‘Turn around and take your bra off.’

She does
as told and removes her bra, revealing pert breasts. Full and firm
with large brown nipples. Folding her bra in half she places it
neatly on the chair and returns to Attention. ‘Liven them up for
me, K,’ orders Master, so I play with her nipples, teasing and
pulling on them gently until they are swollen and enlarged,
standing out like bullets and I can practically taste
them.

Master
grins and nods slowly, appreciatively. ‘Nice … very nice.’ She is a
very attractive woman, especially naked and I foresee we’re going
to have a lot of fun with her. ‘Now remove the knickers.’ Victoria
removes the skimpy panties, barely more than a thong really,
revealing her pussy. Her pubes are trimmed short as I’d instructed.
All Master’s slaves have to keep themselves trimmed down there and
he inspects us to make sure we do.

‘Take the shoes and stockings off.’

Victoria undoes the garter belt and rolls down her stockings,
removing them and placing them on the chair. She puts the shoes
under the chair, neatly side by side, with the toes pointing
towards the rear of the chair. I whack her across the backside
again and tell her curtly, ‘Toes pointing outwards,’ as that is the way they do
it in the army, for inspections. She turns them around and I can
tell she is dying to curse me but has too much sense to do
that.

Now she
is totally naked except for the collar. ‘Display,’ he tells her.
She hesitates for a moment, nervousness having made her forget what
that instruction means. I help her out. ‘Place your hands behind
your head, fingers clasped together.’ She is understandably nervous
but I had warned her that she would be punished if she hadn’t
learnt the moves by this meeting, so I give her a whack across her
belly. She flinches and then carries out the order, while shooting
me an evil look.

‘You will remain naked for the rest of the week. No slave wears
clothes in this house unless the Master orders it, not even me. So
from now on your only clothing will be this,’ I tug on her collar
to emphasise my point.

I walk
round her, inspecting her. I run my hands over her body, squeezing
and pinching fleshy bits to see how much muscle tone she has. She
led us to believe that she is martial arts trained and you have to
have a certain level of fitness for that. I’m glad to report while
she does have a tight body, it is nowhere near as hard and toned as
mine is. More like Indira’s build I would say. But to be fair to
the girl, I have no other role in life than to stay fit and serve
my Master. I can spend entire days in the gym if I choose, whereas
Victoria has a full-time job, protecting the duke.

‘Satisfied?’ she asks me. I whack her across the arse again,
harder this time. ‘You don’t speak unless spoken to or given
permission to. Understand?’ I emphasise my point with another
stroke, this time across the back of her legs.

‘Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.’

I turn
and look at Master Roger. ‘Spin her round slowly a couple of times,
I want a good look at her,’ he orders. When I’ve done that, he asks
me, ‘What do you think, will she do?’

‘If she passes the taste test,’ I reply. This next bit is not
at all necessary but is done purely to humiliate the slave. I had
to do it when I first joined Master as his sub and now she can do
it as well.

‘Of course. Now listen to me carefully, Sergeant. I want you to
lower your arms, then take your right hand, slide the middle finger
into your pussy. Then I want you to play with yourself until you’re
nice and wet. Then hold that finger out in front of
you.’

We both
watch her as she follows instructions, her face going slowly redder
and redder from embarrassment. She does it without complaint though
and I notice that her nipples are erect again. Obviously she finds
humiliation arousing.

After a
short while she holds out her finger, when she sees that I am going
to take it, she turns the gesture into that “sit on this and
swivel” middle finger gesture we all know and love. She catches her
breath as I grab her wrist and place her finger in my mouth,
sucking gently on it to taste her juices. It shocked her, she
wasn’t expecting that.

I hold
it there for a moment then let her hand go and pull my head back,
sucking her finger all the way out. ‘Well?’ asks Master
Roger.

I take
my time before answering, to put her on edge. ‘She’ll do,’ I
finally confirm.

‘Good. Welcome to the family, Sergeant. Now then, before we
proceed this is your last chance to back out, if you go any further
you will be subject to our pleasure. You will belong to us. Do you
want to leave?’

‘No, Captain. I have given myself over to you both. Use me as
you wish.’

‘Here at House Gilchrist we insist on the use of safe words.
What is yours?’

‘RAMROD, Captain.’

‘Say it again so there is no misunderstanding.’

‘RAMROD, Captain.’

‘Very well, RAMROD it shall be. K … take her into the Fun room
and string her up on the hoist.’

I’m just
about to do that when I remember something I should do first. I
pick up one of those non-permanent, felt tipped pens from Master’s
desk, and draw three chevrons, on each of her upper arms,
representing her army rank of sergeant. ‘There you go, Sarge, we
must respect your rank, after all.’

She turns her head and shoots me another evil look. ‘Eyes
front!’ I command. ‘You’re stood at Attention, remember?’ I then
take the marker pen and write the letters C U N T across her chest,
above her tits. ‘Just remember, girlie, you had your chance to
leave and you didn’t, so you’re ours now. This is just a reminder
that this is all you are to us … a hole for the Captain to fuck and
an arse for me to whip. Don’t forget
that.’ I say that last sentence low and
menacingly in her ear.

‘Right, K. March her out of here and string her up on the
hoist. Take the flogger to her and warm her up for me, I’ll be in
shortly to apply the whip. Dismissed.’

I clip a
leash that I have waiting to her collar and lead her out of the
room.

 



~~~

 


Breaking
a slave in is all about fucking with their minds – frighten and
confuse them, leave them disorientated, so it is easier to control
them. The physical punishment is almost secondary, some people
(like me for example) actually enjoy it, so you can’t rely on that
to tame them. No, you have to go for their mind if you want to end
up dominating them.

Even
though Victoria wanted this slave training, asked for it in fact,
her personality still needs to butt up against authority, revealing
the chip on her shoulder about being passed over in the army.
That’s why even though she is here voluntarily, she stills bites
back when I handle her. She can’t help it, she constantly has to
prove (to herself maybe) that she is worthy and it wasn’t her fault
if other people couldn’t see that.

The
approach that Master and I will take with her is … ‘Sorry,
Victoria, but you really aren’t good enough … you are a failure’.
Once we make her believe that, then she will truly submit totally
and obey without question.

I stand her in front of the wall mirror, facing it. She’ll be
able to watch it all as we abuse her. I love it, it’s a great idea.
It’s like watching a film with “Sensurround”. It’s as if you are
watching a movie of yourself being beaten and yet can
feel it happening at the
same time.

I take a
piece of chalk and write the word RAMROD on the small blackboard
hanging on the wall. This is done so in the heat of the moment,
when the slave is screaming their safe word out as you beat ‘seven
shades’ out of them, the Dom isn’t going, ‘But I thought your safe
word was HOTROD!’ Avoids any mistakes.

I fasten
heavy leather cuffs with thick metal ‘D’ rings, to her wrist and
ankles. The wrist ones are those ‘suspension cuffs’ that are built
especially so the strain on the arms is spread evenly, to avoid
damaging the wrists or arms. Then I bring over the electric hoist.
Master had it fitted when the room we are in was a garage. It runs
the length of the room as he told the builders it was so he could
hoist a heavy weight like a car engine, and move it to the other
end of the room. In actual fact it was for the very purpose I am
going to put it to now.

I clip
Victoria’s … I guess I should just call her Sergeant from now on, I
clip the sergeant’s cuffs to the chain from the hoists. Then I
press the button on the control panel and she is lifted in the air
until her feet are six inches off the floor. Then I amuse myself by
running her up and down the length of the room several times,
slapping her arse every time she passes me. She starts calling me a
‘Fucking bitch’ and so on, so I bring her to a halt back in her
original place and lower her to the ground and further so she can
rest her arms.

I gag
her with one of those gags that press a wide strap of leather over
the outside of the mouth and then buckles behind her head. I don’t
use a gag that puts anything inside her mouth, I’m saving that for
later. But before I do that, I grab her by the hair on her neck and
bending her head back, kiss her long and hard on the lips, forcing
my tongue deep in her mouth. Then I put the gag on her. I get one
of the butt plugs from the drawer, grease it up and push her down
so she’s on all fours, I force it into her back passage, telling
her, ‘Master will want to use this later, so we’d best stretch it
for him now, eh?’

I’ve
finished sending her back and forth on the hoist, so I clip a chain
to one of her ankle cuffs, feed it through a ring bolt that is
fitted into the floor, then attach it to her other ankle cuff, so
she is tethered.

I fetch
one of the floggers from the cupboard, a nice thick one so it won’t
be too painful, which I show to her and tell her how I’m going to
use this to ‘warm her up’ before Master comes in to whip her. I
make sure that all the cameras in the room are set to record their
input and then I use the hoist to lift her off the floor to the
point where she is stretched between the hoist above and the ring
bolt below. ‘While you are in this house you are permanently under
surveillance. When we “do something to you” it’s recorded for our
later amusement or as a training aid for you. You have our promise
that no one outside this house will ever see it, but as long as you
are our slave, it will be a permanent record.’

Then I
proceed to beat her. Whips are pretty general, when you hit someone
it is across the body, unless you are very good like Master. But
with a flogger you can be more targeted and strike at specific
targets like under the breasts, on the nipples, the pubic mound and
so on. This is what I do to the sergeant. I work her whole body
over, paying particular attention to the spots I’ve mentioned. The
purpose is not to really hurt her, or to punish her, rather to make
the adrenalin flow, bring the blood to the surface of the skin, to
get her used to sudden, sharp blows to the body. I give her a good
going over then lower her to the floor again, and let her drop her
arms to waist level.

Master
still hasn’t joined us, although I know he’s watching us on the
monitor in his study, so I begin to play with her luscious body.
Groping her gorgeous tits, teasing her nipples until they’re fully
erect, squeezing her buttocks, rubbing my finger slowly back and
forth along her clit. I even lean over and suck on her nipples. I
can hear her groaning with pleasure behind the gag. This is the
second phase of the training, amongst the pain you give them
pleasure. Also keeping them sexually aroused but without release,
makes a slave more compliant, willing to obey in the hope they may
be allowed to come.

I leave
her panting as I wait for Master to join us. I pretend to notice a
rough finger nail and getting a file out of the bedside table
drawer, sort it out, totally ignoring her. Another move, make the
slave think that they are nothing to us. If something else commands
our attention then they are nothing to us.

Finally
Master comes into the room. He issues the command, ‘Display,’ and
he walks around the sergeant, inspecting her. He runs his hands
over her boobs and her pussy. ‘Nice … very nice. I’m going to enjoy
training this one. I see you’ve plugged her for me, that’s very
thoughtful of you, K.’

‘My pleasure, Master, anything to oblige.’

He stops
in front of her and stares her in the eyes, she stares back. ‘I see
she still has some aggression in her, we’ll have to beat that out
of her. K, would you get me a whip please, a heavy one, then string
her up.’

I go to
the cupboard that has all the whips and floggers and chains and so
on, and pick out a whip. It’s not really a heavy one, he just said
that to scare her. I hand it to him and he walks around the room,
having a few practice swings while I pull her taut between the
hoist and the ring bolt, and make sure she is facing the
mirror.

When he
is ready he lays into her with the whip. At first she has her eyes
closed, but after a moment she opens them. Naturally she closes
them when each blow lands but she opens them again, obviously
captivated by the vision of herself being punished. As I said, it
can be quite hypnotic, a sort of ‘Out of Body Experience’
sometimes.

He works
on her back and front. This is her first whipping at his hands so
it will be more severe than any others he or I will give her in the
future. The idea is to show her the worst that can happen, and if
she can take that, then we know she can stand anything else we
might throw at her. Master is an expert with the whip and can
accurately place the tip of the whip directly onto a nipple or a
pussy. She yelps and struggles at each blow but it isn’t until he
can see tears in her eyes that he ceases his torment.

He
throws the whip aside and we stand there in front of her as we
admire his work. Her poor body is criss-crossed with bright red,
whip marks, and she is whimpering behind her gag. ‘That’ll do.
Bring her down now, I want to fuck her,’ he orders.

I press
the button on the controls and lower her down until she is laying
on the floor. He lifts her up onto her hands and knees and dropping
his trousers, sticks his dick into her and gives her a ‘rough
fuck’, doggy fashion. No finesse at all, just a punishment fuck,
‘Whip it in, whip it out and wipe it,’ to quote an old army saying
of his. I act completely unconcerned and go about picking up the
flogger and the whip and returning them to the cupboard, as if I
can’t even be bothered to watch, it is of so little concern to me.
Which is not true of course, I’m dying to watch him fuck her for
the first time as his slave, but I have to content myself with
watching them discreetly in the mirror.

When he
has done and shot his load into her, he withdraws and stands up.
‘Get to your feet,’ he orders her. She struggles awkwardly to her
feet, still chained to the hoist and the floor. ‘Fancy a coffee?’
he asks me, brightly.

‘Love one, Master, I’ll just get her ready to be left
alone.’

Allow me to reiterate a few prime BDSM rules that are good
practice and Master insists
that we abide by them for the slave’s safety, he’s
very good like that. So if you are using this book as a training
manual instead of just titillation, pay attention! There’ll be a
test at the end of the chapter. (Just kidding.)

First of
all, you NEVER leave a person alone when they are tethered by their
neck … even for a moment. What might be a fetching collar and leash
one moment, can soon be a noose the next, if they are left
unattended, particularly if their hands aren’t free.

Second,
you never leave a person alone that has a gag in their mouth that
doesn’t allow air to flow through it. If perchance they should be
sick for any reason, that vomit can fill up their windpipe when
there is nowhere for it to go, resulting in death. So either no gag
if you leave them alone or use one of those that has holes in it.
There are ball gags that have air holes drilled through them,
devices such as dentists use to keep the mouth wide open, or ones
like I am going to use on her now, the ‘O’ ring type. This is
literally a ring of metal placed in the mouth and held in place
with two straps that buckle at the back of the head. Use any of
these types and should the worst happen, they can be sick on the
floor. Messy but at least they are still alive. Lesson
over.

I
replace the flat strap gag with an O ring. She can safely be left
alone plus it has the added advantage of being humiliating. I don’t
know if you know, but if your mouth is held open, it is almost
impossible to swallow. Try it. So not being able to swallow means
the saliva builds up in your mouth. Eventually it overflows down
your chin, and if you’re naked, down onto your breasts and your
body. So in addition to being bound and gagged, you have the
humiliation of dribbling all down your front. Master knows all
these tricks and used them on me when I was being trained. Now I
know them as well and we’re going to use them on her!

After
gagging her with the O ring, I also unhook her feet from the ring
bolt. Then I raise the hoist until she is standing with her feet
flat on the floor, with her arms raised above her head. One last
touch before I leave is to slide my hand between the cheeks of her
arse and find the ‘On’ switch for the battery powered butt plug I
inserted in her earlier, and flick it on. I also check the state of
her pussy, it’s soaking wet and Master’s spunk is already starting
to dribble out of her and run down her thighs, hopefully adding to
the humiliation.

Then
Master and I leave the room.
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Of
course we go straight to his study and watch her on the Fun room
cameras. He bleeps Indy and she brings us coffee and the three of
us watch the sergeant on the monitor. She looks around the room for
a while and then just stares at her reflection. I change out of my
chauffeur’s uniform and just wear a robe with nothing underneath.
It’s my turn to have sex with “Sarge” next.

We
finish our coffees and then he rings Chloe on the internal phone
system. She’s been waiting in our bedroom so as not to be seen by
Sarge. ‘Okay Elf, you’re on,’ he tells her and we watch on the
monitor as she enters the Fun room a few minutes later, carrying a
large camera with a flash attachment.

She
doesn’t say anything to Sarge, she just walks around her taking
photographs of her from various angles. As per Master’s coaching,
she takes plenty of full length shots of her body but also
concentrates on close ups of her face, boobs, arse and pussy. The
sergeant moans at her but is incomprehensible with the gag in her
mouth. She tries kicking out at her but Chloe stays out of range.
When Chloe has taken enough photos to thoroughly embarrass Sarge,
she leaves the room without having said a word to her and joins us
in the study.

We give
it five minutes and then we send Indira into the Fun room. She has
been briefed on exactly what to do and how to behave, and carries
out her instructions to the letter. She walks into the room
carrying a bucket with cleaning stuff and pushing a stand up vacuum
cleaner.

Totally ignoring the sergeant, she
proceeds to clean the room, dusting the fittings, spraying
furniture polish on the bed ends and the bedside table and
polishing them with a cloth, she just pretends that Sarge isn’t
even in the room. The aim is to give Sarge the impression that she
is so meaningless and inconsequential that even the cleaning lady
can’t be bothered to notice her.

Indy
begins to vacuum the floor, and only acknowledges the sergeant when
she asks her to lift up her feet, so she can hoover underneath
them. Once she has finished hoovering, Indy packs up her stuff and
leaves the room and as instructed, turns the light off as she
goes.

The Fun
room as well as all the bedrooms is fitted with night vision
cameras, and we can watch Sarge as she wriggles and struggles to
free herself, to no avail. We watch avidly as she finally gives up
and just stands still. When she begins to issue a long, steady moan
(I don’t know if she’s afraid of the dark or being alone in it)
Master says we should go back in there immediately, which we
do.

Sarge
immediately becomes quiet as we enter the room and switch the
lights on, as if she’s embarrassed to being caught, crying in front
of us. ‘Sorry about that,’ says Master. ‘We forgot about you. K,
release the sergeant and then it’s your turn to have sex with
her.’

As
expected her saliva has overflowed from her mouth and is coating
her chin and on her boobs, where it has dripped down. I unchain her
from the hoist and make her kneel before me. I take the bottle of
water I brought with me and feed it to her a mouthful at a time.
She tries to take the bottle but I withhold it, emphasising the
fact that she is only allowed what we choose to give
her.

When she’s had her fill, I tell to go into the next room,
remove the butt plug, clean
it, and use the toilet if she needs to,
then come back. When Master remodelled the garage making it into
the downstairs Fun room, it was large enough to have another
bedroom with ensuite walled off. That is where we send
her.

Master
and I sit on the bed, kissing and feeling each other up until she
comes back. I sit on the edge of the bed and tell her to kneel
before me, then I open my robe. She’s seen me in the movies and
obviously was attracted to me otherwise she wouldn’t have asked to
become our slave, but she’s never seen me naked in the flesh
before. (I must say that I have a pretty good body, I put plenty of
hours into making it so.) She gasps and reaches out to touch my
breast before realising that she hadn’t been instructed to do that,
so she withdraws her hand.

‘It’s okay,’ I tell her. ‘Come closer and you can touch them.’
She edges forward on her knees and I suddenly grab her and kiss her
on the lips again. We kiss for many moments while she plays with my
tits, until I break away from the kiss and bend her head down to
kiss them.

At my
urging she suckles on my nipples, eventually daring to gently
nibble on them at my insistence. I love that, if it were Master or
Bruce doing that I would be encouraging them to bite them, hard,
but I don’t want to frighten her, just yet anyway.

I can
feel myself getting wet down there, so I slowly lean back on the
bed, allowing her to kiss her way down to my eager, waiting pussy.
She dives in, tonguing me deeply for a while before settling on my
clit, running her tongue up and down it.

I reach
over to Master who has been watching us, sliding my hand into his
trousers. I can feel how hard he is and ask him to, ‘Fuck her. Fuck
her arse while I watch.’ He doesn’t need telling twice and kneeling
behind her, he produces his stiff cock and enters her. I don’t know
how much experience she has at being buggered, but seemingly he
slides in easily, as she is still greased up from wearing the butt
plug. He pumps away at her until my time is approaching.

I sit up
and reach for his hand. For some reason, if he is beside me when
I’m having sex, I like to grab hold of his hand or his arm when I’m
coming, the physical contact seems to amplify the strength of the
orgasm when it comes. Holding his hand in one of mine, while the
other hand is pulling Sarge’s head into my pussy, I come with a
great shudder and a moan. I order her to keep licking even though
I’ve come and I hold onto him until he too reaches that peak and
empties his load into her.

He and I
flake out on the bed until we get our breath back. The sergeant
just kneels there, awaiting instructions, as she never got to
climax. I catch her rubbing herself but tell her to stop as she’s
not allowed to come yet. But cruelly I tease her nipples so that
she remains aroused.

Finally,
Master tells me that I can have her to play with until dinnertime,
after which she’ll be expected to go down on Chloe and Indira while
we watch. Then he leaves us.

Sarge is
still kneeling on the floor and I tell her to remove her collar and
cuffs as we are going for a shower and I don’t want them to get
wet, it will ruin the leather. I go to the cupboard and come back
with a set of steel handcuffs. For her training it is best that she
is always under some form of restraint. It reminds her that she is
under someone’s control and the steel cuffs won’t rust from getting
wet.

I take
her next door to the other bedroom and we shower together. I make
her wash me so she gets the full opportunity to run her hands over
my body as she washes me. Of course, she can’t wash herself as well
as she can me, due to the cuffs so I return the favour and wash
her. This time I take pity on her and play with her pussy until she
comes at last.

I look
deep into her eyes as I’m fingering her and as her eyes roll back
in her head, she whispers, ‘Fuck me Mistress, please fuck me.’ So
after we dry ourselves, I take her next door and do exactly that
with a strap on.
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The next
week is tough for the sergeant. We are deliberately hard on her as
we only have a week to condition her. For fun, each morning I make
her face up with crazy makeup, like a mad clown or a child’s doll
or one of those Kabuki actor’s faces I learnt how to do when we
were in Japan. When she catches herself in one of the many mirrors
around the place, she can see how ridiculous she looks and it adds
to the humiliation.

During
the day I work her hard, having her do workouts on the gym
equipment. She told me she regularly works out, so this isn’t
really any kind of punishment. The idea is just to wear her down
physically. As well as ‘pumping iron’ and doing press-ups, I take
her through practising the different positions, Kneeling, Kneeling
Up, etc., but being a bitch, I do that nasty trick that Master did
on me.

The positions are such that you can easily progress from one
to the next, then the next, smoothly and easily e.g. Obeisance, to
Kneeling, to Kneel up, to Attention, to Stand at Ease. A natural
progression from being low on the floor to a standing position or
vice-versa. However, if you call out the positions
out of order, the slave
has to rise from being on the floor, to standing up, to kneeling to
standing up, to crouching on the floor, and so on. All very
exhausting.

Inevitably they make mistakes and risk punishment but there is
also an opportunity to encourage the slave. When they eventually
‘fuck up’ as they will do, give them a lash with a belt if you
wish, but you can also crouch down next to them, put your arm
around the poor exhausted girl, and say things like, ‘You failed,
but I know you really want to please me by not making mistakes …
you just have to try harder
… work harder
to please me. I believe
in you and I know you can do it, you just
have to be strong for your Mistress. Fight through the pain and you
will please me. Now go again.’

And if
you’ve got the poor exhausted slave to the right frame of mind, she
will do her damnedest not to get it wrong and disappoint you again.
It’s such a mind fuck and Master did it to me several times before
I cottoned on to how he was tricking me.

At one
point as she knelt before me, she asked me for “permission to
speak” which I granted.

‘Did the Captain train you
this hard?’ she asked.

‘Well, that was different, I was being trained to be his
personal slave, 24/7, so I had much more to learn than you have. On
the other hand, we had more time … so yes, I was trained this hard,
harder in fact, but it wasn’t so intense, all crammed into one
short period, like it is for you.’

‘But you survived it … I’m not sure if I can.’ I can see her
self-doubt creeping in and taking over. This is the point where she
needs an ego boost, to spur her on. This is where the slave needs
to lean on their Master’s strength to go on.

I take
her chin and tilt it up until she is looking into my eyes. I stare
into her soul. ‘You can leave anytime you like, you know that. But
the fact that you haven’t yet pleases me. I want you to hang in
there and become my slave. I want you to belong to me, to serve me,
to love me, to give yourself to me, body and soul,’ I say as
seductively as I can. And then I kneel down and kiss her. I give
her one of my, what Master calls, “You belong to me” kisses. It’s
not soft and gentle or romantic, I physically take possession of
her and our lips crush together and her teeth part willingly as I
force my tongue into her mouth.

When we
finally break apart, she has tears in her eyes and she throatily
promises me that, ‘I will try, Mistress.’

‘Good girl,’ I respond, kissing her on the head. ‘Now go
again.’

Once
I’ve finished putting her through her paces, doing a complete set
without one mistake, as a reward I take the worn out girl to the
four poster bed and I hold her while she sleeps. I can’t help but
feel that she now belongs to me.
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Another
thing is not just tiring her out but making life physically
awkward. I took a leg spreader bar, about three feet long with
spring clips on the end, fed it through a D ring on her collar and
then clipped each end to her wrist cuffs. You can slide the bar
towards you, so you can put your hand to your mouth, but everyday
things become really awkward to manage. We made her assist Indy in
cleaning the house and watching Sarge bending over to dust or
polish the furniture with a duster was very difficult for her but
really funny to watch. Hey, before you get judgemental, Master made
me spend a day like that once, so I’m entitled to gloat.

A fun
thing Master has come up with is he had the gardeners rig up a line
from the house to the wall at the end of the garden. The idea being
that the slave puts on one of the pony girl style head harnesses,
with straps around the head attaching to the collar. Then the
harness is attached to the line by a carabiner, a metal ring which
you can fasten tight with a screw mechanism. The slave has to run
up and down the garden and the harness keeps her attached to the
line. You can encourage the slave along with one of those long,
straight, horse whips, they use on carriage ponies. It works fine
as Master has had me on it many a time.

It’s
mid-morning when I lead Sarge out to the garden. Nice weather,
sunny but with still a slight ‘nip in the air’ until midday. I
bring her out and attach her to the line. There is a slight ‘sting’
in the air and she comes out in goosebumps and her nipples go hard.
Never mind, after a few runs up and down the garden she will
appreciate the coolness of the air. It is sunny though so I tell
Chloe to cover Sarge in suntan lotion and we all get pleasure
watching that happen.

We leave
her standing there for ten minutes or so, to add to the discomfort
we’re about to put her through. We have to wait for Indira to bring
out ‘elevenses’ and pour the tea and serve the pastries she has
cooked. While we wait, Master asks me to put my silver bells on her
nipples, so we can hear them ‘jingle’ as she runs.

Once
Master has settled, he gives me the signal to begin. I strike Sarge
across the buttocks with the horse whip, and tell her to run. As
she runs the length of the garden, I casually stroll down to the
midway point and wait for her to return. I’ve no intention of
chasing after her, I’ll wait in the middle and swipe her each time
she passes me. She runs back and forth, arms pumping as she runs.
We don’t fasten her arms behind her back, as through the harness
she is tethered by the neck, so in case she falls, her hands are
free to grab the harness and I am standing just yards away to
support her until we can free her.

I run
her down the garden and back while Master, Chloe and Indy encourage
her with shouts of, ‘Run, Sarge, run.’ Or, ‘You go girl, shake
those bells. Let me hear them ring.’ And, ‘You run fast or I will
see that you are mightily beaten!’ That last one was Indy, she
hasn’t quite got the hang of English idiom yet.


Eventually Master shouts, ‘Enough!’ and I stop the sergeant
as she passes me and I walk her up and down for a few minutes to
cool off, then I take her back to the house, encouraging her with
the whip, and bring her to a standstill, in the Stand at Ease
position, legs apart, and hands behind her back. She is breathing
heavily and would probably like to sit down but the head harness is
keeping her upright.

I look
at her and I’m actually quite envious. I want to take off all my
clothes and stand next to her. For some perverse reason, I love it
when Master takes me out naked in the cold or the snow even, and
makes me run around like a horse. I enjoy those mornings when he
rouses me out of bed early, because there is a frost on the ground
or there’s been a fresh snowfall. He takes me outside wearing only
the boots I use when I work in the garden, then he either attaches
me to this same line to run the garden, or if it is really early
and there’s no one around, he takes me into the fields behind the
house. Then he puts a long horse training rope on me and makes me
run round in circles in the snow, while he stands in the centre,
encouraging me along with the horse whip.

That’s when I truly feel like I’m just an animal, and I never
feel as free as I do at those moments. No cares in the world, why
would I have any, I’m not human after all? And after a training
session in the cold, I know that the man I love, my Master who I
worship, will take me home and we will rut like animals, pounding
his cock into me and filling me with his seed. (He knows that at
times like that I don’t want to be made love to,
I want to be fucked! Hard
and brutally.)

‘Well done, Sergeant, I’m impressed with your stamina,’ Master
compliments her. ‘Indira, please take Sarge away and put a robe on
her. Then she can join us at ‘elevenses’.

I unclip
Sarge from the line and Indira takes her away, removing the head
harness and putting a towelling robe on her, bringing her back
shortly, where she kneels next to us while Indira feeds her tea and
pastries.
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Each
day’s activities end with me giving Sarge a whipping in the Fun
room. As it happens every day, it’s just a light one, more for
effect and conditioning purposes than to actually punish
her.

During
the day, we send her to Indy to be fed and she has to kneel down
and eat out of a dog bowl, placed on the kitchen floor, without
using her hands. For the evening meal, Indy serves us in the dining
room and then sits down to eat with us. Sarge is kneeling between
Master at the head of the table, and me, sitting on his right hand
side. We hand feed her food from our plates and then at the end of
the meal, everyone’s leftovers are scraped into her dog bowl and
she is allowed to feed herself.

After
dinner, all of us adjourn to the lounge, where we sit and watch the
videos of the day’s training of Sarge, while she kneels next to
Master’s chair, hands handcuffed behind her back, often with a gag
in her mouth. If it pleases Master to do so, he fucks the sergeant
there and then on the lounge floor while the three of us look on,
to humiliate her further. Then she is handed over to the rest of us
for the evening, for us to use sexually.

At bed
time, Master might take her to his room, fuck her again or not,
depending on his mood and then put her in the cage in his room, to
spend the night there. Other nights, I take her to bed with me and
Chloe and after she has pleasured us, she is put in the cage in our
room. We even give her to Indira one night, which is surely the
worst humiliation for her, being given to the house slave to
use.

 



~~~

 


By the
end of the week, the sergeant has told me she loves me. I had to
laugh as I nearly destroyed my relationship with Master Roger by
telling him the same thing. She was hurt at first until I explained
the background and then she understood.

I don’t understand why my sexual partners often fall for me.
I’m not that good looking, slightly ‘goofy’ to be honest, but when
I asked Master about it he told me, ‘It’s because you “see them”.
Every slave needs someone to look up to, someone that believes in
them, that cares about them. When you take the time to dominate
them, you are including them in your world and that can be an
important thing to a slave, sometimes. Besides, you are a darling and you make anyone
you sleep with feel special.’

Master’s
right of course. I needed him to look up to, and Chloe and Long
Susan and now even Sarge look up to me as their Mistress. He’s very
good at that psychological stuff, which is why I felt all humble
when he said it, and then fucked his brains out for the nice things
he said about me.

When it
came time for Victoria (as she was again) to leave, she knelt
before us fully clothed (it seemed strange to see her with clothes
on again) kissed our hands and swore that she would serve us both
until we tired of her. With tears in her eyes she bade us farewell
and got in her car and drove off.
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Master
has taken me along to a Society function. It’s black tie and he has
me dressed up in fancy clothes, my ‘going out’ outfit, the old
low-cut, long black dress with split thighs each side. He likes me
in that get up. Me, I’d be just as happy if I was sitting there
naked and gagged, on a leash, just proud to be his
slave.

We’re
sitting at a table eating when a waiter brings an ice bucket
containing a bottle of champagne to the table. ‘This is a present
from the Duke of XXXXX.’

‘That’s very kind of him,’ says Master. ‘Please tell
him–’

‘Forgive me, sir, but the champagne is actually for the young
lady,’ says the waiter.

‘Oh,’ I say, surprised. I look at where the waiter is pointing
and I see the duke is waving at me. I wave back and blow him a
kiss. He raises his glass to me in toast and then turns back to his
companions.

‘Be a good chap and open it for us would you?’ Master asks the
waiter.

The
waiter shows Master the label, who nods and is obviously impressed
by it, and then opens the bottle. He pours two glasses and then
puts the bottle back in the ice bucket. ‘Enjoy,’ he says to us and
leaves the table.

Master
salutes me with his glass and I return the gesture. We sip our
champagne and he says to me, ‘Congratulations. You obviously made
an impression with the duke … this is very good champagne, very
expensive.’

‘I try, Master. You know I always give good service, you
trained me well. That’s all right isn’t it?’

‘Couldn’t be better. I’m proud of you.’
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About a
week after the champagne event, Master calls me into his office.
‘Have a seat, K,’ he tells me. ‘We need to have a talk.’ He has a
solemn expression on his face and I’m slightly
concerned.

Back in the old days, when I first became his slave, if he had
said that to me I would have started panicking, thinking all sorts
of wild thoughts … he doesn’t like me,
I’ve failed him, he’s going to get rid of me! But once we became lovers I felt more secure, although I would
still have thought, I’ve let him down
somehow, he’s going to punish me.


Nowadays, we’ve established that we’ll be staying with each
other until the end … but something is obviously up and a cold
chill runs through me. He promised he wouldn’t let me go, but is he
going to replace me with Indira as his personal slave? That would
break my heart but I’d accept his decision, he’s the Master after
all.

‘I think that we may have to redefine the nature of our
relationship,’ he says and my heart sinks.

I look at him with my heart in my mouth, thinking,
Please don’t say it … please don’t break my
heart.

‘You’ve become very popular with some of your “playmates”,’ he
says. ‘Several billionaires, a lord, a duke … you know if you
played your cards right, you could become a duchess one day. Added
to which you now have a blossoming film career. So I need to ask
you something.’

I nod my
head, too scared to speak.

‘As you know, everyone in The Society, Masters and slaves, are
there voluntarily and no one is kept against their will. This not
only means whether they are a slave but also who they belong to. I
know I’ve asked you this before but I feel that I need to ask you
it again. Think carefully before you answer.

‘Given that the world is now your oyster, and your life has
changed considerably since you first came to me, I won’t hold you
to any promises we made to each other in the past. So, my dear, I
need to know if you wish to stay with me, as my personal slave … or
do you wish me to release you from your commitment, and let you go
off and have the life you deserve, the life you’ve
earned?’

My mouth has gone dry and I find it hard to form words at
first, so I reach up and grasp the golden tag hanging from my
collar. I finally manage to get something out. ‘When I said I’d be
with you “to the death” … I fucking meant
every word! You can send me away or you can
replace me but I’ll never leave on my own,’ I tell him, wiping away
a tear.

Master
lets out a deep sigh, and I can see his body visibly relax. He was
obviously as tense as I was. ‘I was hoping you would say that, it
makes me glad to hear it,’ he replies. He stands up and comes
around to my side of the desk. ‘But like I said, I think that we
need to redefine the nature of our relationship.’

I’m now
safe in the knowledge he’s not going to kick me out but I still
don’t understand what he means.

‘I want you to marry me,’ he says.

It takes
a moment for the words to register in my brain. ‘What did you say?
Did you just say you want me to marry you?’ I look up at him,
shocked.

He
nods.

‘Is this for real? You promised me no more mind games, tell me
you’re not joking, this is too serious for games,’ I say
desperately, my eyes getting moist again. My old self-doubt kicks
in, ‘Why on Earth would you want to marry me? I’m just gutter
trash. I’ve seen you with movie stars, fashion models, important
business women, you could marry any of them … why would you want to
marry a council estate whore like me?’

He gives
me one of those disappointed looks that he does when I say
disparaging remarks about myself.

‘Look at it this way and I hope you won’t be offended by the
analogy. Think of yourself as a ‘rescue dog’. Somebody bought you
as a puppy, took you home and mistreated and abused you, leaving
you fearful and distrusting of humans. You eventually ran away and
ended up in the dog pound, where I found you and brought you
home.

‘But I treated you properly, gave you some training to curb
your wilder impulses, but I also gave you love and tenderness. And
over time you came to trust me and allowed me to see the real you,
and eventually you grew into the woman that you should have been,
and could have been all along, if only you’d been handled properly
from the beginning.’

‘So I’m a bitch then am I?’

He
smiles at me and says, ‘You can be on occasion.’

‘So this is real then, a real proposal?’

‘Yes, all very real.’

But my
inferiority complex still won’t let me fully accept it. ‘Show me a
ring then,’ I challenge him.

‘I don’t have an engagement ring for you,’ he confesses. ‘I was
going to let you pick your own, a nice big, fat diamond one. In the
meantime, how about this? Just to mark my place, so to speak.’ He
takes off his signet ring, gold with a black onyx face, with his
initials, RJG, inlaid in gold. I slip it onto my finger. It’s a bit
loose. ‘Will that do until you pick the ring you want?’

I smile
at him although my eyes are wet. ‘There’s no need to buy me a
diamond ring, Daddy. I’m just garbage, I don’t deserve an expensive
ring.’

‘Don’t say that,’ he tells me.

‘Oh it’s true, no point in denying it. You were the first
person that ever made me think I could be more than that, that’s
why I love you. I don’t need a diamond ring to know that you love
me too, I’d probably ruin it when I’m doing the housework anyway.
Could I … could I have this instead?’ I ask him, holding up my hand
with his ring on. ‘It would mean so much more to me than a diamond
ring.’

‘Well, if that’s what you want?’

‘I’m a cheap date aren’t I? You’re lucky.’

‘Look, we’d have to get that ring altered anyway, as it’s too
loose for you, and then I’d have to have a new one made for me, so
why don’t I just have an identical ring made for you instead, to
your size?’

‘Really? Yes, that would make more sense. We’d have matching
rings. That would be excellent.’

‘Whose initials would you like on it, yours or
mine?’

‘Yours, definitely yours.’ I’m quite
adamant about that. I finger the necklace that proclaims me to be,
“Property of Roger
Gilchrist”. ‘Every time you give me
something like this, or the ring, or letting me get tattooed with
your initials, I feel like you are laying claim to me anew. By
having me display your marks you’re telling the world that I belong
to you, and there is nothing in the world I want more than
that.’

‘Should I take back the ring then as it doesn’t fit you? Don’t
want you to lose it.’

I ball
my fist and put it behind my back, while I glare at him. ‘Don’t you
dare!’

‘Yes, you’re right,’ he agrees. ‘You hang on to it until we get
to the jewellers tomorrow. Probably safer with you, eh?’

He’d
better not try to take the ring off me, he knows I bite and he’d
probably lose a finger doing that.

‘Are you sure about this?’ he asks. ‘After all, Chloe might
have been hoping that you would marry her. How do you think she’ll
take it?’

‘She’ll be thrilled that Mummy and Daddy are getting married.
Perhaps we should adopt her after we’re married?’

‘I don’t think so, it’ll make it a little weird having sex with
her if we do that.’

‘Good point.’

‘Hang on here a moment,’ he tells me. He bleeps Indy and when
she comes to the room, he asks her to bring a bottle of champagne
and three glasses to the study. ‘And bring some of those little
savoury pastries that you cooked. I think Mistress K deserves a
treat.’

 



~~~

 


I go
back to my room, a little tipsy from the champagne, and the
enormity of what just happened begins to sink in. I sit down on the
bed and burst into tears, I’m so happy but at the same time … just
a little scared. Can I be a good wife to him? What if I
can’t?

I’m
still crying sometime later when Chloe comes home. ‘What is it,
Mummy, what’s wrong?’ She kneels before me.

I wipe
my tears away with my wet hankie and tell her, ‘Master Roger has
asked me to marry him.’

‘That’s great news,’ exclaims Chloe, delighted. ‘Mummy and
Daddy are getting married. Fantastic.’

‘You don’t mind? Master was afraid that you might get upset …
that you might have had hopes that WE would get
married.’

‘I might have had a passing thought about that from time to
time, but I see the way you’re devoted to him and I knew that would
never happen. Honestly, I couldn’t be happier that the two of you
are getting together.’

‘You’re sure?’

‘Positive,’ she says, hugging me.

‘Then will you be my bridesmaid?’

‘Absolutely.’

 



~~~

 


I’m
pacing up and down in my room, trying to build up my nerve to speak
to Master. Chloe is at work, Indy is pottering about the house
somewhere and Master is in his study, so now is probably a good
time.

I screw
my guts up and picking up the house phone, call him on the
intercom.

‘Hello?’

‘Hi Master, sorry to disturb you, I hope I didn’t interrupt
your work?’

‘That’s okay, what can I do for you?’

‘I need to speak to you about the wedding arrangements, some
decisions have to be made. Can I come and see you or is it a bad
time?’ I ask, hoping he’ll say it is.

‘Not at all. Come on down and we’ll talk it
through.’

‘Fine, I’ll be right down.’ I grab the golden tag on my collar
and say a quick prayer and picking up the folder, I head down to
the study.

I knock
and he calls, ‘Come in.’ I go in and stand at attention before his
desk, until he tells me to relax and take a seat.

‘You’re being very formal today,’ he comments.

‘Yes, well … rules are rules, Master.’

He looks
at me for a moment and then says, ‘Yes, exactly so. What did you
want to see me about?’

I lay
the folder on his desk in front of him and say, ‘Take a look at
these.’

He opens
the folder and inside there are photos of me wearing different
wedding dresses. I chose three that I liked in different styles,
and Chloe took pictures of me dressed in each of them. Front, back,
side, the photos show me from all angles. There are three dresses,
one a traditional one with long sleeves, billowing skirt down the
ground, with a long train behind me. The next is a knee-length,
long-sleeved dress, with lace ruffles around the neckline and at
the bottom of the skirt. Lastly there is a simple cocktail style
dress with a gold chain as a belt, knee-length, thigh-high split,
with bare arms and no collar.

They all come with headpieces with veils. And naturally they
are all in white … after all, I’m a
virgin, doncha know.

‘These are the choices for your wedding dress, I take
it?’

‘Yes, Master, and I want you to choose the one that I wear on
the day.’

He
stares at me for a moment as if he is trying to read my mind.
‘Forgive me but I’ve always been told that a wedding day is the
most important day in a girl’s life … apart from the day she
divorces her husband and takes him for every penny he’s got, that
is … so surely it should be the bride that chooses the dress. It’s
her day after all.’

Here it is, my big confession and I hope that Master will
understand where I’m coming from. ‘Ever since I truly became your
slave, you have chosen how I look,’ I take a lock of hair and hold
it up, indicating the ‘bob’ haircut that he told me to get, ‘and
you choose what I wear each day, you even dictate what I eat and
who I can sleep with. You control me totally and I love that
control, I need it. So now, on this most special of days, I want you to choose
the wedding dress I wear when I marry you.’

Master
looks at me dubiously.

‘Please … it’s important to me,’ I
plead. ‘When I walk down that aisle I want to be wearing the dress
that my Master chose for me to wear, because that’s how he wanted me to look on the
day.’

‘Very well, let’s take a closer look at these then.’

With a
sigh I relax and sit back in my chair, relieved. I have my own
favourite of course but that doesn’t matter, Master will choose the
dress for me that he prefers.

I don’t
know whether he is genuinely just dithering and can’t make his mind
up, or whether he is deliberately spinning it out to shred my
nerves, but just at the point where I am seriously considering
stabbing him in the chest with the paper knife, he holds one up and
says, ‘Right, picked one.’

I take
it eagerly and see it is the cocktail style dress with the bare
arms. I almost cry with happiness as that was my favourite too. How
did he pick that one, how did he know?

‘It’s … it’s the one I would have chosen. How did you
know?’

‘With you and me it’s all about how you look, and that dress
shows you off perfectly. Your bare arms will be on display, “Suns
out, guns out”, as the bodybuilders say. And the short skirt with
the slit will show off your toned legs every time you move. Also I
know you, you only want a simple wedding. The one with the long
train is too fancy for you, you wouldn’t like it.’

‘You know me so well, don’t you?’ I ask him.

‘That’s only because I care about you so much.’

‘Good. I’ll phone the dress shop and tell them which we’ve
chosen and arrange a final fitting.’

I head for the door and having a thought, I turn back and face
him. ‘For your information, Master, the most important day
in this girl’s life was the day you put a collar on me and asked me to be your
slave.’

He
smiles and nods his head approvingly. ‘Mine too,’ he says, ‘mine
too.’

I leave
the room, even more in love with him than I was before, if that is
at all possible.

 



~~~

 


Master
and I are making plans for the wedding. He is in charge of the
wedding and the honeymoon, I’m arranging the reception, wedding
invites and so on. It’ll be catered but I’ve asked Mrs. Scott to
help with the menu and so on, as I’ve no idea of catering for the
number of guests we’ll be having. I know the caterers should know
all that, but Mrs. Scott has experience in this field and can
suggest all the little things it’s easy to overlook. She’ll be a
guest of course and not just working in the kitchen, but I know I
can rely on her and Indira to float around and oversee
things.

I told
Master that I don’t want a big affair, no big Society
‘do’.

‘How disappointing,’ he said. ‘Still if that’s the way you want
it, I’ll ring the Archbishop of Canterbury and cancel Westminster
Abbey. So what’s it to be then? A registry office wedding and then
everyone down to the “chippie” for Fish and Chips? Or we could go
to McDonalds for a Happy Meal.’

‘We’re not going to McDonalds.’

‘But it comes with a toy!’ he protested.

‘I’m sorry if I’m messing everything up. I just like the idea
of having something small with just a few guests, like having the
ceremony in the village church, then back to this house for the
reception. We’ll have a marquee on the back lawn and weather
permitting, will dine out in the garden.’

‘Whatever you want, Princess, it’s your big day after all.
We’re getting this on the cheap, you know,’ Master tells me.
‘Squire Amos will lend us his chauffeur and the Rolls for the day.
You’ll like it, it’s one of the classic Rolls Royce styles, not a
modern one. He will drive you to the church, bring us back here
after the wedding and drive us to the airport later. Colin Saxby
has offered us his private jet to fly us out to Naples, where we
will be staying at the Contessa’s villa in the vineyard for a
couple of weeks, or longer if we like.’

‘Told you I was a cheap date. Seriously though, they’re all
being so kind, they must all love you so much,’ I tell
him.

‘I think it’s probably more that they love you … I’m just a friend. It was nice
of you to ask the Squire to walk you down the aisle though. He was
chuffed about that.’

‘Well, although you are my “Daddy” you could hardly walk me
down the aisle and then marry me, could you. I needed someone to
take the mother and father roles. Alice has agreed to do anything
required by “mother of the bride” and the Squire has agreed to act
as “father of the bride” including giving the speech.

‘Still, it was nice of you to choose him. He’s
pleased.’

‘Well who else could I have? You have Pete as your best man,
and it would raise a few questions if Bruce walked me down the
aisle, given that he is supposed to be the Contessa’s bodyguard,
and I wanted someone older. He was the best choice.’

Master
looks at me and nods approvingly. ‘Now then, about wedding
presents, what are we doing about that?’

‘We’ll have a table set up in the foyer and everyone can just
put them on there.’

‘No, I mean what about wedding presents from us to each other?
What would you like?’

‘I don’t need any expensive presents from you, Master. You’re
giving me everything I could ever want … wait though, there is
something I’d like.’

‘Anything.’

‘When we go on our honeymoon, I’d like to just be K, wife of
Roger Gilchrist. No Master or slave business, nothing kinky. I just
want to be a newly-wed wife, I want to feel like it is being
“normal”, living like others do. It’d just be for the honeymoon.
When we get back I’ll be slave K, Princess, Kan-Kan, Brandy McPhee
… whoever you want me to be, but while we’re in Italy I just want
us to lead a regular life.’

‘What? You mean I’d have to ask you to have sex?’

‘Yes … but don’t worry, you won’t have to ask
twice.’

He looks
at me for a moment while he considers it. ‘Okay, you’ve got a deal.
In that case we might as well set up some ground rules about how
you address me in the future. You’d better start calling me Roger
from now on. Around the house “Daddy” is acceptable but out in
public it’ll be Roger.’

‘What? No Master? But I like calling you Master,’ I
protest.

‘There will be times when it’s suitable. If I have you dangling
naked from the electric hoist and I’m taking the whip to you, then
it would be appropriate to call me Master. If we’re at Society do’s
and you are clearly there as my slave, then yes, call me Master but
the rest of the time it’s Roger.’

‘What about Chloe?’ What should she call you?’

‘She can go on calling me Master. After all I’m not marrying
her.’

‘Very well then … Roger.’




 





THE BIG DAY

 


 


The
wedding went smoothly. Indira and Chloe, as my bridesmaids helped
me get ready and then joined the others at the church. I was
nervous as Hell but Squire Amos gave me a friendly arm to lean on
and kept me from falling apart.

His
chauffeur drove us to the church then the Squire walked me down the
aisle to meet Roger. He looks so handsome, dressed in his grey
morning suit, as are Pete and Amos. And then we got married, simple
as that. We said our vows and kissed and it was the most romantic
moment of my life. If I’d have died there and then, I’d have been
happy to go. (But luckily I didn’t.) Pete’s people videoed the
whole ceremony for us, and they have arranged the music at the
reception.

The
chauffeur drove Roger and I back to the house where we waited in
the foyer to greet everyone as they arrived for the reception. Then
we mingled amongst the guests as we all drank champagne. I stood in
the doorway of the kitchen with Roger’s arm around me and studied
the guests. There were a few that I didn’t know but Roger had to
invite for diplomatic reasons, the Vicar, a few dignitaries from
the Parish Council. ‘No one in the village will complain about the
noise if those big-wigs are here,’ Roger wisely
suggested.

All the
rest were the usual suspects – Squire Amos and wife of course, Pete
the video guy, Colin Saxby and some super-model, Bruce and the
Contessa, Todd and Alan and their wives, Alice and Bob, her
husband, Lucinda and her slave Zara. The doctor I go to for
check-ups who had brought his nurse, Jessica, along. And there’s
even the psychiatrist, Dr. Whitby there too. I’m very pleased to
see that Judith and Justin Moncrieff have flown over from the
States and will be staying in the house for as long as they like,
while we’re away. And then of course there are Chloe, Indira and
Mrs. Scott. I realise with a shock that I’ve fucked most of the
guests, or they’ve fucked me, whichever way you want to look at
it.

We are
blessed with a warm summer’s day with no breeze, a typical English
summer, so everyone is fine under the marquee. There are buffet
tables laid out for the cold food, and down by the summer house the
caterers are barbecuing on the fire pit. Roger has also given
everyone at his publishing company the day off, and thrown a party
for them to celebrate our wedding.

We do
all the usual stuff, like after the dinner we have the speeches,
from Roger, from Pete the best man, and Squire Amos as the notional
father of the bride. Then we cut the cake.

Soon
it’s time to leave, so Roger and I get changed out of our fineries
and dress for the trip. I have a quiet moment with Chloe in our
bedroom as I change, and although she is crying hard she assures me
it’s only because she’s so happy for me. I’m not entirely convinced
but Chloe is only my lover … whereas Roger is my Master, so he has
first claim on me.

Judith
and Justin will be staying in the guest room until they go back to
the US. All the other guests are based in England so can easily
arrange local accommodation, but it’s not so easy for Judith and
her husband, so Roger lets them stay here. It’s a second home for
Judith anyway. Pete will stay at the house to look after the place
while we’re away, rather than leave Chloe and Indy there by
themselves. Roger has told him he can have free use of Indy during
his stay, which she seems quite pleased about. Roger has told her
it’s traditional for the best man to fuck one of the bridesmaids,
so she accepts it as an “Old English Custom”. I’ve given permission
for Chloe to join them if she feels lonely.

We go
around saying our goodbyes and then the Squire’s driver whisks us
off to the airport where we catch Colin Saxby’s private jet to
Naples.

And
that’s that … Mr. and Mrs. Gilchrist go on their
honeymoon!

 



~~~

 


We
arrive in Naples in the middle of the night, but fortunately the
Contessa has arranged for the vineyard manager to pick us up and
drive us to the villa. He gives Roger the keys to the car he
brought us in and keys to the villa. He shows us that the fridge
and the freezer are fully stocked and that there will be a delivery
of fresh food and vegetables from the village every couple of
days.

Finally
he tells us that his number is next to the telephone and to call
him if we need anything. Wishing us good night, he departs. Roger
looks at me and says, ‘I hope your weren’t hoping for a night of
wondrous, married sex because I’m knackered. Let’s crash out.’
(Army slang, he means go to sleep.)

‘Oh thank God for that,’ I reply. ‘I was afraid you’d want to
fuck. Let’s go to bed.’ So we make our way to the master bedroom,
strip off and climb into bed. The sound of wood sawing can be heard
shortly afterwards.

Next
morning we fuck for England as newly-weds do – in the bed, on the
dressing table, in the shower. Eventually we stop as we’re getting
hungry so we go and have breakfast.

The next
two weeks or so are just heaven. The estate workers know not to
turn up unannounced, so we mostly spend our days naked, working on
our tans. I sunbathe while Roger works on his computer. He checks
his emails for work stuff, but he also tells me he’s working on his
latest “Avery Pearson” BDSM novel. They’re quite popular and make
him a bit of ‘beer money’ on the side, not that he needs it as he’s
already a multi-millionaire.


Occasionally we drive down to the village, or take the train
into Naples but that’s crowded and noisy. Roger wants to show me
the museums and suchlike but I don’t really care about them. I’d
rather spend our time together back at the villa, just the two of
us. There I can just strip off all my clothes, unless I’m preparing
food, then I put my bikini bottoms on. (Nobody wants pubes in their
lunch.) And for the first time since the early days of my slave
training, I have this wonderful man all to myself.

I have actually cooked Roger a few meals. He was sceptical at
first but I convinced him to let me try. He said he was willing to
risk it as a sign of how much he loved me. (Cheeky git!) Indira has taught me a
few tricks about cooking. For example, when I fry sausages I
usually undercook them or burn them black. When I cook eggs they
are runny or cooked too much, so the yolk is solid. Indira taught
me to roast the sausages in the oven so they come out evenly
cooked, and how to make scrambled eggs. Voila! I can now do any meal that can
be cooked in the oven, that relies on just putting it on a baking
tray and leaving it in the oven for a set time, such as pie and
oven chips. In the oven for 30 minutes, turn them over once during
cooking. Easy Peasy.

When it
comes to anything more complicated than that, such as grilling
steaks or fish, I leave that to Roger. So we have some fantastic
meals sitting out on the patio, by the pool. Fresh grilled fish,
straight from the harbour that day, with salad and potatoes, with
gallons of wine. All eaten while watching the sun go down over the
Bay of Naples.

Of
course I don’t neglect my training regime. There’s no gym equipment
and it’s too hot to go running but I still manage to do press-ups,
sit-ups and pull-ups on the wooden frame that covers the patio,
supporting the ivy. I also do lengths in the pool every
day.


Sometimes we go down the steps to the private beach and swim
and nude sunbathe there … and also fuck! Yes, we do a lot of
fucking on our honeymoon. (Well, you have to, don’t you? It’s
traditional.) I’m really enjoying the experience of just being a
married woman and not a slave, it’s all part of my “What if?”
thinking. One of my many role-playing fantasies is what would it be
like to be a normal housewife, with a 9-5 husband? This honeymoon
gives me a chance to experience a little of that, to see what it’s
like.


Eventually, all good things must come to an end and after
we’ve been there about 2 ½ weeks, we both decide it’s time to go
home. Any longer and we’ll start to get bored with the place, so
Roger calls Colin Saxby and arranges for him to send his jet to
Naples, to pick us up the day after tomorrow. That will give us
enough time to arrange a lift to the airport.

The next day we spend our last night under the stars, drinking
wine and Roger asks me, ‘So … how did you enjoy being
normal?’

‘I hope you won’t be offended,’ I reply, ‘but although it was a
great experience … as they say, “Normality is a nice place to
visit, but I wouldn’t want to live there”. I actually miss that
feeling that there’s “an iron fist, clad in a velvet glove”
hovering over me and although occasionally it may punish me, I know
it will also protect me. I was born to be a slave, Roger. I was
born to be your slave.’

‘I’m glad to hear that. I was afraid that this taste of freedom
might have given you the desire to just be a housewife and nothing
more. You could you know, if it appealed to you, we could just live
our life as normal, after all, I’d still have Indira for a
slave.’

‘You would too, wouldn’t you? You’d give up all that for
me.’

He
nodded.

‘Well, you’ll be glad to hear you won’t have to. When we get
home, after we’ve settled in, I want you to take me to the Fun room
and give me a good, hard whipping. Make me call you Master, while
you call me all the dirtiest names you can think of. Then I want
you to fuck this dirty, slut whore in all of her holes. Will you do
that for me, Roger?’

‘I promise … you slut.’

 



~~~

 


When we
get home, Roger insists on carrying me over the threshold, to
applause from Pete, Indira and Chloe. That night he and I sleep
together in his bed for the first time as man and wife. We agree
however, that as he normally likes to sleep alone and Chloe will be
missing me, we’ll stick with our normal arrangement of Chloe and I
sleeping together in my room, unless he invites one of us three
slaves to his bed.

The next
day, as promised, he takes me and Chloe to the Fun room, and gives
me a hard beating while she watches, then he takes his pleasure
with both of us.

 


Life is
good.

 


 


THE END

 





 





AUTHOR’S NOTE

 


 


Well,
there you have it, the version of my ‘adventures’ as seen from this
side of the camera, so to speak. I hope you enjoyed reading it as
much as I did writing it.

Of
course I couldn’t have written it without Roger’s (I can call him
that now that I’m Mrs. Gilchrist) advice and encouragement. As in
all things, he made me believe in myself and my ability to succeed
at something I’d never tried before.

Let me
know if you prefer my amateur scribblings to that of the
professional, Master Roger, and whether you would like him or me to
write the next book, by leaving a review where you bought this
book.

(Please
do, I have a private bet with him, so with your help I can win
it!)

 


 


Love to
you all and be kind to others.

 


From Me,
Roger, Chloe and Indira.
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LADY OF THE MANOR

 


 


Roger,
Indira, Chloe and I arrive back from the village fete. I see the
“For Sale” sign is up for the house next door. I wonder who’ll buy
it and what our new neighbours will be like. I’m driving and I let
the others out before parking the Mercedes in the garage. We took
the ‘posh car’ to the fete as Roger was sort of the mini celebrity,
and was asked to give away the prizes for the various competitions.
I was there as his wife, Chloe was posing as my ‘niece’ and Indira
was there as our housekeeper.

I could just imagine the members of the Parish Council
clutching their pearls if they knew we were actually all his
slaves. (Well, strictly speaking Chloe is my slave, my darling Elf as I call
her, but as I belong to Roger, everything I have, including Chloe,
also belongs to him.)

Us girls
all wear bright, summer frocks covered in flowers, and wide brimmed
hats. All very reminiscent of those ‘drinking champagne at polo
matches’ bitches you see in the society papers. I’ve had a really
annoying day, sitting around being polite to the local parish
big-wigs and their wives. Pillars of the community, who try to look
up my skirt every time the wind blows it up. Hypocrites. There’s
not one of them who wouldn’t fuck me if I let them, and that
includes some of the wives. Yes, you’re right, I’m in a bad
mood.

When I
enter the house they are all still milling around in the foyer.
Roger says to us all, ‘I just wanted to say how lovely you all
looked today. You did me proud.’

The other girls thank him for the compliment but I sweep past
him with a snarky, ‘Yes, we all looked lovely, especially me
… the lady of the fucking
manor!’

Chloe
and Indira gasp at my rudeness. Roger looks at Chloe and asks,
‘What’s up with her?’ She just shrugs. I carry on up the stairs
until he calls me to a halt. I stop but I don’t turn
round.

‘K, get your arse back down here, NOW.’

I pause
for a moment to make my point and then I turn round and make my way
back down. ‘You called. Daddy?’

‘Get in the study,’ he orders. He points at Chloe and Indy,
‘You two wait in the kitchen.’ He follows me into the study and
closes the door behind him. ‘What the fuck’s up with you today? Did
a bee sting you on the pussy at the fete or something?’

‘No. What’s wrong you ask? This … this is what’s wrong.’ I tear
off my wide-brimmed hat and throw it on the floor. ‘And this …’ I
hold out my posh, flowery, oh so ‘girly’ dress with both hands.
‘It’s what I’m turning into, what you’re making me become, it’s–’ I
suddenly break into tears and I can’t speak for my
sobbing.

Roger
says nothing, quietly hands me a handkerchief and lets me sob it
out. When I’ve calmed down a bit I try again. ‘I knew this would
happen if I tried to explain it to you. That’s why I wrote you a
letter.’

‘A letter? Were you going to leave and then post it to
me?’

‘No silly, we’re bound to the death remember? No, putting it
down in a letter just enabled me to arrange my thoughts in a
sensible order and not get side-tracked or wander away from what
I’m trying to say. Give me a minute and I’ll get the letter and you
can read it. Please?’

‘Go on then, go get it.’

I dash
upstairs and get the letter from my bedside table, before I lose my
nerve and tell him to forget all about it. I typed it on the
computer and printed it out as my handwriting is too scruffy for
something as important as this document. When I get back to the
study he is sitting behind his desk with a stern expression on his
face, a glass of whisky in his hand. I place the letter in front of
him and stand to Attention before his desk.

He takes
the printed page out of the envelope, scans it quickly to see what
it is and then holds it out to me. ‘Read it,’ he orders.

‘Oh no, I couldn’t.’

‘Read it,’ he insists. ‘Out
loud.’

I open
up the paper, clear my throat and begin to read:

 


 


Dear
Master Roger

 


Please
remember when reading this that I love you dearly and that you own
me body and soul. I genuinely consider you to be my ‘soul mate’ and
I will love you and serve you until the day I die, and long after
that if there is a heaven. So please bear in mind that this letter
is not a complaint against you, but rather a request for ‘an
adjustment in attitude’ let’s say.

Since
we’ve been married, well actually, since you asked me to marry you,
your attitude and treatment of me has softened considerably. In the
past months since the wedding you’ve treated me as more of a ‘wife’
than a slave. You don’t even make me text you my movements anymore
when I’m out. Also you’ve taken me off The Society database so I’m
no longer available to strangers for them to use me. I enjoy sex
with strangers, you know that.

I feel like you’re no longer controlling me as tightly as you
did before, but I want that control … I
need that control. Not only are you
personally less ‘vigorous’ in your handling of me, but you
encourage me to play a more dominant role with others, such as the
duke and Victoria Rose, along with Long Susan and so on, and my
submissive side isn’t getting chance to be aired.

You dress me up and show me off at various functions, Society
and non-Society, like I’m a trophy wife. Any normal woman would be
proud and honoured to be appreciated in such a way,
but I’m not just any normal
woman. Although you are a good and decent
man (which is why I love you) the reason that we came together
originally was that underneath that sophisticated veneer, you are a
sadist with a twisted sense of humour, who enjoys punishing
submissive, masochistic, sluts, for your amusement.

I on the
other hand, am a filthy, disgusting, cum-swallowing, council estate
whore, who deserves to be beaten mercilessly and fucked hard
regularly. Humiliated in public, or given away to others for their
sexual pleasure, sometimes while you watch. In you I found the
ideal person to do those things to me (which is why I worship and
adore you).

 


That’s the truth of it, the bottom line, with no sugar
coating.

 


You’re being too nice to me – I’m not just your wife,
I’m your fucking slave!

Yes, I’m your slave and a Red Tag slave at that. You took me
and trained me to be everything you
wanted in a slave, and everything
I wanted to become in a
slave, and now I’m a Red Tag slave and what do you do with me? You
send me off to sleep with billionaires and members of royalty, and
train supplicants to be willing slaves of House Gilchrist and so
on. To be a Dominatrix or a Courtesan as required.

It’s all
very flattering being your confidant and your heir, and running
your house for you, but when was the last time you gave me a really
hard beating? When was the last time you humiliated me?

To be
honest, one of the most enjoyable times of our relationship was
during that time you called ‘enhanced training’ to prepare me for
the Dungeons. I actually miss those times when you came down really
hard on me and beasted me, sometimes just for your amusement. I
enjoyed being tested to my limits, and treated as just an object
for you to abuse.

I miss
those times past when you would push me to my very limits, and
frightening and painful as it was, I went there because you wanted
me to go there – BUT I knew that if I fell over the edge, you’d be
there to pull me back. That’s why we have such a perfect
relationship.

And I
refuse to call you Roger anymore unless we are in public with
civilians. You are my MASTER and I will call you such, or Daddy if
we are at home.

All this
letter is, is a plea to return to the old days, the old ways, and I
hope you receive it in the spirit in which it is intended. Please
don’t be offended.

 


Your
ever loving obedient slave, lover, masochist, slut,

K

 


 


I have
trouble reading the last few paragraphs as my voice is getting all
wobbly and I have to keep brushing away the tears, so I can see the
words. I fear I may have just dropped the biggest ‘bollock’ of my
life. Telling my Master that his treatment is falling short of my
expectations. My God, what am I thinking?

Master
(I shall go back to calling him that now) holds out his hand for
the letter. I hand it to him and go back to the Attention position.
Although I’m meant to be staring straight ahead, I can’t help
dropping my eyes to watch him as he reads the letter a couple of
times.


Eventually he sits back in his chair and steeples his hands
in front of his face. He still has a stern expression but do I
detect a twinkle in his eyes, or is that just wishful
thinking.

‘I’m so sorry, Master. Please forgive me,’ I plead, wiping away
a tear, breaking the no talking while at Attention rule.

‘Too soft on you am I? I was wondering how long it would take
you to ask.’

‘Pardon?’

‘Nothing, forget it. I didn’t mean anything.’

I’m
curious what he meant but I don’t want to get side-tracked from the
main issue.

‘You think I’ve become too easy going?’ he continues. ‘Well,
we’ll fucking see about that. You want enhanced training? You shall
have it my girl. Come with me.’ He leads me into the kitchen where
the others are waiting for us. ‘Chloe, be a good girl and go to
your wardrobe and bring me down a Roman Slave outfit. Indy, please
fetch me a pair of scissors, then both of you join us in the Fun
room.’

They
scurry off to carry out his orders and he leads me next door into
the Fun room. He makes me stand at Attention in front of the mirror
while he fetches a few items from the wardrobe, placing them on the
bed so I can’t see them. Then he moves the electric hoist into
position above my head. Next he switches all the cameras in the
room to RECORD.

When the others join us he lines us all up and speaks to us.
‘I have just had a letter of complaint from K about how she is
being treated. This is
unacceptable! If I get any other letters
from any of you, it had better be a letter requesting to leave my
service … because you will be shortly afterwards.
Understood?’

We all
look down at our feet and mumble our understanding, like naughty
schoolgirls.

‘Now then, until further notice, K is to be punished. As from
now, she is slave number 3 in the household and has to obey orders
from everyone else in the house. She is not to leave the house
except for daily training runs or unless I order it. Except for her
runs, when she is out she will text me every time she changes
location. We will also go back to her having to request permission
to use the toilet, whether she is at home or not. And be warned, I
won’t always say yes.

‘During the day she will work under Indy who will give her
daily orders regarding cleaning the house, which she will take
over. Indy can just concentrate on the cooking.’

‘Oh no, Sahib. I could never order her around,’ Indy
protests.

‘Well you’d better or you’ll be the next one up on the fucking
hoist.’

She nods
acceptance.

‘Each night I will decide where K is to sleep.’ He looks at
Chloe. ‘She is not to sleep in your bed. She will either sleep
here, in the cage in my room or chained to the foot of Indira’s
bed. If I catch her in your room for more than cleaning,
you will be up on the
hoist.

‘Next, K can only “give sex” … she cannot “receive sex”. By
that I mean if any man or woman wants sex with her, she will freely
give them a blowjob, a hand job or eat their pussy. But she cannot
receive similar back. She is denied orgasm. If they want to fuck
her pussy or her arse, they can. If she happens to have an orgasm
along the way, so be it, but it is not allowed to happen
intentionally. If some guy fucks her, once he is finished he pulls
out, leaving her unsatisfied. Clear?’ We all nod.

‘Chloe, bring me the steel collar from the bed will you,
please?’ She hands him the shiny collar and I blush with shame.
It’s one he made me wear sometimes when he was training me
initially. It’s metal, about 2 inches deep, and actually locks in
place with a small padlock at the back, so the slave cannot remove
it without her Master’s permission. As well as being lockable it
has a large, metal, circular steel plate some 4 inches in diameter,
bearing words that are engraved into it and then painted in black,
BAD SLAVE.

He
removes my rubber collar and hands it to Chloe. ‘Take care of that.
She can’t wear it again until she has earned the right.’ Then he
puts the steel collar around my neck and fastens it with a ‘SNICK’
of the padlock. Then he pockets the key.

‘Scissors, please,’ he asks and Indy quickly hands them to him.
He proceeds to strip me naked by first ripping my dress apart with
his hands until it reaches the point where the seams are too
strong, so he cuts through them with the scissors. Then, as I’m
wearing bra and pants because we went to the fete, he cuts them
roughly off me leaving me naked except for the collar. ‘From now on
she is only allowed to be naked or wear the Roman Slave outfit. If
I find her in anything else you will all be punished.

‘Her meals are to eaten on the floor out of her dog bowl. She
either stands or kneels around the house. If I catch her on any
furniture you will all be punished.’

‘Suspension cuffs, please.’ Chloe brings him the suspension
cuffs and he fastens them to my wrists. These are thick leather
cuffs but unlike ordinary wrist cuffs, they fasten around the wrist
and lower forearm, spreading the weight of the body more evenly
when a person is suspended.

He gags
me next so I know it is going to be a hard whipping. Fastening my
suspension cuffs to the chain dangling from the hoist, he presses
the button that pulls me into the air until my feet are about six
inches off the floor.

At first
he walks around me, stretching out the torment of anticipation,
while he runs his hands over my body, squeezing and pinching it,
testing my firmness. He pinches and twists my nipples hard until I
groan behind my gag. Then he holds his hand out for the whip and
starts in on me.

He is
very experienced and it hurts a lot, more than one of his whippings
has in a long time. He takes his time, it seems to go on for an
hour but is probably no more than 10-15 minutes. I look at my
reflection as I dangle in front of the mirror. My buttocks are
bright red and my body is completely covered in whip marks. My tits
are so painful, even my pussy is sore, tears of pain, humiliation
and shame roll down my cheeks. Indy has a shocked expression on her
face and Chloe is crying quietly in the corner, upset at seeing her
Mistress punished so brutally.

Master
lowers me to the floor and tells Chloe to release me and lay me on
the bed, face down. ‘I don’t want to look at her face,’ he says. As
Chloe is tending to me, I hear him utter the command, ‘Mouth,’ to
Indy and she drops to her knees, unzips him and sucks on him to get
him hard for what I know is going to happen next. He is going to
fuck me.

He disengages himself from Indy and comes over to me. He parts
my legs and feels my pussy to see if I’m ready, boy am I ready, after that whipping I
am so wet I’m probably leaving a wet patch on the bedclothes before
we even start.

He
climbs onto the bed, between my legs and enters me. Being a
gentleman he takes his weight on his hands as he pumps away into my
sore but willing pussy. Slowly I slide my hand over to one of his
and place it on top. He splays his fingers to allow me to curl mine
between his and grasp his palm. I squeeze his hand tightly as
that’s when I know he’s not really angry with me and still loves
me.

After a
while, he pulls out of me and enters my arse this time. Without any
lubrication but my pussy juice on his cock, it’s painful but that
is the whole idea of a punishment.

I feel
the hot spurt inside me signifying his completion and he pulls out
of me. Indira is waiting, unbidden, with a warm damp cloth to clean
him off. He adjusts his dress and declares, ‘Until further notice,
no one allowed to call me, Daddy. None of you deserve that
privilege.’ Then he hands Chloe a tub of Arnica from the bedside
table. ‘See to her bruises, will you? Look after her.’

‘Yes, Master,’ she replies.

‘Tomorrow, Sunday, there will be an inspection of both your
rooms. A naked inspection
at 0900 hours. I will expect K to be in both rooms
as they are inspected as she has been in charge of Indy up to now,
so any faults found, she will be held responsible for and punished.
Are we clear on that?’

‘Yes, Master,’ we all parrot together. Satisfied that his
dominance has been re-established, he leaves the room. Chloe comes
to me and brushes the hair from my face.

‘Why are you smiling?’ she asks, puzzled.

‘Don’t you get it? He’s not angry with me, he read the letter
and now he’s giving me what I asked for, tougher treatment. But he
can’t be seen to give in easily, so he is pretending to be angry
with me. It means he still loves me.’

Chloe
just shakes her head in disbelief.

 



~~~

 


It’s a
few days later and I’m on my knees, scrubbing the guest bathroom.
I’m being supervised by Indira who despite her best intentions is
simply too nice and gentle to be bossy to me. ‘You’d better scrub
that bath spotless, Mistress K, or Sahib Roger give you damned good
beating.’ She’s trying, bless her.

There’s
a polite cough and we both look up to see Master standing in the
doorway, watching us. ‘Mind if I borrow K for a while? I need to
discuss something with her.’

‘Certainly, Sahib.’ To me she says, ‘You go with the Sahib now
but you come back later and finish bath, okay?’

‘Yes Indy.’ I get to my feet and follow Master down to his
study. I stand there in my Roman Slave outfit and my steel BAD
SLAVE collar, at Attention, waiting for him to speak. The outfit is
a dirty brown dress made out of rough material. It buttons down the
front but is shapeless and to be honest it just looks the same as
if you took a potato sack and cut holes for the arms and the head
to poke through. The idea is that it is ugly and shapeless to
remove any feelings of smartness or vanity and remind the slave
that they are just an object.

‘Do you remember Major Philips, from the Parish Council? He was
at our wedding,’ asks Master.

‘Yes, I remember him and from the village fete as well. Dirty
old goat was very “handsy” when he was ushering us onto the stage
so you could give your speech, and also when he took us to the beer
tent after for a drink. Constantly brushing his thigh up against
mine, or reaching across the table and accidentally brushing against my
breasts. Filthy animal. Do you think he knows who I am … Brandy
McPhee I mean?’

‘Oh yes, he knows who you are. He’s made a few barbed remarks
in the past that he thinks I didn’t understand. I’d say he was a
big fan of yours, probably seen all your films.’

‘Well he’s not getting an autograph. Why do you
ask?’

‘Well he’s the man that got our planning permission for the
remodelling of the garage approved. It’s why I invited him to the
wedding. I happen to know that his wife is going away on a golfing
trip later this week and will be away until next Wednesday. So I
have arranged a meeting with him Friday afternoon to discuss
expanding the summer house, maybe making it 2 storeys
high.’

‘I’m not sure how this concerns me, Master. So you have an
appointment with him, so what?’

‘Because I will be called away suddenly on business from Friday
until Monday, so you will have to attend in my place.’

‘But I don’t know anything about planning permissions or
building extensions.’

‘You don’t have to, you’ll just be there to fuck
him!’

‘Oh … er, okay.’ It never crosses my mind to argue with
him.

‘I want you to wear your skimpiest skirt, low-cut top,
stockings and suspenders but no underwear. Go the meeting and
apologise for my absence. If we’ve both read him right, and I’m
sure we have, he will try to seduce you, you will let him succeed.
If he wants to have you there in his office, let him. As his wife’s
away he may try to lure you back to his place for the weekend. You
will go and spend the weekend with him and you will let him
do anything he
wants to you. I’ll relax the rule about you not having orgasms
while you are with him.’

‘Do you owe him a favour for the extension he granted or
something?’

‘No, I paid him a generous backhander for that in a nice thick
envelope. The thing is I do have plans for the future, I may build
an extension to the summer house, I haven’t decided yet, but I want
him in my pocket just in case. So I want you to fuck him but I want
you to pretend that I don’t know about it and you’re doing it
behind my back, in case he gets suspicious. Tell him you hate me or
something, that’ll please him. Make something up, you’re good at
that. Then when I need something from him I can threaten to expose
the affair and ruin him.’

‘Isn’t that considered … blackmail?’

‘What you’re about to do might
be considered prostitution, so let’s not quibble
about nouns, eh?’

‘No Master, sorry Master. Suppose he wants to really have an
affair?’ I ask.

‘Well, once you have him pussy-whipped, I’ll let you fuck the
old fool once in a while, just to make him believe it’s an
affair.’

I don’t
say anything, just stare down at him. I’m not sure I’ve ever seen
him like this before, so manipulative.

‘What?’ he asks. ‘Wasn’t I clear about something?’

‘Forgive me saying this but you’re behaving oddly, Master, it’s
not like you. Did I hurt you when I gave you that letter? If so I’m
truly sorry.’

‘Nothing of the sort. That letter just reminded me that you are
indeed a Red Tag slave and not using you to your full potential is
not doing either of us any favours.’

‘So you still love me then?’ My heart beats a little
faster.

‘Of course I do, I never stopped. I’m just giving you what you
want. You wanted humiliation, you’ll get it, that’s why you have to
make that old goat fall in love with your pussy. Give him the best
you’ve got and get him totally cunt-struck. Degrading you by making
you fuck him, while putting him in a precarious position gives me
the best of both worlds. Each time his stinky cum slides down your
throat, just remember I sent you there because you’re a whore
… my whore.’ My
heart beats even faster and I swear I’m getting wet ‘down there’. I
love it when Master talks down to me like this.

‘By the way,’ he asks, ‘you consider yourself an animal and
like to be treated like one, don’t you? At least that’s what you
tell me sometimes when you’re really drunk.’

I blush
with embarrassment but as he said, I’ve already admitted to it so
there no point lying about it. ‘Absolutely. I’m constantly
surprised when you treat me as human, I don’t deserve to be. I
often expect to be thrown out of society and left to fend for
myself in the woods, with all the other animals.’

‘Glad you feel that way … I have several things I’m lining up
for you.’

‘A pony ranch?’ I ask excitedly. I love being in harness and
“under the whip”.

‘No, I’ve already booked you and Indira in for a few weeks
later in the year at Justin’s ranch. You’ll both be in the stables
with Kurt and Brad the Impaler as your trainers. If Chloe wants to
go along to keep an eye on you that’s fine, but she is NOT to
interfere with your training, I don’t care how much she loves
you.’

‘She won’t, I’ll see to it,’ I promise.

‘Due to the climate in Georgia you can go there any time of the
year. These things I have planned need to be in warm weather as
they’re in the UK, so we’ll do them during this summer.
Okay?’

‘Okay, Master, anything you say.’

‘Right. Get that dress off, I’m going to fuck you now and then
you have a bath to clean, don’t you?’







 


THE GALLOPING MAJOR

 


 


I arrive
at the Parish Council offices shortly before the meeting is
scheduled. Major Philips gets a surprise when his secretary
introduces me instead of Master Roger. ‘My dear Mrs. Gilchrist.’ (I
always get a buzz when someone calls me that.) ‘This is a surprise,
I was expecting your husband.’

‘A pleasant one I hope.’

‘Indeed, indeed. Sandra could you bring us both a cup of tea?’
She shuffles off next door to make the tea. ‘Please take a seat,
Mrs. Gilchrist.’ There are two chairs facing his desk, so I take
one. I wearing a short, white skirt and a cardigan top, unbuttoned
far enough down so you can see my cleavage. And no underwear. As I sit I cross my
legs, ensuring that my skirt rides up, revealing plenty of leg and
stocking top.

The
Major is a middle-aged man, late 50’s perhaps, military moustache
with a burnt in tan from many years serving in sunny climes. He’s
not very good looking but at least his belly doesn’t hang over his
trousers.

‘Will your husband be joining us?’

‘No, he sends his apologies. He had to go out of town suddenly
on business. He won’t be back until late Monday
evening.’

A quick smile flits across the Major’s face. You can
practically see his brain making the connection – his wife is out
of town for the weekend, as is my husband. Interesting!

‘Oh that is a shame. So you’ll be conducting the business in
his absence, Mrs. Gilchrist?’

‘Yes I’m here to talk about planning permission and so on.’ At
that moment Sandra brings in the tea.

‘Why don’t you take the rest of the afternoon off, Sandra? Get
away early for the weekend. I’ll lock up.’

‘Thank you kindly, Major Philips. I’ll be off then, night to
you both,’ and with that she toddles off leaving us
alone.

‘Well, Mrs. Gilchrist–’

‘Call me K … I insist.’

‘In that case, you must call me Ronald.’

‘If you don’t mind, I’d rather call you Major. I like a
military man, a fine, upstanding
member of the community,’ I say, subtly
hinting about his cock. ‘Always been a bit of a sucker for a
soldier. It’s why I married my husband but what a disappointment he
turned out to be.’

‘Really? Why’s that?’

I taste
the tea and grimace. I spotted the drinks cabinet when I came in
the room, so I ask, ‘Do you have anything stronger to
drink?’

‘Certainly.’ He gets up and goes to the cabinet. It’s behind me
and as he passes the office door I notice that he locks it. ‘A
sherry perhaps?’

‘Scotch if you have it … make it a large one.’

He pours
us both a drink and then sits in the chair next to me.

‘You were saying that your husband is a disappointment? Why is
that?’

‘Well, he doesn’t pay me enough attention.’ I neck the drink
down and hold my glass out for another. He brings the bottle over
and after refilling my glass places it on the desk so he can keep
pouring the stuff into me so he can …? The fool doesn’t know that I
could probably drink him under the table.

‘He rarely touches me since the wedding, he keeps going abroad
on business trips but I know what he’s really up to. Fucking some
foreign piece I’ll be bound.’ I swallow my drink again and hold out
for another. I have to make it look as if the drink is making my
tongue loose.

‘I wouldn’t mind him playing away from home, but I think he is
screwing my niece as well. You remember her, she was with us at the
village fete?’

‘I think I do. Pretty blonde girl if I remember.’

Of
course he remembers her. When he wasn’t ogling me, he couldn’t keep
his eyes off Chloe’s tits. ‘Yes, that’s her. She’s living with us
and I’m certain that bastard is screwing her behind my back.’ Then
I put my hand to my mouth and say, ‘I’m sorry, I’ve said too much.
Forget I said anything. Promise me you won’t tell anyone what I
said?’

‘My lips are sealed,’ he assures me.

I give
him a long cool look and say, ‘Oh I hope not,’ and then I
deliberately, slowly lick my lips. I can see him flush and when he
refills our glasses I can see the beginning of a bulge in his
trousers.

‘I can’t believe that your husband could be so blind to what he
has at home … you I mean, not your niece. Some men cannot see the
treasure that they have right under their noses.’

‘Do you really mean that?’ I ask anxiously, while casually
running my fingers up and down my cleavage, as if I’m not even
aware I’m doing it.

‘Yes indeed. You are a beautiful woman, Mrs. Gi– err, K. A
beautiful woman with a heavenly body. Any man would be delighted to
… get to know you better.’ (He means, fuck
me.)

‘Thank you, that’s kind of you to say so. You keep in pretty
good shape yourself, Major.’

‘It’s all that golf I play, lots of walking keeps you
fit.’

‘I’m an actress you know, I’ve made lots of movies. Everyone
tells me how wonderful and sexy I am but he doesn’t seem to see it.
That’s why I fuck other men, just to piss him off. Have you seen
any of my movies?’

‘You know, I think I may have seen one or two. That’s why you
looked familiar when we first met. Didn’t you make one about a
warrior queen? And that one where you get captured by a pirate and
end up killing him and taking over his ship?’

‘Yes, those are mine. Oh you did see them. Did you like them,
are you a fan?’

‘Indeed I am, a big fan. Should I call you Brandy?’

‘No, that’s just my stage name, I prefer amongst my friends,’ I
put my hand on his leg, ‘we are friends aren’t we Major? … I prefer
my friends to call me K. that’s the real me. The one that’s worth
getting to know.’ (Now I mean, fuck
me.)

I figure
from how red his face is getting if they put a blood pressure cuff
on him then and there, he would crack the machine.

‘Forgive me for asking but what with your film career, it would
seem that you have dalliances with plenty of men, so I wouldn’t
have thought that you went short of sex.’

I swig
my whisky and deliberately slur my words a little. ‘Sex? I gets
plenty of sex. You betcha. Men fucks me all day long … but that’s
just men with big cocks, shaggin’ a piece of fuck meat, which is
all I am in front of the camera. What I’m missing is that personal
connection.’ I slide my hand further up his thigh. ‘A woman needs
love, companionship. That feeling that the man that’s holding me is
interested in ME, not just my pussy. Someone who’ll treat me like a
woman, not just a fuck piece.’

He’s practically drooling so I take my hand off his thigh and
unbutton my cardigan all the way down, but I leave it closed so he
can only get glimpses of my boobs. ‘If I could find a man like
that, one who would love and respect me, a good, decent man, an
upstanding pillar of the community.’ I conspicuously look down at
the bulge in his trousers. I put my hand back on him but this time
I place it over his bulge. ‘A man like that I would do anything
for. I would do everything for and I mean
everything. I knew you could be that man
when I saw you at my wedding, but it only confirmed it when I saw
you again at the village fete.’

The poor
man is about to have a heart attack so I decide to give him some
release. I stand up and pull my cardigan open, flashing him my
fabulous breasts. (Well they are good, why hide the fact?) Then I
drop to my knees before him, unzip him and take his cock in my
mouth.

I give
him a good five minutes of deep throating, sucking his balls and so
on, then I stand up and going to his desk, I clear a space and
pulling my skirt up to my waist, I park my butt on the edge of his
desk and offer my naked, wet and willing pussy to him. He doesn’t
waste any time and is quickly humping me for all he is worth, on
the desk. To be fair, he has does have a decent sized cock, not big
just not small, and he does manage to give me a good seeing
to.

God gave
man a brain and a prick … but only enough blood to run one at a
time. So while the Major is thinking with his dick, I drop the
seeds into his empty head.

‘My husband is away all weekend. You can have me until Monday.
You can do all the things to me you’ve ever wanted to do to a
woman, everything you’ve seen in my movies. I want it …
I want you!’

‘Yes, God, yes. I want you too.’

‘But where can we go? We can’t go to my place, my niece and the
housekeeper are there, where can we go?’

‘My wife is also away, we can go back to my … to my …
place.’ I’m afraid the
thought of having me all to himself for the weekend is too much for
him, and I can see he is about to lose it.

‘Wait,’ I tell him. ‘Don’t come inside me, you’ll make a mess.
Best put it in my mouth.’ This man must think all his birthdays
have come at once. I push him away and drop to my knees, and as he
holds my head while he pumps his cock in my throat until he
explodes, I can’t help thinking of the old music hall song, “Here
comes the galloping major.”

 



~~~

 


We go
back to his place and drink plenty and screw lots, and eventually
as we’re sitting naked eating Chinese takeaway, I realise that he’s
not that bad after all, I’ve spent far worse weekends when I was a
teenager. Like being chained up and gang-raped in somebody’s
cellar. And finally I’m allowed to have orgasms. Being denied that
was driving me mad but after I’ve had a few I’m much more
mellow.

The
Major is pleasant to me as he believes that we are having a genuine
affair. Sorry mate, but we’re not. But I have a job to do that my
Master gave me. It’s time for me to do my Martha Hari or Mata Hairy
or whatever the fuck she was called, bit and spy on the
house.

So when
the Major is asleep/passed out drunk, I get my phone and take
photos of him naked in bed, naked lying next to me, me with his
cock in my mouth, straddling his face pretending he’s licking me,
wrapped around each other apparently kissing and so on. Then I take
a walk around the house and photograph every room and myself naked
in that room. That way no one can claim that I took the pictures at
a garden party or something. I email them to Master and then delete
them from my phone so the Major doesn’t see them. That way I can
use the phone regularly to catalogue our depravity (I even get him
to take photos of us on my phone) and then send them to
Master.

 



~~~

 


The
weekend progresses pretty much as you expect. Although he offers me
a robe, I tell him I prefer to stay naked to ‘let my skin breathe’
or some such nonsense. He has big house (not as big as ours since
we had the extension built) at the other end of the village, with a
large garden not overlooked by any neighbours. As it’s nice sunny
weather I insist we sunbathe nude which means of course that we
have to smother each other in suntan lotion first, which naturally
leads to lots of fucking.

When we
come in out of the sun for the day, we go to shower which is when I
find out about one of his quirks. He likes to pee on women in the
shower. Master said I should let him do anything he wanted to me,
it’s not very nice but orders are orders, so I dutifully kneel down
while he pees on my face, in my hair, and all down my body. I don’t
open my mouth for him. I’ve done it in films but they were paying
me money for that. Then we shower it all off.

I
promised him that he could do all the things he sees in movies, to
me. That night I encourage him to tie me across his dining table
and take his belt to me. I set my phone up to record video and tell
him to let loose on me and then fuck me in the arse. He’s like a
kid let loose in a candy store, obviously his wife never lets him
have this sort of fun, but as this is all a set up for blackmail I
figure I’ll make it worth his while. His head nearly explodes
(along with his balls) when I let him take his cock out of my arse
and put it in my mouth to finish.

 



~~~

 


Next day
we amuse ourselves playing silly games in between sex. I asked him
to fuck me in every room in the house, even cupboards. We have to
take a break between fucks so he plays golf with me. I lay on my
back, naked with my legs spread, holding my pussy lips open, while
he stands ten feet away with a golf club. He tries to ‘putt’ a golf
ball into my pussy. I tell him that if he can do it five times
(there’s no time limit so obviously he will make it eventually) I
will give him a rim job (lick his arse) and he does it. I do it in
front of the full length mirror in the bedroom and I get him to
take pictures and video me with my tongue stuck deeply in his arse
crack while pulling on his cock.

No one ever did that to him before. I think if he had died
then, he would have gone to heaven a happy man. I toy with the idea
of deleting any photos of me on his
phone but then I think, let the poor sap have
something to look back on during long nights with just his wife for
company.

 



~~~

 


Monday
morning, after a wake up fuck, I let him have his last pee on me in
the shower. (This time I open my mouth but I don’t swallow.) Then
we both shower and get ready to go back to our lives.

Once
we’re dressed and ready to go he looks around the bedroom. ‘Have
you seen my watch? I can’t find it anywhere. It was on the bedside
table.’

‘No, maybe it’s fallen down behind the bed. Is it
expensive?’

‘It’s not a Rolex or an Omega, anything like that, just an old
one with my regimental crest on it. No matter, I can always get
another one, in the meantime I have other watches.’ He opens a
drawer and takes another watch out.

He
drives me back to the council offices and I get my Land Rover and
drive home. Master is waiting for me when I enter, he must have
heard me pull up.

‘Have a good weekend?’ he asks.

‘Actually, Master, it was better than I was expecting, plenty
of sex. He’s not too bad in the sack … not as good as you of
course. Did you get all the photos and videos I’ve been emailing
you?’

‘Yes I did, thank you. You were a dirty slut weren’t you? The
girls and I did enjoy leafing through them.’

I blush.
‘Was Chloe upset?’

‘She did leave the room at one point but I made her come back
and watch them all.’

‘Ah well, she does love me so and it bothers her when I whore
it out with other men. The movies is one thing, that’s a job and I
get paid, she gets that, but when I’m just fucking guys for no
apparent reason, that’s when it upsets her.’

‘Well, keep her under control or the two of you will have to
leave this house.’

‘You’d throw me out?’

‘No. I’d throw her out and I know you wouldn’t let her go by herself. Let’s just
see it doesn’t come to that. By the way, it’s early, have you had
breakfast yet?’

‘No. we were too busy fucking to make anything.’

‘Good. Indy’s in the kitchen. Ask her to make us both a couple
of bacon sandwiches and bring them to the study. I need to talk you
through some stuff you’ve got coming up.’

I turn
to go then remember something. I open my purse, take something out
and hand it to Master. ‘What’s this?’ he asks.

‘It’s the Major’s watch, I stole it this morning. Thought it
would make a nice souvenir for you.’

He
smiles. ‘We’ll make a jewel thief of you yet.’







 


FURRY FRIENDS

 


 


Indira
brings in our sandwiches and morning tea. There are three cups I
notice so Master invites her to stay. ‘You might as well hear all
this first hand, it’ll save me having to explain it to you
later.’

‘Thank you, Sahib. That is most gracious of you.’ She sits next
to me and gives me a big beaming smile. She is so pleased to be
included in planning sessions like these. It makes her feel like
part of the family and not just a house slave.

‘Now then,’ says Master. ‘I want you to watch this video while
we eat breakfast and save your questions for later.’ He swings his
computer screen around so we can all see it and presses a button on
the keyboard, starting the film.

It’s a
film about “Furries”, that is those people who like to play at
being (or may actually believe themselves to be, for all I know)
animals. There are all sorts of “Furry” animals but the most
popular seems to be pretending to be dogs.

Master
explains as we eat our sandwiches and watch the video, ‘To
accommodate these Furries there are films, books about it and some
places actually operate as boarding kennels for these people. So a
person or more usually their owner, books them into one of these
places and they live in the kennels as dogs. Some wear full body
outfits but most of them just wear headdresses and tail butt plugs.
They are confined in kennels, taken for walks, and should their
owners permit it, allowed to have sex with the other
dogs.’

We watch
all these activities take place in the video as we finish our
breakfast and Indy clears things away. ‘So where do I come in?’ I
ask Master.

‘The place we are watching in the film is one such kennels,
called Rosewood Kennels in Essex and they film the day to day
activities of these … I suppose we should call them “dogs” so as
not to get confused, as adverts for the place. They hit on the idea
of having a scripted film made, with a well-known star, to
advertise the place and get more custom.

‘They approached Bluebell Films who make most of your movies,
and Todd came up with the idea of using you.’

‘Why me?’

‘If you do the film, you have to play by their rules. So, you
wouldn’t have to wear a complete Furry outfit, with your body that
would be a waste, not showing it off. However, they do expect you
to wear what some of the others do, which means anything from a
fake snout and ears to a full head dog harness with a snout and
fake ears, and also a butt plug tail. We’ll see what you are
comfortable with. So given that generally your face would be
covered, Todd’s idea was that if your body is naked, then your
brand would be easily recognisable as you. Your existing fans would
love it and you might get new fans amongst the Furries.’

‘What’s the story about?’ asks Indy.

‘Good question. Todd worked on it with Rosewood and then they
passed it to me for approval and I made a few suggestions which
they have incorporated. Basically, the film starts with you, K,
being taken to Rosewood by your owner to be bred. That’ll be an
actor, not me. There’ll be a big sign on the way in saying
“Rosewood Breeding Centre”. Then they go through the arrival
process where you are stripped and dressed as dog. Or maybe you’ll
arrive like that in the back of his van, I’m not sure. Then they
put you in a kennel, feed you in a dog bowl, that sort of thing.
All kennels are indoors by the way. The punters expect to see
certain things, so Rosewood insisted they have to be
included.’

‘Such as?’ I ask.

‘Well they like to see dogs paraded around as they’re taken for
walks on the grounds. It will be on all fours but I’m assured that
you will have padding on your hands and knees. Next they like to
see the dogs, female dogs particularly, peeing in the garden. Then
of course you are there to be bred, so every day several male dogs
will mount you, to try to impregnate you. This will all be on film
of course. There’ll be no whipping but the dog handlers are allowed
to have sex with you also if they wish, that’s part of the
story.’

‘There won’t be any real dogs involved, will there? I’m not
doing bestiality.’

‘No, no, nothing like that, I promise you. Todd will be
directing the film himself so you’ll be in trustworthy
hands.

‘At the end of your time in the kennels, you’ll be taken away
by your owner. There’ll be scenes later of you moving around with a
big pregnant belly, and the last shot in the movie will be you
lying in your kennel/dog basket/whatever at home, surrounded by all
the puppies you’ve just given birth to.’

‘Where will you be, while all this filming goes on?’

‘I thought I’d stay nearby in a hotel, so I can look in on you
frequently. Watch a bit of filming. Might even take Chloe along if
she’s willing.’

‘So I’ll join you in the hotel each night when we’ve finished
filming?’

‘Err … no. As you are still on enhanced training, I told
Rosewood and Todd that you are to be kept in the kennels each night
as well until the filming is finished. On top of which I told them
that once filming is over for the day, then the real kennel staff
are allowed to have free access to you.’

‘I see. Anything you say, Master.’ It doesn’t sound nice but he
makes these decisions for me in my best interest, so I won’t argue.
‘And when do we go to Essex?’

‘Friday.’

‘Friday? That’s not long enough to
pack or get ready …’

‘Pack what? You’re going to be spending the week naked except
for a dog collar and a furry tail.’

‘I suppose,’ I admit.

‘Will I remain here on my own?’ Indy asked, a slightly worried
look on her face.

‘Not at all. I’ve arranged that you will go and stay with Pete
while we are away. You’ll have to cook and clean for him I’m
afraid, and you’ll have to sleep with him as well.’

‘Oh that is okay, I like sleeping with Pete, he fucks me
nicely.’

Both
Master and I cringe as she says that. Her command of English still
isn’t perfect and she makes gaffes like that from time to
time.

‘Actually,’ I interject, ‘I don’t know if Chloe would want to
come along. You know how she feels about some of my more
testing roles in movies.’
By that I mean Chloe loves me dearly and because of that she hates
to see me getting harsh treatment. She’ll accompany me to movie
sessions, as my gofer, but she really doesn’t like watching me
getting a harsh whipping or getting gang raped (unless of course it
is Master that is whipping me) so I imagine something like this
would really upset her.

‘She says she has some “hacking” jobs coming up and as you
always insist she does them from her own flat so as not to
compromise our network, maybe she should do that while I’m in
kennels?’

‘Good thinking,’ Master replies. ‘Well, Indy, it looks like
you’ll be coming to Essex and staying at the hotel with
me.’

‘That would be wonderful, Sahib. Am I to just wait on you or
will you be having sex with me as well?’

‘Sex,’ he replied. ‘Definitely sex.’

‘Oh goody. Pete will be disappointed though.’ We can tell by
her expression that she will also be disappointed not spending the
week with Pete.

‘Don’t worry, I’ll let Pete have you for a few days when we get
back.’


Something is niggling at the back of my mind. I sit back and
listen to Indy and Master talking for a moment until I realise what
it is.

‘Just a minute, Master,’ I say. ‘I only requested harsher
treatment a few weeks back, but this thing at the dog kennels must
have taken a lot longer than that to set up.’

‘Of course it did, it took a while to arrange it all,’ replied
Master.

‘Then how could you possibly have known that I would come to
you and ask for rough handling again, how could you …’ I tail off
as a memory comes back to me. ‘Oh I get it now. When I read you the
letter you said, “I was wondering how long it would take you to
ask.” I asked you what you meant and you said “nothing”. You
knew that one day I would
come to you and ask for enhanced training again, so you set these
wheels in motion long before that, didn’t you?’

‘Of course.’

‘But how could you possibly have known? Am I that easy to
read?’

‘Only for me. Remember, K, I know you better than you know
yourself, never forget that, and as your Master that’s a good
thing. I knew that being a housewife or a Dominatrix would
eventually bug you too much. Your desire to be at the other end of
the whip is too strong. It’s why you came to me in the first place.
I knew that and I knew that one day we would return to that, but
first I wanted to see how well you adapted to wielding the whip instead of being
under it. One day you might need to swap roles as the Contessa did,
so I wanted to make sure you were prepared for that.

‘You’ve been getting restless for a while now and once I
realised what was bothering you, I made plans for what to do with
you once you went back to your roots, so to speak. You may know
what you want, but as your Master, I know what you
need.’

I nod.
‘Very well, you know best, Master.’

‘Right, now that you are back, your punishment still continues.
Indy when we are done here I want you to take K into the Fun room,
strip her and put the BAD SLAVE collar back on her, give her half a
dozen strokes with a whip, and then put her to work. She stays
naked for the rest of the week but as a concession, I’ll allow her
to sleep in her own room and no K, you may not have sex with Chloe.
Now run along or I’ll beat both of you.’

We file
out obediently and Indy takes me to the Fun room to carry out
Master’s orders.







 


IN THE DOG HOUSE

 


 


Master,
Indy and I arrive at Rosewood Kennels and meet the owners and the
film crew, most of whom I know from my having made many porno
movies for Bluebird Films, which Todd co-owns with his business
partner, Alan.

We came
down yesterday and booked into the hotel. Master and Indy stayed in
one room and I stayed in the other. I know they had sex the night
before as Indy was practically beaming at breakfast. Master forbade
me to have sex with Chloe (which she wasn’t best pleased about but
as I had to remind her, Master makes the rules and I obey them) so
I haven’t had any sex since my dalliance with the Major, and I’m
getting fidgety. Master does this when he has some adventure lined
up for me, denies me sex the week before so I am “good and horny”
to use his expression. Well, when I say no sex, I mean no sex with
anyone else. Whether it was deliberate or not I don’t know, but
Master left me a loophole by not forbidding me to masturbate, so
last night I rubbed one out imagining Master and Indy having
sex.

The
owners of Rosewood walk us around the site. There’s a house where
the husband and wife owners live. Behind that is a large barn,
going into that barn brings you to the reception area where dogs
are stripped and “doggified”, then through another door are the
kennels. They are indoors and the place is warm, given that all of
the occupants will be mostly naked. It’s like a barn with four
individual kennels on each side, each separated from the next by a
brick wall, painted white. The front of the kennel has a wire fence
to it. Each kennel has a padded felt floor with loose blankets
lying around. There are bowls to eat and drink out of and a large
doggy bed to sleep on. Looks quite comfortable actually.

At the
end of the barn, a door opens out onto a garden with trees and
flower bushes. ‘This is where the doggies are walked several times
a day,’ the owner tells us.

‘What do they do about toilet arrangements?’ asks
Todd.

‘Well as most of them want to live like dogs, if they need to
pee they do it out here. And our customers would like to see that
in the film, especially the ladies peeing. If they need anything
more then they press the buzzer in their kennel. We let them out
and be “human” for an hour or so and they can use the toilet, take
a shower, have a smoke, check their phone, whatever they want. Then
it’s back in the kennel until walkies.’

‘What’s that?’ asks Master. He points at a square stand of wood
on the ground by a bush. It has buckled straps on the base, and a
bar standing upright, with a metal collar fitted to the
end.

‘Well, that is the breeding stand,’ replies the owner. ‘One of
the girls …’ he looks around at us and Todd points at me, ‘is here
to be bred, at least in the film. This is where she will be placed
on all fours and strapped into position. Her head will be placed
through the collar and it will be fastened around her neck to keep
her in place while she is being mounted at the rear. She can’t
struggle or get away as she is being impregnated.’

Master
gives me a look and I smile back at him.

We all
move back into the reception area and I have a word with Lottie. As
well as being the stunt coordinator for Bluebird Films, Lottie also
acts in some of the movies, she and I have had several love scenes
as well as fights, so we are intimately acquainted with each other.
She has a tight, fit body, slightly more muscular than
mine

‘Why are you here?’ I ask her.

‘I’m here to arrange the fight between us.’

‘Fight?’

‘Yes, apparently I’m jealous of all the attention you’re
getting from the other dogs, so I start a fight with you, dog
style. We just snap at each other and then have a bit of a tussle
as we roll around on the ground. Then later that day they put me in
your kennel and you roll over and submit, so then I take advantage
of you and we become intimate.’

‘Oh, okay.’

‘Didn’t they tell you about that?’

‘No, they just gave me the vague outline of the story, not much
detail. Doesn’t matter really, I’ll do it anyway. Who are the other
dogs?’

‘Some of them are actors from the studio, you’ll know them, but
there are a few that are Pet-Players for real. The owners of the
kennels invited some real life ones along for authenticity. It will
mainly be the actors that have sex with you in the film, but your
Master said that the extras were to be allowed access to you as
well. Insisted on it, in fact.’

‘Yes, he would. I was naughty so I’m being
punished.’

‘It’s not much of a punishment, you actually
enjoy being treated like
that.’

‘Yes, my Lord moves in mysterious ways, his wonders to
perform.’

Lottie
laughs and then not for the first time, makes me an offer. ‘If he
would really like to see you punished, I’m always available. I’ll
even bring my own whip.’ Lottie has whipped and ravaged me several
times on film and although it is genuine, (we don’t fake my movies)
it’s never to the extent to which she regularly tells me she would
like to. She tells me often that she would like to make me cry and
beg for mercy for real, before I submit to her perverted passions.
And quite honestly, I would like her to try it as well, but Master
Roger has never allowed her to have me. There’s always
hope.

‘And that would be delightful, I bet. But as always I must say
that I cannot submit to you unless my Master permits me to. I’ll
remind him of your offer though … maybe he’ll let you have me one
day as a birthday present.’

‘Who’s present though? Yours or mine?’ She kisses me on the
cheek and linking arms, walks me over to where Todd and Master
Roger are discussing dog outfits with the dresser.

‘Strip please,’ Todd asks me. I remove all my clothing and
nobody from the film crew bats an eyelid, they’ve seen it all
before, but a few of the kennel staff edge closer to get a better
look. ‘Roger tells me that you don’t have any problems wearing a
full hood.’

‘Not at all. He often makes me wear a complete hood with only
the nose holes free.’

‘Good. So we decided on this.’ He holds out a full hood in the
shape of a dog’s head, complete with snout and ears. ‘Try it on,’
he urges. I take it, it’s not made of leather as I was expecting
but something like Neoprene rubber, but it has little holes in to
aerate the head.

I pull
it on over my head, no need for buckles I’m glad to say. ‘And the
good thing about it is that the snout is only held on by
press-studs and can be removed to eat, drink, suck cock, whatever’s
required.’ He demonstrates. Once it is removed I can easily
breathe, move my jaw and so on.

He
guides me over to the mirror and I look at myself for a moment,
then he clips the snout back into place. I stare at my reflection.
All that can be seen of my head is my blue eyes, and it makes them
stand out against the black hood.

Next Todd holds up a thick leather collar with a brass name
tag hanging from it. ‘Roger insisted that you were called this.’ He
shows me the tag and a lump comes to my throat. The tag
reads Princess,
the pet name that Master has for me, and always uses when I am in
“animal mode” such as at the pony ranch.

I reach
out and take Master’s hand, too choked to speak. He holds out his
hand for the collar and he puts it around my neck, once again
“collaring” me and making me his slave.

I have
to blink to clear my eyes as they have teared up. When they clear I
see Todd is holding up a bushy, black tail. ‘You’ll be naked at all
times of course except for this tail which will be inserted in your
behind.’

‘Now then for hands and feet.’ They zip me into some kind of
bootees and buckle them around my ankles. Next padded knee and
elbow protectors are fastened in place and lastly padded mittens
are slid onto my hands and buckled around my wrists.

‘Drop to your knees and try moving around,’ Todd tells
me.

I pad my
way around the room, vision is a little difficult as the hood
forces my head to face downwards and it’s hard to see forwards, but
I guess in practice, I’ll be lead around on a leash so I don’t
really need to see where I’m going.

I get
the hang of it after a while and after letting me practice for a
while, they tell me to get up and they strip off all the dog gear
and let me put my dress back on.

‘Right, Roger, we’re done with K for the time being. We’ll be
here a bit longer, planning shots and finalising the lighting and
so on, but you can take her away now. Bring her back bright and
early tomorrow.’

We go
back to the hotel and after dinner, Master takes Indy to bed again.
I’m so horny and can’t wait to get some of that “doggy cock” that
will be on offer this coming week.

 



~~~

 


We arrive back at the kennels, next day. The sign outside has
been replaced with one saying, Rosewood
Breeding Centre and the camera man is
taking establishing shots of it.

Inside
all the extras and actors have been dressed in their dog gear (one
of the extras insists on wearing his own, full-body dog suit, so
they let him) and are being taken out to their kennels so the place
is empty when I arrive ‘on camera’.

I’m
introduced to the actor playing my owner and I change into a drab
brown dress with nothing underneath and they put my Princess collar
around my neck and attach a leash. We go back outside and watch as
they film his van being driven up to the kennels. I climb into the
back and he gets in the driving seat. As the cameras roll, he gets
out and approaching the back of the van opens it to reveal me,
kneeling there looking forlorn.

He takes
my leash and pulls me out of the van, then leads me barefoot past
the sign, and into the breeding centre. I just follow meekly as if
I have resigned myself to my fate. The reception is empty except
for a couple of dog handlers.

‘So this is … Princess?’ one of them says, reading
my name tag.

‘That’s right,’ says my owner. ‘I’ve brought her here to be
bred so I want her covered by as many dogs as you have. Make sure
they all go through her.’ He takes my dress off and I stand there
dumbly, not even covering myself up.

‘Just the dogs?’ asks the other handler.

‘The staff can have her as well, I don’t care. Just make sure
she gets knocked up.’

‘Very well, just sign here to say you don’t care who has her
then.’ He holds out a clipboard.

My owner
signs the form and throws them the lead. ‘I’ll be back next week.
Until then she’s all yours.’ With that he leaves the barn and we
hear his van start up and drive off.

Apparently the “Furry” viewers will enjoy this next bit,
especially where the human
gets transformed into the animal, so it is all filmed in
detail, each action being show in close up. The camera takes in
every detail of my naked body, moving slowly over every square
inch.

The two
handlers run their hands over my defenceless body, groping my tits,
squeezing my buttocks, stroking my pussy. I just stand there
looking at the floor, as if I’m too scared to look them in the
eye.

‘Did you hear that … Princess? Your owner says we can do what
we like to you. Is that true, will you let us do that?’

‘Yes, sir. I must do whatever my Master tells me to. Whatever
you tell me to do …’

‘Good, then get on your knees.’ Obediently I drop to my knees
before him and when he unzips his cock I eagerly take it in my
mouth and start to blow him. Meanwhile the other one kneels behind
me and plays with my pussy. It isn’t long before it’s wet as I
haven’t had sex all week and when he puts me on all fours and
sticks his big cock in me (I know it’s big as I’ve worked with both
of them before and the Bluebird actors are chosen for their size)
and his colleague kneels and puts his cock back in my mouth, I soon
orgasm as they spit-roast me, taking me from both ends.

When
they have both finished in me and all three of us have come. (I
managed to cover up my orgasm by pretending to be crying, in the
film I’m not meant to be enjoying it) they dress me up in the hood
and mittens and knee protectors and so on from yesterday. Only this
time they complete the ensemble by bending me over and shoving a
large butt plug with a tail attached, into my arse.

Suitably attired I am reminded to stay on my knees while the
camera zooms in on my brand on my right buttock. Yes, it’s true …
Brandy McPhee is a dog girl … a
bitch! That will get a few fans pulling
their dicks. They take me out into the kennel area and parade me in
front of the other dogs, stopping at each kennel to allow them to
sniff me and my arse. Then I am put into my own kennel (I’m glad to
see it bears the name Princess) and then they leave me.

I get
taken for walkies a couple of times that day and that evening after
the film crew have gone, a couple of the dog handlers come into my
kennel and make use of me. They take their time, sometimes the two
of them have me together, others one of them works on me while the
other one recovers. So it goes on for a while as they tag-team me,
unlike the quick ‘poke’ I had on arrival. I enjoy the opportunity
to have sex again.

Once
they’ve finished with me and left, I pull my blanket over me and
settle down for the night, feeling curiously relaxed. Firstly, I’ve
had my itch well and truly ‘scratched’, but it’s more than
that.

As has
been said in these books before, by me and Master Roger, deep down
I feel like I am an animal, barely human. It’s probably why I’ve
let myself be so ill-used over the years, I don’t consider myself
worthy of consideration. (Although I’m glad to say Master, Chloe
and Indy would disagree.) I have only ever confessed that to
Master, and he understands – or at least accepts it.

There’s something else going on though, I’ve realised over the
years. Whenever I am in a place where I am actually treated as an animal, such
as here or on the pony ranch, I get a wonderful feeling of release,
of freedom. As if I have thrown off all the cares of the world, my
self-doubt, my inferiority complex, my constant fear of failing
Master and disappointing him and so on. Because I can’t fail, I’m
just a dumb animal, and I don’t have to make any decisions or
choices. You want to whip me or have sex with me? Go ahead, I’m
just some dumb animal. You want me to go there, do this, pull that
cart? Fine, just point me in the right direction and I’ll go there,
do that. You give me the orders and I’ll carry them out, I don’t
have to think about it or take responsibility for anything. It’s
bliss.

And
Master understands this about me and why he indulges me by allowing
me to go the pony ranch at least once a year, where for a couple of
weeks I can shake off the world and just be an animal, free of all
cares. That’s why I think I will enjoy this week and if I know
Master, he might have some similar adventures lined up for his BAD
SLAVE GIRL.

I hope
so.

 



~~~

 


The next few days follow pretty much the same pattern. I wake
in the morning and they give us breakfast. It’s dry biscuits with
some meat and vegetables cut up in it, mixed with what seem to be
leftovers from the kennel staff’s meal from the night before,
covered in gravy, but at least it’s human food, not
actual dog
food.

Then
they take us out to the garden for walkies and we pad around the
area and we have our morning pee, which to satisfy the punters is
filmed in close up, me peeing that is. The male dogs are just
filmed from a distance but for me, they get close enough for me to
splash the lens sometimes. Lottie joins us and they pretend that
like me, she was in a kennel all night, but she only just got there
shortly before appearing on camera.

Then
they take her away and they lead me to the breeding stand and lock
me into it. Then they let the dogs approach me, have a good sniff
around or a lick then they climb onto me and fuck me.

They
leave me in the restraint until a few of them have mounted me then
they let me loose to walk around the garden. The dog handlers come
out and rub suntan lotion on us, which usually leads to me getting
fucked again but this time by them.

After they take us back to the kennels I usually take the
opportunity to have my hour of human time, so I can get showered
and wash all the spunk off me and out of me. We get walked several
times in the afternoon, all the time being filmed. Then at the end
of the day, the film crew shuts down, the actors go away and I am
left with the real Furries, who are there for the week. After we
have our evening meal, the real handlers from the kennels come and
visit me in my kennel and I have to service them. Not because I
want to but because Master Roger ordered me to. Orders are orders
and must be obeyed, something Chloe doesn’t always understand.

 



~~~

 


Today is
‘fight day’. Lottie (in the film) has been watching the male dogs
fuck me while she is tethered to a tree, and she’s jealous. (What
were you expecting, Shakespeare?)

Anyway,
we are both out being walked in the garden, along with some male
dogs and she comes over to me and sniffs my butt. I object to this
and snap at her. She snaps back so I slap her face and then she
slaps mine. A few more blows and then the next thing you know we
are wrestling on the ground. Nobody is getting hurt of course, we
planned this out and have fought together before so know each
other’s moves. The handlers rush over and drag us apart and take us
back to our kennels, snarling at each other.

Later
that afternoon, after I’ve showered, they set up the cameras
pointing into my kennel. When Todd calls Action, a handler brings
Lottie to my kennel and opening the door, pushes her inside.
Neither of us are wearing our snouts so our mouths are exposed. We
circle each other for a moment with the odd growl here and there,
then with a loud growl Lottie lunges at me and I back down.
Animals, dogs, when they are faced with a superior foe and don’t
want to fight, they roll on their backs with their legs in the air,
revealing their belly. This is a sign of submission. I do this and
submit to Lottie.

Once she
sees she has dominance over me, she sniffs me. First she sniffs my
head, then licks my face, my lips, leading to a kiss. Then she
smells my boobs and then gently sucks on my nipples. Soon she
sniffs her way down my belly to my pussy. As before she sniffs it
then licks it. She straddles my head which I raise until I can
reach her pussy and we lick each other in the 69 position, her
kneeling over me, until we reach orgasm.

As I cry
out in ecstasy, the camera pans away from us to the other cages and
show the male dogs watching us intently, some masturbating. Lottie
is taken out of my kennel and all those male dogs who are aroused
by watching us, (these are all extras as the actors have left for
the day) are brought to my cage one at a time and allowed to have
me, while the cameras roll.

When
they have all done, they bring Lottie back to the cage and the
final shot of that day is Lottie and I curled up together, spooning
as we fall asleep. (Apparently she asked to stay the night with
me.) Camera fades to black.

 



~~~

 


It’s a
hot summer’s day but Todd would like some footage of us dogs in the
rain, so they set up the sprinklers the kennel owners have to keep
the garden green. We pad around the garden and pee happily in the
wet, and they even leave me free when the other dogs want to have
sex with me.

Master stops by often with Indira. She smiles when she sees me
like this, knowing that I am literally living and being treated
like a dog, while she is living it up in a hotel, shagging my
husband and Master. I’m going to give her such a whipping when I am
out of Master’s bad books and back in charge of the house
again.

I can tell he enjoys watching me being fucked – dare I say it?
– doggy fashion in
the pouring “rain”, because when it is done and they take me back
inside, he approaches me and taking my ear between his finger and
thumb, rubs it gently. This sends a shiver down my spine because
not only are my ears sensitive, but it’s our special sign that he
loves me, without using words. He calls for a towel and he rubs me
dry with it.

‘You’re doing very well, K, I’ve seen the footage. One more day
and then I’ll take you home. Just stick in there.’

I couldn’t be any more pleased if he patted me on the head and
gave me a lump of sugar. Tears cloud my eyes because I know he
loves me, despite all the torment he is putting me through,
and will put me through.
I also know that he is only doing it because I asked for it,
because I needed it, and he understood that, perhaps better than I
did.

He pats
me on the rump and then as the handlers come to take me away, back
to my cage, the husband and wife team who run the place, come to
him and ask if they can take me back to their place for the evening
and use me. He said anyone could have her, they remind
him.

‘Sure, take her with you, that’s fine but she must be kept as a
dog. No sitting up at the table to eat, nothing like
that.’

They
agree, telling him they are used to that, apparently they often use
the female dogs that get quartered there. They take me away and I
have to pleasure both of them during the evening, eating the wife’s
pussy and sucking off the hubby. Then he fucks me while the wife
watches. I don’t offer anything to them, not my place at this time.
I could give them my best “courtesan” routine but that’s not what
they want. They just want a helpless animal, piece of fuckmeat that
they can use as they wish, so I just obediently do everything I’m
told to, as if I actually were that poor, dumb dog I play in the
film.

They
feed me on the floor from dog bowls, and when they have finished
using me, they make me sleep chained to the foot of their
bed.

 



~~~

 


Next
day’s filming doesn’t take all day. They get a few shots of me
having my morning walkies and peeing in the bushes. Then they strap
me in the breeding stand and remove the snout from my hood. They’ve
set me up in the shade of a tree so I guess I’m going to be there
for some time.

All the
actors have left, it’s just the real dog handlers and the real
Furries, left. Todd tells them that they can all have me, in any
hole they like, for as long as they like, while he films it. He
doesn’t bother asking me so I’m sure he sought Master’s permission
first.

He lets
them loose on me. First the dog handlers have their fill of me (as
they’re “humans”) and use me repeatedly in every hole, sometimes
two at a time. When they’ve had their fun, he lets the “dogs” loose
on me.

The film
crew are all there and the prop girl steps in occasionally to wipe
the spunk off my face, or give me a drink of juice to take the
taste of their cum away. Also crucially, she periodically reapplies
lube to my arsehole as that is getting some serious use.

I
wouldn’t mind so much if they were hunky, macho men with decent
dicks, but these Furry losers are fat, balding accountant types.
They are obviously submissive that’s why they behave as dogs and
let people treat them as such. I bet the only time they get to fuck
a woman is when they have one, restrained and unable to resist, as
I am. None of them are capable of giving me a decent fuck which is
probably for the best, given the length of this session.

After he
has finished, the one in the full length costume unzips himself and
pees all over me as a final insult. I look towards Todd but he is
just standing there, watching, so I suppose he is working on orders
from Master Roger.

When the
last of his pee splashes on my back and the stream dribbles out,
Todd calls Cut! And the prop girl releases me from the breeding
stand. ‘Let’s get you in the shower and cleaned up,’ she says
looking over at Todd.

‘Yes, we’re done here, go get cleaned up. Okay everybody, start
packing up.’

I get
showered, dressed and then one of the crew drives me to the hotel.
Roger and Indira are waiting for me. We go up to my room (he kept
it for me in case I backed out at any time) and Master tells me to
go and have a soak in the bath while Indy washes me. I tell him
I’ve showered but he’s right, I need to soak the stink of dog out
of me.


Naturally for Todd’s sake I hope the film is a success but
secretly I hope not too successful. The last thing I want is for
the fans to clamour to see Brandy McPhee in another dog movie. I’ll
do it if Master orders me too but for now, my life as a dog is
over.

 



~~~

 


When I
said my life as a dog was over, I was being a bit premature. I
forgot we had to film the tag line in the last scene. Todd called
and asked for me to go down to Oxford the following week to film
that.

I take
Chloe along for company although we should only be there for the
day. When we get to the studio, Todd explains what will be
happening, after the first film, there will be a title card saying
“NINE MONTHS LATER”. Then hair and makeup are done and we are ready
to shoot.

The
scene is a normal household, except if you look closely you can see
there is a dog bed under the stairs, but there’s no dog around.
It’s obviously my bed. I am wearing a drab dress similar to the one
I wore at the start of the film, only now it is showing a huge
bulge at the front as I am heavily pregnant.

I am
still having to do housework and am struggling with a heavy basket
of laundry when I begin to groan. I drop the laundry basket and
clutching my stomach double over in pain. The camera follows me as
I make my way to my dog bed under the stairs and I collapse into
it. The camera pans upwards then fades out as I holler in
agony.

The
scene fades back in on my face and my hair is all mussed up and I’m
covered in sweat. As the camera backs away you can now see that I
am surrounded by a group of puppies, maybe eight or ten. It’s hard
to tell as they are leaping about and climbing all over me. They
are all very small and are probably only a few days old but they
are meant to be the puppies that I have just given birth
to.

I let
them climb over me as I give a big, beaming smile to the camera.
(Well, it’s hard not to, have you ever had ten puppies climbing
over you? It’s delightful.)

Title
card “THE END” and fade to black.







 


INTERLUDE

 


 


I can
honestly say that this precise moment is one of the happiest times
of my life. I just love moments like this. When I came home from
the kennels, Master eased the restrictions on me. I can sleep in
bed with Elf again (and have sex with her) around the house I’m
only allowed to wear my Downton Abbey maid’s outfit (which is a bit
of a cheat as that is actually my favourite and given the choice
would be the one I picked anyway) but I’m still under Indira’s
orders.

Of course Master has had sex with me from time to time, but
just a quick, “Whip it in, whip it out and wipe it,” job. Tonight
though, on my return from Oxford, he asked for his wife to come to bed with him. I
was allowed to put on a posh dress and wear makeup. We dined
together, drank copious amounts of wine, after which we showered
together and then made love for ages.

Now,
he’s sitting up in bed, drinking wine and smoking a cigar. I’m
lying with my head resting on his chest, listening to his
heartbeat. I always find it soothing, and it calms me when I’m
upset. But that is the last thing I am at the moment, I’m so happy.
In some cringey, romance novel the heroine might say, ‘My heart is
full,’ but slushy or not it’s true, God damn it.

‘K, I want to ask you something.’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘Call me Roger.’

‘But you said I should call you Master.’

‘Not tonight. Tonight I would like my wife to call me Roger. We
men have emotional needs as well, you know.’

‘Tell me you love me and I’ll call you darling, if you
want.’

‘I love you, K.’

‘What would you like to know … darling?’

‘Well, it’s like this. You know the things I just put you
through, well, I’ve hinted at some of the things I’m
going to put you through,
and you seem to relish the idea. I know you like being degraded and
abused, but you seem to be enjoying it, seeking it out
more, lately. I was
wondering, what’s going on in that pretty little head of
yours.’

I always
get a buzz when he says things like that, because it’s not true,
I’m not pretty.

‘Why Roger darling, I thought you could look inside my head,
practically read my mind. Are you telling me there’s a bit of me
you can’t see?’

‘You know I can read you like a book but although that’s true,
and I almost see everything you think, I can’t always see what
you feel. So
that’s why I’m asking.’

‘I haven’t really thought about it.’

‘Don’t lie to me. I know that ever since we’ve been together
you’ve spent a lot of time analysing yourself so that you can
understand yourself, the way I understand you.’

I sit up
in bed and ask for a drink. He hands me his glass of wine and his
cigar. I’m not a real smoker but occasionally when he is treating
me like an “equal” instead of a slave, we sit in the back garden of
an evening, having a drink, and he lets me smoke one of his cigars
alongside him. I take a few puffs and hand it back to
him.

‘Very well, I’ll confess guvnor, it’s a fair cop. It’s all to
do with what you taught me about “checks and balances” like a
see-saw. You should try and have equality in your life, have the
“downs” to appreciate the “ups”.’

‘That’s right,’ he agrees. ‘If you were just a slave all the
time, you wouldn’t come to appreciate what it means to have
responsibility for others and vice-versa.’

‘And that’s been the problem, Roger. Along the way you’ve given
me the opportunity to become more than I ever thought I could be.
You … I won’t say pushed me into it, that would be wrong, but
you’ve led me along the path to becoming a Dominatrix who can
command men and women, dukes, billionaires and media moguls, and
become a porno movie star with a large fan base. I’m
actually famous in
The Society! Who’d have thought it? A piece of gutter trash like me
becoming famous.

‘In short I’ve become, if I can use the word … “Big”, perhaps
too Big though. To balance this out I need to become “Small”
occasionally, to go back to being a worthless nobody from time to
time. Brandy McPhee is Big, she makes movies, goes to premieres, has adoring fans,
but Small Princess needs to be locked in a cage, trained with a whip and treated
like an animal now and again, to maintain the mental balance of K,
the wife. The Bigger I become, the Smaller I need to be when I’m
not in public. Does that make any sense to you?’

‘It does, it all makes perfect sense now, checks and balances,
yes that’s what I taught you. So you’re telling me that
whatever good thing I plan for you, then I should balance that out with
something really bad to make up for it?’

A shiver
of fear runs through me, coupled with a shiver of excitement. ‘If
you put it like that, yes that’s what I’m saying, I guess. But
you’d never make me face something I couldn’t handle … would
you?’

Roger
says nothing, just smiles at me.

‘So do you have some very bad things planned for me?’ I ask
nervously.

He nods
slowly. ‘But I’ll even it up by planning some really good things
for you. But enough talk …’ He flips back the sheet and I can see
that all this talk about bad times ahead for me has made him
semi-hard again. He indicates his cock with the cigar.

I look
sideways at Roger and call him a bastard as I lean forwards and
take him in my mouth. He leans back and sips his wine as he blows
smoke rings towards the ceiling.




 


 


WHAT’S IN A NAME?

 


 


The next
day Master allows me to lie in with him so I don’t have to do my
daily run. The following day though, I go out for my run with
Indira. I am under punishment rules so I am made to run every day
in a constant drive to improve my body. Indira however only has to
run every other day to keep in trim. As we set off around the
village, I notice the “For Sale” sign on the house next door has
been changed to “Sold”. I hope the new neighbours are
nice.

When we
arrive home, Master meets us in the foyer. ‘Go and have your
workout in the gym and then K stay behind. It’s Saturday, time for
your weekly whipping. A naked workout mind you … I’ll be watching
on the monitors.’

As if I
would have forgotten it’s my whipping day. Every one of us slaves
get whipped weekly. Master does Indy and myself, I usually do Chloe
but sometimes Master does it while I watch. The idea is not to
punish us (unless we have earned a punishment). The idea is to
remind us that we are just property for the use of our owners – our
flesh and our sex are not our own, next, to instil obedience, and
lastly to remind the slave that should they ever disappoint the
Master, then the outcome will be ten times worse than our weekly
serving of pain.

We do
our workout on the gym equipment in the Fun room. I know Master’s
watching so I give him plenty of open leg flashes, lots of kneeling
poses that show my arse off nicely. I’m in his bad books, but that
doesn’t mean that I don’t want him to still desire me.

When we
have finished our gym session, I send Indira off and then prepare
myself. Master sometimes likes me to be dangling from the extended
roof support of the four-poster bed. It juts out beyond the foot of
the bed and is designed to be a place to suspend someone from. It
saves messing about with the electric hoist. So I think to surprise
him by presenting myself to him in this position.

I fit
suspension cuffs to my wrists. They are thick leather cuffs and
they grip the hand and the wrists in one long piece of leather to
spread the weight, so it is bearable. I fasten a long chain between
them and then stand at the foot of the bed, waiting for
Master.

He takes
his time but he must know from the cameras that we have finished
working out. I stand there idly playing with my nipples until he
finally arrives. To suspend someone from the joist, they usually
stand on a chair, hook themselves over the wooden support and then
the chair is removed. As I’m supple and after some practice, I
learned how to do without the chair and I simply jump up in the air
and hook the chain over the joist.

Master
smiles at me as he chooses his whip. ‘Very good, very good, I’m
impressed. Very athletic, but today I was going to strap you to the
whipping stool. Now you will pay for your wrong guess. And I don’t
want to hear a sound from you, you got that?’

I nod
dumbly, embarrassed that I’ve made a fool of myself by trying to
outguess Master.

He lays
into me with the whip, chiding me as he works, emphasising each
word with a blow. ‘Do – not – assume – what – your – Master –
wants. It – is – not – your –place – to – decide – punishment.’ And
so on.

I do my
damnedest not to disappoint him again, so I don’t move. It’s one
thing to withstand a whipping when you’re tightly strapped down,
unable to move, but it’s another thing entirely to not move when
you are free to wriggle and turn away from blows. It takes iron
determination. The same for not making a sound. I grit my teeth,
clamp my lips together as hard as I can and clench my fists until I
can feel my fingernails digging into my palms, but just manage to
suppress my squeals of pain, as each blow falls. Finally when, to
my shame, a barely suppressed groan escapes my lips, he ceases
whipping me and throws the whip aside.

He lifts
me down from the joist and fastens my chain to the bedstead at the
foot of the bed. As he brushes against me I can feel that he has a
raging erection. And he puts it to good use. Once I am bent over
the end of the bed, he drops his trousers and enters me, my pussy
already wet and willing from the whipping. (Whippings always make
him aroused. Me too.) He holds my hips firmly as he thrusts in and
out of me, post punishment fucks are always rough with no finesse.
Purely for the pleasure of the Master and the humiliation of the
slave, another subtle reminder of your place in the
scenario.

We reach
the inevitable climax, (pardon the pun) and then pulls out and
wipes himself on a handy towel. He unfastens my cuffs so I can
release myself. ‘Right, K, go and get showered, grab some breakfast
and then come to the study. I want to go over the plans I’ve made
for you.’ With that he throws me the towel and leaves the Fun
room.

 



~~~

 


I knock
on the study door and wait for him to tell me to come in. He calls
me in and I place the cup of coffee I have brought for him, on the
desk. Then I stand to attention in front of the desk and await
instructions.

‘Thank you, that’s very considerate of you.’

‘Just trying to make up for my earlier gaffe,
Master.’

‘No matter. How are you handling the enhanced
training?’

‘Well, enough, Master. My arse is sore from the whipping but I
deserved it.’

‘Why?’

I touch
the metal tag on my collar that says BAD SLAVE. ‘Because I’m a bad
slave … and it’s Saturday, my day for one.’

‘Never mind, it won’t last forever. But we are only part of the
way through … there’s much more to come.’

I say
nothing, just nod acceptance.

He looks
me up and down. ‘Take a seat, K.’

I sit
down and as I do I comment, ‘I see the house next door has been
sold. Let’s hope the new neighbours are nice.’

‘Yes, let’s hope so,’ he says dismissively. ‘I called you here
to show you what I have planned for you over the coming weeks, but
first I want to tell you about a conclusion I’ve come
to.

‘You have many sides to your character and you play many roles
and have many names in your life, don’t you?’ First of all you’re
K, or Mrs. Gilchrist, my loyal, loving wife and slave. Then you’re
Princess, my private name for you when you’re playing at being an
animal. Kan-Kan when you’re entertaining the crowds. Mistress K
when you’re the whip-wielding bitch who dominates men and women who
fall under her spell, or the loving Mistress to Elf. Then you’re
also Brandy McPhee, the queen of porno movies.’

‘And all of those characters I owe to you, Master. Training me,
or allowing me to play any of those roles when it is required of
me.’

‘Well, to be fair I didn’t train you in all of them. This
latest request on your part to be further treated harshly and be
degraded is something that is coming from you. I didn’t command it,
but I have sense enough to allow it, but manage it safely for your
protection.’

‘Like I told you and you’ve just said, I’m getting too Big, I
need to be made Small again. But it’s not something I can do to
myself, it needs to be done to
me.’

‘Exactly, that’s why I am arranging for certain
unpleasant things to
happen to you. However, I don’t like watching my beloved K or
Princess being mistreated like that. You’re my wife after all.
Therefore I think that for that side of your nature to be allowed
out into the sunshine, we need to call you by another name, for
those occasions.’

‘Go on,’ I urge him, puzzled.

‘I have decided that when you are in severe conditional
training as I have planned for you, you will be called “Eve”. Eve
is a Red Tag slave and will be the poor bitch who receives the full
flavour of my sadistic side and suffers the worst that will be done
to her.’ He opens his desk drawer and takes out a name tag. ‘Attach
that to your collar and wear it whenever you are being
beasted.’

I pick
up the tag with trembling hand. ‘Why Eve?’

‘Eve was the name of a character in a film who had split
personalities. While you’re not actually that freaky, you do have
different sides to you, so each one should have a different
name.’

I nod, too choked up to speak. In my twisted mind any time
someone makes the effort to dominate me, control me, give me orders
to follow, I see it as a sign of affection. For Master to go to all
this trouble, identify my quirk, create a new personae for me, have
a tag made with that name on it – my new
name – just tells me that he really cares
for me.

I tear up but finally manage to squeeze out the words,
‘Thank you, Master.’

He comes
around the desk and taking the tag, clips it to the collar I’m
wearing that has the BAD SLAVE tag on it and tells me. ‘Keep the
name tag on this collar with the BAD SLAVE tag on it. From now on,
Eve is always the bad slave and when you’re in my bad books or to
be subjected to severe punishment, you will wear this collar and
become Eve. Eve is the lowly bitch that we will both use to indulge
our deepest desires for pain and depravity. She will suffer and be
the lowest of the low. You must also remember that I don’t love Eve
the way I love K, so will have no compunction about hurting her.
Likewise, if you have the need to be severely abused, you can
become Eve. Is that understood?’

‘I understand. Thank you, Master.’

He grabs
my hair and pulling my head back, kisses me long and hard. I open
my mouth and stick out my tongue to tease him into returning the
act. His tongue invades my mouth as he forces it deep inside. Then
he lets me go and returns to his seat behind the desk, as if
nothing happened.

‘Right then, to business. I want you to watch these short movie
trailers, each just a few minutes long, then we’ll discuss them.’
He taps a few keys on his computer keyboard and then turns his
monitor towards me.

The
first one is called “Farm Girls” and shows a farm, pigs, chickens
and I can see some sheep out on the hills. There are a few male
farm hands around and several young women, all carrying out what
seem to be normal farm duties. But all the women are naked except
for work boots and gloves, and if you look closely you can see that
they are wearing metal collars and metal wrist cuffs that are
chained together. The girls are feeding the pigs and the chickens,
picking up bales of hay and lugging them around, etc., all while
being chivvied along by the men, with whips.

The
scene changes and a couple of girls are chained by their wrist
manacles by long chains to the back of a tractor, and have to walk
along behind it as it climbs the hill track and goes into a field.
The tractor drivers stops, unchains the girls from the tractor and
then chains them to a tree while he ploughs the field.

I lean
forward and my breathing is getting noticeably heavier. This is one
of my fantasies that I asked Master to consider allowing me to take
part in a long time ago.

The
scene jumps ahead and the field is half ploughed and the driver
stops the tractor and approaches the girls. One of them is forced
to her knees and made to suck the driver’s cock, while the other
one watches. The scene jumps ahead again and now the driver is
screwing the other girl doggy fashion. After a few minutes of that
the film ends with the company logo and a web link to their home
pages.

‘This is what I asked you for a while back,’ I blurt out. ‘Does
this mean–’

‘Shush. Watch the next film.’

Now
another film comes on the screen. This one is called “Metal Hell”.
It’s set in a barn, although you can see outside that it seems to
be in the same type of farm yard we saw in the first
trailer.

The
camera pans around the barn. Hanging on the wall are some rusty
implements which may be instruments of torture or simply old farm
tools, hard to tell. There’s a cage in the corner, containing a
girl, she’s kneeling watching the proceedings, looking scared. Next
to it there’s a full body cage which looks as if it can be hoisted
in the air, a variety of metal racks and piping creating metal
constructs that someone can be restrained both on or in. A couple
of unfortunate girls are.

On one
side a girl has been attached at hands and feet in a ‘star’
position on a large, square frame and a couple of bars have been
positioned above and below her breasts and tightened together so
her boobs are trapped and bulge out of the frame. A woman dressed
in a sharp business suit and severe looking glasses is taking the
cane to her backside.

The
camera swivels round to the other direction. The third girl is
contained in a metal framework, on her knees with her head held
firmly in place, as a young man takes advantage of her perfectly
positioned mouth by plunging his cock repeatedly into her
throat.

This all
goes on for several minutes as the business woman plays with her
captive’s nipples, pulling on them and then sucking and biting
them. Meanwhile the other girl gets whipped across the back and
arse, before the man kneels behind her and penetrates
her.

At the
end of the film the logo comes up again and I notice it is the same
logo as the first film, so I conclude it’s the same company making
both movies.

I sit
back, my face is flushed and I’ll admit, I’m slightly wet ‘down
there’. I point at the screen. ‘Does this mean …?’

‘It does.’

I’m
quivering inside at the possibilities. ‘Tell me more,
Master.’

He opens
his desk drawer and takes out a folder. It’s thicker than the last
time I saw it, it is my personnel folder. Master keeps a record of
important information about me, such as my body measurements,
latest medical reports, any allergies (I have none) any useful
information on me. He holds up a piece of paper. ‘This is the list
of fantasies that you once gave me, requesting that we try them out
one day. One of your requests was to be “a beast of burden”. We
managed that somewhat with you helping out in the garden but we
never really gave it the attention it deserved.

‘So I looked around the Internet and found a situation that
might suit you. It’s not a Society owned place but I called Todd
and he said they are okay, got a decent reputation in the porno
film industry. The films you saw are made at a place in Wales. It’s
out in the hills and pretty isolated so they can get away with
filming things out in the open. The company is called “Wild Sheep
Enterprises” and they have two setups. On the farm, people like ME
pay to send slaves like YOU to the farm, where you are used as farm
hands. It’s a working farm apparently, not all for show, but
unfortunately for the slaves the work is deliberately hard, you are
kept as animals and at the mercy of the farm hands. All of which
have full access to you at all times. It’s also residential so the
girl’s owners, if they wish, can remain on the farm and watch their
slaves being worked hard.

‘Secondly, they run a metal bondage website, and they pay
bondage models or get to use the slaves with the owner’s
permission, as subjects in their bondage movies. So I spoke to them
on the phone and hashed out a deal. I’ll send you to them for no
charge, in return they don’t have to pay you for your time making
bondage movies. And they have the added cache of having the famous
Brandy McPhee in one of their movies.’

‘You mean I won’t get paid for this?’ I ask, pointing at the
screen.

‘May I remind you that you don’t get paid now.
I get paid for your
services and I kindly pass it on to you, and allow you to keep it.
As your Master it rightfully all belongs to me but I’m generous
like that.’

‘Of course you are, Master, very generous. Sorry, I spoke out
of turn.’

‘Apparently they make you work one day on the farm and then
next day on the movies, so you have chance to rest from the farm
work. They anticipate that it will take eight to ten days
alternating like that to get enough film to cut into a complete
movie. Once that’s in the can you can work on the farm until I say
we’re done.’

‘So you’ll be there?’

‘Of course. I promised that I’ll always be around to watch over
you. Nothing’s changed.’

‘When will this happen?’

‘Two or three weeks yet. They have other films lined up and I
want the weather to warm up a bit for you. In the meantime I want
you to go and fuck Major Philips again a couple of times before we
go. My arrangements are moving along and I will shortly need his
backing for the plans I have. Arrange to see him on your daily run
or something, meet him when you’re out shopping or whatever. Give
him a good go, I want you to have his balls in your purse when I
need him. Okay?’

I give
him a snappy salute, ‘Yes, Boss.’

We look
at each other silently for a moment. I feel like both of us want to
say more but …

Finally
I break the silence. ‘Can I have one more night as your wife before
we go to the farm? K misses you.’

‘Of course you can. I’ll let you know when.’

I smile
back at him.

‘Okay then, we’re done. Go and explain to everyone about your
new personae and what’s in store for you. Until we go to Wales
you’ll be Eve, to toughen you up for the farm. No doubt Chloe will
complain but it’s your job to keep her in line.’

I get
up, curtsy and head for the door but as I reach for the handle,
Master calls to me. ‘K …’

‘Eve,’ I correct him.

‘No, K … at the moment I’m speaking to K. You know I would
never normally do this to you, it’s a bit of a stretch even for me.
Like putting you in the Dungeons, I’m only doing this because you
asked me to, because I love you, K.’

It’s one
of those moments when all Master/slave dynamics go out of the
window, this is a man speaking from his heart to his lover, so I
respond in kind. ‘I know, Roger, I know, that’s why I love you …
and thank you for it.’ I blow him a kiss and let myself
out.







 


THE MAJOR’S WIFE

 


 


Indira
is shocked but accepting when I tell her about Eve and the upcoming
farm trip. Needless to say, Elf is unhappy about it and accuses
Master of forcing me into it. It takes me a while to convince her
that I actually asked for this. Furthermore, as much as I love her
(and I do, desperately) she is only my lover, Roger is my
Master/lover/husband/soulmate and I bound myself to him, to the
death, long before she came along, so he will always come first. If
she cannot accept that, then if when I return from our Wales trip,
she has moved out, I will understand.

Anyway,
onto brighter things. Master wants me to continue leading Major
Philips along by his cock. I relish playing that famous female spy,
what was her name again? Mad Harry? Something like that. Mad Harry
she will forever remain in my mind.

I see
the Major again a couple of times over the coming weeks. We arrange
a “planning meeting” in his office where he gives his secretary
Sandra a long lunch and we fuck on his desk. (I steal his fountain
pen as another souvenir).

The
following week, we arrange an ‘accidental’ meeting as I am out on
my daily run. He parks his car in a quiet back lane of the village,
and I rearrange my run to happen to go down that lane. I let him
grope me and fondle me for a while (I might as well get some fun
out of the exchange) then I unzip him and take him in my mouth, to
bring him up to full strength as it were. When he’s good and hard,
I climb out of the car, drop my tracksuit bottoms and tell him to
“fuck me like a dirty bitch” across his bonnet, to which he happily
obliges. I don’t want to finish my run with cum oozing out, into my
panties, so I tell him to finish off in my mouth, which pleases him
(as it does most men).

I think
that’s the last I’ll see of him before Wales but one morning I get
a text from him.

 


WIFE HAS
GONE TO LONDON FOR THE DAY. CAN WE MEET? COME TO THE HOUSE AROUND
10, WE’LL HAVE ALL DAY TOGETHER.

 


Puzzled,
I show it to Master who tells me to go ahead and meet him. The more
he is cunt-struck the better, he says. So I text him back and tell
him I’ll be right over.


Fortunately I’ve already showered so I dress in a silk top
and short skirt, no stockings, no underwear and head off for a day
of sex. I pull up at his house and ring the doorbell and after a
moment the door is opened … by his wife!

She
stands there silently, holding a glass of wine I note. I’m stunned
for a moment but then my ability to make things up on the spot
kicks in (lying mode) and I say calmly, ‘Hello Marge, I’m glad
you’re in, I thought I’d have to leave a note. Roger and I were
wondering if you’d like to–’

‘Come in, I’ve been expecting you,’ she interrupts me and
turning her back on me, goes back into the interior of the house.
My first instinct is to turn around and get back in my car but
curiosity gets the better of me. What did she mean when she said,
‘I’ve been expecting you?’

Lead on
Mad Harry!

I close
the door behind me and go into the lounge. They have a bar set up
in one corner and she is standing behind it, topping up her wine
glass. ‘Drink?’ she asks.

‘No thanks, it’s a little early for me.’

‘Have a seat,’ she says, so I perch on one of the bar
stools.

‘I know you came here to fuck my husband but I’m afraid he’s
not here. I sent you the text.’

At first
I wonder if she has invited me here for a showdown but she seems
quite calm and composed. Besides, Master had me take Krav Maga
self-defence lessons with friend of his, so if it kicks off I
reckon I can handle her. I may not make out against a bigger,
stronger male but I can certainly take care of myself against
another woman.

‘Relax, I’m not going to attack you or make a scene, I just
wanted to talk to you about it.’

‘I think maybe I’ll have that drink after all.’

‘Good girl.’ She pours me a generous serving of wine and pushes
the glass towards me, then she comes around from behind the bar and
takes the stool next to mine.

‘Thanks. So you wanted to talk?’

‘Yes, I took a look at my husband’s phone, I was looking for
the number of a friend, and I saw the photos of things that you two
got up to, here in this house. Before he left for work this
morning, I texted you so you would think it came from
him.’

As she
is talking I look her over. The Major is in his fifties, his wife
in her forties, around Master’s age I would say. Slim figure, good
legs, quite attractive with short hair, sort of a silvery colour.
If she’d had kids she’d be a proper MILF (look it up if you don’t
know what it means). I can’t help wondering if Master has had her.
He’s a good looking millionaire and I know that before I came along
he’d fucked a few women in the village, (and perhaps he still does)
I wonder if Marge was one of them?

‘So why did you invite me here today?’ I ask.

‘My husband is a fool if he thinks that a young, attractive
woman like you would fall for an old goat like him, so there’s
obviously some sort of scam going on.’

‘Oh no, nothing like that, I just happen to have a thing about
older men.’

‘Cut the bullshit dearie, I know who you are.’

‘Well of course you do, we’ve met before, I’m K. Gilchrist,
Roger’s wife.’

‘I know who you are … Brandy.’

Oh bollocks, I think to
myself.

‘Yes, I know who you are. I came across my husband’s porn stash
and imagine my surprise when I saw that you starred in a lot of
them, under the name Brandy McPhee.’

‘Okay, ya got me, I’m Brandy McPhee. I suppose you’re going to
tell your husband that you think he’s being scammed?’

‘Not at all. Listen, as long as you’re not taking him for
money, because half of that is mine, or ruining him to such an
extent that we lose this place, then fine. If it’s just some fiddle
to do with his work and won’t affect me … then I don’t have a
problem and I’ll keep my mouth shut. In fact I might even help you
… for the right price.’

‘Why would you do that?’

‘Oh, you know, Quid Pro
Quim,’ she says with a smile.

I buy myself some time by slowly taking a drink of wine. She
thinks I’m too dim to understand that remark, but I’ve hung around
with Master Roger long enough to know that the real saying
is Quid Pro Quo,
which loosely translates as “Give a little, get a little”, but I
also know that Quim is the Latin word for … pussy!

Could this be true, is she after some … Quim? To test my theory, I cross my
legs, causing my short skirt to ride even further up my thigh, and
Marge is seemingly captivated by the sight. Don’t jump to
conclusions though, Master has taught me, so I wait to see what
else she has to say.

‘What exactly is it that you want from me, Marge?’

‘I want what my husband had, to fuck the famous Brandy McPhee,
porn star. My silly old husband thinks that I no longer sleep with
him because I’m tired of him, so he gets his jollies elsewhere. I
believe that the barmaid down at the Dog and Duck is a regular of
his. I don’t mind, the man has to get his end away somewhere, I
don’t deny him that.

‘What he doesn’t realise, or if he does doesn’t seem to care,
is that when I go away on those “golfing” trips, I go away with a
certain set of female friends who have similar interests to
mine.’

‘And what would those interests be?’ I ask innocently, as if I
have no idea what she’s talking about. Meanwhile, I rest my elbow
on the bar and casually stroke my index finger up and down my upper
chest, as if I’m unaware of what I’m doing but drawing attention to
my cleavage. And she notices.

‘Let’s just say that I watched all of your movies, several
times, and the ones that interested me most are the ones where you
have a lesbian relationship. I watched those
repeatedly.’

‘So you’re saying that your price for helping us is sex with
me? And exactly how do you think you could help us?’

‘Like I said, don’t bankrupt him or ruin him and I’ll do my
best to encourage him to go along with whatever scheme you and your
husband have planned.’

‘And the price is … me?’

‘Exactly.’

I
pretend to think about it while I sip my wine. I move on my stool
so that my bare leg is resting against her bare leg. ‘I would be
perfectly happy with that deal, but of course you realise I can’t
say yes without my husband’s approval. He’s very strict about me
sleeping with other people, I’m only allowed to do it if he
approves.’

‘Why don’t you ring him now? I’ll wait.’ She begins to rub her
foot up and down my calf. I reach over and run my hand over her
knee before taking my phone out of my purse and calling
Master.

‘Hello, Roger?’ He knows that my calling him Roger instead of
Master is my way of telling him that I’m not alone and others are
listening, therefore anything I say should be taken with a pinch of
salt, as I might be bullshitting for the benefit of the listeners.
‘I’m round at the Major’s house to fuck him like you told me to,
but I’m afraid we’ve hit a bump in the road. His wife’s here
instead and she’s figured out that we’re scamming the
Major.’

I listen
to his answer then reply. ‘Yes I know, it’s a nuisance but she has
offered a way out. She says that if I sleep with her, not only will
she keep quiet about the scam but she’s even willing to help us by
encouraging him to do whatever it is we want.’

Listen.
‘Yes that’s right. Our choices are let her fuck me or the deal is
off.’

I listen
to what he is saying, of course he says yes, he wants the hold over
the Major and he would never refuse me the prospect of sex. He’s
good like that.

‘Yes, okay then, I’ll tell her that. Bye now, love you.’ I
press the button to end the call and as I place my phone on the
bar, I press the button to start recording video.

I look
at Marge. ‘He says you can fuck me all day long if you want. He
hopes you enjoy me, with his blessing.’

‘Do you have to do everything he tells you to?’

‘Oh yes, I’m his slave and he says that I can be your slave
today, all day …
and you can do anything you want to me.’ Once again I’m
bullshitting of course but I just want to make Marge ‘wet’ so
she’ll want me enough to really honour the deal. (Sweeten
my pot, so to
speak.)

Marge
flushes. I swig down the rest of my drink. ‘Why don’t you top up
our glasses?’ I ask. As she goes behind the bar I surreptitiously
undo all the buttons on my blouse and when she returns I pull my
blouse apart so she can see I’m wearing nothing
underneath.

She
nearly drops the drinks. Placing them shakily on the bar she says,
‘I never thought it would be this easy. My lady friends would be so
jealous that I got to sleep with Brandy McPhee.’

‘Well, if you ask my husband nicely, perhaps he’ll let them
have me as well … and you can watch, or join in. But perhaps you’d
prefer to keep me to yourself?’ I ask, teasing a nipple as she
watches. I reach out and taking her wrist pull her towards me, I
lift one of her hands and place it around my naked breast,
squeezing it gently. I put my hand behind her head and pull her
into a passionate kiss. After a few moment of that, I pull her head
down to my other breast and she takes the nipple in her mouth. As
she does that, I reach over and tilt the camera in our direction so
it can see what she’s doing. Soon I hitch my skirt up and show her
I’m not wearing any knickers. With a hand on her shoulder I push
her to her knees, between my open legs, and as she begins to “lunch
in the downstairs restaurant” as Master calls it, I continue to
film it all.

Eat your
heart out, Mad Harry!

 



~~~

 


It’s
been a while since I’ve had the pleasure of a woman’s touch apart
from Chloe. I had to submit to the owner’s wife and Lottie in the
dog kennels, but with Lottie it was staged and with the wife … well
I was just meat for their use so I just did as I was
told.

With
Marge however, she seems genuinely interested in me and my body,
and that always pleases me, so I decide to give her a good time,
using all my experience and past history. I don’t want to come
while perched on a bar stool so I take her hand and lead her into
the bedroom. The phone is still recording. As I lay it flat it
won’t be able to see us fucking but it can still record the
audio.

I
undress Marge and seat her on the bed while I undress. It’s not
much of a strip-tease as I only have two items of clothing on (four
if you count the shoes) but she delights at my naked body. This
pleases me as I put in lot of work to keep it looking lithe and
well-toned. (Great body, shame about the face, I always think.) But
Marge seems to like it as I can’t stop her from kissing
me.

At first
I start to work on her but she insists on finishing what she
started in the lounge and pushes her head between my legs and soon
brings me to orgasm, which I must say endears me to her. Of course,
once I get my breath back I reciprocate and kiss and lick her all
over. Tonguing her pussy and tasting her feminine juices, I drink
her down until I’ve made her come several times.

‘Did you mean it when you said I could do anything to you,’
Marge asks me as we lay recovering.

‘That’s what my husband said and if I go against his orders I
get punished.’

‘How does he punish you?’

‘Usually a harsh whipping followed by a rough fucking.
Sometimes he lets two or three of his mates do it,’ I tell her,
laying on the bullshit, because I sense that’s what she wants to
hear.

‘I think I’d like to see that.’

‘Well, if we get to know each other some more, and
this goes on, perhaps I
can persuade my husband to let you watch. In the meantime, why
don’t you get us some more wine and then you can get down to really
abusing me. Treat me rough, I like it that way.’

She nods
agreement, ‘That way is best,’ and heads off to get the wine. First
I stop the recording and send it to Master via email. Then I get
the belts off bathrobes hanging in the bathroom and tie them to the
four bed posts. I look through her husband’s wardrobe and find a
belt and some hankies.

Marge
comes back with an open bottle of wine and some finger food, scotch
eggs, pork pies and the like. She is also carrying a strap-on
dildo. ‘I thought we might be getting peckish … what’s all
this?’

I take
the wine bottle and take a big swig. ‘Believe me we want to do this
on an empty stomach. I thought if you want the whole Brandy McPhee
experience, we should probably do this,’ I wave towards the bed.
‘The towelling belts are to tie me to the bed, the leather belt is
so you can give me a good whipping and the hankies are to gag me …
unless you like to hear me moan, that is. It’ll be just like the
movies.’

‘But how did …?’

‘I saw your eyes light up when I told you my husband whips me.’
I take another swig of wine but I don’t swallow it, instead I kiss
Marge and gently transfer the wine from my mouth to hers, our
tongues tangling amongst the wine and spit.

I pull her to me, our naked, sweating bodies flattened against
each other. I feel the heat of her breasts against mine and I
whisper urgently in her ear, ‘I want you to fuck me, Marge. Tie me
down, beat my sexy little arse and then fuck my tight, little cunt,
for all your worth. It doesn’t matter if you hurt me, just make me
come, hard. Can
you do that for me, Marge? Can you?’

‘Yes, God yes, Brandy, I’ll fuck you.’

What is
it about my pussy that captivates men and women so, I
wonder.

I lay on
the bed face down as Marge ties me down firmly. I tell her to wear
the strap-on before she starts to beat me as if she has to stop
half-way through to do that, I risk going off the boil and neither
of us want that.

The last
thing I say to her before she gags me is, ‘Do your worst, Marge.’
And she raises the leather belt above her head and brings it
crashing down on my unprotected arse.

To be
fair, she does her best to be mean to me, but I’ve been whipped by
large men in underground dungeons with bull-whips, where the
purpose was to punish me, not arouse me sexually. Also, Master has
trained me to stay perfectly still and silent while being punished,
if so ordered. Marge wants to see a reaction as she thinks she’s
being a mean, lesbian, bitch-queen, punishing her latest conquest,
so as not to disappoint her I wriggle and moan and beg for mercy
behind my gag.


Eventually she drops the belt and climbs onto the bed.
There’s no need for lubrication as I’m already dripping wet. She
eases the dildo into me and gently pushes to see how far it will go
comfortably. Little does she know what I’ve had shoved up me in my
time, so I can take it easily and once she has taken it in and out
a few times, she begins to fuck me seriously.

After pumping away rhythmically for some time, she lays on my
back, I can feel her hot tits pressed against me as she kisses my
neck, and she grabs me by the shoulders as she speeds up. She
utters all manner of dirty, disgusting filth in my ear, not the
sort of thing you would expect to hear from a councillor’s wife. I
can tell by the way her voice changes that she is getting very
aroused and it’s doing the same for me. I come once and then she
takes the gag out of my mouth as I approach my next climax and I
give a wounded animal moan as I lose control and tell her to,
‘Fuck me, fuck me hard,’ as I go over the edge and it feels like my brain is coming
out of my ears as I have a massive orgasm.

I lay
there gasping for breath, drooling onto the pillow as I slowly come
down from the mountain peak. Damn that was good. I often tend to
underrate ‘civilians’ as not being as good as people ‘in the game’,
when it comes to sex but sometimes I can be wrong. I would pay good
money to have this woman fuck me again, another day. Maybe I can
persuade Master to invite her along to one of my weekly whippings,
perhaps let her join in?

Marge
removes the strap-on and sits down on a chair. She swigs from the
wine bottle as she watches me tied to the bed. I think that letting
her fuck me hard like that has given her a feeling of mastery over
me. That’s okay, it’s part of our deal, I said I’d be her slave
today, so I’ll play along. I look back at her, neither of us
speaking but I know what she wants next, so I just lick my lips to
show I’m ready for it.

After a
few more swigs of wine, she approaches the bed and unties my ankles
and one of my wrists. The other, she unties the belt at the bed end
and then wraps it around my other wrist and ties it so my hands are
bound behind my back.

‘I’m not finished with you, Brandy.’ She rolls me on my back
and kisses me long and hard for several minutes while running her
hands over my body. ‘Come with me.’ She helps me up off the bed and
leads me into the bathroom. ‘I said I wanted what my husband had, I
saw photos of the two of you in the shower.’ She pushes me into the
shower cubicle and tells me to kneel. Oh
no, she wants to piss on me, like he did, I
think, but I’m mistaken. She flips down the seat and parks herself
on it. I, with my hands tied behind my back, have to eat her pussy
until she comes again. She comes heavily and my face is wet with
her juices but she tilts my head up and she licks my face
clean.

Then she
stands me up and turns the shower on. I have to stand there, hands
tied, while she washes me all over. Then she pushes me gently out
of the shower and I stand there, dripping wet while I enjoy the
sight of her soaping her naked body.

She
towels me down and then herself. When we’re both dry we return to
the bedroom and, hands still tied behind my back, she has me kneel
between her legs as she sits on the bed and feeds me sausage rolls,
scotch eggs and wine, by hand. Then she lays me on the bed and
masturbates me until I come once more.

Then we
have to get dressed as it’s getting into late afternoon and there’s
no telling when hubby might return home. She walks me to the front
door and we spend several minutes passionately kissing. ‘I don’t
suppose that we could … get together again, sometime?’ she asks
me.

‘You know, Marge, I would love that,’ I tell her and I mean it.
‘I’ll speak to my husband and see what he says. And can I assume
that our deal is still on?’

‘Of course, Brandy. You held up your end of the bargain, I’ll
do the same. What is the scheme by the way?’

‘I’ve no idea, he won’t tell me. By the way, you can call me K,
you know.’

‘I’ll stick with Brandy when we’re alone if you don’t mind. To
think that I fucked K. Gilchrist, housewife, is one thing, very
pleasant, but to think I fucked Brandy McPhee, porn star is
mind-blowing.’

I laugh
and kiss her again, then she opens the door and I get in my Land
Rover and drive home.







 


DOWN ON THE FARM

 


 


Master
and I arrive at the end of the track. According to the sign it
leads to Wild Sheep Farm, the place we know to be the home of “Wild
Sheep Enterprises” where Master has signed me up to be a farm girl
for the next ten days or so. You can’t blame Master, he is only
obliging my request for harsher treatment with tougher challenges.
He knows I thrive on these and provides me the opportunity to face
them when I can.

He pulls
over the Land Rover and turns the engine off (well, we’re in Wales
and the hills are tough going on a Mercedes so I let him use my
Land Rover). ‘This is your last chance to back out,’ he tells
me.

I must
admit, I am scared but if nothing else, pride won’t let me back out
now. ‘That’s okay, Master. I’m ready for whatever they throw at me.
I’m a Red Tag slave remember. Also … I’m Eve for the next ten days
and she’s a naughty bitch that needs to be punished.’

‘Exactly.’

‘You will be there, won’t you?’ I ask.

‘I’m staying on site for the time you’ll be there, they provide
accommodation for the owners of the slaves, if required. For the
first couple of days I’ll hang around the farm, keeping an eye on
you. One day farm girl, one day bondage movie remember. But after
that I might do a bit of sightseeing. Haven’t been to Wales since I
was in the army. But I’ll check in on you every day.’

‘Are the owners allowed to have their girls sleep with them at
night?’

‘I asked about that. They can if the owners request it, they
are their property after all. I’ll take you in some nights when I
fancy a fuck, but I plan to let them keep you in the barn most
nights and let the farm hands have access to you.’

‘Very well, Master. I understand. Eve doesn’t deserve any nice
treatment.’

He gives
me a final check over to make sure I’ve removed all rings and
piercings, no nail polish or makeup, I’m just wearing my Roman
slave dress with no underwear, I don’t even have shoes on. Then he
starts the engine again and we head down the track.

A short
while later we come to a large fence stretching off into the
distance on both sides. It’s about eight feet high and there is a
sturdy gate, the width of the track, built into it. We climb out
and approach it. There is a post box attached to the fence and an
intercom at head height, an overhead camera points down at the
intercom. Master presses the ‘talk’ button. ‘Anybody
home?’

After a
time, ‘Hello?’ comes out of the box.

‘My name’s Roger Gilchrist. I’m booked in at Wild Sheep Farm
for the next week or so.’

‘If you had a booking email there was a code number on it. Can
you tell me what that is?’

Master
fishes in his pocket and comes out with the email. ‘Yes, it’s
WPRG442.’

A slight
pause while someone checks and then, ‘That’s correct, please enter
when the gate opens.’

We climb
back in the Rover and head through the gate when it swings open.
Immediately we’re past, it swings closed behind us. As we approach
the farm up ahead, Master gives me final instructions. ‘Once we get
there you are to go into full “slave” mode, which means you stand
behind me and to one side, you do not speak unless you are spoken
to, you keep your eyes downcast and do not look anyone in the eye.
Lastly, do whatever they tell you to, don’t argue. Got all
that?’

‘Yes, Master.’ As we pull up, I reach for a last crumb of
comfort to bolster me for what is to come. ‘Please tell me you love
me.’

He grips my hand and says, ‘I love you, K, and we’re only here
because you wanted it. However, now that
we are … we will play into it fully. I
shall enjoy watching Eve being punished. Now, wait in the car until
I call you.’

Master
climbs out of the Rover and goes to the farm house. I take the
opportunity to look around the farmyard. It’s a large square with
some sort of metal structure in the middle. It seems a bit of an
odd place for a piece of artwork. The yard is cobbled but
generations of dirt have settled in between the stones so only the
tops are visible. On one side, to my left, there is the large,
two-storey farmhouse, with outbuildings attached. Facing that on my
right is a big barn at the side of which there is a track leading
off somewhere. We came in through the gate in the fence behind us
and completing the square is another fence with a gate, which leads
into the fields beyond that stretch up the hillside.

Someone
responds to Master’s knocking at the farmhouse and I
surreptitiously watch who comes out to greet him. I face straight
ahead but watch them out the corner of my eye. I don’t want to
start off in their bad books by being seen staring at
them.

It’s a
man and a woman. They both seem fairly normal, dressed in typical
farmer’s clothes, him Barbour jacket and flat cap, she’s wearing a
check shirt and jeans and Wellington’s. I’ve never seen him before,
but I realise that the woman, with her relaxed pose, easy smile and
floppy hair, is the mean-faced, Dom bitch that tortures all the
girls in the metal bondage movies, and sexually abuses them before
letting her assistants fuck them. Believe me it’s her, I recognise
her as I’ve been watching those videos assiduously since Master
told me he was bringing me here.

They
converse for a while, seeming quite chatty and friendly, then
Master turns back to the Rover and beckons me to join them. I climb
out of the car and approach them. As instructed I stand beside him
and a few paces to the rear. I clasp my hands in front of me and
bow my head.

‘We just need to run over a few things with you first, Mr.
Gilchrist, so we might as well do it in front of your slave so she
understands what she can expect. All the girls are treated as just
animals while they are here, so names aren’t used except on
documentation. We know her of course as Brandy McPhee but as that’s
obviously not her real name, what name do you wish her to be
registered as while she’s here?’

‘Her name is Eve.’

The
woman lifts the clipboard she is carrying and writes down my name.
‘The girls of course don’t have names, just numbers but I needed a
name for our records, or in case we have to discuss her with you.
Now then, let me explain the set up here and the rules … pay
attention, Eve, if you break these rules then you will be
punished.’ I just nod.

‘My name is Mistress Lisa, I’m in charge of the metal bondage
movies. This is my husband Master Darren, he is in charge of the
day to day running of the farm and the punishment of the slaves.
The girls will be used to actually manage the daily feed of the
farm animals and so on. Along with that they will also be required
to carry out trivial and pointless duties that have no purpose
other than to wear down the girls, humiliate them and look good on
camera for the entertainment of the punters who buy our films.
These will often be painful and degrading, but that is the whole
purpose of the slaves being brought here in the first place, for
training or just as a punishment, decreed by their
owners.

‘Now then, Mr. Gilchrist, I must ask you certain questions so
that we may handle your girl in the manner that you wish.’ She
reads out each question and then annotates the clipboard with the
appropriate answer.

‘Do you accept, Mr. Gilchrist, that once Eve is handed over to
us, we are free to use her in any way we wish, involving both
physical and sexual torture, until such time as your booking with
us is up, or alternately you decide that she has had enough and
withdraw her from the programme?’

‘I do.’

‘Do you accept that any physical punishments will be strict and
painful, and the severity and regularity will be decided by
us?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you agree that while she is here, Eve will be sexually
available to myself, my husband and any of the Wild Sheep
employees, whether as part of her training, staged filming or
purely for their personal pleasure?’

‘Agreed. Help yourselves.’

‘Do you agree that any movies are that are made of Eve are
purely the property of Wild Sheep Enterprises, and all profits from
the sale of said movies is to belong to Wild Sheep Enterprises?
Furthermore that we are allowed to use the brand name of Brandy
McPhee to promote the sales of said videos?’

‘Agreed, although I would like copies of the movies for my
personal collection.’

‘We can do that for you, Mr. Gilchrist.’

‘Finally, I have to ask this for legal reasons. Eve, are you
here willingly, not under any duress, and also accept the above
conditions?’

‘Yes, Mistress Lisa, I accept them.’

‘Very good, you’ll be required to make a short video to that
effect of course.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Very good. Right, if you could just sign here, Mr. Gilchrist,
Darren will show you to your accommodation so that your slave will
know where to find you if necessary. Then she’ll be stripped and
put through induction. Which, as with all our owners, you are
welcome to watch. Feel free to watch as much or as little of Eve’s
treatment as you like, during her stay.’ She hands the clipboard to
Master which he signs.

‘Could you park your vehicle over by the gate you came through,
there’s plenty of space there,’ Master Darren asks.

Master
turns to me and throws me the keys. ‘Park the Rover up and then
bring my bags, will you? There’s a good girl.’

‘Yes, Master.’ I go to the Rover and park it up, get the bags
and follow the path they took past the outbuildings. The cobbles
are rough on my feet but I ignore that as that is going to be the
least of my discomforts over the next week or so.

I catch
up to them as they are passing some stables, just in time to hear
Master Darren telling Master Roger, ‘These are the stables where
the girls are quartered. We never have more than six at a time, so
our staff can make sure they are all monitored at all
times.’

(This is
getting confusing with all these Masters and Mistresses around. so
I shall just refer to each of them by their given name, unless I am
in conversation with them.)

‘The owners that wish to stay on site while their slaves are
here are accommodated in these flats.’ We arrive at what seems to
be an old barn that has been refurbished. The farm is half way up
the hill so the building has a wonderful view across the valley.
‘You’re in number 3, same number as your girl,’ says Darren
unlocking the door and handing Roger the key. ‘If you forget the
number just check her tit. We have a private chef so each day we
will post that day’s menu under your door, so you can choose
breakfast, lunch and dinner which will be served in the farmhouse
or in your room. We’re registered as a guest house, so we even have
a bar licence so you can have drink.

‘I’ll leave you now with your slave so you can get settled in,
unpack, whatever. When you’re ready, bring her along to the
farmhouse and we can begin induction.’

After
he’s gone we check the room out, it’s very nice. Double bed,
ensuite, TV etc. Like a top class hotel room. There’s even a dog
basket in the corner. ‘Waddya think that’s for?’ I ask.

‘You,’ he replies. ‘They ask in their brochure that if the
slave is taken in for the night, after being used they are made to
sleep in the basket to maintain the illusion that they are animals.
It can mess with their heads if they spend the night in a plush bed
and then are taken out into the fields on a leash. Best to keep
them at ground level at all times, like animals.’

He steps
up close to me and I can feel his breath on my face as he speaks.
‘After all you are an animal aren’t you? Just a dirty piece of
filth, not even human like the rest of us. Why in God’s name I let
trash like you live in my house with us humans, I can’t think. You
should spend your time in the barn.’

I can
tell what he’s doing, he knows that talking to me like that appeals
to something dark, deep inside me. He’s not after sex, we spent
last night in his bed and we fucked several times and once this
morning, he is just getting me aroused so that I can get into the
right mindset to handle the coming week. When I’m in “animal mode”
I can handle almost any amount of pain and degradation.

‘But you married me,’ I argue back, to urge him on.

‘I married K, not this piece of filth, Eve. When we get home,
I’m going to keep Eve chained up in the Fun room and only let
Brandy McPhee out to make movies. What do you say to that,
slut?’

I stare
back into his eyes. ‘And when Brandy McPhee is being fucked on
camera, will you watch … will you watch as each man takes me in
every hole? Will you watch them bugger me and make me swallow their
cum? And will you get hard watching them abuse me?’

‘I will watch and laugh as they defile you, one after the
other, and the last thing you swallow before they put you back in
your cage for the night, will be the contents of my balls and the
taste of my spunk in your mouth will be there all
night.’

‘I hate you, you bastard!’ I tell him but there’s no getting
away from it, I’m getting very wet and I’m ready to be taken and
used by strangers. He knows me so well and how to get me juiced
up.

‘Good. Let’s go and get you started.’

We walk
back to the farmhouse, looking in at the stables along the way.
They’re all empty so I assume the girls are out in the fields for
the day. Each one has those split doors and the floors are covered
in hay. There are a few blankets but they are the only creature
comforts. I see a chain fastened to the wall which I presume the
girls are attached to by their neck or wrists, and there are also a
couple of metal cuffs attached to the wall so a slave can be
stretched out, standing up, as if in an X-Frame. Roger points out
the surveillance camera in each stable box. There is an outside
toilet if you need to poop, but I suppose during the night time you
have to pee in the bucket in the corner.

We
arrive at the farmhouse, Roger knocks and a new guy answers the
door. We follow him down several passages past what are obviously
the dining room and a lounge area with a bar and large screen TV,
to a large room. Roger and Lisa are waiting for us there. There’s a
large wooden table covered in metal bracelets, chains and so
on.

‘Welcome. I hope you like your accommodation?’ asks Lisa. (She
seems to be the one in charge all the time, the one doing the
talking.)

‘It’s fine, thank you.’ He’s brought my work boots along and he
places them on the table. ‘I’d like her to wear these when she’s
working around the farm. She’s a pony girl so I can’t afford for
her to have her feet damaged.’

‘Of course,’ replies Lisa. ‘We make the girls wear boots on the
farm, anyway. This will be better if she has her own, that she’s
worn in.

‘Now you’re settled in, let me explain a bit more about our set
up here. We have eight handlers on our staff. They are to be called
“sir”. They rotate so your girl will probably get handled by all of
them. We always make sure there is always one more handler than we
have “guests”. This week there are only four other girls here for
training, so with Eve that makes five.

‘As well as Darren and myself and the animal wranglers, there
are the other employees, the camera crews, the assistants in the
metal bondage shoots, the chef who lives in … hell even the man who
does the accounts visits regularly. So you will see other people
around but they are all slave owners or our people. Everyone has a
remote control that will unlock the gate, so outsiders cannot just
drive in. Here is yours.’ She throws him a tag. ‘Feel free to go
sightseeing, I’ll recommend some places to visit, if you
like.

‘Now, then Mr. Gilchrist, if you’ve said your goodbyes to your
girl, we’ll take charge of her, and I repeat the question … you
understand that once we collar her, she is ours to play
with?’

‘Understood,’ Roger replies. ‘Have at her. One last thing
though, Eve here is a troublesome slave and needs strict handling
to keep her in line. Please feel free to be harsh with
her.’

‘I’ll make a note of that. Right, we’ll start with the
compliance video.’ Lisa gives me a sheet of paper with the words of
the declaration on. Darren points a Go Pro camera in my direction
and gives the rolling sign with his other hand.

‘I, K. Gilchrist, am here voluntarily and willingly accept any
and all treatment that is given to me whilst here at Wild Sheep
Farm, etc., etc., blah, blah, blah, so on and so forth, Veni, Vidi,
Vici.’ I’ve made dozens of these videos over the years, since I’ve
been Roger’s slave.

‘Strip,’ Lisa orders me. I remove my dress, naked underneath
remember, and look around for somewhere to put it. Roger holds out
his hand and takes it from me. They tell me to turn around and
Darren zooms in on the brand on my buttock, just to prove I am the
‘real’ Brandy McPhee.

The guy
who let us into the farmhouse begins selecting things from the
table. First he puts a metal collar around my neck, it’s loose but
not loose enough to slide over my head. He fastens it at the back
with a nut and bolt and then tightens it with a spanner. He places
metal cuffs on my wrist and ankles, once again fastening them with
nuts and bolts. Spanner tightened, the nuts are far too tight for
me to be able to undo them by hand.

Then he
fastens chains from wrist to wrist, ankle to ankle and then he puts
a longer one on my collar that hangs down and attaches to my wrist
and ankle chains. He adjusts the tension on each of the chains
until I am standing there, slightly crouched and unable to walk
properly. It’s similar to what you see on American cop programmes
where the convict is attached at all points and unable to run away.
Once I am properly restrained, Darren takes a felt tipped pen and
writes a large number ‘3’ on my chest, above my left breast. ‘Your
number is 3 and you will answer to that,’ he tells me.

‘Yes, Master.’

Roger
pulls his phone out and takes a picture of me also. I know he’ll
use it to tease me later (bastard).

Lisa
pipes up, ‘I must admit, once we heard that Brandy McPhee was
coming here, many of my people were queuing up to book time with
her, including my husband, he’s a big fan. So I promised him first
crack at her, if that’s okay with you?’

‘Be my guest.’

Darren
approaches me and pushes me onto my back on the table. He unzips
himself. So the chains don’t get in the way, he lifts my legs into
the air as he enters me. He has no problem sliding his cock into me
as all that talk that Roger gave me (priming the pump you might
call it) did the trick and I’m good and wet. I stare at the ceiling
as he fucks me, occasionally glancing at Roger. He is affecting to
be bored by the proceedings but I know he is aroused by watching me
being fucked, he always is.

Darren’s
thrusts are getting faster and deeper so I know he is near to
coming, so I’m not surprised when he pulls out, grabs the chain
attached to my collar, and pulls me off the table and down onto my
knees. Obligingly, without being told, I open wide and take him in
my mouth, as he holds my head and pumps himself deep into my mouth,
touching the back of my throat. He soon comes, spurting his cum
into my willing mouth and I swallow it all down, like a good little
farm girl.

When he
has done, after he has wiped his wet cock on my hair, he pulls me
to my feet and asks Lisa, ‘What do you want to do with her
now?’

Lisa
explains to Roger, ‘Normally we give the girls a good whipping on
their arrival to show them what they can expect if they don’t obey
orders, but I’ve seen Eve here take much more than that in her
movies, so there doesn’t seem much point to that. Instead, we
planned a nice little treat for her. The staff were all so excited
at the chance to fuck Brandy McPhee that we decided they could have
a gang bang on her as a welcoming surprise. We even had to insist
on them drawing numbers out of a hat, to stop the arguments about
who went first after Darren.

‘I’ll have my man take her over to the big barn and the staff
can start on her. Care for a drink while they set her up, Mr.
Gilchrist? We can watch later.’

‘I’ll have a scotch, thanks … and please, call me
Roger.’

Lisa
(the bitch) flutters her eyelids at him and pours him a drink as I
am led away.

 



~~~

 


The
handler, there will be so many over the next week that I won’t
bother naming them as individuals, the faces (and cocks) all blur
into one. Any man that approaches me is just a handler, wrangler or
a farm hand, and I am to obey him without question. Some of them
will just use me, others will take delight in using me roughly. But
that’s why I’m here.

I can
only walk in a kind of shuffle as the wrangler leads me across the
yard to the barn. We go into the barn but I don’t get much of a
chance to look around as he throws me to the floor on a pile of
straw in one corner. He undoes my ankle chain so my legs are free
and I can spread them easily, but he fastens my wrist chain to a
ring on the wall, so my arms are stretched above my
head.

He
stands over me and nudges my legs apart with his feet. It’s obvious
that he intends to fuck me next. ‘I thought everyone had to take a
number.’ I say cheekily.

He takes
a ticket out of his pocket and it has the number 2 on it. ‘That’s
why I was chosen to be the one to collar you and bring you
here.’

I give
in and don’t argue when he drops to his knees, unzips his cock and
sticks it in me. When he’s finished, he gets onto his radio and
calls up number 3, telling them it’s their turn. Once he has
arrived and is in me I’m tempted to shout at one point, ‘Come in
number 3, your time is up.’

And so
it goes on, a long list of men taking me one after the other. (Not
for the first time, I might add.) They only vary in which hole they
use, they know they have free use of me. Around the fourth or fifth
I notice that Roger and Lisa are standing in the doorway watching
me being gang banged. They’re both drinking whisky and Roger is
smoking a cigar. I try to smile at him but I’m in the middle of a
particularly rough arse fucking, so it’s a little
difficult.

They
move closer to watch in more detail. Roger is enjoying watching my
fucking and I can see that Lisa is enjoying Roger. She is going to
try and bang him, I can tell … a women knows. I guess from the fact
that Darren isn’t around, that he isn’t going to interfere if Lisa
decides to cuckold him, with Roger. Maybe she does it all the time
with guest owners, who knows what their lifestyle is. I just know
that if it happens, Lisa will give me a harder time as her lover’s
slave, and Darren will give me a harder time as the slave of the
man that’s cuckolding him.

I guess
Eve really is going to suffer after all.
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When the
staff have finished with me (some of them patiently waited their
turn for a second go and they dutifully followed the ticket number
order again) I lay there, every hole sore, face and tits spattered
with spunk that I couldn’t swallow down and it ran out my mouth.
It’s not the worst I’ve ever had. This was just a gang bang, I’ve
been gang raped both on film and in real life, so this was easy to
cope with. The original handler decides that he’d like one last go
on me for the day, so as he’s humping away, I’m that numb I can
hardly feel him so I tune him out and listen to Roger and Lisa
talking.

I hear
Roger ask, ‘What happens to her now?’

‘Well, it’s getting late in the day,’ replies Lisa. ‘Our rules
state that they must spend their first night in the stables before
you start taking them back to your place.’

‘That won’t bother her, she’s a fully trained pony
girl.’

‘Yes, I noticed the “rampant horse” tattoo. How do you feel
about making a bit of money on the side? I know someone who would
pay a lot of money to have Brandy McPhee in his stables for a few
days.’

‘Separate from our deal you mean?’

‘That’s right.’

‘I’d have to be with her of course. I look after my property
and I do that by never letting anyone I don’t know get their hands
on her, unless I’m there to watch out for her.’

‘That could be arranged. But as he doesn’t know you either, he
might prefer it if I was there too. To act as a liaison if
necessary. We could stay there together for a few days. Darren can
run this place in my absence. We could … get to know each other
better.’

‘So you run this place, do you? I was wondering. Won’t Darren
object to us getting to know each other
better?’

‘He does as he’s told, or he’ll find himself in there,’ she
says, indicating the rear of the barn, but I’ve no idea what’s back
there. ‘The men work for me.’

‘I see. This wouldn’t cut into our arrangement though, would
it? I’m rather looking forward to watching Eve in your
hands.’

‘Oh no, I’ll still put the bitch through her paces and make
sure you get your money’s worth.’

He looks
her up and down, slowly. ‘It’s a very tempting offer,’ he says and
we all know he means her as well as the pony deal. ‘But I can’t
stay away for too long, I have a schedule I’m working to and I need
her with me to complete it. I’ll save the offer for another time,
if that’s okay?’

‘Why don’t I stop by your room after dinner and we could
discuss it further? Perhaps I can persuade you to change your
mind.’

‘You can try …’

‘Red or white wine?’

‘Red … I usually prefer red for business discussions.’ He winks
at me and they both head off, back to the farmhouse I
suppose.

The
handler makes me swallow his last dose of spunk and then
refastening my ankle chain, leads me at a shuffle to the stables,
the spunk dribbling out of my pussy and running down my thighs,
where he puts me in one of them. It’s third from the end, so now I
understand the number on my chest. He removes my ankle chain and
takes the long chain from my collar and attaches it to the ring
bolt on the wall. My wrists are still fastened together by a chain
though. I’m a bit wary about being left alone while tethered by my
neck, but I see the red light on the camera so I’m reassured that
they are monitoring me.

He
leaves, returning a few minutes later with a couple of metal
buckets. One has oats in and one has water. ‘Here’s your food.
Enjoy.’ He leaves again.

I look
in the buckets, one has dry oats and one is full of water. I drink
some of the water and splash some on myself to wash the spunk off.
I’m getting hungry as I haven’t eaten since breakfast, so I try the
oats. As expected they are dry and horrible but I do my best to
force some down, accompanied by water. I wrap myself in a blanket
and try to make myself comfortable on the straw, settling down for
a long night.

I’ve got
my eyes closed when I smell some smoke. Instantly alert to the fact
I’m lying in a heap of very inflammable straw, I sit bolt upright,
but I see it is only Roger, smoking a cigar as he watches
me.

‘Hello, Master. Enjoy the show?’

‘I did, Eve, I did.’

‘Master, can I ask, are you going to sleep with Mistress Lisa?
Even while her husband knows all about it?’

‘It’s not your place to question your Master’s actions. Don’t
do it again,’ he says sternly but without raising his
voice.

‘No, Master. Sorry, Master.’

‘Have you eaten?’

‘Only this,’ I show him the oats.

He
throws me a package inside which are a couple of sandwiches.
‘Enjoy, I’ll see you tomorrow. Night, Eve.’

‘Night, Master.’
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Somehow
I manage to fall asleep and I’m surprised when a handler wakes me
up at dawn. It’s a different one from yesterday. ‘Put your boots
on,’ he says throwing them to me. ‘You’ll be on the farm today.’ He
gives me a metal dog bowl with food in. It seems to be left over
scraps from the “guests” meals last night. I don’t mind as it looks
better than the oats, there’s plenty of it and I’m hungry, so I eat
it.

Once
I’ve finished eating it with my hands, he unchains me and lets me
use the outside toilet. There’s a sink inside the outhouse so I can
splash some water on my face and rinse my mouth out. The sun has
only just come up, so it is still ‘Fresh” outside and naked as I
am, I’m covered in goose-bumps and my nipples are erect. (Not from
desire, I can assure you.)

‘You’ll be fine once the day warms up. I’ll keep you busy until
then to keep you warm,’ he assures me.

All the
other stable doors are closed so it looks like I am the first one
to be woken and put into service that day. (Lucky me!) He leaves
the neck chain fastened to the wall in the stable, so I am free to
walk properly, only being tethered at hands and feet.

In the
big barn, he tells me to stand still while he rubs suntan lotion
all over me, taking the opportunity to ‘cop a feel’ as he does.
‘It’ll be sunny today and we don’t want you getting sunburnt, do
we?’ (Like he gives a damn.)

He gives
me a bucket of what turns out to be (literally) chicken-feed, and
takes me out of the back of the barn. As we pass through, I can see
all the bondage bars, racks and cages they use in the movies. So
this is where the filming takes place.

Outside
the back of the barn then is a pen with chickens in and another
with pigs. The handler opens the gate of the chicken pen and pushes
me inside. Never done it before so I just do as I’ve seen on the
movies, sprinkle the food onto the ground for the chickens to feed
on. Then I do the same for the pigs, pouring bucket after bucket of
slops into their food trough.

Next he
takes me to the back of a quad-bike that is parked behind the barn.
He takes a chain from the rear trailer hook and attaches it to my
collar. Then he brings out a yoke from the barn and places it
across my shoulders. It’s just like one of those you see milk-maids
use in old films, the wooden cross bar, balanced by a bucket
dangling from each end.

‘The tap to the water trough for the sheep is broken, so until
we get it fixed, you’ll have to carry the water up the hill by hand
to fill their drinking trough. It’ll only take two or three trips,’
he says cheerfully. He goes into the barn and comes back a moment
later carrying two heavy buckets filled with water. He hooks them
onto the arms of the yoke. Next he turns on a Go Pro camera
attached to the bike, pointing directly at me, then he straddles
the quad-bike, starts it up and off we set.

The bike
leads me up along a track leading up the hill, not too steep and we
only go about an eighth of a mile. I’m super fit (after all, Roger
makes me run and workout every day) so it’s not too hard at first,
I’m just beginning to get puffed out when we arrive at the field,
full of sheep. He takes the buckets off me, fills the trough and
hooks them back on the yoke.

The
sheep come flooding to the trough as we head back down the hill for
a refill, and this time I can feel the ache in my legs as we go up
the hill for the second time. Fortunately the yoke is well worn and
evenly balanced. Years of use have worn away any rough spots, so it
sits comfortably on my shoulders. That doesn’t stop me tripping
over at one point though, spilling all the water, causing me to get
muddy as I fall in that bit where the water soaked into the dirt,
necessitating another trip downhill to replenish. There’s a breeze
up on the hill but I’m sweating by this time, so I’m not cold and
find it refreshing.

Another
time down the hill for a refill, and this time going uphill I can
feel the ‘burn’ in my thighs, and my legs are getting a bit
“wobbly” as we reach the field for the third time. Thankfully this
trip fills the trough and we don’t have to bring any more
up.

When we’re done and the sheep have their water, he casually
turns the tap on and washes his hands. The tap was working all
along, lying bastard!

He takes
the yoke off me and tells me he’s taking me on the ‘guided tour’ of
the farm. So, still with my wrists and ankle chains on and my
collar fastened to the bike, he sets off and I have to follow him.
He only goes at walking speed as I trail behind him, but he doesn’t
stop whenever I fall over, which happens a few times and I am
dragged along the ground for a few feet before I can scramble to my
feet, but I have sense enough to hold onto the chain with my hands
so it’s my arms take the strain and not my neck.

He shows
me the field where cows are grazing, and coming down the hill to a
flat part in a valley, he shows me the fields I saw in the video
where a handler ploughed the field, while female slaves were
tethered to the fence.

It’s
getting on for midday, so he stops at one point along our tour,
looking over the valley, to have cup of tea and a bite to eat. The
sun is up and I’m pleasantly warm now that I’ve stopped sweating,
and I’m grateful for the suntan lotion. I take in the beautiful
view of the Welsh hills and valleys as he unpacks his bag, which is
fastened to the back of the bike. He sits on the bike seat and
makes me kneel next to him, as he feeds me bits of his sandwich,
and then thankfully, he lets me drink some of his tea.

Of course, the inevitable happens and as he lights a
cigarette, he tells me to unzip him and give him a blowjob. I do as
I’m told as I’m here to be used and more truthfully, and my Master
knows this … I’m a dirty, fucking whore
and my place in life is on my knees, sucking the cock of some
stranger!

I seem
to please him as afterwards, he lets me finish off his tea. It’s
got sugar in it and Roger never lets me have sugar except for
special occasions, which are rare. Afterwards I need to pee so he
tells me to just squat at the side of the road, so I do that as I
don’t have any other option. Once we’re done, he chains me to the
back of the bike again and he leads me back to the
farmyard.

By this
time other farm girls are working around the farm. The ones I see
are numbered like me. 1 and 5 are blondes, 2 is a brunette with
short hair, and 4 is nowhere to be seen. They are all naked as I
am, except for boots and work gloves. Darren enters the yard and
calls out to number 5. She sheepishly comes forward and he
indicates to a couple of handlers and they grab her and fasten her
to the odd metal structure in the middle of the
farmyard.

When I
first saw it, I was thinking in an arty way, not a torture way, so
I didn’t recognise it for what it was. Now I see as they fasten her
spread-eagled onto it, it may have been made to look like a modern
art piece but it was definitely designed for punishment.

The rest
of us girls are made to line up (in numerical order I found out at
the cost of a strike across the arse with a whip) and we will have
to watch as Darren punishes her. ‘What has she done?’ I ask my
handler.

‘Nothing, it’s just her turn. It’ll be yours in a couple of
days.’

‘What if I haven’t done anything wrong?’

‘Doesn’t matter, Master Darren likes to punish you girls, so
it’ll happen. Now be quiet and stop talking.’ He follows this up
with a stinging crack across my buttocks with a short
whip.

He
hasn’t carried a whip all morning, but now I see since we’ve
returned to the yard he has taken to carrying one, like the other
handlers I can see. It’s only a short one, from the handle the
flexible leather bit only reaches to the floor, so from experience
I know that it’s not made for punishment whippings, just directing
or correcting a slave, like you would use a cane or a crop. Just a
quick flick to encourage them to obey.

I stand
at Attention staring straight ahead as they fasten the girl in the
contraption. Then Darren takes a whip, a full length punishment
whip this time, and lays into her.

They
haven’t fixed number 5 so tight she is immobile and as the whip
falls on her, leaving red marks on her skin, she struggles and
thrashes about, which only seems to spur Darren on. Her cries echo
across the open countryside but there’s no one around to hear her
except us.

Watching
Darren punish her just confirms my assessment of him as a
“small-dicked weasel” (figuratively speaking) who isn’t man enough
to stop his wife from cuckolding him, so he gets his revenge on the
world by abusing slaves … which, I must admit … makes him ideal to
run a place like this. I’ll just have to watch my step around him,
but he won’t make me cry.

Finally
(when I suspect Darren has had an orgasm) they untie number 5 and
take her away, sobbing, to her stable. The rest of us are told to
go back to our duties. I look around for my handler to find out my
orders. He takes me over to meet number 1, the other blonde.
‘Hello,’ I say to her, ‘My name is–’ I break off as I get a crack
across the back of my thighs from his whip.’

‘No names, you are just animals so you do not have names, only
numbers. Now, I want you to help number 1 shift these bales of hay
into the barn. I’ll get you some gloves.’

As he
leaves us alone for a moment, I venture, ‘My name is Eve, what’s
yours?’

She
looks at me and shakes her head, wary of being caught talking. The
handler returns and gives me the gloves. I put them on and we start
moving the bales of hay.

It takes
an effort to get a full bale of hay onto your shoulders but I’m
used to it. They make me do stuff like this every time I go the
pony ranch and I’ve built up the necessary muscles to do it. Number
1 however is struggling and I have to help her heave it onto her
back, and then she can stagger away into the barn with it. I just
heave it on my shoulders and walk into the barn. Which is when I
find out where number 4 has got to.

She is
at the back of the barn, in the film set, stretched out on a wire
bed frame that is supported by metal piping, holding her at waist
height, horizontally. One man is poking a large dildo on a pole in
and out of her pussy, another man is walking around her filming
this, while Mistress Lisa is zapping her occasionally with what
appears to be a Violet Wand, an electric shock device.

I stop
to watch what’s happening as it’s going to happen to me soon, when
I receive another stinging blow across my back from one of the
handlers. It’s a different one this time and he seems to be in
charge of arranging the hay, and has taken over stewardship of
number 1 and myself.

I do as
I’m told and number 1 and I carry on lugging bales of hay into the
barn. After about ten minutes or so, I realise that I’m the only
one carrying hay anymore. On my next trip into the barn I see that
the new handler is sitting on a bale of hay and number 1 is
kneeling before him, sucking him off. Oh well. I carry on shifting
hay.

By now,
the man with the pole has ‘changed ends’ and now has his cock in
number 4’s mouth, as her head dangles over the end of the bed
frame.

I sit
down on the bales out in the yard for a moment to take a breather.
I see one of the handlers approach no 2, the brunette, who is
mucking out one of the outhouses. She’s brushing everything out,
prior to washing the floor with the mop and bucket I can see next
to her. He speaks to her for a moment and then takes her by the
arm, into the outhouse, presumably for a bit of afternoon delight.
Everyone’s getting sex besides me and possibly number 5. Must be
afternoon tea break or something. Still after last night’s gang
bang my pussy could probably do with a rest … it’s just that when I
saw what was happening to number 4, I must admit, my pussy got a
teeny, tiny bit, wet.

I
sitting there wondering when it’ll be my turn in the metal bondage
room, when a couple strokes of a whip across my back get me humping
hay bales again. Eventually number 1 has finished her oral task and
comes to help me again.

I
needn’t have worried about not getting enough sex though. Later
that afternoon, a couple of different handlers, take me and number
1 into the barn and fuck us, side by side on all-fours, so the day
hasn’t been a total waste.

At the
end of the working day, we are all lined up numerically and
encouraged with blows from a whip, a couple of handlers march us
back to the stables and chain us up by the neck again in our
individual stables.


Apparently the routine is that whoever marches us back to our
stable at the end of the day, gets to fuck us, if they wish. That’s
a standard, daily ritual. Then we are fed and watered. It’s not
oats this time but what appears to be leftovers from the guest’s
lunch, with extra things like potatoes and apples chopped up and
thrown in. Doesn’t look much different from what I fed the pigs
this morning but I eat it. I need the fuel and can’t afford to be
picky.

I try
calling out to my fellow ‘inmates’ but they all seem to be too
scared to answer me. As the evening draws on I hear the doors open
in the other stables, and the sound of people having sex. A couple
of handlers visit me and I have to please them both, then they take
turns banging me, for which I am rewarded with extra food. I get
the game now, if you want to eat well, fuck anyone that comes to
you. Got it.

Roger
drops by later to check on me, after it’s got dark. ‘You okay,
Eve?’

I stand
up but the chain won’t let me reach the door. Even with my arm at
full stretch I can’t reach him until he stretches too and we are
just able to hold hands. But sometimes that touch is just
enough.

I can
smell whisky and cigars. ‘I’ll be fine, Master. Good night, love
you.’

He looks
at me. ‘Yeah, me too.’







 


MUD PIES

 


 


I wake
with a start to find one of the handlers unclipping my neck chain.
I had slept right through the night without waking. I’m familiar
with that from the pony ranch. It’s so tiring you just crash out
until somebody wakes you again. Not even the sound of the girl in
the next cot to you being banged by the ranch hands can keep you
awake.

‘Let’s go,’ he says. ‘Go and use the toilet.’ I start to put on
my boots but he tells me I won’t be needing them today. Of course,
one day on the farm, one day bondage filming.

When
I’ve finished my ablutions I ask him about breakfast and he tells
me I’ll get fed along the way during the day. So I follow him to
the big barn. To my surprise I see number 1 there. She is in a
contraption, a wire cage that holds her in in position on her hands
and knees with her head poking out of the cage. It is placed on top
of a large wooden block which raises her head up to groin height,
and I can see how that is going to be put to use.

Number
5, another blonde, is waiting for us. I nod to her, mindful of the
‘no talking’ rule. I watch as another handler fits her with some
kind of iron bar to fasten her arms behind her. Then the man who
brought me from the stables fits me with the same
device.

They
unscrew the nut and bolt holding my collar shut, then an iron bar
is attached to the collar and the bolt refastened. The bar hangs
down behind my back and my wrist cuffs are attached to a ring of
metal that sits around the bar and allows my cuffs to slide up and
down the bar as I’m placed in various positions. Then a T-bar is
screwed onto the bar to stop my cuffs sliding off the
end.

Then
they attach number 5 and I to the rear of a quad-bike and one of
them drives slowly along the track while the other handler walks
behind us, encouraging us with the whip if either of us start
flagging. They only stop the bike if one of us falls over, as they
refuse to help and it takes ages to get up by yourself without the
use of your hands. Then the bike starts up again.

We walk
for ages, miles, I don’t know. They take us to places on the farm I
haven’t seen before, this place is bigger than I thought. The sun
comes up and it’s getting hot and of course once you start to sweat
it seems to attract the flies. So between all that I lose all sense
of time.

They
stop at one point to grease us up with suntan lotion. I ask them
for some food, which earns me a couple of strokes across my tits
with a whip, but then I get told that I’ll get fed at lunchtime. We
carry on walking, all the time being filmed by the camera on the
back of the bike. The purpose is just to wear us down.


Eventually we arrive at an open field with an outhouse off to
one side. There is a water bowser on one side of the field and it
has the tap partially open so that it leaks water, which runs down
into a pool of dirty, muddy water. It’s not just muddy ground, it
seems to have depth to it. So I think I can guess what is going to
happen next.

They
unhook our neck chains from the bike, and they film some close ups
of us first, taking great care to get my brand and my tattoos into
the shot. Then they take a girl’s chain each and walk around the
outside of the muddy pool, slowly drawing us further into the pool
until we are up to our knees. Then they give a vicious jerk on the
chains and we fall into the mud

As I
suspected it’s not just dirty water, it’s actually liquid mud, the
sort that doesn’t run off but clings to your body and your hair.
With our hands fastened behind us it is very difficult to find our
feet, they slip away underneath us, and we both fall back into the
filth several times before we manage to stand again.


Completely covered in the mud, they draw us to the edge of
the pool, and then lead us to the outhouse. There are two doors on
the building and number 5 is taken through one and I am taken
through the other. This is more than an outhouse, there is a pulley
hanging on a crossbar above us and several Go Pro cameras click
into life, according to their red lights. Must be motion activated.
The walls are just bare plaster and there’s a dirt floor. Two open
gaps high up in the wall, let daylight through.

The
handler with me attaches my iron bar to the pulley chain in such a
way that my arms are pulled up behind me and I have to lean
forward. Then he tells me to kneel down, down, as he lowers the
chain until my head is touching the floor, still with my arms
raised up though.

Finally
I see why. He leaves the room and returns a few minutes later with
a bucket of water and a sack. ‘Here’s your lunch as promised,’ he
says as he empties the sack onto the floor, it’s food. I thought
I’d have to blow him or something before they fed me (I’m so hungry
I’d suck off a goat just to get something to eat) but I guess they
are saving that for later.

‘Enjoy your lunch. He leaves the room/cell (?) I’m in. Eating
means eating the food straight off the dirty floor but I don’t
care. Fortunately it’s all easy to eat chunks of apples, potatoes,
carrots, etc. and I soon devour it. Then I dunk my head in the
bucket and rinse the mud out of my mouth before drinking my fill. I
sit back as best I can and relax to build myself up for what’s to
come.

They
leave me there for ages, seems like hours. The mud dries on me,
leaving me caked in dry dirt. Eventually all that water I drank
needs to come out, so I stand up and reaching the limit of my
chain, squat over in the corner and pee on the floor. Fortunately
it’s dirt and it soon soaks in.

I hear
the door to number 5’s cell open and close and I hear talking. They
spend some time in there. I don’t know what they do to her but I
hear her scream occasionally. There are moans but I can’t tell if
they’re from pleasure or pain.

It goes
quiet for a while and then they come to me. They raise the pulley
chain so I am standing, but in the bent forward position. First
they give me a hard whipping, bent over like that, my tits dangle
and make attractive targets, so they give those and my buttocks
extra attention. Each crack of the whip on my helpless flesh causes
the dried on mud to crack and fall off in a cloud of dust. But I
can take it. Next they lower me to my knees, and I have to suck on
the cock of one of them, while the other casually flicks me with
the whip. Any harder I suppose and I’m in danger of reflexively
jerking and biting his friend’s dick.


Eventually, they ease up. One of them puts a large stone in
my mouth and cautions me to hold on to it until they return,
otherwise, ‘It will be very bad for me.’ Then they go next door and
start on number 5 again.

I stand
there, arms stretched painfully behind my back, holding a stupid
stone in my fucking mouth, but I daren’t spit it out for fear of
what they’ll do to me. Every movement causes my shoulder muscles to
cry out in pain. I don’t know how much longer I can take this
before crying for help, when mercifully (?) they come
back.

First
they remove the stone from my mouth, and then they lower the chain
so they can bend me fully forward, arms straight up in the air, and
one them fucks me from behind. He’s brutal and forceful, with no
concern for how it feels to me, but then I’m just an animal aren’t
I? I presume the other one fucked number 5 next door. He goes all
the way and comes inside me, afterwards he puts his cock in my
mouth with instructions to, ‘Suck him dry and then lick him clean,’
which I do. Then they release me from the pulley chain and I
collapse on the floor.

I’m only
allowed a moment or two to recover before they lift me to my feet
and grabbing my iron bar I’m walked out the room and into the
daylight. I stand there blinking in the bright sunshine while they
bring out number 5 and reattach our neck chains.

‘Waddya say we gives these hippos another mud bath?’ says one
of them, to which his mate agrees. We are walked into the mud and
pulled off our feet again. This time I only sink to my knees but
another yank on the chain pulls me face first into the filth, so
I’m completely covered again. Then they pull us out and attach us
to the quad bike once more. He sets off and we have to walk behind
it all the way back down to the farm. Luckily it doesn’t take as
long as it did this morning. They obviously took us around the
houses to wear us out first, this time we go direct. Still, the mud
has dried on us and 5 and I look like those African warriors that
cover themselves in mud to go into battle.

When we
reach the farmyard, they remove the iron bar and seal us back into
our collars. They tell us to stand against the barn with our hands
on our heads. We stand there for some time, not knowing what is
going to happen next, when they both return with buckets of hot,
soapy water and proceed to wash us down with sponges, removing all
the mud.

I start
thinking that these guys aren’t so bad after all when they use a
cold water hose to wash off all the soap suds, the bastards. When
we’re clean, each of the handlers takes me and 5 by the arm and
marches us back to our stables. I noted that the one leading me
wasn’t the one that had me up in the outhouse, so I can guess what
is going to happen next.

Sure
enough, once he gets me in the stable I have to drop to my knees
and suck on him. I swear I can taste number 5 on him. When he is
good and hard, he puts me on all fours and fucks me, as expected.
Once he’s done, he chains me to the wall again and leaves me for
the night.

Master
drops by later and wishes me good night. I briefly tell him what my
day was like and he says he can’t wait to see the video. I’m
tempted to ask him where he was today, I think he would have
enjoyed watching what they did to me, but then I remember it’s not
my place to question the Master’s comings and goings, so I say
nothing. He wishes me goodnight and I settle down in my stable,
like a good little animal, as that’s all I am.







 


FARM GIRLS

 


 


The days
all roll into one, I even lose track of which days are which,
whether it’s going to be a day doing pointless repetitive tasks on
the farm, or being filmed both inside and outside the barn having
sex or being tortured – or both. The only way I know what’s coming
is if they tell me to put my boots on in the morning.

I’m not
going to recount the actions of each day, blow by blow (sometimes
literally) as they happened. After a while they all blur together
and as I write this I remember each instance but not the order in
which they occurred so I’ll just describe the experiences, not the
time line.

Today is
a ‘boot’ day, so I’m on the farm. As the handler takes me to the
yard I see that number 2 is already there, poor girl. She is
standing on a block of wood fixed to the barn. Her hands appear to
be fastened behind her back, and a chain extends from her collar to
a hook further up, so that should she slip of the block, she will
hang herself. I’m glad to see though that there is a handler there
to watch out for her.

I’m
taken round the back of the barn where there is a tractor waiting.
Number 4 is there already. I’ve never seen her close up before and
she has long hair, dyed black, tied back in a ponytail. They fasten
us to the bucket on the front of the tractor which is raised up in
the air, by lengthy neck chains. Then the handler drives the
tractor up the hill with us walking before it.

We
arrive at one of the fields which has been previously ploughed and
is all muddy. The driver lowers the bucket and we set off. Our task
for the day is to walk slowly in front of the tractor, picking up
stones from the furrows and throwing them into the bucket, all
while being filmed from Go Pro cameras attached to the tractor. As
we walk, I notice that there are ‘trail cameras’ attached to the
fences and various post around the field. Trail cameras are those
outdoor, all –weather cameras they tie to trees in forests to
capture wild animals as they travel down the tracks, looking for
food. They use these to get wide angle shots of us working the
field.


Mid-morning the driver stops and rubs us down generously with
suntan lotion as they sun is getting warm now. Later he stops for
lunch. He drives us over to the fence and makes sure we are visible
on the trail camera. We have to kneel before him, while he feeds us
our food by hand. Of course, when he is enjoying his after lunch
smoke, we have to take it in turns to suck his cock. After which he
fucks one of us, it doesn’t matter which one as he fucks the other
one later in the afternoon. Each time, we beg him for water, which
he will only give us after we have licked the pussy of the girl who
has just been fucked. One time it’s me and another time it’s number
4.

Of
course, as I’m the famous Brandy McPhee, I get an extra arse
fucking at the end of the day before they take us back to the
stables.

Another day, as we go past the barn I see all the hay bales
that number 1 and I stacked on one side of the barn, being moved by
two of the other girls to the other
side of the barn. Just pointless repetitive
tasks to wear us down but they look good on camera as we girls are
used as beasts of burden.

 



~~~

 


Today I
am dressed up in metal gear. First the handler inserts large rubber
plugs in my pussy and arse, then fits me with a chastity belt. A
metal belt is padlocked around my waist, supporting a metal strap
that runs between my legs and fastens back to the waist belt, to
hold the butt/cunt plugs in place as I move around during the day.
The belt between my legs also has a large bulb shape positioned
between my thighs, making it difficult to walk properly as I cannot
close my legs and have to walk with my legs slight
apart.

Then he
fits a large metal cage to my head. It’s like a small bird cage,
circular with struts running from the top of the cage to the
circular neck piece, no cross pieces. Then with my wrist chains and
ankle chains, I’m set to work loading sawn-up wood into hand cart
with wheels.

The wood
is heavy so I can only manage one piece at a time, so I totter
backwards and forwards from the wood pile to the hand cart, as the
handler films it all. Naturally it’s uncomfortable to walk but
eventually I fill the cart, but the handler immediately kicks it
over and I have to load it up again.

Once it
is filled, then I have to pull it along the track and up the hill
to a wood shed. It’s difficult to pull the hand cart as I can’t put
my hands behind me to pull it as you would normally do, so I have
to pull it side on, or turn round and walk backwards. Each way is
painful and aches after a while, but the handler’s liberal use of
the whip ensures that I don’t stop trying. I finally make it up the
hill, and empty the trailer.

At which
point the handler tells me to lie down on my back. He sets his Go
Pro camera up to record us then he undoes the metal band between my
legs, and after removing the cunt plug, fucks me. Once he is done
he replaces the plug, and the metal band, trapping the spunk inside
me, and then we head back down the hill and it starts all over
again.

I fill the cart, haul it painfully up the hill and once again
he removes the metal band between my legs, removes
my arse plug this time
and buggers me. Replacing the plug and the band, we set off down
the hill again.

I’m
getting tired by now but the whips of ‘encouragement’ get harder,
so I force myself to carry on. Unbelievably, he makes me transport
logs up the hill to the wood shed another two times, each time
removing my plug and fucking me while he films it. Again, once in
my pussy and next time in my arse. (I guess he is a sucker for
symmetry.) All the time I can feel his spunk, slopping around
inside me as I walk.

After
this fourth trip up the hill (and fourth fucking) I stand up but my
legs are all wobbly and I fall to my knees, unable to rise, I am so
exhausted. He gets on the radio and shortly one of the other
handlers arrives on a quad bike, towing a trailer. Between them
they pick me up and put me in the trailer and ride me down to my
stable. All the metal bondage gear is taken off, plugs removed from
me and I’m told that I’ll be left alone tonight, no late
visitations for me.

‘In that case,’ says the second handler, ‘I want a piece of her
before we go.’

‘Help yourself, I’ve had my share,’ says the handler that has
been with me all day and walks off. The new guy lays me on the
floor and I just lay there like a rag doll and let him do what he
wants to me. He fucks my pussy and then finishes off in my mouth.
After chaining me to the neck chain from the wall he leaves me to
it.

I don’t
know if Master comes by that night as I’m sleeping.

 



~~~

 


Another
day, two handlers take number 2, the brunette with short hair, and
I to a field and we are both given shovels to dig separate holes.
Once we have finished the holes down as far as about our knees. We
are swapped over and told to fill the holes in again. Tiring and
pointless.

They
haven’t finished with us though. Number 2 is strung up from the
branch of a nearby tree, by her wrists and then given a whipping.
Then I’m made to eat her pussy. Once she has come, she is left to
dangle while I have to kneel on all-fours and get shagged. She’s
left there to watch until the handler has had his fun. Then she is
taken down and the same thing is done to me. Strung up from the
tree, whipped and then licked out by my partner, then left to hang
while the other handler has his way with number 2.

After
lunch where they almost begrudgingly feed and water us, they take
us back towards the barn, to a place I’ve never seen before. It is
close to the barn as I can see a hose attached to a tap, which
doesn’t bode well. About six feet apart are what I can only
describe as cages sunk into the ground.

Checking
the cameras are recording, each of the handlers picks one of us and
we have to kneel side-by-side before them and blow them both to
completion, choking on their cum as we swallow it down. Then they
take us to the sunken cages. They open them up, there are two flaps
as the top, made by metal bars, like a cattle grid, with a
half-moon cut out on each side where the flaps join. As the flaps
are lowered into position they form a complete circle around the
occupant’s neck.

They
force each of us into the cages. We kneel down, resting on our
heels as the flaps are closed around our necks, leaving our heads
poking out, and then padlocked shut. Our hands are free to grab the
bars or, mercifully, swat the flies away. We can turn our heads
enough to clearly see the girl next to us, so that is comforting as
the handlers push off and leave us there, in the hot
sun.

After about fifteen minutes or so, both the handlers come back
and standing over us, unzip their cocks and piss on our heads, then
walk off, laughing! The bastards!
I’ve had men piss on me before, many times, but I
expect them to ask me first.

Number 2
and I kneel there, spluttering and cursing as we try to shake the
most of it from our hair. The worst bit is that it starts to
attract flies and I’m constantly brushing them away from my
face.

They
come back later, maybe another fifteen to thirty minutes and
apologise for peeing on us, so they offer to clean us off. I’m
rightly suspicious as they get the hose and blast us with water
straight from the tap, so it’s cold. They hose us for a good few
minutes and then to add insult to injury, place buckets over our
heads and the only light we can see is what’s reflected up from the
grill.

They
leave us there for a real long time while I stew in my anger. In
fact we’re there for so long that because of all this water
sloshing around, now I have to pee. I call out for help but no one
responds so I am forced to just spread my legs and let go, further
adding to my discomfort.

I’m
getting pretty fed up with this mis-treatment, I know it’s why I’m
here, we’re only animals after all, but there is such a thing as
respecting your animal. So says the Royal Society for Touch Me
Again And I’ll Kick Your Nuts So Far Up Your Body You’ll Think
You’ve Grown Another Set Of Tonsils! The first one that comes
within arm’s reach of me will receive the full benefit of my Krav
Maga training, see if he doesn’t.

After
what I think is literally an hour or two the bucket is lifted off
my head. Whoever did it is behind me and I can’t see him. I let
loose a stream of invective at our tormentors. ‘You’d better let me
out of here NOW, you Motherfucker, or the next time you put your
cock in my mouth, I’ll bite the fucking thing off. And if you want
to keep your nuts attached you’d better be a bit sharpish getting
me out of here!’

‘Now, now, Eve. Is that any way to talk to your Master?’ And he
steps round to the front of me and squats down so I can see him.
I’m so pleased to see him that I nearly wet myself (again) with
excitement.

‘Good God, Master, I’m sorry, I didn’t know it was you, honest.
I thought it was them other fellas. Please forgive me, I’m so
sorry, I didn’t mean it.’

‘Relax, Eve, relax. I know I trained you better than that, it
was obvious you were talking to someone else.’ He pats me on the
head.

I look
over at number 2 and she still has the bucket on her head. I look
at her and then meaningfully at him, and he takes the hint and
removes her bucket as well. She gasps, blinking in the sunlight and
looking at the two of us says, ‘Thank you.’

‘Why are you here, Master? Have you come to claim me for the
night?’

‘You know what? I think I might, you deserve a rest. But if I
do, what’s in it for me?’

‘I dunno, mud probably.’

He
laughs. ‘I can’t help your friend though, we can only claim our own
slaves. Sorry,’ he says, looking in her direction, she grimaces.
‘Wait here, I’ll get someone to let you out.’

He goes
looking for a handler to release us. A few minutes later he comes
back with one of those that locked us in these cages. ‘This is my
slave and I’ll be taking her for the night, so you can forget what
else you have planned for her. What about the other one
though?’

‘Well, we were going to take them both for walk up in the hills
to tire them out, but you can have your girl, we’ll just take the
other one.’

Money
changes hands. ‘How about, you just take her back to her stable, do
what you usually do and then let her alone for the rest of the
night?’

‘I can do that,’ he says, pocketing the money. He unlocks us
both and they help us out of our cages. It’s difficult to stand up
straight and then walk after being cramped up in that cage for so
long, but we manage. The handler takes number 2 around the back
way, as she goes she silently mouths, ‘Thank you,’ to us. Master Roger leads
me straight across the farm yard. Darren is there and he speaks to
Roger as we cross the yard. ‘Where are you taking her? I was going
to put her up there and give her a whipping today,’ he says
indicating the metal structure.

‘Tough, she’s with me now,’ replies Roger. ‘You can have her
tomorrow.’ We continue walking and as Darren turns away, I poke my
tongue out at his back, weak, cuckold, fucker. He would probably
kneel and suck Roger’s dick if he ordered him to. At least my
Master is a real man.

We get
back to Master’s flat after stopping at the farm house and ordering
us both a meal from the menu, to be delivered tonight, along with
some wine. He runs me a bath and watches TV while I have a
soak.

Later,
after we’ve eaten, we watch TV together until it’s time for bed.
‘Will you be wanting sex, Master?’

‘No, that’s all right, you have a night off.’

‘Shouldn’t I sleep in the dog basket? That’s the rule isn’t
it?’

‘Fuck the rules, you’re sleeping with me tonight.’ So we climb
into bed together and he cuddles me in his arms and that’s the last
I remember until he wakes me up for breakfast. Once again, I slept
through the whole night, because I was safe and protected in
Master’s arms.







 


IN THE BARN

 


 


And now we come to the bits you’ve been waiting for,
ya dirty perverts! (Just
kidding, I love you people.) The sex and torture bits.

The men
who manhandle us and abuse us on camera are drawn from the handlers
that have been in charge of us on the farm, and a few that seem to
work only on the filming. I’ll still call them all handlers though.
Apparently they usually have two girls in the barn at a time,
either having them work on each other or the handlers work on one
girl and film it while the other one is being prepared. Today I am
paired with number 1, a blonde. They remove our wrist and ankle
chains and just clip the wrist cuffs together behind our backs,
with a short chain. They make us try on high heel shoes for some
reason, until we find pairs that fit us. Then they lead us onto the
film set.

They
usually do some pain and torture stuff first before getting down to
the sex. First they bend us over and insert greased butt plugs into
both of us. Then they attached weighted, nipple clamps to our tits.
Next, they shove O ring gags into our mouths and buckle them behind
our heads. Then they fasten our collars to each end of a bar that
is hanging from the ceiling by a chain. They make us walk round and
round in a circle, raising our knees high at each step. I get the
reason for the high heels now, it looks more elegant when you’re
doing pony high-stepping, as they call it, and also makes it more
difficult, which is the purpose of the exercise. I’m under no
illusions, we are here to be filmed undergoing strenuous physical
activity, tortured painfully and used sexually, purely for the
entertainment of the movie viewer.

To
encourage us along, one of the handlers stands there and uses a
whip on us, to keep us moving. It’s not a heavy whip, the kind that
leaves marks, this is a thin whip, each blow feels like a ‘sting’
or an electric shock across your body. They use this kind when they
plan to use it over a period of time, as it’s not as damaging as
other types of whip.

We go
round and round, knees raised like show ponies. I’m used to it of
course from my pony training, but number 1 seems to be flagging
after about five minutes. I try to slow the pace from my end but
the handler wants to see her faltering and staggering (makes better
viewing I suppose) so he uses the whip more to keep me up to
speed.


Eventually, they let her rest and unhook us from the hanging
bar. Removing our gags and nipple clamps, they lay number 1 flat on
the floor and I am forced to my knees between her legs. They gently
lower me on top of her and at their urging, we kiss for a while.
Then after a few moments they drag me down to the level of her
breasts, so taking my cue I suck on her nipples. It’s nice to feel
the warmth of a human body pressed against mine. Apart from the
night I spent with Master, normally the only human contact is being
fucked, usually from behind, so I take pleasure in this intimate
moment.

Once
they get bored with this they move me down to her pussy and I dive
in, licking away for all I’m worth. I’ve done this dozens of times
on camera, so I know how to hold myself so the camera can clearly
see me tonguing her, and not just the back of my head, bobbing up
and down. If I’ve got to perform, I might as well give my best
performance.

Number 1
seems to enjoy it as she raises her hips so I can get a better
angle on her pussy and I dive right in.

They
move around me with a Steadicam where the operator can move around
freely while keeping the camera steady as if it is on rails,
filming us from every angle. They are obviously pleased with my
performance, as they swap us over and number 1 goes to work on me.
Despite the fact I’m lying on cold, rough, wooden floorboards, and
my wrist cuffs are digging into my buttocks, I lay back and enjoy
it as, let’s be honest, no one can eat pussy as well as another
woman can. Sadly, the handlers wait until I’m nearing orgasm then
they stop her and pull her away.

They fit
me with an O ring gag again and take me to a wooden pole with metal
bits on the top, firmly fixed in the floor. They make me kneel
before the pole, then they attach my cuffs to it, and fasten a belt
around me and the pole so I’m firmly attached to it. Then they
attach nipple clamps joined by a short chain, to my nipples,
pulling my boobs forward, either side of the pole and held together
by the clamps.

Then
they fit my head into the metal contraption atop the pole. First
they put a leather strap around my forehead, which is attached to
metal poles rising up each side of my head. This locks my head
firmly in position. I’m completely immobile and ready for a
face-fucking, but first they make it more ‘aesthetically pleasing’
by putting a hook up each of my nostrils, tied to bootlaces, and
then the bootlaces are pulled back over my head and tied off on the
metal frame, dragging my nose up and nostrils wide.

As the
man that is restraining me moves out of the way occasionally, I can
see that number 1 is on her knees, sucking off one of the handlers,
while they film it. This goes on until they have finished tying me
down properly and then the cameras and the action turns back to
me.

A couple
of the handlers take it in turn to fuck my mouth. Only snag is, I
can’t close my mouth at all to wrap my lips around their cocks, as
I would normally do. No, they just push them deep into my mouth and
it hits the back of my throat each time they thrust forward. I
choke each time they plunge it into me, and unable to close my
mouth to swallow, it’s not long before the saliva starts to run out
of my mouth and down my chin. All very disgusting but looks good on
camera.

I do my
best to try to please them by using my tongue on them when I can
but that’s not enough for them, so they when they switch between
them, the one who isn’t committing oral rape on me, swishes me with
the whip, after each thrust of the other’s cock into my mouth.
Eventually we get to their orgasms. One of them, lets go in my
mouth and unable to swallow much of it down, I let it run out of my
mouth. The other one pulls out and comes in my face, a healthy load
of cum, sprayed over my face, as I kneel there with spunk running
down my face and out of my mouth.

I blink
my eyes furiously but I can’t clear the spunk away, so I just close
my eyes. They leave me like that for a few moments while the camera
gets some good close ups, then someone wipes my face with a damp
cloth. When I can see again, I look across to number 1 who is now
the focus of attention. All cameras are on her. She is sitting on a
bench but it has metal poles rising up each side, supporting a
cross beam. Number 1’s neck and wrists are attached to this cross
beam so once again, she cannot move.

I notice
that Mistress Lisa herself is punishing her with a cat o’ nine
tails. Lisa has her unruly hair scraped back into a pony tail and
she is wearing these rectangular glasses. She’s dressed in a skin
tight skirt and jacket in dark blue, looking very business-like.
And she is giving number 1 ‘the business’ if you’ll pardon the
pun.

She
finishes with number 1 and throwing the whip aside, she strolls
over to where I am being released from the post. ‘After lunch, put
number 1 in suspension,’ she orders. ‘Take number 3 to the reverse
kneeling post.’ So we all get a breather and some food and a half
hour break, before they fix 1 and me into our next set
up.

Master
shows up to watch the filming and Lisa is all over him. He’s
obviously shagged her and she can’t wait for him to do it again,
from the way she’s fawning over him. I’m not jealous, I just think
she’s a bitch and doesn’t deserve to get her hands on him. He comes
over to me and checks I’m okay. ‘Yeah, these guys can’t break me,
just you watch.’

‘I shall, intently. Just cry out if it gets too much for
you.’

I know a
dare when I hear one.

The
handlers come for me and take me away. I’m put on my knees and laid
back against a sloping board. My collar is fastened to it and so
are my wrist cuffs. It’s quite comfortable as the board supports my
weight otherwise the strain on my knees and back would be
unbearable. They finish off by using the nose hooks and this time a
dental style gag where the wire hooks are placed in each side of
the mouth and it’s pulled wide open by straps reaching behind the
head.

Across
the room I see them preparing number 1 for her next session. Thin
leather straps are tied tightly around the base of her tits,
forcing them to bulge out. Nipple clamps attached by a chain are
fixed on her boobs. Hands cuffed behind her back, the poor girl is
then hoisted into the air, upside down.

The handler pulls on the nipple chain so she swings backwards
and forwards, while Lisa applies the whip to her rear. When Lisa
pauses, the handler pulls number 1 close and she has to suck on his
cock for a while, then Lisa goes back to work. At another pause,
the bulb vibrator is used on her. This is handheld but it’s not
designed to fit in the pussy, but rather to buzz on the outside and stimulate the
clit.

It’s not
too long before she is drooling from the mouth and begging to be
allowed to come. Of course they ignore her and she has to suck some
more cock and take some more whipping before they allow
that.

At last,
she comes with big, shuddering moans and then they lower her to the
floor and leave her there, still chained up, like a broken
rag-doll, while they turn their attention to me.

Lisa
glances in Roger’s direction to make sure he’s watching, then she
takes the whip to me. Only this time it is one of those that leaves
a mark if you hit heavy enough. And she does.

Pausing
occasionally to hand over to a handler who uses a bulb vibrator on
my pussy for a while, she works on me for a time, but slowly. Then
she changes things up and produces an electric prod.

It’s a
long rod, a bit like a torch that holds the batteries at one end,
and the other end is a ‘U’ shape made out of the electrodes. The
idea being that when you press the trigger, the electricity flows
from one arm of the U to the other, if there is something in the
middle to conduct it … like your skin … or your nipples.

She uses
it liberally on me as her assistant vibrates my pussy. As well as
just shocking me at various points on my torso, she places the
electrodes on either side of my nipples and zaps me. Or on either
side of my pussy lips so the burst of electricity goes right across
my clitoris.

I must
admit after a long stint of this treatment, the tears are running
down my face but pride won’t let me beg her to stop. She does do
the decent thing however when the vibrating brings me to the brink
of orgasm, she lets the guy carry on and push me over the
edge.

I don’t
like having to thank her afterwards, as she insists, but I do it
for the sake of the movie.

‘Fuck her then remove the gag and bring her over to me … on her
knees,’ she commands the handler. He does as instructed and as I am
laid back with my legs open, he finds it easy to get inside me and
he humps away until he is ready to come. I glance across his
shoulder and see Roger there, watching with a smile on his face. I
don’t react to that as I’m on camera.

He pulls
out and standing up, he shoots across my tits. Then he carries out
the rest of his orders, untying me then he drags me by my collar so
I have to crawl across the floor on my hands and knees, to where
Lisa is sitting on a bench against the wall. I’m made to kneel
before her as she tells me, ‘You’ve been a good girl number 3, so
now you will have your reward.’

She
slowly unbuttons her skirt and spreads her legs, revealing that she
is not wearing any panties. ‘Go to work,’ she commands. I shuffle
forward and lick her pussy until she comes. Once she has had her
orgasm and has come back down to earth again and told them to shut
the cameras off, she tells me, ‘Very good but not as good as your
Master. You’ll have to get him to give you lessons.’ But I know she
is only trying to get a rise out of me.

As she
stands up and buttons her skirt back up, Roger comes over. ‘That
was an interesting first day. I can’t wait until the next
one.’

‘That’ll be day after tomorrow,’ Lisa replies. ‘We give them a
day on the farm to recover, but each session in here gets more
intense each time, so I hope she can take it.’

‘She can take it all right.’ Which give me a burst of pride.
‘What happens now?’

‘Well, our handlers have had a chance to have sex with them
during the day, but once filming is over we usually let the film
crew have them, they never get a chance otherwise.’

With a
last glance down at me, the two of them leave. Those handlers who
didn’t touch us today along with the camera and sound men, line up
on me and number 1. After a couple of them have had me, they
realise I still have the butt plug in. They remove it and then that
entrance gets some use as well. I am just a slut, here to be used
by men, and to be fair I do come a couple of times myself, so it’s
a fair deal.

I’m back
in my stable later that night when Roger comes calling. ‘You did
well today, Eve,’ he says and holds out his hand. I stretch as far
as I can on the neck chain and he tips half a dozen sugar lumps
into my hand. It’s a treat as under normal circumstances he’d never
let me eat sugar, so I must have pleased him. ‘You’ve earned these.
Good night.’

‘Night, Master.’ I settle down and eat the sugar cubes one at a
time, savouring each one. To my feeble mind, each one doesn’t say
‘Good Girl’, it says, ‘I love you.’







 


HAVE A SEAT

 


 


The next
time I’m ‘in the barn’ I’m paired up with number 2, the short
haired brunette. My back is still sore from yesterday. After a day
of pulling trailers around the farm and up hills as the ‘tractor
had broken down’ (yeah, right) Darren decided that yesterday was my
day on the metal frame and he gave me a good whipping. So
thankfully, they tell me that today in the barn, the filming will
include mainly sex scenes and less torture. They say they’ll put me
in the “Fucking Chair”.

Not sure
what they do to number 2, as she is out of my sight but
occasionally I hear her cry out as they abuse her. Two handlers gag
me with an O ring gag and show me a wooden chair, of which most of
the seat is missing, just wood at the back and sides for support.
One of them lifts me up bodily and my legs are spread and poked
through the arms of the chair on either side, so they are spread
wide, and then strapped to the legs. My arms are strapped behind me
to the high back of the chair, and several straps are passed around
my torso to hold me to the body of the chair.

Then
chains are lowered from the roof and attached to each arm of the
chair. When the cameras start rolling, the chair is winched off the
floor until I am level with the handler’s waists. They show me that
the chair can tip forward or it can tip back but I need have no
fear as the straps will hold me firmly in place. This is so I don’t
panic when he tips the chair for real.

One of
them rubs some lube on my pussy and unzips his cock. He tilts the
chair backwards so I am at the right angle for him to enter me and
starts to fuck me for a while before letting his mate have a go. I
look at this contraption as I let them get on with it, and
determine to ask Roger to get one of these for the Fun room. It’s
better than one of those ‘Love Swings’ which are all straps and you
sit in it like a birthing frame. With this you can also tilt it
forward so you can suck cock, because this is what he does to me
next.

I like
it … I want one.

These
guys have a lot of staying power and it goes on for a long time,
fucking on my back and then tilted forward for them to fuck my
mouth through the O ring. The second time they do that though, he
removes my gag and lets me suck on him, and do the things that
fucking an O ring prohibits, like licking the head and his balls
and so on.

So they
abuse two of my three holes until it’s time for each of them to
come, the first one tilts me forward and just shoots his load into
my mouth, which I swallow down. The other grabs my hair and holds
my head in position as he masturbates, until he shoots in my
face.

Once
they are done they lower me to the floor again. With the spunk
still running down my face, they clamp weights on my nipples, gag
me with a ball gag, blindfold me and leave me to stew as the camera
films me. As I sit there, all I can hear is number 2 giving little
squeals of pain as they do something to her, probably zapping her
with the prod, given the way she squeaks.

I can
hear them talking next to me. Lisa is saying, ‘Give her half an
hour sitting here and then set her up for Anal Whore. Got
it?’

There is
a murmured agreement and they leave.

 



~~~

 


I’m
sitting quite comfortably, I like being blindfolded and gagged and
if it weren’t for the pain in my nipples, I’d have probably fallen
asleep by now. Technically you’re only supposed to leave nipples
clamped for about fifteen minutes, then let the blood back into
them. This feels like it’s been much longer than the half an hour,
Lisa ordered.


Suddenly, the blindfold is yanked off and while I’m blinking
in the light, the clamps are removed. It’s excruciating agony as
the blood flows back into them and I scream behind my gag but all
they do is zoom in for a close up.

The
straps are undone and I am lifted out of the chair and taken across
the room. There’s a bucket of water on the floor and they tell me
to kneel down and drink from it with my hands. I do, gratefully as
I’m thirsty, all the while being filmed.

One of
the handlers pulls me to my feet by my collar and takes me to a set
of stocks where he puts me in the stocks, my head and hands poking
through as he brings the top of it down around me and padlocks it.
Then he anchors my ankle cuffs to a ring bolt, set in the floor, by
a chain between my cuffs. He lowers the height of the wooden part
of the stocks until my head is at waist height.

Lastly he writes something on my buttocks with a felt tipped
pen. He tells me what it is as he writes it and apparently it says,
‘ANAL,’ on my left buttock and, ‘WHORE,’ on my right. They zoom the
camera in on that and linger for a while to capture the brand as
well. I can just imagine the title of this DVD …
‘Brandy McPhee, Anal
Whore!’

Yep,
that’s me!

Then
they start in on me with the dildos on poles. They use a greased up
rubber dildo on a pole to abuse your holes, probing and stretching
them mercilessly. They use it on my mouth, choking me as they do,
on my pussy and on my arse. Believe me it is not done to titillate
you, it’s painful and humiliating. Which is the purpose of the
exercise and why a certain portion of the population like to watch
it. (Not judging, I’m just saying.)

Once I’m
all set, they lock off the camera pointing at me, and for the next
couple of hours, various men are allowed to come in a fuck me any
one of my holes they like, with preference being given to my arse,
as I’m an Anal Whore. They use me repeatedly and at
length.

After a
time, I need to pee but they just put a bucket under me and tell me
to get on with it. Being humiliated and degraded is my stock in
trade, so with blushing cheeks I do. Once that is done, they take
the bucket away and the men start coming back.

Being as
I’m at cock-sucking height, my mouth is used as regularly as my
pussy is, often at the same time, but I think if anyone kept count
it would be my arsehole that received the most
punishment.

Finally,
when I’ve reached my limit after every man in Wales has been
through me (or so it seems) and the spunk is running down my face
and out of my pussy and arsehole and dribbling down my thighs, they
let me out of the stocks.

They put
a black, sacking bag over my head, lay me down and then attach my
wrist cuffs to the same ring bolt as my ankle cuffs, and leave me
in the hog-tied position. Thankfully though on my side, so I don’t
have any strain on my arms and legs.

‘We saved your pee for you. Now you can have it back,’ someone
says, then proceeds to pour a bucket of cold pee over the sacking
on my head, which it soaks into. Then they leave me for the next
hour or so.

 



~~~

 


And so
it goes on for all the days I’m ‘in the barn’, although I’m not
always literally in there. One day they take me into the barn and
fit me with a ‘Scold’s Bridle’. It’s a medieval device for nagging
wives. It consists of a metal headdress with a band that runs round
the head at mouth height, placing a bar into the mouth, depressing
the tongue. Then a bar comes over the head from the back, splitting
into two, forking either side of the nose.

First they fit me with a cunt plug then a metal chastity belt
around my waist, with a chain that runs between my legs and up
between my butt cheeks, holding the plug in place. Once they’ve
fitted me with that, they cuff my hands behind me and then lift me
onto a table and spread my legs wide. Then they bring out this
large scary thing with spikes. I start to panic but they explain
what it is. It’s a weight which will dangle from the chain,
between my legs, it’s
heavy and because of the spikes I can’t close my legs and have to
walk with my legs splayed wide.

Once
that is fitted, they carry me outside and lift me into a trailer
and tow me to a field. In the field is a post fixed upright in the
ground, with a cross bar overhead, rotating on an axle, with chains
dangling from it. Number 4 is already there, dressed up exactly the
same as I am, except to add insult to injury they have hung a large
cowbell from her spiky object which ‘clangs’ every time she moves,
so they hang one from me as well. She is already attached to the
crossbar and being made to walk in a circle. With the spikey thing
between her legs, she can only hobble one step at a time, legs
wide, walking round and round in the radius of the cross
bar.

They
stop her and after lifting me out of the trailer, attach me to the
cross bar on the opposite side to her and then with a crack of a
whip, we’re made to continue the walk that number 4 was already
undertaking, round and round at hobbling speed, while they film our
discomfort.

Every
time one of us flags, which is often, they take the whip to both of
us to make us move again. I must be honest, I’ve had some bad and
weird things done to me but never anything like this, and as
painful and humiliating as it is, I can feel the cunt plug inside
me starting to move slightly as I get ‘wet’ from excitement. Number
4 doesn’t see it the same way though and the tears are pouring down
her face. I can’t do anything to help her though, except keep my
end of the ride up.

Then,
because God hates me, it starts to rain. What they call a ‘soft
rain’ not a downpour, so they leave us out there, walking and
walking while they shelter under a tree.

They
keep us going for what seems like another half an hour to an hour.
My hips are about to break and I’m praying for Master Roger to come
along and save me when they approach us and say, ‘As you’ve had a
hard day, we will walk you once around the field. If you can make
it without falling over, we’ll take you in that barn over there,
take all this off you, and give you a good fucking. After that you
can have the rest of the day off. How’s that, sound
good?’

There
are now four handlers there, two for me and two brought number 4,
but we both nod emphatically, unable to speak through the Scold’s
Bridle. So they unhook us from the cross bar and two of the
handlers take me and two take number 4 and slowly lead us around
the perimeter of the field. It’s slow (obviously) and I nearly fall
a couple of times but we both make it to the barn, where they
remove all these implements of torture.

After a
brief rest, number 4 and I happily suck and fuck these four men,
only too happy to be saved from this day of horror. We do them all,
in any order, in any combination, until they’ve had their fill of
us.

When
they’re done, they bring the trailer over and fill it with the junk
they took off us. Then they head back to the barn. 4 and I have to
walk behind the trailer of course, but it’s better than going round
and round that blasted post.

When
Master comes to see me that night, I ask him, ‘Can we go home soon?
I’m worn out and I think I’ve become very, very, Small
now.’

‘Not just yet. You asked for this but I’m the one that gets to
decide when it’s over. Tomorrow’s your last day. Once they’re done
filming I told Lisa that her handlers can gang up on you one last
time, then you’ll stay with me tomorrow night and we’ll go home
next day.’

‘You mean that, Master?’

‘Would I lie to you?’

‘No, of course not, Master. In that case you can bring on the
Coldstream Guards and I’ll fuck ‘em all if it means getting out of
here.’

‘I did warn you to be careful what you wish for.’

‘I know, Master. I’m sorry but I need to do this sometimes.
It’s who I am.’

‘I understand. How about if I make things harder for you at
home? If you’re not so elevated
then you won’t need to be brought so low to
compensate. Then I won’t have to bring you to places like
this.’

‘Checks and balances, eh, Master?’

‘Indeed, checks and balances.’ He throws me some sugar cubes.
‘See you tomorrow, I’ll be watching all day, you know I like to see
you being abused by other men.’

‘That would please me greatly if you were there to watch.
Night, Master. Love you.’

‘Love you too.’

 



~~~

 


Well as
expected, they make the most of me the last day. First I get strung
up by my feet and whipped, while being vibrated. (I must admit that
did make me come but don’t tell anyone.) Then I spend most of the
day being moved from one bondage frame to another, getting fucked
in all sorts of positions, and then moved on to the next. They put
me on all fours, on my back with my legs pulled over my head, bent
double over a waist high bar while they take me from behind. So
much cock, so much spunk swallowed that day.

By lunch
time all the filming is over and they chain my wrist cuffs to a
ring bolt in the floor, and anyone that didn’t get a go on me
during the day, camera men and sound crew for example, are invited
to take their pleasure with me. Even the chef comes over from the
farmhouse and naturally, Darren has to have me one last
time.

It takes
about an hour before Roger stands up, he’s been quietly watching
all day, and says, ‘Okay, that’s enough. I’m taking her back now.’
As the handlers set me loose, Roger asks for the rough cut of all
the film taken of me, to be ready for him when we check out
tomorrow.

Then he
leads me back to his room and lets me soak in the bath. I sleep
well that night, curled up in his arms.

Next
day, as we pass through the gate leaving the farm, Master hands me
my wedding ring and says, ‘Welcome back, K.’







 


AFTERMATH

 


 


I’m back
now from the farm in Wales. God that was tough, but I like to think
that as my reward Chloe was still here in the house and hadn’t
moved out. She’s still a bit standoffish with me but she’ll come
around, I hope, I don’t want to lose her. Master and I have reached
an understanding about my future treatment though. I can go out in
the world and be famous and star in movies as Brandy McPhee, or I
can mingle and sleep with rich people and royalty as K, whichever
is appropriate.

But to counter this and make me feel Small again in between
those times, after I’ve been Big for a while – at my insistence you
understand – I have to be under stricter controls, subjected to a
more tightly planned regime, when I’m at home. I will still be K
the wife but I must also be
K the slave. And occasionally there will be times
when I have displeased Master, or alternately I feel the need to be
treated severely and to be put in my place. On those dark occasions
I will be Eve again and she will be made to suffer. Master has
agreed to this.

Apart
from that, I have been reinstated as No 1 slave in the house and am
running all the house affairs again. I am even allowed to wear my
rubber collar again. I give Indira a bit of a hard time but I don’t
give her the whipping that I promised myself I would.

 



~~~

 


It’s
around lunchtime and I’m getting hungry. I’ve been working all
morning on a new book cover for a book to be published by Master’s
company. It’s a sword and sorcery thing so it’s the usual muscly
man in a loin cloth with a big … sword. Draped on his arm is a
busty beauty in a barely there, bikini style outfit. It’s passé I
know, but the punters expect that sort of thing on this type of
book. Just for a laugh I’ve given the ‘damsel in distress’ Chloe’s
face (she’s so beautiful) to see if anyone will notice. I can
easily change it later.

It’s a
good ‘gig’ I have painting covers for new books. Master’s company
publish all kinds of books, when it’s just a normal thriller or
‘diary of a quirky female’ (think Bridget Jones style) the graphics
department usually handle it, as it’s often just geometric designs
or cartoon drawings of a character. But some novels call for humans
to be depicted on the cover, be they fantasy, ‘Georgian bodice
rippers’ or downright erotic porn, and that can best be done either
by live models or fantasy paintings. I’m listed as one of the ‘go
to’ artists if they require a painting for a cover. A straight
‘porn’ book is probably best with a photograph of a woman/man in
kinky gear, but if there are fantasy animals as well as humans on
the cover, e.g. dragons or winged gryphons, (no, not the Easter
Bunny) then that’s my area of expertise. It doesn’t mean the job’s
a sinecure though, I have to compete with other artists, but if the
subject matter is up my street, then they give me call.

And it
pays well too – obviously not as much as starring in porn movies
does – but it’s more satisfying being paid for something you have
created by your own talent. More spiritually rewarding. But Master
always makes sure I get paid top rate on whatever the pay scales
are.

Indira
hasn’t brought lunch up yet, so I clean my brushes and go down to
get something to eat. I enter the kitchen but she’s not around,
probably out running errands. I check the time and it’s nearly one
o’clock, Master requires me to eat lunch at one o’clock, so I make
myself a sandwich and a cup of coffee. It’s a chicken sandwich of
course, Master only allows me to eat chicken during the
day.

I sit at
the centre island and eat my sandwich. When I’ve finished eating I
sit there sipping my coffee when I notice that today’s mail is
lying on the counter, so I pick it up. There’s no mail for Master
so Indy must have already delivered his to him, but there’s one for
me. It’s a large square envelope and seems to contain a card, as
it’s stiff. It’s not my birthday and it’s too early for Christmas
cards, so I’m puzzled.

I open
it and read the embossed card inside. Then I read it again … and
again as I can’t believe what I’m seeing. I must show this to
Master. I’m so excited! I push it back in the envelope and head for
the study to see if he’s there.

I’m in a
tizzy so I forget the rules and rush straight into the study
without knocking and come to a sudden halt. Indy is kneeling on the
sofa, her dress pulled up around her waist and Master is standing
behind her … “balls deep into her” as he would put it. They both
look at me, startled.

‘I’m so sorry,’ I blurt out. ‘I forgot to knock but I had
something to show you, Master.’

‘Is it important?’ he asks.

‘Yes,’ I reply. ‘To me anyway.’

‘Is it urgent?’

‘Well … no, not really.’

‘Then it can wait, so it doesn’t excuse you breaking the rules.
Go and stand in the corner, facing the wall,’ he orders. ‘You will
be punished for this.’

I know
well enough not to argue, as this is precisely the way I’ve been
asking him to treat me, so I do as I’m told. Behind me I hear
Master say, ‘I’m sorry about that, Indy. Now where were we … ah
yes, I remember.’ And then I hear the sounds of his body slapping
against her backside as he goes back to fucking her.

For me the punishment has already started. Both Master and I
love to watch each other fucking a third person – almost as much as
if we were fucking them ourselves. So I find it tortuous to have
to listen to the
sounds of them having sex, bodies slapping together, the occasional
groan and moan as they work towards their climaxes, and yet not be
allowed to watch it happen. That is why Master made me face the
wall, he knew it would drive me mad.

Eventually I hear the quiet command, ‘Mouth,’ and there is the
rustle of clothing as I hear Indy drop to her knees and begin
sucking on him, followed shortly by the choking and gurgling noises
as he empties his load into her willing mouth. Damn, I wish that was me.

Once
it’s all over, Master says to Indy, ‘Would you be good enough to go
into the Fun room and bring me back a whip, please?’

‘What size, Sahib?’

‘Oh, just the one that I use on you, that will be fine.’ She
leaves the room and he says to me, ‘K, remove your clothing and
return to your position facing the wall.’

I drop
the card onto the nearest chair and then remove all my clothing.
Today I’m just wearing a halter neck top and cut-off jeans. That
was the outfit Master chose for me to wear today. Of course I’m not
wearing any underwear, House rules.

I hear
Indy return and he thanks her for the whip and then tells her to
stay and watch. She seats herself on the sofa.

‘K, Wall!’ he
instructs. I shuffle my feet back a few feet and spread my legs.
Then I bend forward and place my hands on the two walls of the
corner. Then I brace myself for a whipping.

He lays
into me, all down my back and legs, concentrating on my arse. It is
very painful and I wonder if he is either really angry with me,
being harsh to teach me a lesson, or just giving a demonstration
for Indy.

After a time he tells me to stand up, turn around and
Display. I put my hands
behind my head and stare into the distance. Then he starts on my
front. He is really rather an expert with a whip and he gives me
the benefit of all his experience. He beats my breasts and my belly
and even whips the inside of my thighs where the skin is more
sensitive.

Of course I’m a Red Tag slave and am used to harsh treatment,
as that’s what I’ve been trained for, and I take what he has to
give me. For instance, when a part of the body is hit, it’s only
natural to flinch and for your hands to fly to that part to soothe
and protect it. With my training however I’m expected to stand
stock still and not move a muscle when I’m struck, usually not
making a sound either. However, Master is very experienced, and when he changes
from broad strokes across my body to targeted blows on my nipples
and pussy, each one stinging like a dart, I find it impossible to
remain silent. As each one falls I gasp loudly in pain and they
bring tears to my eyes which start to seep out and run down my
cheeks. I don’t move though, I’m very proud of that.

Now you may think that he is being unnecessarily brutal but
the thing is … I did break the rules that he spent so much time and
effort teaching me, therefore I
deserve to be punished and as he is my
Master he is fully entitled to administer that punishment to me.
Rules are rules and must be
obeyed.

Finally
he stops and hands the whip to Indy. ‘Return this to the Fun room,
please, and then go about your day. Thank you.’

‘As always, it was my pleasure, Sahib.’ She curtsies and leaves
the room.

‘K, go and kneel by the side of my desk, hands behind your
back, no talking. You can think about what you did wrong while I
check my mail.’

‘Yes, Master.’ I do as instructed. He picks up the envelope
from the chair I placed it on and he puts it sideways in my mouth
so I have to grip it with my teeth. ‘Drop that and you’ll be
whipped again,’ he warns me.

I do think about what I did wrong and how very, very much I
want him to fuck me now. A whipping always makes me horny … usually
him too, but as he has just had the pleasure of Indy, I guess he
won’t be in the mood for a while yet. Damn
it!

After
about ten minutes he turns to me and asks, ‘Okay then, what was so
damned important?’

I shake
my head towards him, to indicate the envelope I have in my mouth.
He takes it out, open it and reads it.

‘So The Society has finally got around to inviting you to be a
member, eh? Took them long enough.’

I look
up at him but I’m still under the ‘no talking’ rule. ‘Okay you can
answer,’ he relents.

‘You knew about this?’ I ask.

‘Of course, who do you think it was that proposed you? It has
to be an existing member and then two other members have to
co-sponsor you. I put you up to the council and the Contessa and
Lord Glenreith vouched for you. As they run the council I can’t see
your application being refused, can you?’

I stare
at him for a moment as something goes ‘Ping’ in my brain. ‘What
does this actually mean?’

‘It means you will no longer be a slave of The Society. No one
can demand or request the use of you anymore. They can only contact
you and ask if you’d like to get together with them. You’ll become
a Master … or Mistress in your case. Instead you’ll now be listed
as a Dom and you can contact other Doms direct and also you can
start using slaves on the Society register.’

‘But I like being a slave. I like being your slave,’ I protest.

‘Oh don’t worry about that. You will always be
my slave, I own you, body
and soul and you are mine to the death.’ As always a thrill goes
through me when he says that. ‘It just means that from now on no
one can take advantage of you unless you wish it. You can still
have BDSM adventures with other Masters, they are not all like me
you know, like the duke some of them wish to be the ones being
punished. So nothing will change from that point of view, you’ll
just be able to pick and choose that’s all. Except you will still
submit to whoever I tell you to. Is that understood?’

‘Absolutely, Master. That’s the bit I was worried about but
you’ve put my mind at rest. Will you still send me for pony
training every year? You know I like that.’

‘Of course. Nothing will alter between me and you, it’s only
how you interact with others that may change.’

I look
up at him and say, ‘Understood, my Lord.’ Then I lean forward and
touch my head to the floor before his feet.

‘Good. Now get up and put your clothes on, then we’ll discuss
it more fully. There’s a lot for you to learn.’

‘Yes, Master … will you fuck me later? You know how horny I get
after a whipping.’

He looks
down at me and then says, with pretend resignation, ‘Why wait.’ He
stands up and unzips his fly, and as I’m in the right position to
take him in my mouth, I do exactly that. I can still taste Indira
on him as I swallow him down.







 


NEIGHBOURS

 


 


As I
return from my morning run I can see that next door have almost
finished moving out. For the past few days there have been several
large removal vans parked outside, but today there is only a
solitary smaller van. Looks like it’s just picking up the last
items, the occupant’s suitcases perhaps.

I
mention this when I see Master, he’s in the kitchen with Indy. He
tells me to skip the workout, just get showered and change into
street clothes. ‘Are we going out?’

‘Yes we are. But once you’re changed I want you to wait in your
room until I call you.’

‘Okay, shall I bring the car round?’

‘No, we’ll be walking.’

‘Oh, do I need walking boots?’

‘Just … get … dressed … will
you?’ he asks in exasperation.

‘Yes, Master,’ and I shoot off to do as I’m told.

As I’m
towelling myself down after the shower, I hear the front doorbell
go. It is piped through to every room in the house, in case any of
us are dressed (or undressed) in skimpy or fetish clothing. As we
don’t know who is at the door, we can hide away in another room
until it is safe to come out. It might be the vicar and we don’t
want to scare him!

I get
dressed, slap on a bit of lippy (I always think of it as putting
lipstick on a pig) and wait patiently for Master to call me. It
takes about 15 minutes and I’m flicking through a magazine when the
intercom on the phone goes and I am invited to join Master in the
foyer.

We leave
our grounds and walk along the street to next door’s house. He uses
a remote to open the sliding security gate. ‘Good of them to leave
the keys with you. Are you holding them for the new
owners?’

‘Kind of,’ he says, non-committedly.

‘It’s a nice house. Not as nice as yours though,
Master.’

He holds
the keys up and jangles them. ‘Want to take a look
inside?’

‘Oh, I don’t know if we should do that, Master. The new owners
might not like it.’

‘That’s all right, I don’t mind.’

It takes a moment for the penny to drop – he said,
“I don’t mind.”
‘You bought this house!’ I exclaim, excitedly. ‘It’s
yours!’

‘That’s right. As soon as I saw the For Sale sign, I knocked on
their door and “made them an offer they couldn’t refuse”. But
actually, the house is ours. As my wife now you own half of
everything I do.’

‘Wait a minute, why do we need another house?’

‘Well, it’s the grounds I’m more interested in, not the house.
We can keep this place as the guest house … unless you and Chloe
would like to live in it? Might help your problems with
her.’

‘I can’t keep anything from you can I?’

‘I promised I would do my best to make sure that no one ever
hurt you. That includes making sure you and Chloe are happy
together. If it will help things by having your own place, then
have it, by all means. You may still have to house any overflow
guests in the event we have a big party, but apart from that you’ll
be on your own.’

A tear comes to my eye at his thoughtfulness. ‘No that’s okay,
but it’s extremely generous of you. It will take more than having
our own place to smooth things over. She’s still not happy about
the way I’m being treated nowadays … the way I asked to be treated.’

He gives
me his handkerchief. ‘My number one priority is you and your
happiness. I will only allow her to upset you for so long. Unless
she gets with the program, she’ll have to leave. I’m still paying
the rent on her flat, she can go back there. Whether you go with
her or not, I’ll leave it up to you to decide. Just remember
though, regardless of where you go, you still belong to
me.’

I wipe
away the tears, ‘And I always will. Don’t worry, I’ll sort
something out with Chloe, leave it to me.’

He puts
his arm around me and gives me a hug. ‘Let’s take a look at the
garden.’ We walk around the back of the house. There’s a garage and
a water feature in the middle but apart from that it’s bare. Like
our garden there’s a big wall around it. ‘I plan to knock down the
walls in both gardens where they face each other and then join them
together so we have one long wall around the entire estate. It’ll
be a massive garden, plenty of room to run around in. I’ll need
planning permission for all that, which is why I’ve had you banging
the Phillips household for me. To give me some
leverage.’

‘Finally, now you tell me why I’ve been doing it.’

‘Over there I plan on building some stables.’

‘Are we getting horses, then?’

‘No.’

‘Then why …?’ Master says nothing just watches me. Eventually
my brain clicks into gear and I realise what he means. ‘Ohhhhhh,
it’s for me.’

‘Well, you and Indira actually. I can’t keep sending you off to
America several times a year, it’s inconvenient. But when you get
the urge to be “de-humanised” you can spend a few days in the
stables and the garden should be large enough to run you around on
a pony training leash. Don’t know if it will be big enough for you
to pull pony carts around but no matter, I’m working on that
too.’

‘Can we afford this? I don’t want you spending all my
inheritance money, otherwise there’ll be no point in poisoning
you.’

He
laughs. ‘I’ve taught you well, always keep an eye on the future.
Seriously though, I … we have become a lot richer since I made that
deal with that German book publisher, so we can afford this. I do
however, have a few other irons in the fire and I’m working on
something that will make us both very, very rich. But that’s all
I’m going to say for now. I don’t want to talk about it in case it
jinxes it. So don’t ask any more questions. Would you like to go
inside?’ he asks, holding out the keys to me.

I grab
the keys and open the front door. We wander around the house
looking in all the rooms. Like ours it’s three storeys high but the
interior layout is entirely different. I guess like Master, they
had the place built to their own specifications.

We end
up in the kitchen, it has a centre island like ours has. ‘And
there’s a wine cellar beneath this kitchen,’ he tells me. ‘We could
make it into a dungeon perhaps.’

‘Yes, we could hold our date nights there,’ I joke.

‘Regardless, we’ll discuss how we want the place laid out and
then I want you to do the interior design for the whole house. Keep
this house “clean” of all kinky stuff, as we may have guests living
here from time to time who are outside our world. I have plans of
the place from the last owners so that will help you with
measurements and so on.’

‘You trust me to do that?’

‘I trust you with my life. A few curtains are nothing compared
to that.’

‘I don’t know what to say … except I love you and I don’t
deserve you.’

‘I agree. Now … what do you say we christen the
place?’

‘How? You don’t mean …?’

‘I mean exactly that,’ he says, unbuttoning my
dress.







 


SHOW YOUR HAND

 


 


‘Ok, ready to go?’ Master Roger asks me. It’s late morning and
we’re on our way to a meeting at the council offices with Major
Philips. This is where Master is going to present his planning
request concerning merging next door and our house into one large
estate with a wall around it. If the Major decides not to comply,
then we drop the hammer on him, the photographic evidence of him
and me having sex.

Master
hands me back my phone. He was looking through my recordings to
pick the juiciest video of the Major and I. ‘If the Major becomes
argumentative, when I give you the nod, pull out your phone and
play THAT video.’

‘Yes, Boss. Err … do you think we should tell him I also slept
with his wife?’

‘Nah, let’s not be mean. We’ll threaten his career and his
standing in the community if he doesn’t play ball, but there’s no
need to ruin his marriage as well. Besides, you might want to go
“golfing” with his wife one day, mightn’t you?’

‘That is a possibility,’ I admit.

‘Is she that good?’

‘Well, I know we don’t expect civilians to be up to our
standards, as we practically do it for a living, but she certainly
knows her way around a woman’s body, I’ll give her
that.’

‘Good God woman. Is there no end to your depravity?’

I
pretend to think for a moment and then reply, ‘Nope, ‘fraid
not.’

‘Glad to hear it, I was beginning to think you were getting
soft. Shall we go?’

I jangle
the car keys. ‘Your carriage awaits, good sir.’

I pick
up the briefcase with the planning request documents in, and he
collects the cardboard tube containing all the blueprints and
follows me out.

 



~~~

 


We
arrive at the council offices and are shown into the Major’s
office. He offers us tea but I tell Master Roger that the Major has
a bottle of scotch in the drinks cabinet, so out of good manners
the Major is forced to offer us a drink. It’s nearly lunchtime
anyway.

If you
asked Master why we are doing this, he would tell you that it is to
subtly impose our will on him, showing him that although it’s his
office, we are in charge and we hold all the cards.

‘Now then, Mr. Gilchrist, what exactly is it that I can do for
you?’

‘You may or may not have heard but I’ve just purchased the
house next to mine. I would like to merge them both into one large
garden by knocking down the existing walls where they face each
other, and joining the remaining walls together. Then within that
boundary, I want to build some stables and hell, why not, add
another storey to my summer house. The house next door can remain
as it is for the moment.’ He puts the briefcase and the cardboard
tube on the Major’s desk.

‘Here are all the planning request forms, I’ve had them filled
out by a solicitor who deals in property developments so they’re
all complete and correct, and in the tube are all the blue prints
for the new builds and remodelling. They’re by the same builders
who did the last extension to my house. Just get them all approved
by the planning committee, there’s a good chap and there’ll be a
drink in it for you.’ (Slang for “a bribe”.)

The
Major is shocked and opening the briefcase sifts through them,
assessing the scope of the project we’re asking him to greenlight.
‘You’re building stables? Planning on buying some horses are
you?’

Master
shoots me a glance and I have to smother a smile. ‘Eventually,’ he
replies.

The
Major finishes wading his way through all the paperwork. ‘I can’t
get this through the planning committee, it’s too much. Besides it
would take months for them approve it. I could never get them to
agree … not even for double what you paid me last time.’

‘Well, that’s a pity because I wanted approval by the end of
the month.’

The
Major scoffs. ‘That wouldn’t be enough time to even see if any of
your neighbours object to the project.’

‘Now that I’ve bought that house … there are no neighbours, so that
won’t be a problem.’

‘But what about all the builder’s lorries driving through the
village and so on?’

‘Not a problem, they can come through the field at the back, I
own that too.’

‘Well, I’m sorry Mr. Gilchrist, Mrs. Gilchrist, it just can’t
be done in the time scale that you want. And that’s my final
word.’

‘Really? Do you like your job, Major?’

‘Oh, now you’re threatening to get me fired, are you? You think
you can just take my job away?’

‘Not me … them,’ Master flicks a thumb in the direction of the
rest of the building, meaning his colleagues. ‘Once they hear about
your affair with my wife, they’ll soon get rid of you for sullying
the good name of the council. The golf club probably won’t look too
kindly on it, either.’

At the
word “affair” the Major goes white as all the blood drains from his
face. ‘But … no … that’s not true! I’ve never laid a finger on K,
err I mean Mrs. Gilchrist.’

‘Don’t lie, you’ve been fucking my wife and we all know it,’
Master says, casually. ‘Isn’t that right, dear?’

‘Oh yes, Roger dear. Why he had me on that very desk, several
times, he did. And then he took me to his home and kept me prisoner
for the whole weekend, while he ravaged me repeatedly. He even
tracks me down on my daily runs and has sex with me. Oh, I’m so
ashamed, I’ve become a fallen woman,’ I say, hamming it up, which
earns me a dubious look from Master.

‘It’s all lies, you can’t prove any of this!’

If we
were playing poker, this would be the time to show our cards,
revealing that we had 4 Aces. Master looks at me and says, ‘If you
wouldn’t mind, my dear.’ I take my cue and pulling out my phone,
press Play. I show them both the replay of me, naked, on all fours,
while the Major does me from behind, doggy fashion. Master has
cleverly chosen one where you can clearly see both our faces and
what we are up to, but I’m not smiling, so the argument that “I was
enjoying” it can’t be used.

‘I must say you look rather splendid in that video, my dear,’
Master tells me, yanking the Major’s chain even further.

‘Thank you, darling, I’ve been working out.’

‘All right, I admit it,’ the Major finally gives in. ‘But she
was a willing participant, she came on to me!’

‘Oh really?’ says Master. ‘Well, that’s not what she tells me.
Perhaps we should leave it up to Mr. Plod the Policeman to find out
who’s telling the truth?’

‘Wait, wait, wait … I’ll do it, I’ll do it. God knows how but
I’ll get it through the planning committee. Okay, is that good
enough?’

Master takes his time finishing his drink then stands up.
‘Yes, that will do fine. Tell you what, I’m a fair man. Do this for
me and all this,’ he points at my phone, ‘goes away. On top of
that, I will pay you double
what I paid you last time … and last of all, I’ll
give you your watch back.’ He takes the watch I stole from the
Major out of his pocket and holds it up. ‘Proof that K was close
enough to you to steal your watch.’

He holds
out his hand to me, ‘Shall we go dear? Our business here is done.’
As we make our way to the door, he turns back and says, ‘Oh, give
my regards to the barmaid at the Dog and Duck, won’t you. Lovely
girl.’ Just to rub it in that he’d been there first.

Once
we’re back in the car, he turns to me and says, ‘That my dear K, is
how you win wars. Make sure you have the enemy defeated before you
even enter into battle with him.’

‘Have you really been there?’

‘Where?’

‘The barmaid at the Dog and Duck.’

‘Who hasn’t? Now take me home and we’ll spend the afternoon
drinking wine and smoking cigars to celebrate, and you can tell me
how you would remodel the garden if you were in charge.’

‘Yes, Boss.’ I start the car and we go home.







 


MISTRESS OF THE HUNT

 


 


The Land
Rover pulls up outside the forest where Master brought me on a Fox
Hunt before. It wasn’t a real Fox Hunt, the Foxes were slaves like
me and the Masters released us naked into the woods and then hunted
us down, and if they captured one of us then they got to fuck her
and then release her for someone else to catch. I loved it and
always wanted Master to bring me back on another one. Perhaps today
is the day.

‘Are we having another Fox Hunt? You’d should have warned me so
I could prepare myself, I don’t have my running shoes with
me.’

‘No, nothing like that. We’re here on business. We’re going to
meet Sir Gerald Hillerby, remember him? The Master of the Hunt.
He’s going to give us a guided tour.’

‘Why?’

‘Don’t ask questions. Actually, scratch that, you can ask
questions but only about the things he’s showing us. Don’t express
any curiosity about why we’re here, I’m saving that as a
surprise.’

Master
drives us up to the main entrance to the park. He’s driving as he
wanted to surprise me where we were going. We park up in front of
the Lodge, which is the main hotel and where the park office is. We
go in, to reception and ask for Sir Gerald. Shortly he comes out
and greets us and takes us back into his office.

As we
sit drinking coffee, he tells us about the park. ‘Well, you know
this place, you’ve stayed here often enough. 20 rooms, a ball room,
large dining area, a spa, a bar and so on. This also houses the
admin office for the park. We currently have 30 cabins that can be
hired by non-Society members, with planning permission for 20 more.
We operate as a normal park during the holiday season and then we
hold Society events like the Fox Hunt and so on, during the
off-season. When you’ve finished your coffee we’ll take a drive
around the site and I’ll show you everything.’

We
follow him out to the car park and we all hop into a Land Rover.
‘The park covers 30 acres in all, but there’s an additional 20
acres that are up for grabs if you want to expand. Down this road
we have the stables and the domestic site. You know, accommodation
for the staff, the laundry, workshops and so on.’

‘How many horses do you have, Sir Gerald?’ I ask.

‘We have stables for 6 but only 4 horses at present. Of course
this could easily be turned into stabling for pony
girls.’

I look
at him curiously but he doesn’t explain any further. We travel down
the asphalt road, sometimes leaving it and taking a dirt track up
into the hills. The park is mainly covered with trees but at one
point we come across a large open space, about the size of a
football field, where the forest has been cleared.’

‘This would make a good open space for a pony racing track.
They can either do laps around it or they can simply follow the
tracks through the woods.’

We skirt
the perimeter of the park, as I can see the fence from time to
time. Cutting back towards the Lodge, we come across a couple of
large brick buildings. We get out and walk inside them.

Sir
Gerald flicks a switch. ‘These buildings were the original hotel
when we first opened to the public. They have electrics, plumbing,
running water, all the interior walls are plasterboard so it would
be easy to knock some down to make a large studio area. Plenty of
rooms that can be film sets or offices. The film unit would have
plenty of space and you’re isolated from the rest of the park,
here. Not that customers would be problem, of course.’

‘All very impressive,’ says Master. ‘So why are you giving it
up?’

‘Getting too old for this business. Matilda, that’s the wife,
just wants us to go and sit on a beach in the warm
in our twilight years,’
he says in a mocking voice. ‘But I owe it to her, she’s stuck by me
through all the tough years at this place, until we made a go of
it. Time for her to reap the rewards.’

‘I have a business but I don’t know much about running a place
like this.’

‘Don’t worry about that, I have a good manager, Society slave
just like all the rest of the staff, who actually runs the place
day to day, you just oversee it and make the big decisions. You’d
be wise to keep him on, in fact it would be smart to keep the whole
staff on. They’re reliable and know the place inside out. Why
bother training newbies? That would have to be part of the deal I’m
afraid, job security for my employees.’

‘Have no fear, Sir Gerald, I see no need to re-invent the
wheel. One thing I learned in the army was, “If it ain’t broke,
don’t fix it”. In fact, I imagine I’ll have to expand the staff to
cope with all the things my partners and I have
planned.’

‘Splendid. So we have a deal then?’

‘Well, the lawyers will have to sort out the details but my
partners have deep pockets so they won’t be quibbling over pennies.
But until that is all sorted, will you accept my handshake as a
contract?’

Sir
Gerald looks at Master. ‘I knew your father, his hand was good
enough for me, Roger, and so is yours.’ He holds out his hand and
they shake. For some reason a thrill of pride runs through
me.

‘You’ll join me for lunch, I hope,’ says Sir Gerald.

‘We’d love to but if you don’t mind I’d like to take the wife
on a quick drive round the park on our own first. Get a feel for
the place by ourselves. Then we’ll gladly join you. That
okay?’

‘Certainly my boy. Take your time, obviously the restaurant
hours don’t apply to us.’

Sir
Gerald drops us off back at the Lodge and we get into our Rover and
Master drives us around for a while then heads up a hill. Every
time I ask him what’s going on he orders me to be quiet.


Eventually, we get to the top of a hill in a clearing and he
stops the Rover, turns the engine off and gets out. ‘Look,
familiar?’ he asks, lighting a cigar.

I look
around and then the penny drops. ‘This is where you brought me that
first time we came here. You had Todd and Alan chase me all the way
up here and then filmed them having sex with me. My first hunt, I
suppose. I thought you were just being mean, I was so disgusted
with the way you were treating me that I almost left your service.
It wasn’t until you took me home and explained all about “hot
wives” where a man is proud of his woman and likes to show her off
to other men. Then I forgave you.’

‘That’s right, now look around you. This is all ours
now.’

‘You mean you just bought it with that handshake? How on earth
can you afford this, you’re not that rich, and you’ve just bought
the house next door. Did you win the lottery without telling
me?’

He
laughed and then handed me his cigar while he lit another for
himself. ‘Have you heard of “Synchronicity”?’

‘What’s that, a heavy metal band? No, wait a minute, I have
heard of it, it’s when a group of things that on their own have no
meaning, become important because they all happen at the same time,
isn’t it?’

‘There you go, that’s why I love you, beautiful
and clever. Yes you’re
right. I’ve been talking with Luiz de Souza, your Brazilian
Billionaire.’

‘You’re not selling me to him are you?’ I ask, slightly
alarmed.

‘No dummy … although that might be the driving force behind his
suggestion. No, what it is, he wants to diversify more into Europe,
he doesn’t have much of a foothold here. He fancies himself in the
film business and he was asking me if I had any contacts that might
need some capital to expand. That’s number one.

‘Number two is that Todd and Alan of Bluebird Films have been
talking to me while you’ve been getting fucked under the lights in
Oxford, and they tell me that their studio is getting too small.
They want to expand but they don’t have enough studio space to
shoot all the movies they have going at the same time. Ideally they
would like larger studio space and preferably somewhere where they
have easy access to the “great outdoors”, as more and more of their
films are shooting in the open … as you well know.

‘Also, Bluebird films sell their stuff by direct mail order,
worldwide even, but they don’t have any proper distribution set up
outside the UK. Well, it just so happens that the German publishing
company I am now partnered with sell DVDs, and have a worldwide
distribution organisation, so thanks to me, Bluebird can sell their
DVDs through those publishers. So they’re willing to buy into this
deal as a junior partner.

‘Third, many of The Society members based in the UK complain
that there aren’t any decent pony ranches here in the Midlands.
They have to go to Scotland or Cornwall, or even to Germany and
Eastern Europe to find a good place.

‘And lastly, I knew this place was coming on the market. This
would make a great pony ranch, and a suitable setting for a film
studio. We’ll close it to the general public and make it a Society
only park. We can have pony girl rides for the punters, Fox Hunts,
they can watch films being made, take part in the orgy scenes
perhaps, the possibilities are endless. Imagine bondage holidays
here. “Sex and whips” and “Fish and chips”.’

‘So is Luiz paying for all this?’ I ask.

‘I’m putting up money, so is the Contessa and of course, Luiz.
I will own it and run it, so that makes me the major shareholder,
the other two will have their stake in it. I’ll have 40% and
they’ll have 25% each and Bluebird will have 10%. They trust me to
run the place and they just take their share of the
profits.’

‘If there are any.’

‘Are you kidding? Brandy McPhee movies under exclusive contract
to Bluebird Films, which are filmed in this very park. Todd and
Alan will be coining it in.’

‘So what do you get out of this?’

‘You should ask, what do you
get out of this? Once the pony ranch is up and
running, you can go into the stables as a pony anytime you like.
When we have a Fox Hunt, you could be Mistress of the Hunt or one
of the foxes. I’m a Master, I know what Masters like. You’re a
slave, you know what slaves like. Together we can make this the
hottest Society spot in England.’

‘But you don’t know anything about running a pony
ranch.’

‘Justin Moncrieff has agreed to come over and help us set it
up. He knows the business and can recommend the best trainers for
us.’

‘Where would we live? I like our little house.’

‘We’d have accommodation here, naturally, for when we stay
over. One of us should probably be here a couple of days a week,
but you heard Sir Gerald, they have a competent manager to run the
place so we don’t need to be here all the time.’

‘All this power … I’ll get very Big. I’m going to need to be
made Small quite a bit. Can I really be a pony any time I
want?’

‘When the ranch is fully staffed, I’ll make sure that one of
them is your own personal trainer. We’ll pick the nastiest,
cruellest one of the bunch and tell him to be mean to you.
Deal?’

‘Deal,’ and I hold my hand out for a handshake. If it’s good
enough for Sir Gerald, it’s good enough for me.

‘Let’s go to lunch then, I’m hungry.’

We get
back in the Rover and head back down to the Lodge.







 


AND THEN THERE WERE THREE

 


 


Several
days later I enter mine and Chloe’s bedroom and she’s sitting on
the bed, looking glum. I haven’t seen her for a while. As well as
working for Master’s company, she also moonlights as a consultant
(computer hacker) for another company. It’s all legal and above
board, companies hire the firm she works for to test their Internet
security and suggest improvements. Master doesn’t like her doing
those activities from his house as his home network will get tagged
as the source of these network attacks, and he doesn’t want that.
So when Chloe is working on one of those cases she works from her
flat, which is registered as a legit place to do those sort of
things from.

I sit
next to her on the bed and give her a hug, kissing her cheek at the
same time but she doesn’t respond. ‘Come on, Elf, let’s hear it. I
know you’ve been building up to something for a while now, let’s
have it out.’

A tear
runs down her cheek and I feel guilty pressuring her, but we can’t
keep tip-toeing around each other, it’s time we cleared the air
once and for all.

She
sighs. ‘All right then, K, here it is. You know how much I love you
and I still do, honestly, but I feel I’m being side-lined, that I’m
no longer an important part of your life. First you married Master
Roger … well yes, I was hoping that you and I could get married.
Okay, I get it that you and he have a longer, deeper relationship
than we have, so I accepted that.

‘But now you’re on this, hell-bent, self-destructive journey
and I could even accept that too if I were part of it, but it’s
always you and him going off on your “adventures” and I’m left at
home with only Indy for company. You don’t seem to want me in your
life anymore.’ She bursts into tears and I give her my handkerchief
and try to console her.

‘Oh Elf … my dear, beautiful, Elf. Never think for a minute
that I don’t ever want you around. After Master Roger you are the
single most important person in my life. If you were to leave me I
don’t know what I’d do. Yeah, I do get involved in these wild
adventures but I don’t ask you along as I know it upsets you to see
me getting hurt or abused, so I leave you out for your protection.
But you should know me by now, it’s something I need to happen, you
knew that when you moved in with me, and that’s not going to
change. The reason I take Master along instead of you is that he is
there to protect me. No matter how wild it gets, I know he is
always there watching my back.

‘But when the adventure is over and I return to the normal
world, I need someone there who is loving and tender to soothe me
and make me feel good about myself again. After a week or two
locked in a cage and being treated like an animal, I sorely need to
be told how beautiful and loved I am, and no one does that better
than you. Often it’s only the thought of coming home to you that
keeps me going. Please don’t take that away from me.’

She
seems to be unbending slightly as she puts her arm around me and
hugs me back.

‘Master is always teaching me about checks and balances,’ I
tell her. ‘One part of my life is sometimes bad and wild and
bizarre even. Master and I live that life.

‘To counter that, I need a normal life with a good friend and
lover where I can do simple things like argue about nail polish
colours. Times when I can get drunk with you and we feed each other
chocolates and make love into the early hours, and then lie in next
day. You’re the rock to which the rest of my crazy life is
anchored. I need both of these lives. I
need you.’

There,
I’ve said my piece, the ball is in Elf’s court now.

She’s
quiet for a few moments as she dries her eyes and blows her nose,
then she takes my hand. ‘Thank you I needed to hear that. Of course
I’ll stay. It was upsetting when you married Master instead of me.
I just want some kind of commitment from you, that’s
all.’

I blurt something out that has been on my mind for a while.
‘How about if we had a baby? How about if you had my baby? Is that commitment enough
for you?’

‘What … what are you talking about?’

‘Well, it wouldn’t actually be my baby of course, that’s not
physically possible, but if the father was someone who was so close
to me that we are practically the same person, then it would be
virtually mine.’

‘You mean Master Roger?’

‘Yes.’

‘And you want me to have his baby?’

‘Our baby. He’d be the sperm donor but
it would be our baby. Born from our love. We’d raise it
together.’

‘You mean that? You’d make that commitment to me?’

‘In a heartbeat.’

‘Then I’ll do it, I’ll have your baby.’

We hug
each other and both bawl our eyes out for some time.

 



~~~

 


Some
time later Chloe and I are sitting in front of Master’s desk while
he considers the proposal we’ve just laid out for him. ‘So you’re
sure you want Chloe to have the baby and not you, K?’ he asks. ‘I
always thought that you’d want to be a mother.’

‘Yes, Master. This is all about Chloe and I, if I had your baby
it would all be about you and me. Nothing personal but in this case
we want you just to be the sperm donor. You won’t even have to pay
for the baby, I’ll support us both on my film earnings. Besides, it
would probably be best for the child if its mother wasn’t a famous
porn star. I can just be a family friend.’

‘K … what sort of man do you take me for? If a woman has my
baby I’ll honour my responsibilities. The three of you will all be
taken care of by me, that’s an end to it. Of course there are all
sort of legal complications, the child would be my heir and have a
legal claim on my estate.’

‘But as I’m your wife, everything would come to me first on
your death, so I would decide how big a share of the estate they
got.’

‘Hmmmm, maybe so. But regardless, I’ll publicly acknowledge the
baby as mine and even carry out some fatherly duties but I won’t
change nappies,’ he wags his finger at us. ‘So, K, I guess you’ll
be taking the other house after all, you’ll need to design a
nursery now.’

‘Oh no, that’s too generous, we can’t.’

‘K, I do not want this
house disturbed by crying infants, so
you will take the house
and move into it once you’ve redecorated it, or when Chloe falls
pregnant, whichever comes first. Speaking of which, have you given
any thought about how she is going to become impregnated? I don’t really do turkey
basters.’

Chloe
and I look at each other and smile. ‘Well, we’ve discussed this and
we both agree that it should be done the old fashioned way, the way
nature intended.’

‘So you want me to carry on sleeping with Chloe. Is that all
right with you Chloe?’

‘Yes, Master. We do it now occasionally, we just need to do it
more often.’

‘Okay, we’ll get you off to the doctor’s, get you checked out
and he can work out your cycles with you, pick the best times for
us to “you know what” and so on.’

‘I’ll arrange that,’ I tell him.

‘Do you plan on carrying on working, Chloe?’

‘Well, it might be some time before I fall pregnant, so I’ll
certainly be working for a while. Once I begin to swell up, as long
as someone can drive me to work then I’ll carry on going into the
office. After that, well I can do most of my work online and have
Zoom meetings if I need to talk to the department. So yeah, I
should be good for a while until I give birth. After maternity
leave, perhaps Indy can help with the baby. She had younger
brothers and sisters so she probably knows her way around a child.
And of course, if K isn’t working on a movie then she can take care
of the little mite during the day.’

He sits quietly and looks at us for a moment. ‘I’m very
flattered that you chose me to be the father of your baby, this
will make us all a real
family, but if this is going to happen I
have a few conditions of my own. If you’re going to get Chloe
“knocked up” then I think you should do the decent thing and marry
her first.’

Chloe
and I both sit there puzzled. ‘But you and I are already married,’
I reply.

‘In the law and society and so on, yes we are. However, who’s
to say that a person can only love one other person. The whole
philosophy of The Society is that anyone can love as many people as
they wish. I don’t see why you and Chloe shouldn’t swap solemn vows
in front of witnesses. It may not be legal, but in the eyes of God,
two people swearing oaths of love and loyalty to each other can
never be a bad thing, and I and others will respect it. We may be
the only ones that recognise it but we are the only people that
count, after all.

‘K … as your Master, I give you my permission and my blessing
to also take Chloe as a life partner.’

Chloe grabs my hand and we both burst into tears. Tut-tutting,
he walks out the room and returns a few minutes later with a couple
of bottles of wine, being followed by Indy carrying a tray of sweet
pastries. Once he explains what is going on to Indy, she bursts
into tears with us and joins in the hugging, so Master picks up a
bottle of wine, mutters, ‘Women,’ and goes out the room,
leaving us to it.

 



~~~

 


Master’s
as good as his word. He officiates at mine and Elf’s “wedding”. He
invited Pete along and he and Indy act as witnesses. Indy is
pleased as if I know Master, he’ll let her sleep with Pete
tonight.

Elf and
I put on our best frocks (no, I didn’t reuse my wedding dress) then
speak our vows to each other (I won’t bore you by repeating them
here, it’s not that kind of book) while Pete videos it for the
scrapbook. We all have some cake and a few drinks and then Elf and
I hop into the car, Master has let us take the Mercedes, and we
head off for a couple of weeks down on the south coast. It’s
summertime so it will be busy, but Master phoned a few Society
places and got us booked into a secluded 5 star hotel overlooking
the sea.

 


So, to
summarise:

Master
Roger loves me.

Chloe
loves me.

I love
them both (and I married them both).

Life is
good.

 


Bye for
now.

Don’t
forget to come back, there’s much more to tell about the big plans
that Master Roger has.

 



Byeeeeeeee!

 


Love K.

 


 


 


THE END
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Book Five

 


 






FOREWORD

 


 


As
regular readers to the series will have noted, lately I have let K
write the story of our life together, to show you how things look
from her side, or her end of the leash if you prefer. We have had
differing comments from readers about whether they prefer her point
of view to mine.


Sometimes it’s best if I explain what’s going on, as K is not
privy to all the conversations concerning her and the future of
‘House Gilchrist’ (K coined that phrase). Alternately, I often
don’t see what happens to her when I hand her over to another
person for their use. So this time round we decided to split the
writing tasks, so you can see both sides of the story. I will write
about the ‘big picture’, whereas K will fill you in on what goes on
behind closed doors.

I hope
you enjoy the differing POV as it will give you a more complete
idea of the life we lead.

 


Roger
James Gilchrist


RJG




 


 


CONTENTS

 


 


FOREWORD

UNDER NEW
MANAGEMENT

THE GRAND
TOUR

THE BLACK
FOREST

VIKTOR
TOPLITZ

MARKS OUT OF
10

KINGSWOOD

FUCK-TOY

PERSONAL
TRAINER

SLEEPING
ARRANGEMENTS

THE GRAND
OPENING

SLAVE
HUNT

STARTER’S
ORDERS

ESCAPE AND
EVASION

CHARGE OF THE LIGHT
BRIGADE

HUNTED

INTERROGATED

A PERFECT
MOMENT




 





UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT

 


 


ROGER

As K
mentioned in the last book, I am buying a camp site, one of those
‘cabin in the woods’ places, from Sir Gerald Hillerby. He wishes to
retire to the sun, I fancy having a place like this that I can
expand into a holiday resort for Society members and people with
similar interests. I have friends who for sound business reasons
want to expand their interests in the UK, and are willing to back
me financially. There’s not much in central Britain in the way of
pony or slave training, so I hope to attract devotees who live in
the region.

Also the friends who run Bluebird Films, who make most of K’s
porno movies under her Nom de
travail (working name) of Brandy McPhee,
were looking to move to bigger studios, preferably with access to
outdoors for private filming. The camp itself covers 30 acres of
woodland, but beyond that is a further 20 acres of pure woodland,
so we included that in the deal as well. I’m going to need a lot of
space for a running track and a lake.

So all in all, my buying the camp site and its woodland suited
everybody. Today, K and I met Sir Gerald at the solicitor’s office
and signed away our lives. After all the legal stuff is done, we
return to what is now mine… and will have a new name,
Kingswood Country Club.
Sir Gerald pulls up on the forecourt of the main building and we
all get out of his Rolls and stand there admiring it, K and I
looking forward to the challenges of running it, and Sir Gerald and
his wife quietly saying ‘goodbye’ I would imagine.

It’s a
grand old building. It’s a hotel but it’s known as the Lodge. Built
in the style of those all wooden buildings you see so much of in
the ski resorts of Bavarian Germany. A large veranda out the front,
surrounded by railings, and the same on every floor above for the
rooms that face the front. I spent a lot of time stationed in
Germany when I was in the army and I love those style of buildings.
It was part of my appeal in buying the place.

We go to Sir Gerald’s, correction MY office, and have a
drink while all the staff are assembled in the ballroom. Mr. Powell
the site manager joins us there. The staff been gathered in the
Lodge already, as they knew we’d want to see them when we go to
back from the legal stuff.

When
reception phone through to say they are all gathered, Sir Gerald
leads K and I, Sir Gerald’s wife Matilda, and the site manager, Mr.
Powell into the ballroom. It’s separate from the adjoining
restaurant, but connecting doors can be opened to make one large
dining area for special occasions, like weddings and so on. (Or
slave auctions, I can’t help thinking. There’s a stage at one end
and it would be ideal.)

We file
onto the stage and take our seats while Sir Gerald steps up to the
podium and gives a “It’s been an honour working with you, I’ll miss
you all, blah, blah,” speech and then waves to me to join
him.

After
Sir Gerald introduces me, I stand up and approach the dais to warm
applause. As usual in these moments for some strange protocol we
shake hands. Don’t know why, we’ve been together for the past few
hours, it’s not like we’re meeting for the first time that
day.

I adjust
the mike and then start my speech. ‘Ladies and Gentlemen, let me
start by answering the question which will be on everyone’s mind …
nobody’s getting fired, in fact you’re all in for a ten percent pay
rise.’ This produces another round of applause and some
cheering.

‘Now to the second question I’m sure you all have, what’s he
going to change around here? Well I’m not one of those people who
changes things purely for the sake of making his mark, “New broom
sweeps clean” and all that, but I am however, a firm believer in
the old adage, “Adopt, Adapt, Improve”. So there will be some
changes.

‘First, I’m told that we have bookings until the end of the
season. Once those are fulfilled, the camp will close down for
refurbishing and reopen later as “The Kingswood Country Club” …
members only. So no further bookings from civilians are to be
accepted for beyond the end of the season. It will then be only
open to members of The Society and others with similar interests.
We won’t be owned by The Society but we hope to receive Society
accreditation, so we can attract customers from all over the BDSM
world.

‘Full details will be provided later but for now all you need
to know is this, you are all slaves of The Society, yes? Some of
you are here to earn income for your individual Masters that have
them, and others are just general slaves of The Society. Correct?’
A general murmur of agreement comes from the crowd. ‘Well
henceforth this establishment will be run as a private enterprise. As a Society
member myself though, I do have permission from the Society’s
Council to employ Society slaves here as long as I pay the Society
a commission. So although you are owned by the Society, from now on
you work for me.

‘Up to now you have mainly been used as “domestic servants”,
cooking, cleaning and so on. Well a friend of mine, a Contessa, who
also happens to be one of my financial backers, practically runs a
whole ski resort in France. All the domestic chalet girls in the
ski lodges are slaves like you. If a Society member books a chalet,
the chalet girl is also made available for the use of the person
renting the chalet. This will happen here too. You will be given
the choice of staying as purely a domestic, or given the chance to
be available to the customers as part of your duties, extra pay of
course. Those of you who have your own individual Masters, discuss
it with them and see how they are willing for you to be used.
Obviously gardeners, electricians and so on will carry on in those
positions, but will be able to volunteer for other activities such
as helping out at the new pony ranch.

‘The stables will be expanded and converted into a proper pony
ranch. I have an expert ranch owner who will fly in from America
and advise on the setting up of that. We will be employing
professional pony trainers to run that, but they can always use
additional staff. Some of you ladies might even wish to become
ponies yourselves. Once we are nearer the time of opening, we will
post a list of all the roles that need to be filled and we will
look for volunteers. No one will be pressed into any job they would
feel uncomfortable with.

‘Next, the old hotel building will be converted into a new film
studio. There is an existing film company in Oxford that is looking
for larger premises and a secure location for outdoor filming. Some
of you might like to appear as extras in their movies. Once we have
established this place in its new role, security will be tightened,
there will be guards on each entrance and you will have to show a
pass to get in.

‘Now, as to management and the chain of command, if I may use
an army term. Mr. Powell will carry on running day to day
operations, as now. For the refurbishment, I will be in charge of
the planning and implementing the proposed changes. Some of them,
like building new cabins, expanding the stables and so on, can be
done while we still have civilians here on site. Once they have
gone then we can be more open in what we are doing, like creating
the pony racing track.’

I turn
and beckon K to come up and stand beside me at the dais. She’s
looking very sharp today, I told her to wear a business suit, tight
skirt, stockings and suspenders and very high heels, and of course
no underwear. She looks every inch the hard-nosed business
woman.

‘My wife and I will be around a lot. One or other of us will be
around a couple of days a week during the refurbishment. We’ll take
over Sir Gerald’s suite in this Lodge. When you see her dressed
like this …’ I wave in her direction, ‘… you will address her, or
refer to her, as Mrs. Gilchrist. Any orders she may give will be
acted upon as if I were giving the order.’

Now I do
my psychology bit to get the crowd on my side.

‘However … like you lot, she is a slave … my personal slave.
Some of you may recognise her from her movies.’

‘Brandy McPhee,’ someone shouts from
the crowd.

‘Look my dear, you have a fan. That’s right, well spotted, she
is indeed Brandy McPhee in her movies. But she’s still my slave and
she enjoys a good Fox Hunt or time in the pony stables. Believe me
she’s been hunted through these very woods on more than one
occasion.’ She and I smile at each other. ‘And she intends to take
full advantage of the new entertainments. So if she is in an outfit
like this, then she is Mrs. Gilchrist, but if you see her naked and
being led around on a leash, or harnessed to a pony cart, then she
is to be treated as an equal and you can call her … what do you
think, K?’

‘Keep it simple, Master, call me Brandy. They already know me
by that name.’

‘Very well, if you see her naked, you can call her Brandy. And
if you’re not sure if it is her, you can always look for the brand.
Hitch your skirt up, K.’ She does as ordered and pulls her skirt up
to her waist. It’s a tight skirt and she has to wriggle a bit to
get it up to her waist but she accomplishes it and as she is not
wearing any underwear, she stands there brazenly exposing her pussy
to the whole room. This doesn’t bother her at all, not someone who
has been filmed naked, dancing and masturbating with a banana on
stage. Not to mention the outrageous things she does in her
films.

‘Turn around,’ I tell her and she does, revealing her branded
buttock to the crowd. I reach down and point to the brand with my
finger and then rub my hand over her butt cheeks. There is a lot of
murmuring from the room as they say things like
(I imagine), ‘If
he’ll expose his wife like that to the whole room then, he must
really be serious about her being one of us.’

I tell K
to lower her skirt. ‘Now I’ll hand back to Sir Gerald who will tell
you about his farewell party to be held later. I believe you’re all
invited and there’s a free bar. Enjoy!’ A big cheer goes up and
more applause. I hand over to Sir Gerald and K and I take our seats
again.




 





THE GRAND TOUR

 


 


K

Chloe
drives Master Roger, Indira and I to the airport to catch the plane
to Stuttgart in Germany where we will start our ‘Grand Tour’ of
Europe, shopping for pony trainers. Justin Moncrieff will meet us
there. Indira unloads the cases and finds a luggage trolley as
Master checks us in, while I say goodbye to Chloe, my “wife” (sort
of).

Perhaps I should explain in case you didn’t read the last book
of my adventures. In the eyes of God and the Law, I am the legal
wife of my Master, Roger Gilchrist. When Chloe and I approached him
about the possibility of us having a baby (well, Chloe having a
baby that is) with him as the father, he suggested that I do the
decent thing and “marry her” first to proclaim our commitment to
each other. So, with his permission and blessing, we swore our
oaths of love and loyalty to each other, in front of witnesses, in
a pseudo-ceremony over which Master presided. Okay, so it isn’t
legal but we know what it meant and everyone that knows us,
understood the promise we made to each other, and Master Roger
approved it … so there … that’s all we care about. My love for and commitment to
Chloe is (nearly) as deep and real as it is to my Master. He will
always come first.

We hug
each other hard and then she gets back in the car and drives off.
Master Roger has given her the task of implementing the computer
network extensions to the Kingswood Country Club site. She will
plan and oversee the install of all the necessaries for the new
buildings and the new film studio, alongside Pete the video guy,
whose company is installing all the necessary electrics, cabling
and cameras that are required around the site.

Normally
I would allow her to sleep with Pete while we’re away, but from now
on, until she falls pregnant, she will only have penetrative sex
with Master Roger and it will always be unprotected. Which makes me
smile as I remember the great sex session we had last
night.

You see,
this baby is meant to be mine and Chloe’s. Now regardless of what
the Trans people may tell you, she has to be impregnated by a
‘real’ male, I can’t do it. So the next best thing is for Master to
be the sperm donor. He is virtually my ‘other half’ and for him to
do it is like me doing it myself. I can’t do it physically but if
I’m there, also making love to her, while she is having sex with
Master, then I can feel that I am ‘spiritually’ making her
pregnant. So the three of us have great sex together and hopefully
she will fall one day. In the meantime who cares? We’re having
great sex.

I
realise this might all sound a bit silly and we’re spinning a
fantasy to cover up the reality but if that’s what it takes for us
to be happy, then so be it. Master may be the father, and has even
promised to accept the child as his own, pay for it, acknowledge it
as his heir, etc., in practise the child will be ours, Chloe’s and
mine, and it doesn’t matter where it came from.

Of
course Indy is a bit miffed as Master is saving all his ‘little
tadpoles’ for Chloe, so Indy is only getting sex from Chloe and I,
and she does like some cock now and then but it’s only a temporary
ban until he’s done his duty.

We hang
around in the First Class lounge until it’s time to board the
aircraft (I’m so glad that Master Roger is rich) and then we jet
off to Germany.
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We land
in Stuttgart and Justin Moncrieff is there to meet us. He’s the
owner of a pony girl ranch in America that Master either takes or
sends Indira and me to, regularly. Justine married Judith, Master
Roger’s secretary and slave for a long time and before that, his
father’s. Master invited her along to the Ranch one time to watch
me being trained, and she and Justin took a shine to each other, so
(at her insistence) Master ‘sold’ her to Justin for a token ten
dollars and they subsequently married.


Sometimes Master is too busy to fly to America, so he sends
us to the Ranch alone, normally he would always accompany us to
watch over us, but the Moncrieff’s are like family, so he deems it
safe to be under their care when we are there. Master Justin has
fucked me and Indira on many an occasion, as the owner he gets free
access to the ponies like his trainers, and he never passes up the
opportunity to have a ‘ride’ on each of us when we’re there. Judith
of course, as a life-long slave, never complains about this, she is
accustomed to Masters using slaves for their pleasure. Besides, if
she’s a good girl he often sends her down to the stables for a
night being used by the trainers, so what’s good for the
goose…

Master
Justin is here now to give Master Roger, advice and guidance about
hiring pony girl trainers for the pony ranch that Master is setting
up at Kingswood. He’s been in the business for years and knows all
the players, so he’s going to be taking us to several pony girl
ranches where he can test prospective employees, which is where
Indy and I come in. The plan is that Roger and Justin (I’ll go back
to that practise of just referring to them by their names unless
I’m speaking directly to them) will check the place out and talk
shop with the owners, while Indy and myself go ‘undercover’ into
the stables as pony girls, and check out how the handlers treat the
pony girls. We won’t tell them that I’m Roger’s wife, we are just a
couple of slaves they brought along to keep them amused on the
trip. A few days of being whipped and fucked by the trainers will
give us both an idea of which are good and which are not so
good.

(Also I have my own little scheme in mind. When I go to
Justin’s ranch, I always ask to be trained by one of them called
Kurt. He’s in his 50’s and he’s a mean, old, cantankerous bastard and if you
displease him, he can be very cruel, which is why I always ask to
be handled by him. I asked Roger if we could hire him for our pony
ranch, but he doesn’t want to move to the UK. So on this trip I aim
to find myself another trainer who is just as mean and cruel as
Kurt, and then have Roger give him the job of being my personal
trainer. Roger understands my needs and has agreed that once the
ranch is up and running, when I feel the mood, I can join the
stables and undergo their harsh treatment. That’s why I’m looking
for the baddest of the bad.)

Justin
has hired a limousine, not one of the stretched ones but still with
plush seats and a drinks cabinet. He says he has arranged for ‘all
drivers insurance’ so he offers the keys to Roger.

‘You don’t keep a dog and bark yourself. I’ve had K trained as
a chauffeur, so she can do all the driving on this trip. Give her
the keys,’ Roger tells him. I take the keys and Indy and I load up
the luggage in the boot and then open the doors so the Masters can
climb in the back. Indy joins me up front.

‘I’ve programmed our first stop into the Satnav,’ says Justin.
‘All the ranches we’ll visit have accommodation so we won’t have to
worry too much about arranging hotels, we’ll stay on site when
possible. On longer trips though we’ll have to find a nice guest
house for overnight stops.’

Roger
pipes up, ‘Okay girls remember, from now on you two will act as
slaves when we’re at these ranches, we’ll play down the fact that K
is my wife. So I want you to play up to it, open doors, carry our
luggage, walk behind us, that sort of thing.

‘I’ve been ignoring Indy in bed lately in favour of Chloe, so
for this trip, Indy will sleep with me and K will be Justin’s bed
partner, Okay?’

‘Yes, Sahib’ says Indy.

‘Yes, Boss,’ I give him a thumbs up.

He catches my eye in the rear-view mirror and gives me a wink.
‘Okay then off we go, K, and don’t forget to give way
to the left on
roundabouts.’

‘Yes, Master.’ I start the car and set off.




 





THE BLACK FOREST

 


 


ROGER

K drives
carefully for a while until she gets the hang of a left-hand drive
car. Once she gets onto the Autobahn (or Motorway, or Highway,
depending on where you’re reading this) she gets the feel of it and
we are soon zooming along. Lots of places in Germany don’t have
speed limits on the motorway.

It’s not
far to where we are going, a place in the Black Forest – or Der
Schwarzwald – to give it the German name. We are in the deep south
of Germany, Bavaria, where all the hills and mountains are, which
makes it great for skiing. I spent some time in the army serving in
Germany and often came down here to ski. I don’t know the area that
we’re going to though, the pony ranch is somewhere near a place
called Freudenstadt. The Satnav says it’s 87 kilometres to our
destination (which I shall refer to as ‘klicks’ for short, as we
used to call them in the army).

The
scenery is beautiful in Bavaria and I encourage the girls to take
in the view as the road winds around the hills. A few hours later
(we stopped off for lunch) the Satnav has taken us deep into the
Schwarzwald, we haven’t seen any houses for several klicks when it
takes us down a small side road, that we would otherwise have
missed. It’s not much more than a track but it is a proper road,
not a dirt track.

We’re
all beginning to wonder if the Satnav has sent us off course, when
through the trees we see a naked girl, harnessed into a pony cart,
containing a man, as he directs her with the reins attached to the
bit in her mouth. Yep! We’ve come to the right place.
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K
follows the road and within minutes we come to a hotel. K and Indy
open the doors for us and as we climb out, a short, podgy man comes
out to greet us. ‘Justin, my old friend, nice to see you again,’ in
slightly accented English.

He and
Justin shake hands warmly and then he introduces me to the man.
‘Roger, allow me to introduce Max Ludendorf who runs this
establishment. We’ve known each other for years. Max, meet Roger
Gilchrist.’

‘How do you do Herr Ludendorf?’ I offer my hand.

‘Oh please, call me Max, any friend of Justin’s is a friend of
mine. And he wouldn’t be bringing you here if you weren’t a
friend,’ he replies jovially.

‘Thank you, Max. Please call me Roger.’

‘I shall. Now then, let’s get you settled in your rooms and
then we can discuss business.’ He leads us into the hotel foyer and
up to Reception. The receptionist checks our passports, gives us
the register to sign in, and then hands us our room
keys.

Max
says, ‘I’ll get a porter to take your luggage to your
room.’

‘That won’t be necessary,’ I tell him and hand my room key to
Indy, as Justin hands his to K. ‘My girls will take care of it.
Where can we park the limo?’

‘Just pull around to the back of the hotel, there’s plenty of
space there. Then I presume you wish to sign your girls up to the
ranch?’

‘Yes, please,’ I reply. ‘Can they join us in the office while
we talk?’

‘Certainly, that’s my office over there,’ he points to a door
to the side of reception with ‘Manager’ written on it.

‘Run along girls, I’ll see you in a few minutes.’

‘Yes, Master,’ they both acknowledge and hurry off to carry out
their tasks.

We three
men go into Max’s office and take a seat. Shortly there’s a knock
on the door and Max calls the girls in. I tell them to stand
against the wall and be quiet.

‘Before we start, would you like a drink?’ asks Max.

‘Yes, thank you,’ Justin and I agree. Max goes to rise from his
chair but I tell him to stay where he is, K can take care of
it.

‘What would you like to drink, Master?’ she asks
Max.

‘A scotch and soda with a little ice, please.’

The
girls know what Justin and I drink so they quickly fix our drinks
and then go back to standing silently against the wall.

As we
sip our drinks appreciatively, Max gets down to business. ‘Justin
has given me the outline of what you have planned but why don’t you
give me some more details, Roger?’

‘There is a holiday camp in England that up to now has been
used mainly for civilians to holiday there, but occasionally the
owner, a Society member, used to organise Society events out of
season such as Fox Hunts, chasing slave girls naked through the
woods, that sort of thing.

‘He wants to retire so I took the opportunity to buy the place
and I plan to close it to civilians and make it purely for people
with certain interests, shall we say.’

‘And will this be a Society place?’

‘No, absolutely not. Although my financial backers
are Society members, this
will remain a private enterprise. I will of course try to gain
Society accreditation and badge of approval, to increase my base of
customers but they won’t run the place.’

‘I agree it is best to remain independent, as I am. Society
places tend to confine themselves to just Society members whereas I
take my customers from anywhere, but having a Society
recommendation is good for business. Pony girl aficionados know it
is a sign of quality. What other services will you be
offering?’

‘Well, a friend of mine, runs a ski resort in France. All of
her chalet maids are slaves, so if a Society member stays at one of
her chalets, he also gets free use of the chalet maids. Besides the
hotel, there are cabins for people to rent and I plan to offer the
same facility to my customers. A film studio is moving onto site
and will be doing their filming in a refurbished studio on site,
which will bring in revenue. I also intend to open a pony training
stable, which is why we are here. I need to employ some pony girl
trainers.’

‘Will there be enough call in England for another pony
stables?’ asked Max.

‘I think so. The only ones at the moment are in the south west
of England and the other is in Scotland. The middle of the country
where I’m setting up is bare, so I expect a lot of custom. Justin
here suggested a few places in Europe where we might recruit some
trainers. We might even persuade the film people to make some pony
girl movies. And that’s why we’re here, we’re looking for
experienced pony handlers.’

‘Roger, Justin … you’d take all my best men away? I thought we
were friends?’

‘Come now, Max,’ replied Justin. ‘You know as well as I do that
there’s always a constant moving around of trainers on the circuit.
I keep mine because they’re mostly older men who like to be
settled, but there are plenty of young studs who like to hop
between stables to keep themselves fresh. They’d leave and have to
be replaced anyway.’

‘Ja, Justin, that is true, sadly. Okay then, I shall help you
find your trainers. Did you already have some in mind?’

I take
the list out of my pocket, which Justin has prepared for me and lay
it on Max’s desk. He takes a look and asks, ‘Why these men in
particular?’

Justin
replies, ‘You know what this community is like, full of rumours and
gossip. I happen to hear that these three men were putting out
feelers about making a move, so here we are.’

‘We’d like to book our girls into the stables but not in the
usual way,’ I say. ‘We will keep them with us tonight but starting
tomorrow, we’ll hand them over each morning and want them returned
to us at night, so they’ll have to forgo the usual welcoming gang
bang on the first night. Each day, we would like one of those three
men named on the list, to collect them and train them for the day.
They are both experienced pony girls, trained at Justin’s ranch so
you know they’ll be high quality.’

‘So exactly what training do you wish my men to give
them?’

‘The usual. Treat them as if they are returning ponies and just
require a tune-up, so to speak. Work them hard in the stables
perhaps and then take them out, run them through the woods a lot,
preferably as a matched pair. Needless to say your men are free to
use the whip on them as much as they like and they are also freely
available to be used sexually. One at a time, both together, it
doesn’t matter. I just want your men to give them a good workout
and push them hard.’

K is standing against the wall in a position where she can see
my face, so I look over to her and can see the slight smile on her
lips. As I’m sure you are well aware by now, K has this peculiar
quirk in her mind that makes her delight in being treated as an
object … merely property … and what she loves even more is being
present when her superiors are discussing what is
going to be done to her,
how she is to be treated. I would wager good money that if I
checked between her legs now, she would be wet. Dirty slut.

Max
stands up, ‘So these are the girls, may I inspect them?’

‘Certainly,’ I agree.

He walks
over to the girls and as they are only wearing flimsy summer
dresses he can freely feel their bodies as he checks them out,
squeezing their buttocks, their biceps, lifting their skirts and
running his hands over their thighs.

‘Well, they seem very well conditioned, you are to be
congratulated for how you keep them in shape. How would you like
them to be registered?’ By that he means that they are not humans
with real names, only the pony names that they have, so they can be
differentiated from one another.

‘Well, the taller one is be called “Princess”. K gives me a sly
grin. That is my private name for her and she loves being called
that when she is being treated as an animal. I give Indy a name I
coined on her first visit to Justin’s ranch as my slave. She’d been
there before with another owner but for the first time belonging to
me, I gave her a new name. ‘Call that one, “Samosa”.

‘Samosa?’ asks Max, surprised.

‘Yes, Samosa, because she’s Asian and she tastes
nice.’

Max
gives a snort of a laugh, amused at the way Masters discuss their
slaves. Indy blushes furiously in embarrassment … but she also
giggles so I know she is pleased with the complement.

‘Very well. The rules are no nudity in the hotel. When they are
picked up they must be wearing a dress and their own footwear so it
is broken in. It doesn’t matter what the dress is like as they will
be stripped and collared as soon as they reach the stables. From
then on they are in the hands of the trainers and they can do what
they like with them, ja?’

‘Absolutely. In fact warn them that Princess can be a bit
rebellious if not strictly controlled, so they may have to be a bit
harsh with her. That is perfectly acceptable.’

‘As you wish. Now then, let me show you around the
site.

He
crossed to his desk and picking up the phone, uttered few words
into it in German. Hanging up he led us back out to the front of
the hotel where we waited for transport. We stand there chatting
and smoking cigars for a while as the girls stand off to one side
of us, hands behind back heads bowed.

Then our
transport arrives. It is one of those golf type carts, an electric
buggy but with six seats instead of the usual two. To my
astonishment though there a semi-naked girl strapped to the bonnet.
She’s not completely naked, she has a tight leather corset around
her waist, exposing her breasts and she wears a head harness, with
a horse’s bit firmly wedged in her mouth. Her body is glistening in
the afternoon sun as she has obviously been well oiled with sun tan
lotion. When I say she is strapped to the bonnet, she is sitting on
some sort of a mounted saddle between her legs. Her wrists are
fastened to the uprights on the cart holding the canopy above the
cart, and her ankles are strapped to the bumper. A leather strap
around her waist ensures that she is firmly attached to the cart
with no danger of falling off. Everyone crowds forward to get a
closer look, including the girls but I caution them to stand
back.

Justin
and I look at Max, but he just calmly carries on puffing on his
cigar.

‘Max … what the hell’s this?’ asks Justin.

‘Oh this,’ says Max as if he’s just noticed her. ‘It’s nothing,
you’ll see a lot of this around the camp. We don’t just do pony
training, we also do leather fetish and bondage. Slaves being
dressed in finery and then bound in awkward and embarrassing
positions. This is a hood ornament. It’s all this “House of Gord”
slave stuff. It’s very popular these days. Lots of owners put their
slaves through it. Some, like this one here, are not owned by
anyone, they just submit themselves to it for their own pleasure.’
He looks at me and asks, ‘I could put your girls through some of it
if you’d like?’

I must
admit I’m tempted to see K as a hood ornament but we have a
schedule to adhere to, so I regretfully decline but I see K giving
me the eye, which I know from experience means “pencil me in for
this sometime”. God that woman’s insatiable when it comes to
torture and indignity. I keep threatening to smother her in honey
and throw her naked into a Russian prison, but it doesn’t seem to
deter her.

We climb
aboard the cart and set off. Max gives us a guided tour as we visit
the stables and the race course, where the ponies compete with each
other. The tracks through the woods are lovely and slightly
overgrown so that they are mostly shaded, so the ponies don’t have
to pull heavy carts in the blazing sun, which gives me a thought.
‘What do you do in winter, Max? Do you close down?’

‘Not at all. Our stables are heated and we have fur-lined
cat-suits for the ponies to wear. Or we dress them up. Have you
ever seen a French Maid pulling a cart? It’s quite erotic. Besides
some of the ponies … or perhaps I should say their owners, like
them to run naked in the snow. Once the snow has fallen and the sun
comes out again, it’s warm enough to stand up to your knees in
snow, naked, and still feel comfortable. There are a few good ski
slopes near here so often the owner will leave the pony with us
while they hit the ski slopes. Do you ski, Roger?’

‘Yes I’ve skied. I was in the army and was stationed in Germany
for a while and I often came down here to Bavaria to ski. On top of
which Princess here loves to be taken for a run on snowy days, but
sadly we don’t get too many in my part of England.’

‘Then allow me to invite you here this winter. You can ski and
your girl can be in the stables while you’re on the piste. The best
of both worlds.’

K gives
me a hard stare which means, “Say yes! We’d both love
it”.

‘That is very generous of you, Max. I may be a bit busy this
winter, as that’s when we’re doing most of the work on my new
place, once all the civilians have left. I’ll see if I can squeeze
in a few days. But if not I’d certainly like to come back here in
future years, summer or winter.’

‘It’s a deal then.’

At one
point we stop to let a trainer cross our path who is leading four
naked pony girls who are all connected together in a line, with a
chain reaching from each girl’s collar to the next, along to the
end of the line. Following them is another trainer who is
encouraging them along with a whip.

Out of
curiosity I ask Max where they are being taken and he orders the
driver to go to “Die Fabrik” which I know is German for Factory. We
arrive at the Factory a few minutes later, it’s a large metal barn,
looks to be made out of aluminium, and he leads us inside. ‘We call
it Die Fabrik … the Factory, as this is where the girls are
processed.’

We look
around the barn and at this end of the room we can see a row of
girls, half a dozen or so, chained up along one wall. Directly
facing them on the opposite wall is a T-Frame. As we watch, a girl
is being whipped by a trainer, she is facing the T-frame and her
wrists are shackled to each end of the T. It had already begun when
we arrived and as we watch she receives a few more strokes and is
then released and led away by a trainer. The next girl in the line
is taken off the wall and strapped to the T-frame. That is the
worst part, the psychological torture of having to watch another
girl being punished, knowing that the same thing will happen to you
shortly.

Max
explains what we are watching. ‘All the girls are brought here on
their first day and beaten to show what level of punishment they
can expect during their stay. After that they are whipped routinely
every three or four days, and on top of that if they commit any
indiscretions or fail to carry out orders, then they receive extra
punishment.’

I look
at Max as he tells us this. He seemed such a jovial, friendly
character but there he is calmly explaining how they routinely
torture young women. I guess that old adage about books and covers
is true.

‘I know you don’t want to put your girls through the full
routine but would you like them included in this on their first
day?’ has asks.

I look
at the girls. Indy looks away but K stares me in the eyes as if
daring me to say no. ‘Yes, why not? I’ve been busy preparing for
this trip so they haven’t had a good whipping for a while, and like
I said Princess can be a bit of a handful, so yes, bring them here
first thing tomorrow.’ I wink at K and she waits until no one else
is looking and winks back.

‘What’s going on down there?’ asks Justin, pointing to the
other end of the barn. ‘Looks interesting.’

Max
leads us down to the far end of the barn. It seems to be split into
three bays or cubicles each with video cameras pointing at them. In
the first bay on the left a girl in a leather corset which only
covers her abdominal area leaving her breasts and pussy exposed,
wearing high heels, and with a horse bit in her mouth, is walking
on a treadmill. Her forearms are bound together across her back.
Her long hair is in a ponytail and is stretched up above her head,
as it is tied to a cross beam stretching across the bay. She has no
option but to keep walking on the treadmill as she is captured by
her hair and unable to use her hands to free herself. She has
obviously been on it for some time as she is covered in sweat and
having trouble keeping up with it. If she falters then the trainer
who is filming her gives her a swipe across the legs or arse with a
belt.

The
middle bay is empty but the third bay has a naked girl, fastened by
her wrists to a chain dangling from the roof, which has been raised
up so her feet are a foot or so off the floor. She has a large ball
gag in her mouth – slaves have no voice unless it is to cry out in
pain – and her naked body is already striped with marks of a cane
or a riding crop. On closer inspection it appears that she has a
large cunt-plug inserted in her. She has to close her legs tightly
to hold it in. Unfortunately this isn’t made easy by the trainer
who is zapping her with a cattle prod. Each time he sends a shock
of electricity through her, her natural reaction is to jerk which
sometimes leads to her flinching and pulling her legs up to protect
her body. This causes her to lose her grip on the plug and it drops
to the floor.

The
trainer turns her so her back is facing him and gives her a few
strokes across the arse with a riding crop. Then he picks up the
plug, pours some more oil on it so making it almost impossible to
hold inside her, inserts it into her pussy again, and the game
continues. All while she and the girl on the treadmill are being
filmed.

It looks
cruel and I almost feel sorry for the girls but then I remind
myself that nobody made them become slaves and they are free to
leave at any time. This may not be a Society ranch but it will
certainly run by Society rules, and so that statement is
true.

‘Sometimes we get requests from the slave owners for specific
tortures to be applied to their slaves and for us to record it, so
we comply with their requests,’ Max explains the scene.

I feel
someone grasp my hand and K whispers in my ear, ‘This seems like
the sort of thing that Eve would enjoy.’ K and I have discovered
many different sides to her psyche that even she didn’t know she
had. I’ve taken to naming them so we know which one we are
referring to at any given time. When she’s at home being my loving
and caring slave (and my wife) she is simply ‘K’. When she is
making porno movies, she is Brandy McPhee. As an animal, pony or
dog, she is Princess – and when she is the lowliest, cum-sucking,
pain-seeking, piece of filth whore who likes to be punished hard …
I call her Eve.

‘Yes I’m sure that Eve would enjoy it but we don’t have time
for her today. We’re working to a schedule remember. Stick to the
pony stuff. And if you’re lucky I might build something like this
into Kingswood.’

‘I love you,’ she whispers.

‘I know, now get back in your place, slut.’

Justin
butts in with, ‘You know, Max, I may have to take a fresh look at
what I offer at The Ranch. That girl on the cart was certainly
something to think about. House of Gord is very popular in the
states. I’ll make some enquiries when I get home.’

Tour
over, Max takes us back to the hotel. As we disembark, he turns to
the driver and pointing to the girl on the front of the cart he
says, ‘Have this one cleaned up and brought to my private suite
tonight.’

‘Yes, sir.’
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Next morning after we have served breakfast to Roger and
Justin, Indy and I retire to a side table, as we are not allowed to
eat at the same table as the Masters. This may sound weird to you
but given the nature of our trip, and the fact that we will
literally be treated as
animals, I requested, and Roger allowed, that we go into full slave
mode once we touched down at Stuttgart airport.

That may
sound odd but one moment being treated as a wife and lover, only to
be stripped naked and thrown into a stable the next, then a day or
two later it being repeated, can be very disconcerting and
seriously mess with your head, particularly if it lasts for a few
weeks. So I prefer to get into the headspace of being a submissive
piece of slave meat, who is only there to serve dominant males, and
‘stay in character’ to use an acting phrase, for the duration of
the experience, instead of flopping back and forth.

Because
of that, Roger gave me to Justin to serve him for the length of the
trip. That’s okay, I’m used to serving Justin. On my first visit to
his pony ranch, Roger gave me to him for several days. Every time I
go to his ranch, he makes time to fuck both me and Indira. His
wife, Judith, and I spent many a happy hours ‘feasting’ on each
other while Roger looked on, before taking his pleasure with both
of us. Now when Roger cannot accompany me and sends me on alone,
Justin, Judith and I often have threesomes. So when he takes me to
bed on this trip I am accustomed to having him inside me. He is in
his 50’s but still a virile, capable man, and I actually get
pleasure serving him in the bedroom.

After we
clear away the breakfast things, and both men are checking their
emails on their phones (Indy and I are not allowed phones on this
trip, so Roger has to pass messages back and forth between me and
Chloe) there is a knock at the door. As we are in Justin’s room I
look to him for orders.

He tells
me to answer the door and I open it to a tall, distinguished
looking man, with short dark hair. He is wearing the uniform of the
trainers at this ranch, jodhpurs and riding boots, white shirt and
cravat. He is also wearing black gloves and carrying a riding crop
which I find slightly sinister. I open the door wide and beckon him
in.

He
strides past me and going straight up to Justin, gives little bow.
Not the full bow from the waist, just the “head bow”. ‘Guten
morgen, Herr Moncrieff, it is an honour to meet you,’ he says in
heavily accented English. ‘I am Viktor Toplitz, at your
service.’

‘Oh, you know who I am?’

‘Mein Herr, you are famous in this business. It is a small
world you know.’

‘Kind of you to say so. Allow me to introduce Mr.
Gilchrist.’

‘Herr Gilchrist, pleased to meet you.’ They shake
hands.

I study him as they talk. Mildly handsome in a ‘craggy’ sort
of way. Mid 40’s I would say, very stiff and upright, very
reminiscent of those old German military officers. I don’t mean the
‘Nazis’, more like the 1st World War officers, Prussians
I believe they were called. You can imagine him with a monocle and
duelling scars.

‘Herr Ludendorf says you would like me to work these ponies
today. I understand they have been trained on your ranch, Herr
Moncrieff, so they already know the ropes. What would you like to
see me do with them?’

Justin
looks at Roger who tells him, ‘Oh just the usual, put them to work
in the stables for a while, then later take them on runs in the
wood, pulling a trap. I’d like to see them harnessed as a pair.
Then perhaps later we could watch you run them round the race
course for a while.’

‘It will be my pleasure, Herr Gilchrist.’

‘Another thing, when we were at Die Fabrik yesterday, we saw
special films being made at the far end of the barn. Do you
participate in those or do you just do the pony
training?’

‘No, sir. All of the handlers take part in the “extra special
activities”. We consider it a perk of the job.’

‘Good. In that case, Herr Ludendorf promised he would put our
girls through the introductory whipping. I’d like you to take care
of that yourself. Would that be all right?’

‘Certainly, it’s all part of the service we offer.’

‘Excellent.’

Viktor
looks over at Indy and I as if he’s just noticed us for the first
time. ‘So these are the girls, may I examine them?’

‘Help yourself,’ Roger tells him. ‘They’re all yours, you can
do what you like with them.’

‘Indeed?’ he approaches us. We are standing silently by the
wall, hands behind our backs, head down, facing the floor. We are
wearing plain dresses and our running shoes.

‘Strip,’ Viktor tells us. We quickly doff our dresses as they
just button down the front, we are naked beneath, and return to our
submissive poses.

We are
standing close to the wall, so using his riding crop he puts it on
our backs and pushes us gently forward until there is enough space
to walk behind us. He also puts his crop under my chin and lifts my
head up so I am staring forward. Next he lifts my arms up until
they are pointing out sideways. Then he does the same to
Indy.

‘So this is Princess,’ he says tapping me lightly on the
shoulder with his crop, ‘and this is Samosa?’

‘Correct,’ says Justin.

Viktor
walks around us slowly, studying us. Then he goes around again but
this time he runs his hands over our bodies, feeling our physique,
not in ‘gropey, touchy’ kind of way as he doesn’t touch our boobs
or our pussies, but confines his exploration to our buttocks,
shoulders and biceps, abdomen and thighs. Examination over he tells
us, ‘Put your arms down. You run these girls regularly?’

‘Princess goes out every day, Samosa goes out several times a
week. And then at least once a year I send them to Justin’s ranch
for a tune-up.’

‘Impressive. I wish all the ponies that come here were so well
maintained. So, I can take charge of them now?’

‘Like I said, they’re all yours. Have sex with them if you
like, this one,’ Roger says pointing at me, ‘particularly likes a
lot of anal.’

Viktor
just nods, then he steps behind Indy and whacks her across the
buttocks with his riding crop. Taken by surprise she yelps and her
hands fly to her bum. ‘Resume the position,’ he tells
her.

He steps
behind me and as it is obvious what is going to happen next, I
brace myself and then he hits me with his crop. I suspect it is
harder than he hit Indy as I have been forewarned and can prepare
myself, but it still stings. I’ve been trained by Roger to take
whippings silently on occasion, so I don’t react and stoically keep
my composure. Viktor is watching my face closely and when I don’t
react, he nods slowly to himself. Whatever the fuck that
means.

He tells
us to dress and after wishing the Masters ‘Guten tag,’ he orders us
to follow him.
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Indy and
I follow Viktor down to the stables, into one of the stables that
is filled with hay bales. We are told to strip and hand him our
dresses, which he throws in a corner. Then he fits us with metal
collars and cuffs, the cuffs have clips on them like you see on the
end of a dog leash so a slave can be easily restrained by clipping
the cuffs to each other or to a fixture, saves all the bother of
tying them up.

Then he
gives us a little speech. ‘I am Master Viktor. It is well known why
your Master is here, to hire trainers for his new pony ranch. The
fact that he asked for me and the others indicates that he is
considering us for employment. So I will give him what he has come
to see. You will be worked hard today and used badly. No mercy
shall be shown to you as I intend to win the position.’

Viktor
looks directly at me. ‘It is obvious to me that from the fact that
your Master particularly made a mention of giving you anal sex, he
wishes me to be extra harsh with you. Whether that is because he
loves you more, or whether he hates you more, I cannot tell, but I
shall comply with his wishes and be extra hard on you.

‘Now it is time to please your Master of the day.’ He sits
himself on a hay bale, unzips his trousers and pulls his cock out.
He tells us to kneel before him and suck it. I must admit it is an
impressive size when it is fully erect and it has been sometime
since I sucked on a stranger, so we both get on it with some
gusto.

We work
on him for some time, giving him the best we can, to please him. We
are both used to working on Roger together, so when one of us takes
Viktor in our mouth, the other one automatically slips down to lick
his balls. It’s a well-practised act and it’s not too long before
the inevitable happens. He makes a point of holding my head as he
comes, forcing me to swallow down his spunk, instead of choking on
it. Then he pulls it out and offers it to Indy to lick
clean.

Duty
done, Viktor chains us together by our necks and marches us off to
Die Fabrik. Once there he has a word with the handlers and tells
them that we are a special order from Herr Ludendorf and we must go
to the head of the queue. As soon as the current girl is released
and taken away, Indira is strapped into the T-frame facing it, and
Viktor takes the whip to her, while I stand and watch.

He is
harsh with her but as our house slave, both Roger and I have
whipped her just as hard, and once or twice when she was genuinely
being punished, much harder. Nevertheless, it’s not long before
she’s reduced to tears. I’m glad to see that she doesn’t cry out
and beg to be released, we’ve trained her better than that, but she
just sobs quietly as the tears run down her face.

Viktor
releases her and stands her to one side so she can watch what
happens to me. He fastens me into the frame, once again facing it,
and then reaches around and pinches my nipples really hard which
makes me gasp in surprise. ‘I am going to hurt you, you and your
friend are “dreckige Huren”, and I will make you suffer for it.’ He
pushes his body against me and I can feel his hard prick against
the crack in my buttocks.

He makes
good on his promise, and even I start to break and moan softly
under my breath as his whipping goes on longer than Indy’s did. At
one point I have tears in my eyes but manage to blink them
away.

Finally
he has had his fun so he unclips me from the frame, clips my collar
back to Indy’s and leads us out into the open air. I can tell by
the bulge in his jodhpurs that something else will happen shortly
and it’s not before long, on the walk back to the stables, he pulls
us into the bushes and dragging us to our knees by our neck chain,
proceeds to fuck us from behind, on all fours.

He moves
back and forwards between us as if he can’t decide which he likes
best, but eventually his time approaches and he drags Indy into a
kneeling position and unloads into her mouth. She barely has time
to swallow it all down and get her breath back before he pulls us
to our feet and marches us back to the stables.

Once we
are back, he unchains us from each other so we can move
independently, then he set us to work bringing in hay bales from
the pile outside and putting them in all the stables. Apparently he
has something that he must take care of, so he calls a couple of
other trainers over and asks them to keep an eye on us until he
gets back. As he leaves he says to them, ‘Do what you like with
them but save the arse on this one for me,’ pointing at
me.


Naturally, the first thing they do once he has gone, is fuck
us both because we’re “fresh meat” – perks of the job. Then they
put us back to work humping hay bales. Both of us are used to this,
being on pony ranches and farms a lot lately, and although it is
exhausting work, we manage to cope.
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When
Viktor comes back (after he’s had his lunch presumably) he’s
carrying two buckets, one with water in and one half full of
carrots, potatoes, peas, covered in gravy. Some of it is fresh but
the rest looks as if it is leftovers from everyone’s dinner. We eat
it anyway, we’re hungry and we’ve done enough animal role playing
to know that’s all we’re going to get.

After
we’ve eaten we both want to pee but Viktor just points us to the
straw in the corner of the stable and tells us to get on with it.
Faced with no other option … we do. Once we’re done he tells us to
wash ourselves down as our pussies are getting a bit sticky and
skanky with stale spunk, so we do as ordered, which means he is
probably going to want to fuck us later.

All
clean and fresh again, he leads us out of the stable and into the
barn where the pony carts and horse tackle are kept. He puts us
both into the shafts of a two man pony cart, side-by-side and
fastens us in with wide leather belts around our waists, to
restrain us in the shafts.

Then he
loops leather harnesses around our shoulders and under our arms
leading back to a hoop on the front of the cart, like the tow-bar
on a trailer. As an extra fix, he fastens leather wrist cuffs to
our arms and attaches them to the hoop as well so our arms are
pulled back behind us. Not very comfortable but the truth is it
makes sense as now our shoulders and arms are taking the strain as
we pull the cart along.

Next he
puts head harnesses on us with a bit in our mouths, so we can’t
speak, then he clips the reins from the cart to the headdresses so
he can direct us by pulling left or right on them.

Indy and
I are still wearing our barbell type metal studs through our
nipples (if we leave them out for too long they start to heal up).
When he touches mine I think he’s going to play with my nipples,
but instead he gets a bootlaces and ties one end of it firmly
around the stud on my boob, then he makes a loop of the piece
hanging down and hangs a weight on it. He does this to my other
nipple as well, and then does the same to Indy. Grabbing us by the
shoulders he rocks us from side-to-side and the weights pull on our
nipples as they swing to and fro.

Standing
between us facing towards the cart he runs his hand down to our
pussies and begins to rub them. Once we are good and wet, he rubs
the clit. He stands there emotionless as he arouses us, and I must
admit, I’ve had some sex today but no tender touch on my intimate
parts and it soon has an effect on me. I look at his face as he
violates my pussy and he shows no emotion. I hear Indy catch her
breath as it begins to affect her also. As he rubs he talks to us
in a low, guttural voice.

‘Du dreckige Huren don’t deserve my
attention, but I must soil my hands on your filth if I wish to get
the job. You vile scum deserve to be thrown out on the street to be
fucked by tramps and hoboes, that’s all your good for, turning
tricks in back alleys. Dirty sluts, I will punish you for having to
lower myself to your level, you gutter trash.’

Now … I don’t know about Indy but that sort of talk ALWAYS get
me aroused. When Master Roger talks to me like that, he knows I
will fuck his brains out later. I look at his face, wondering if he
means it or if he us just playing us. His eyes are as cold and
closed as his face, he’s just like Kurt in America, that cold,
cruel indifference to our suffering. At that precise moment I
would pay him to
fuck me, in my mouth, my pussy, my arse … I can feel myself
approaching the “cliff edge” as I call it, when he suddenly stops
and steps back from us.

HE
FUCKING STOPS!!!

I stand
there in disbelief, my pussy gushing in anticipation, my legs
trembling so hard I can barely stand.

‘Enough, we go now.’ He climbs into the seat of the pony cart
and taking one of those long horse whips, gives us both a flick on
the backsides and he drives us out of the barn.

The
bastard! He’s a bastard but I want him!
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Fortunately he only walks us. Still full from lunch and with
my pussy throbbing with disappointment, if I had to run my legs
would give out within a hundred yards. At one point he leaps down
from his seat and as he walks alongside us, he tells us that he
wants to see some dressage. Indy and I have both been trained in
that so we obey orders. All we can do strapped to this cart is to
walk along raising our knees up to our waists on each step. The
trick that makes it look nice is when you do it exactly at the same
time, while in perfect step with each other. We have been trained
as a pair at Master Justin’s ranch so we perform our act for
him.


Occasionally we lose synch and we get a smart slash across
the legs or buttocks with the horse whip. I decide to test him and
deliberately fail to raise my knees as far as my waist to see if he
will notice or take any action, but he is a hard taskmaster and a
couple of strokes with the whip is enough for him to convince me to
do it properly … and to pass the test.

It is
beautiful woodland and after we back to ordinary walking, I go onto
automatic and just let my mind wander. I hope Roger brings me back
here one day, running naked through the snow in this wood would be
glorious, open and free, not having to sneak around in the early
dawn before any else is up and about. Hope we can do this at
Kingswood.

Like
Justin’s ranch, these walks have picnic areas with concrete and
wooden tables and benches. We pull over at one of these and Viktor
releases us from the harnesses. He smokes a cigar while we suck his
cock for a while then he tells us to get on all fours. ‘Time to
play, du dreckige Huren.’ He enters Indira and bangs her for a
while, not enough to make her come sadly.

Then he
turns his attention to me. ‘Now then, Little Missy, it’s your turn
now.’ He pushes his cock into the crack of my arse and slowly
forces it into my arsehole. With only Indy’s pussy juice as
lubricant it is quite painful but then he did promise me a hard
time today and I’ve had worse done to me. Painful or not, it’s very
arousing after all the things that have been done to us today and I
quickly approach the point of no return. Viktor does also and as he
fires what seems like a gallon of cum into my gaping arse, I hit
the roof and come with a roaring cry. He’s experienced enough to
carry on even though he has finished, as he rides out wave after
wave of my shuddering orgasm. I almost feel like thanking him, it
was so good.

Viktor
pulls out and tells me to remain on all fours. He goes to the cart
and comes back with something. ‘We don’t want that spunk dribbling
out of you and down your legs, do we? It won’t look very nice for
your Master. I have something for that.’ He produces a pony tail on
the end of a butt plug. Kneeling behind me he slides it into my
stretched arsehole, now lubricated with his spunk.

‘And as you are a matched pair, your partner should have one as
well.’ He makes her suck on it to make it wet and spit covered
before inserting it in her arse. Then he sits on the bench and
lights another cigar. ‘Did you enjoy your orgasm?’ he asks
me.

‘Very much.’

‘Well then, say thank you for making me come, Master
Viktor.’

‘Thank you for making me come, Master Viktor.’

He turns
to Indira. ‘And did you come at all?’

‘No, Master Viktor.’

‘Well that won’t do. You,’ he says, pointing at me, ‘lick her
pussy and make her come. You have until I finish my
cigar.’

‘Yes, Master Viktor.’ Indy settles on the bench (awkwardly
because of the butt plug) and I kneel between her legs and lick
away. Fortunately it’s a big cigar and like me Indy is in a state
of arousal as well as frustration, so it doesn’t take long to make
her come.

Viktor
straps us both back into the cart and we head off to the race
track.
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When we
get to track, Roger and Justin are waiting there for us, chatting
and smoking. They look us over but don’t speak to us, obviously
maintaining the illusion that we are just slaves (at least I hope
that’s the reason).

Viktor
asks what they would like to see us do. They tell him to run us
round the track to wear us out, with liberal use of the whip. When
they give him the nod, he can take us back to the stable, dress us
and return us to the hotel.

Viktor
obeys and first removes the bootlaces with weights on as they will
be a distraction while running. I’m grateful as my nipples are
getting quite sore by this time. Then he climbs into the seat
again, cracks the whip on us and we start running. Every dozen
yards or so one of us gets hit with the whip. At first we go round
a couple of laps at just a trot and then as we come up to the
straight past Roger and Justin, he urges us to run full speed,
encouraging us along with the whip.

I’m glad
to say that he only makes us do one lap at full speed and as we
reach Roger again he calls us to a halt and we both sink to our
knees, gasping for air.

‘That’s all they’re good for today, I’m afraid,’ Viktor informs
them. Any less professional trainer might insist on making us work
more, in a bid to impress his prospective employers, but he
realises that the safety of the pony is more important. A point
that I note gratefully.

‘Yes, they’re done for today. Did you get chance to fuck either
of them?’ asks Roger.

‘Both of them in fact. And you’re right, that one …’ he points
at me with the whip, ‘… likes it in the arse.’

‘Well, that’s it for them. Take them back, have a last go on
them if you want, then bring them back to the hotel. Send one of
the others on the list for them tomorrow.’

‘Certainly, Herr Gilchrist.’ And he urges us to our feet and
walks us off the track and Roger and Justin get back into their
electric cart and head back to the hotel.

When we
get back to the barn, Viktor releases us and removes all the tackle
from us leaving us just wearing our running shoes. He takes into
the stable where were earlier. I automatically pick up my dress and
go to put it on, which gets me a big slap on the arse.

‘You don’t get dressed until I tell you to, you little bitch.
For that I’m going to fuck your arse again. Get on all fours. You,’
he points at Indy, ‘unzip me and get me hard.’

She does
as told and pulls on his dick until he is stiff and proud. Kneeling
behind me, he forces himself into me again. Luckily, I’m still
stretched from the butt plug pony tail, and it trapped enough of
his spunk to slightly lubricate me, so this time it isn’t as bad as
the first time. He grabs me by my hips and humps me forcefully,
each stroke rammed into me like he’s trying to stab me to death
with his prick.

I expect
him to come inside me again but when he is ready to shoot, he pulls
out, puts me in a kneeling position and wanks himself until he
comes in my face. I go to wipe it off but he tells me to put my
hands down. Then he hands Indy a hankie which she wets in the water
bucket, and I have to wait there patiently, his spunk dribbling
down my face, until Indy has washed his cock clean and only then
she is allowed to wipe my face.

‘Now you can get dressed.’

So we do
and he takes us back to the hotel. After he’s gone Roger and Justin
grill us how the day went. We tell them but when they ask me to
score him out of 10, I say that I want to try the others before
making a final decision. Roger tries to kiss me but I back away,
telling him, ‘I’ve had another man’s cum all over my face, I want
to scrub it clean first.’

‘Very well, run along and get a bath.’

‘Master, you speak German don’t you?’

‘A bit.’

‘What does “du dreckige Huren” mean?’

‘Well, I’m a bit rusty but I’m sure it means “you filthy
whores”.’

‘Okay, thank you. I’ll get along then.’

Later as I’m soaking in the bath, I think, du dreckige Huren, that’ll do, I’ll get Viktor to call me
that all the time.

That
night Justin says that as I’ve had a hard day he doesn’t require
sex that night (although he’s within his right as a Master to
demand it) but out of gratitude and a sense of duty, I blow him
anyway.
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I won’t
bore you with the details of the next two days, as they are the
same as the first day except for the introductory whipping in the
morning. The day after Viktor, it is the turn of one called Bernard
and the next day Rudi. They put us through the same paces as each
other, so we can compare them. They are good and experienced but
don’t have that cruel streak that Viktor has.


Naturally Indira and I are taken full sexual advantage of
throughout the day, and offered to their colleagues in between pony
runs. At one point when we are both on all fours, side-by-side,
being fucked doggy fashion by a couple of trainers in the stables,
I happen to look across at Indy and I see she is smiling. Later in
the day when we have are left alone for a time, chained to a post,
while they get their lunch, I manage to ask Indy why she was
smiling.

‘With respect, Memsahib, you have often have sex with many men
at a time, in your films and so on. I only get the chance when we
go the American pony ranch. Normally it is only Sahib Roger or
Master Pete. Don’t get me wrong … they both fuck me nicely and I
enjoy it, but my old Master used to set several men on me at once,
and I sometimes miss that.’

‘Don’t worry, Indy. Once we get Kingswood up and running I’ll
make sure you get plenty of sex with strange men, count on it.’
Which seems to please her. The dirty slut is almost as bad as
me.

The
evening of the third day, after we have bathed, Roger and Justin
sit us down and ask us to give them our evaluation of the three
trainers.

‘Bernard is okay, strict enough, 7 out of 10 I’d say. Likes to
run us ponies hard. Rudi seems to be more interested in using the
whip during slow walking and dressage. Also 7 out of 10. So it’ll
be a question of matching them to the right ponies.’

‘I agree,’ say Indy.

‘What about Viktor?’ Roger asks.

Indy
says, ‘8 out of 10, he’s is a bit harsh for my liking.’

‘And you, K?’

I pause
then tell Roger the truth. ‘10 out of 10, Master. He is a cruel,
vicious, Teutonic bastard with a mean streak, who seems to hate
women … and unless we meet anyone better, I would like you to make
him my personal trainer, whenever I’m in the stables.’

‘Don’t beat around the bush, K, tell us what you
really think,’ he
jokes.

‘I mean it, Master. As we’ll be opening our own stables, I
guess we’ll not be visiting Master Justin’s ranch anymore, or at
least not as much. So I’d like someone to replace Kurt as I won’t
be seeing him anymore. Viktor will do fine.’

‘Fair enough,’ he replies. ‘So, if we’re all agreed, I’ll make
job offers to all three of them tomorrow. You two can have a day
off and look around the place. Justin and I will handle the
negotiations. Right, that’s settled, let’s order up some room
service, I’m hungry.’
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ROGER

Justin
and I make the deals with Viktor, Bernard and Rudi. They won’t be
needed until the refurbishment of Kingswood and the extra stables
have been built. We’re keeping the horses (some trainers like to
run the slaves while they themselves ride horses) so we need extra
room.

Max has
agreed to keep them on at his ranch until we are ready for them.
While this is going on, K and Indy have the day off and just walk
around the ranch, studying the layout, see if there is any ideas we
can steal.

Once all
the deals are signed and sealed, we join the girls and after a
pleasant evening dining with Max, retire early so we can set off
without delay next morning.

Everyone
piles in the car and we set off for our next destination, with K
driving. The next stop is a place near Brno in the Czech Republic,
(where the Bren gun originated, honest) some 771 klicks from where
we are now. Due to the distance, we overnight at a ‘Gasthaus’ by a
lake and generally take it easy as Indira and K will be going into
harness again when we get there.

It’s
evening when we reach the pony ranch at Konin. Justine tells us
before we get there that interestingly this place is for lesbian
ponies only. However, some of the trainers are lesbian and some are
straight men. It comes down to a phenomena I’ve mentioned before in
these books. Although the pony is lesbian, some of their owners
like to humiliate and degrade them by handing them over to be used
by men, in the stables. One can only presume that such a thing
would be horrifying to a queer woman, and is an indignity only to
be suffered for the amusement of their owners.

After
meeting the owner (a woman of course) and discussing our mission,
we dine with her and then retire to our rooms.

Then next morning as Indy and K wait patiently to be taken
away to the stables, there is a knock on the door and Indy opens it
to admit this tall, stunning blonde woman. Wearing cowboy style
dress, with jeans and cowboy boots and hat, she introduces herself.
She is a larger woman, by that I don’t mean fat, more like I see
Long Susan, a tall woman with a fine, shapely figure, but just
slightly larger than most other women. About 5 feet 10 inches,
broad shoulders, an impressive chest and firm buttocks. I can
almost hear The Ride of the
Valkyries in my head as she walks across
the room. She towers over K and Indy, which only serves to make it
more erotic imagining them at her mercy.

‘My name is Annika, I understand you would like me to train
your girls today, so you can see how I operate?’

‘That’s right. I’m Roger Gilchrist and this is Justin
Moncrieff.’

‘Mr. Moncrief, I am pleased to meet you. I have heard a lot
about you.’

‘Kind of you to say so. I understand that you are looking for
fresh adventures, somewhere new to work?’

‘It has been on my mind, to be true. I am from Sweden
originally and I like to move every few years. Just waiting for the
right opportunity to come along.’

‘Just so. Well perhaps you like to take our girls out and
exercise them now. Don’t be afraid to use them harshly.’

‘I never am, Mr. Moncrieff.’ With that she ushers K and Indy
out of the room.

 



~~~

 



Naturally, being the perverts that we are, we grill K and
Indy closely when they are brought back to the room. Of course they
both had to submit to Annika sexually and there was a lot of pussy
eating going on, but the only penetration was when she made them
wear cunt-plugs when they were pulling her cart.

Over the
next two days other trainers on Justin’s list put my girls through
their paces but neither K nor Indy are particular impressed with
them, so that only leaves Annika that I’m prepared to offer a job
to.

The
negotiations are moving along nicely, when she drops the bombshell
that she won’t consider moving away from here without her
girlfriend, Kasia. As it happens, she is also a trainer there, so
to secure Annika as a trainer for Kingswood, I agree to employ
Kasia as a trainer as well. Everyone is happy, I make an official
offer of employment to them both and next day we move on to our
last stop in Poland.

 



~~~

 


Our
final pony ranch is at Konin in northern Poland. This is a “normal”
ranch with female ponies and male trainers. Once we’re settled in
we ask for the three trainers on Justin’s list to handle the girls
over the next three days.

Same
old, same old, so I won’t waste time on details. When it comes to
the evaluation given by the girls at the end of the three days,
they automatically discard one. So that just leaves Isaac (an
Australian funnily enough) and Bogdi a Pole. They both agree on
Isaac, 8 out of 10 but when it comes to Bogdi, K approves and Indy
agrees but I can see it is grudgingly.

‘Tell me the truth, Indy. You don’t really agree, do
you?’

‘I’m sorry, Sahib, I don’t mean to cause trouble, I’ll go with
whatever Memsahib K says.’

I lift
her chin up until she is looking into my eyes. ‘I want you to tell
me the truth, Indy. I trust you and value your opinion.’

‘I don’t like him. I don’t know what it is but I don’t trust
him. He is very pleasant and appears easy going, but I just get the
feeling he can turn nasty very quickly. My old Master was like that
and he reminds me of him. If I hadn’t been with the Memsahib, I
would have been scared on my own.’

‘K?’

‘He didn’t worry me but then I’ve been around men who are more
openly hostile and bad news, so maybe I just didn’t pick up on the
subtleties. But if Indy says no, then I change my opinion to no as
well.’

I scrub
out his name from the list and tell Indy, ‘Thanks for that. Your
insight was invaluable. That’s why I left it to you girls to assess
the trainers.’

So I
only ended up offering Isaac the job, which he accepted.

When
we’re done, we take a few days driving back to Stuttgart to return
the limo and then the four of us catch the next flight back to the
UK.




 





KINGSWOOD

 


 


K

Several
months have passed since our trip to Europe. The holiday season has
come to a close and all the civilians are gone. We are now free to
run the place openly without having to disguise what is going
on.

Master
Justin oversaw the planning of the stable extension and then left
it to the builders, as he returned to America. We’ve gone for a
second storey to the stables to be the dormitory for the ponies to
sleep in. The extra 20 cabins have been installed. Sir Gerald had
already had the plumbing and drains and electrics for them dug into
the ground. The new section of cabins was off to the side of the
main camp with its own access road, so work could carry on there
all season, without disturbing the existing guests. As for the new
cabins themselves, they come in 2 pieces, ready-made, and you just
have to bolt the 2 halves together and seal the roof, so that
didn’t take long. Then Pete and his guys wired the cabins up to the
camp electrics and computer networks.

During
our trip to Europe, Chloe stayed at our suite in the Lodge, so she
was surrounded by people and not on her own at home. She did all
the planning for the upgrade of the Wi-Fi network on the site,
including the new cabins and the film studio, while Pete’s crew
installed it all. Master Roger took over Sir Gerald’s top floor
suite in which he has his own bedroom and so does Indy, as his
domestic slave, so she is there to wait upon him. Chloe and I have
our own suite on the next floor down. The plan is that at least one
of the three of us will spend a few days there a week, to keep an
eye on things and to make decisions if necessary, which is why we
have our own accommodation.

Pete and
his men are staying in the Lodge for the duration of the
refurbishment. A fact that pleases Indy no end, as she often spends
the night in his room. (I think she’s sweet on him.) Master doesn’t
mind as long as she is there in the morning to fix his breakfast.
Besides, now we are back in the UK, he has promised to save all his
‘little tadpoles’ for Chloe to try to impregnate her. Which leads
to Master, Chloe and I having lengthy sex sessions where he and I
make love to my dear Elf, so that if she falls pregnant, I am there
with her when it happens because I can’t do it myself.
‘Spiritually’ I will be the other parent, although legally and
biologically it will be Master. Instead of me just being Master’s
slave and Chloe being mine, we have now morphed into a proper
‘Throuple’, as they call it.

Pete’s
crew have wired up the old hotel as the new film studios and living
accommodation for the crew. It was still in good condition,
structurally sound, and only needed painting and decorating to
bring it up to scratch. The outside film unit has already moved up
to Kingswood and I helped them by doing some test shoots in the
woods. Lottie the stuntwoman and I rode horses through the woods,
dressed only in loincloths and sandals, carrying or wearing bows
and swords, like two warrior women. It was only test footage but it
can easily be spliced into future films.

They had
managed to film naked scenes in a wood before but they were
confined to one place so they didn’t have to worry about being seen
by ramblers or forest workers. Here they have the freedom to roam
over the whole 50 acres.

The
place is busy as most of the staff stayed on to help out with the
refurbishment, so the food and laundry facilities still need to be
manned, as does the maintenance side of things. Those that were
surplus to requirements were allowed to stay at home if they lived
off site, on full pay. (Although Society members are all rich, some
of them like to send their slaves out to work, to earn money to pay
for the slave’s upkeep. Not really fair in my opinion but there you
go, it’s not up to me.)

Master
let me design the logos for the signs and the staff uniforms. I
chose a capital K with a crown on top (Ha, ha, ha, private joke
there) in amongst a few trees denoting a wood, in an oval. We had
all the signs on the site and on staff uniforms changed to that
design, to put our mark on the place.

As for
the remodelling at Chateau Gilchrist, Master put me in charge of it
and told me I could spend what I liked, so I immediately ran off
and bought dozens of pairs of shoes (just kidding). I wanted
stables as he promised but as they will never house real horses,
and the smell won’t be an issue, I decided to make them part of the
house as an extension. That way if I spend the night in there, I’m
not on my own in a single building, but part of the main house. So
it will be heated, covered by the same security system, and wired
for cameras so Master can watch me and Indy when he has consigned
us to the stables.

I even
have plans for the field behind us, now I know it belongs to
Master. Once the builders have stopped using it as an access road
to our house, I think I will have one of those temporary buildings
put up. You know the kind, just tubular metal framework covered
with plastic or canvas. I’ll make it big enough so that Master can
run us round in circles on a training leash, unseen by the
locals.

Oh yes,
nearly forgot, I am now a Master (or Mistress depending on your
point of view) a fully paid up member of The Society. Well, Master
had to pay for it, I can’t afford that sort of money. The Contessa
and dear Bruce came to visit Kingswood to check on the progress,
and at the same time she gave me the certificate and a ring with
the Society crest on it, although there was no need for that, I
have the crest tattooed on my groin and will only wear Master’s
ring, and she indoctrinated me into the Society. It means that no
one (except Master Roger) can order me around anymore, or dominate
me if I do not wish it. I still want those things to happen of
course but now I have a say in the matter. As long as I still
belong to Master Roger, body and soul, his little pain-slave and
fuck-puppet, then that’s fine by me.

Master
let me fuck Bruce that night to celebrate.




 





FUCK-TOY

 


 


K

I’m up
at the new house, the one Master bought from the neighbours,
supervising the renovations. We haven’t rebuilt the wall into one
piece yet, as we need easy access to the grounds. The remodelling
of the house is going fine. They’ve built the extension to the
house that will eventually become the stables. Master will have
some Society workmen come in later and convert it to stables.
Having stables indoors would lead to some awkward questions by
workmen if left to civilians, so we’ll use experts who specialise
in providing certain ‘installations’ for special
customers.

At
Master’s suggestion, I have had all the wine removed from the
cellar, and moved it to his house. (Since he gave the neighbour’s
house to me and Chloe, I tend to think of it as ‘my/our house’ and
‘his house’ and will refer to them as such.) Then I had it
converted to a Panic Room, fitted with a phone line and internet
access, and with a supply of food and water. There’s even a
chemical toilet in there, in case we have to take shelter there for
other reasons besides home invasion.

I had
the decorators paint the other rooms but I insisted on painting
what will be the nursery myself. The workmen have left for the day,
and Chloe is staying at Kingswood, so at Master’s suggestion, I
have invited Marge Philips, the Major’s wife up to the house for ‘a
chat’. Master wants me to keep in with her, as if Kingswood is a
success and we want to expand, then we will need his influence on
the planning committee to get approval. I can sleep with him to get
it, or sleep with his wife to apply pressure to him to get the
approval. So I chose the wife as I prefer her to him as a bed
partner. A no-brainer, really.

Chloe is not too happy about it but she understands that
orders are orders, and when Master commands I must obey him. It’s not so much that
I am being unfaithful to her, rather I am being faithful
to him and my oath
to him.

Knowing
that Marge will probably make a pass at me, (if she doesn’t I’ll
have to make one at her) I have several bottles of wine chilling in
the fridge. As there is so much going on in the house, I have only
fitted out the kitchen, the bathroom and the master bedroom, as
Chloe and I sleep over sometimes.

I take
my dungarees off and remove all my clothing. These dungarees are
just trousers with a ‘bib’ up top, connected to a halter neck.
Putting them back on, with a belt around my waist to accentuate it,
I am obviously naked underneath and my boobs are now barely
concealed, so I flash them occasionally as I move
around.

In
preparation I wash all the paint off my hands, but leave a smudge
on my cheek as it makes me look ‘cute’. Then I go back to painting.
I paint away, humming to myself (I’m so happy with my life) and
before too long, I hear the doorbell ring. I open the window and
lean out. Marge is there.

‘Hi,’ I call down. ‘Go round the back, the door is open.’ She
joins me in the nursery a few moments later.

‘Nice to hear from you,’ she says.

I smile
at her and continue painting the wall I’m working on. ‘Well … it’s
been a while and I just wanted to make sure that we could still
rely on you to pressure your husband to give us planning permission
if we needed it. Roger has big plans for Kingswood and we don’t
want to get held up by red tape.’ I make sure that I bend down to
reach down to the skirting board so that my boobs come dangerously
close to falling out. It also stretches the fabric of my dungarees
tight across my arse and I know that she is watching
that.

‘Is that the only reason you asked to see me?’ she
asks.

I
straighten up and say, ‘No, I wanted to see you again. I enjoyed
our last encounter and hoped we might get a replay.’ I love playing
the ‘Femme Fatale’ when necessary and seducing someone. I get a big
kick out of it.

When I
finish the wall, I deliberately brush my shoulder against it,
leaving a smear of wet paint on it. I paint over the smudge on the
wall and then pretend to notice the mark on my bare
shoulder.

‘Damn, look at that. Would you hand me that rag
please?’

She
picks up the rag and I hold my hand out for it but she says, ‘It’s
okay, I’ll do it.’ She approaches me and rubs the rag across my
shoulder, cleaning the paint off. Once it’s clean, she kisses that
spot. ‘There, that’s better.’

I point
to a spot below my ear. She kisses that too. Then I point at a spot
in the centre of my chest, above the bib of the dungarees. Once she
has kissed that too, I point at my lips. We kiss passionately for a
long moment, then I gently push her away.

I
unbutton one of the hooks supporting the bib of the dungarees and
it falls forward, exposing one of my boobs. Marge reaches for it,
but I slap her hand away. ‘Not until I say so. This time I’m in
charge.’ Last time she wanted to have me in the way she had seen me
submit to others in the Brandy McPhee movies I had made. So I let
her take charge of me and do what she wanted. This time, I was
going to give her the benefit of my training as a Dominatrix, and I
will be calling the shots.

I take
her by the hand and lead her along to my bedroom. I pause in the
doorway and say to her, ‘Do you trust me?’

‘I … I’m not sure. I don’t really know you.’

‘Ah, that’s a pity, you’d have enjoyed this afternoon.’ I let
go of her hand, ‘Okay, you can leave now.’

‘No, wait … please. I’m just a little nervous. I didn’t expect
to hear from you again, give me another chance.’

‘But if we’re going to play my games then you must trust me
implicitly and obey me without question. Worth taking the risk, do
you think?’

‘Yes, I can do that, anything you want … just don’t send me
away.’

‘Kiss my boob then.’ She leans over and kisses my exposed
breast. Then she looks up at me and I say, ‘Did I tell you to
stop?’ She goes back to doing as she is told.

A few
moments of that seem to calm her down so then I tell her to stop.
‘I want you to remove all your clothing and then stand in the
corner, facing the wall and wait for me to return, I’ll be a few
minutes.’

‘But I …’ I stop her by putting my finger on her lips. ‘Do it
or leave…’

She nods
silently, so I reward her by slipping the finger on her lips, into
her mouth and let her suck on it for a moment. ‘Now go, do as
you’re told,’ I say. She enters the room while I go down to the
kitchen.

I get a
couple of bottles of wine out of the fridge and decant them into
water bottles, the sort you take to the gym or on a run, where you
can drink straight from the nozzle without spilling it. I get a
tray and put them on it, along with some runny cheese and
crackers.

When I
get back to the bedroom, she has done as ordered and is standing
naked, facing the wall. I put down the tray and then I stand behind
her. I remove the belt from my dungarees and tighten it around her
waist.

‘What’s that for?’ she asks.

‘This is what I shall beat you with if you fail to please me.
Understood?’

‘Yes, K.’

‘Mistress … today I’m
Mistress and you will
serve me willingly or I’ll take the belt to you. You have seen me
be submissive and I let you have your way with me … now it’s my
turn.’

‘Yes … Mistress.’

‘Good.’ I sit on the bed and drink from the water bottle. ‘Now
then, come and stand before me and let me look at you.’

She
stand before me. ‘Hands on head and turn slowly until I tell you to
stop.’ She turns slowly around and around while I enjoy the sight.
She does have a gorgeous body for her age, a real MILF. I put my
hand on her as she turns, so that it drifts over her butt and her
pussy as she revolves.

I stop her and tell her to kneel between my legs. I undo the
other hook on the bib of my overalls exposing both breasts now. She
reaches for them but I tell her, ‘Ah, ah, ah … naughty. You will
do what I tell you, when I tell
you, nothing more.’

I drink
from the bottle and then offer it to her. I keep it in her mouth
and she gets the message, sucking greedily on it as it were one of
my nipples. I gently take it away from her and tilt it and give it
a squeeze so it squirts wine onto my boob, which runs down and
drips off my nipple. ‘Lick,’ I command.

She
does, eagerly, frantically trying to suck up the wine, before it
runs off the end of my boob. I alternate back and forth between
boobs to catch her out. ‘Enough,’ I say, and as a change of tack, I
get the crackers, dip them in the soft cheese and feed it to her.
Then another and another and so on, interspersed with swigs of wine
out of the water bottle.

She has
some cheese smeared on her top lip, so I lean forward and lick it
off, before plunging my tongue into her mouth. We kiss passionately
for some time while I play with her tits, teasing and pinching her
nipples.

When I
break off and start nibbling on her ear, she mutters into my ear in
a low, guttural voice, ‘Please, I must taste you. I want your
juices in my mouth.’

I kick
off my old trainers and standing up, remove my dungarees. Then I
sit on the bed again. I lean back and pour wine between my breasts
and we watch fascinated as it rolls down my body to my pussy, where
she catches it in her mouth. I pour some more and then put the
bottle down and lean back to enjoy it properly. ‘You may rub
yourself while you work.’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ she replies although not too clearly,
for obvious reasons.

I let
her get me off with her tongue, very talented she is too, before I
tell her to stop what she’s doing. ‘But I haven’t come yet,’ she
complains.

‘I know.’

Then I
tell her, ‘I’m going to tie you to the bed head now and then I’m
going to fuck you … hard. In the bedside cupboard there are
different size strap on dildos. Choose the one you think you can
take and hand it to me.’

She
looks in the cupboard and picks them up, one by one, comparing the
sizes and looking at me. I expect her to pick the medium sized one,
and she does at first but then changes her mind and goes for the
largest. This is the one that is usually referred to on the sales
page as “The Black Mamba”. ‘Are you sure?’ I ask and she just nods,
blushing. ‘You haven’t earned that one yet, put it back and give me
the medium sized one.’

She
helps me to put it on, buckling the straps behind my back. Then I
sit on the edge of the bed again, as she kneels, while the fake
penis points up at the ceiling. I order Marge to first lick it and
then take it in her mouth and suck on it. After that, on a whim, I
tell her to kiss my feet, I even make her suck my toes, fresh out
of my old, sweaty trainers. She does it though, willingly. She
seems to be completely under my spell. The trick is though she
hasn’t come yet, and people will do anything when they are horny
and unsatisfied, if it means they can come soon.

‘Lie on the bed, face down, hands above your head.’ I take the
silk scarfs I have prepared and tie her wrists to the bedhead. It’s
a metal frame bed, as are all beds in Master Roger’s homes, so
anyone can be easily restrained.

I climb
on the bed and kneel between her open legs. ‘Now I want you to say,
“Please fuck me, Mistress, for I’m your willing slave”.’

‘But you know I am,’ she pleads.

‘I want to hear you say it,’ I insist.

‘Please fuck me, Mistress, for I’m your willing slave.’ She may
not mean it but I just want to hear her say it, it gives me such a
big kick when someone submits to me like that.

The
dummy prick slides into her easily as she is so wet. I don’t go
mad, just keep it to a rhythmic, regular pattern.

Unsatisfied and horny as she is, it doesn’t take her long to
reach her orgasm but I carry on. She is moaning and muttering under
her breath and then she surprises me by saying, ‘Please fuck me,
Mistress, for I am your willing slave.’ And this time she means it!

So
keeping her hands tied to the bedstead, I urge her up onto her
knees so she is kneeling with her arms stretched out before her, I
grab her by the belt around her waist and give it to her harder, I
grip it tightly as I give her a real good pounding, and when she
comes, she moans like a wounded animal and finishes with a few
choice swear words.

I gently
withdraw and then untie the scarfs and leave her to get her breath
back, as I unstrap myself from the dildo. After a few minutes I
think she has fallen asleep but then she holds out her hand to me,
and I climb on the bed and wrap myself protectively around her.
Shortly we actually do drift off to sleep.

I wake
up a while later and she is looking down at me. ‘You have such a
beautiful body,’ she says to me. ‘It must take a lot of work to
keep in that shape.’

‘I run and work out every day.’

She is
silent for a moment and I wonder what is on her mind.

‘I’ve never really been the submissive one before,’ she admits.
‘I’ve always been the one in charge. I never thought that I could
get so worked up being controlled by another woman.’ She blushes
and shakes her head in disbelief.

‘To be honest, Marge, I’ve learnt in life that people like us
who are sexually open, just respond to the way other people see us.
Some of those we meet we let dominate us, some we take charge of
them ourselves. It all depends on the vibes we get off the other
person, and there is always someone further up the food chain than
us, that we must bow to. It’s different for me because as Brandy
McPhee or even the slave of Roger, I’ve played many roles and the
best times come when you mirror the other person’s
desires.

‘I just felt that as you seem to be the strong one with your
girlfriends, you might want to let go sometime and let another be
in charge.’

‘I did … I do. If there’s any chance we can do this again
sometime, can we play the same roles we did today? I so enjoyed
being your plaything,’ she blushes deeply again.

‘Well, that depends. You know I am committed to Roger and
Chloe.’

‘So, she isn’t your niece then? I didn’t think she
was.’

‘No she isn’t, Roger lets me have her as a lover. Now, because
I’m in a relationship with both of them, I cannot get into one with
you … sadly you can never be more than an occasional “Fuck-Toy to
me. But if that is enough for you, then we can remain “friends with
benefits” providing you agree to certain things.’

‘Yes, anything, what are they?’

‘You must let me call you Fuck-Toy and all that encompasses. I
will call you Fuck-Toy to your face and you will answer to that.
When I ring you and you see it is me on the phone, you must answer
it as Fuck-Toy. Agreed?’

‘That’s humiliating, I don’t know if I can do that.’

‘Humiliation and obedience are what it takes to serve. Can you
accept that?’

She
hesitates for long moments, at one point running her hand down my
naked torso. ‘Yes I agree … Mistress.’

‘Very well, Fuck-Toy. Now let’s get in the shower and you can
wash me, after you’ve made me come again.’

I take
her by the hand and she meekly follows me into the
bathroom.




 





PERSONAL TRAINER

 


 


ROGER

Things
are proceeding nicely. Yesterday the last of the new pony trainers
turned up. I had Mr. Powell greet them and then show them to their
new quarters. As the pony trainers are the elite amongst the staff,
they each get their own cabin, except for Annika who naturally is
sharing with Kasia. He told them to settle in, eat in the Lodge
restaurant until they get chance to stock up for self-catering, and
to just wander around the site and get to know the place. He also
told them that I would be meeting them at 10 o’clock next morning
in the Lodge foyer.

Just
before 10 o’clock, I turn up at the foyer where they are seated
together around a table. The foyer is a large open space populated
with sofas and armchairs, and is designed for the guests to gather
there and drink coffee or whatever.

They all
stand up when I arrive and I urge them to be seated. ‘How do you
like your accommodation?’ I ask. It is fine, they all agree. ‘You
all eat free in the restaurant or all the cabins are self-catering,
so you might prefer that. Some of you might wish to own your own
vehicle, but if it is only local journeys around the area then feel
free to use one of the site vehicles. Just ask at reception and if
one is free you can use it.

‘Now then let me explain the set up here. Mr. Powell who you’ve
already met, is the manager here and is in charge of the day to day
running of the place, you’ll take orders from him. Above him, the
only other people you will take orders from, are the owners who are
myself and my wife. Let me introduce my wife to you
now.’

K has
been supervising renovations at the house, so she hasn’t been
around Kingswood, as I didn’t want the trainers to see her. I wave
to her where she is waiting behind the doors to the restaurant, out
of sight, and she approaches us. Everyone gives a gasp of surprise,
except Annika for some reason, who just smiles and nods.

‘Allow me to introduce my wife, K. Gilchrist.’

Viktor
Toplitz stands up and says, ‘Is this some sort of trick, Herr
Gilchrist? A practical joke perhaps? This is the pony you gave us
to train.’

‘Yes it is, Viktor, I gave her to all
of you to test you. Let me explain. This is
indeed my wife, K. Gilchrist, BUT … she is also my personal slave.
And she delights in being disciplined and used as a pony, spending
time in the stables under the control of trainers such as
yourselves. When she is like that she likes to be known as
Princess.

‘I wanted to get an expert opinion on each of you, and how
better to do that than let you take a pony and train her, one whose
opinion I respected. Ladies and gentlemen, you have
her to thank for your
employment because it was all done on her
recommendations.

‘Now, and I want you to remember this carefully, I’ve already
explained it to the staff here … when you see her like this, all
smartly dressed and business like, you are to call her “Mrs.
Gilchrist” and obey any instructions she might give you. On days
when she is down in the stables, awaiting your training, she will
be known as Princess and as such is subject to your normal routines
and harsh treatments. She does enjoy that and feel free to treat
her as you would any other pony, no special treatment. Is that
clear?’

‘Let me get this straight,’ says Isaac. ‘If I come across her
naked and on a leash, I can treat her the same as I did in
Poland?’

‘That’s exactly what I’m saying, Isaac.’

‘Strewth mate, that’s some relationship you have there. I
applaud you.’

‘Well, I have to thank K here for that, it takes two to tango.
You can’t dominate unless the other person is willing to
submit.’

‘I guess not.’

‘Well, if you’re all settled in, go down to the stables and
have a look around, make any notes about things you’d like to see
that aren’t there, but I had Justin Moncrieff upgrade the place so
I doubt if you’ll find much that isn’t to your liking. Of course,
we don’t have any pony clients as yet, but we put out feelers
amongst our staff and some of the girls are willing to be trained
as pony girls, to see what it’s like, so if you ask at reception
they will give you the list and then arrange for them to appear
when you’re ready for them. They are living in the staff barracks
at the moment, but for the training period you should keep them in
the dormitory above the stables. They’re all beginners so go easy
on them at first.

‘I’m interested in finding any girls who would like the idea of
being full-time ponies. I’d like to have some that are available to
transport luggage around, and ferry guests back and forth. Sort out
the ones who are willing do that, once you’ve trained
them.’

All the
trainers stand up and I shake their hand as each one leaves, except
for Viktor Toplitz, I ask him to stay behind. ‘Viktor, of all the
trainers that my wife experienced in Europe, you were by far the
most mean and vicious.’

‘And yet you still employed me, Herr Gilchrist. Is this a
caution that I must be gentler with my ponies?’

‘Oh no, quite the opposite,’ I tell him. ‘It’s precisely
because you were so cruel that my wife requested that whenever she
comes to the stables, you
personally take charge of her
training.’

‘And I can treat her as I wish?’

‘Absolutely.’

‘And you, Frau Gilchrist, are you willing to submit to me and
obey me, no matter what?’

K
recites the speech that she asked me to teach her…

‘Ja, Meister, diese dreckige Hure wird alles tun, was du
sagst.’

Which
translates as: ‘Yes, Master, this filthy whore will do whatever you
say.’

He
smiles and says, ‘Schön, schön. Auf wiedersehen
Prinzessin.’


Translation: ‘Beautiful, beautiful. Until we meet again,
Princess.’

With
that he shakes my hand and joins the others.




 





SLEEPING ARRANGEMENTS

 


 


ROGER

Our
other investors in Kingswood gather at the site days before the
Grand Opening. Todd and Alan of Bluebird Films are already there as
they’ve been creating their new studios in the old hotel. The
Contessa and Bruce are there having travelled by road, Luiz de
Souza flies in for the occasion accompanied by his slaves Estelle
and Collette. As a fan, Luiz no doubt will want to bed K, after all
he did pay for a lot of Kingswood (sorry Bruce). That will leave
Estelle and Collette free. I think K will let Chloe be available to
Collette throughout their stay. They got on so well in Mexico and
let’s face it, it’s not as if she can make her pregnant. Given all
that, I’ll probably end up with Estelle, the fiery Brazilian
lady.

Luiz
arrives by helicopter as when the ground was cleared for the pony
race track, and the new lake, they also cleared space for a
helicopter landing pad. Many of the groundsmen are trained in
fighting fires in case of a forest fire, so they are on standby
whenever helis will fly in and out.

Luiz’s
jet must have landed at our nearest airport and hired a helicopter
to do the last hop. We greet them at the pad with a chain of golf
carts to collect them and their luggage. Luiz has brought a
four-man security team with him (there are times when I’m glad that
I’m only a millionaire and not a billionaire, who has to worry
about his security all the time). The Duke of XXXXX will be
attending the opening as well and will have a security team headed
by Victoria Rose, who coincidentally has become a slave of mine and
K’s. (Of House Gilchrist as K likes to put it.) So we let the duke,
Luiz and the Contessa share a whole floor between them, so they can
have privacy and spare rooms for their security teams.

I give
them time to settle in and then invite them up to my suite for
drinks. I fill their glasses and then we sit around, K, Chloe and
I, and give them the latest on Kingswood.

‘Everything is in place for the opening. Invites have been sent
out, staff prepared, they know that if they choose they will be
available to the guests for sex, purely voluntary of course. Those
who have agreed will be easily identified.’

‘Talking about that,’ says Luiz. ‘I was wondering about
our sleeping
arrangements. Would you be open to the same
situation we had in Mexico?’

I
deliberately play dumb. ‘Why, is there something wrong with your
room? I can move you if you’d like.’

‘You know very well what I mean. Estelle would very much like
to spend some time with you again. She has talked about nothing
else since she learned we were coming here. And Collette has missed
the company of the lovely Miss Chloe. Perhaps we might be generous
Masters and allow them some time together while we’re
here.’

K looks
at Chloe, who gives a slight nod, so K agrees. Obviously they
discussed all this beforehand.

‘Hmmm, perhaps,’ I say. ‘But that would leave you all on your
own, Luiz, I couldn’t allow that, it wouldn’t be fair on you. What
are we to do? It’s a puzzler and no mistake.’

‘Yes,’ he agrees, playing along. ‘If only there was some simple
solution to this quandary.’

There’s
silence in the room for a moment and then K pipes up, ‘Perhaps I
can help? If Chloe is going to be spending time with Collette, then
I’ll be on my own. Maybe we could keep each other company, Master
Luiz? Watch a movie together or something.’

‘That’s certainly an idea. What do you say, Roger?’

‘Well, that’ll get us out of an awkward situation, why don’t we
do that then?’

‘So we’re all agreed then?’ asks Luiz.

Everyone
nods.

The
Contessa pipes up, ‘What about me?’

‘Oh there are plenty of young waiters for you to choose from, I
made sure of that,’ I tell her.

I glance
over at Bruce in the corner and he looks glum that he can’t have K
to himself, but no matter. The Duke of XXXXX will be there so I’ll
just get K to order Victoria Rose, the head of his security, to
fuck Bruce. She is now a slave of House Gilchrist, so she will do
as she’s told.




 





THE GRAND OPENING

 


 


K

(No, not
my legs.)

The day
finally arrives, the grand opening of Kingswood Country
Club.

Pete and
his crew are invited, The Duke and Duchess of XXXXX, the doctor who
examines me along with his nurse, Jessica. Squire Amos and his wife
are there as is any other Society member that lives within central
England, and there are more than I imagined. As we are not a
Society owned property, we can make our own decisions on our
membership, so I arranged an honorary membership for Marge Philips,
the Major’s wife, my new Fuck-Toy.

As the
central idea of the whole place is sex, Master has decreed that
anyone wishing to serve as waiting staff at the function inside the
building, will be topless, male or female, volunteers only. Men
will wear trousers, women will wear short skirts. Those who just
want to serve as waiters and are too shy to reveal themselves, can
wear masks. Those who wish to be sexually available to the guests
will not wear masks, but instead a collar around their
necks.

Like
that hotel Master took me to once during training, all the guests
have been given a tag with their room number on, so if they see a
member of staff they like who is wearing a collar, they can clip
the tag to the person’s collar and they know which room to report
to later, for the guest’s pleasure.

At a
command from Master, we all pile outside and gather on the
forecourt. The Lodge is built in old wooden Bavarian style and has
a veranda at the front. Railings stretch across the front of the
veranda with a gap opposite the front doors. It’s across this gap
that Master attaches a ribbon. First he gives a speech, then Luiz,
followed by the Contessa. Then the Contessa cuts the opening
ribbon, to loud cheers and we all progress back to the bar and
Roger and I schmooze and drink with the invited guests. I seem to
be popular with many of the men (and a few women) and they all try
and have a word with me, or get their photo taken, with me. All
very flattering but embarrassing at the same time. Several people
give me their card.

I get the chance to break away and have a word with Victoria
Rose about sleeping with Bruce. I order her to go to Bruce at some
point and say this to him, ‘My Mistress, K, has instructed me to
come to you and say that she is sorry she cannot be with you, but
to compensate I am to offer myself to you for sex and you may use
me in any way that pleases you.’ I know she will find this
intensely humiliating but
she will carry out her orders, for fear of incurring my
displeasure. She knows from experience how painful that can
be.

I watch
this interaction from across the room and Bruce looks over at me,
then touches his forehead in a salute to say ‘Thank you’. I hope he
enjoys her.

Finally
we sit down for the meal in the ballroom. We owners sit at the ‘top
table’ on the stage as the meal is served. We’ve already worked out
who will belong to who (or is it whom? I don’t know) for the
duration of their stay, so the Contessa sits in the middle of the
long table, with Master Roger on one side and Master Luiz on the
other, so they can talk during the meal. (I’m going to go back to
calling them by their first names unless I am talking to them.) I
am sitting next to Luiz with Chloe by my side and Collette on the
other side of her. Roger has Estelle beside him, so I’m sure you
can imagine the amount of ‘finger fiddling’ that goes on under the
table during the course of the meal.

Once the
meal is done there’s no need for after dinner speeches, everything
was said at the opening ceremony, so after a toast to The Society
from Roger, everyone just gets down to drinking and flirting. They
keep an eye on the top table to judge the level of behaviour and
when they see Roger openly slide his hand into the top of Estelle’s
dress, and my head go below the level of the table as I unzip
Luiz’s cock and take him in my mouth, people in the room begins to
loosen up and soon they are groping the waitresses.

When I
come up for air at one point, I look around the room and spot the
Contessa leading one of the younger waiters out of the ballroom to
take him up to her room. Society members are used to scenes like
this, it’s a frequent occurrence at their functions … hell, orgies
are what they are. I know, I’ve been a serving girl at many of
them.

Many a
topless waitress is sitting on some man’s lap being groped, others
are blatantly on their knees before the man who has chosen them,
and one or two are bent over the table being given what for, in
full view of everybody. Only the masked waitresses are still
floating around the room supplying drinks and taking away the empty
glasses. (Well somebody has to keep the drink flowing.)

I
continue to slowly stroke Luiz’s cock (I don’t want him to come
yet) as I gaze around the room, looking for familiar faces. Roger
has his hand up Estelle’s dress and Chloe and Collette are swapping
spit. Marge Philips is fondling one of the waitresses, I see Squire
Amos talking to a couple of male waiters, money changes hands and
then I see them lead his wife away, before he goes to find a
topless waitress of his own. Everyone seems to be having fun, so I
go back to seeing how far I can get Luiz’s prick down my
throat.

I can
sense when Luiz is near to coming, so I take him out of my mouth
and put my hand into the ice bucket holding the champagne. When my
hand is good and cold, I place it on his balls which takes the
urgency away. With a gentle squeeze of his balls, I ask him to take
me upstairs and fuck me. I kiss Roger and Chloe good night and we
set off. I shall be sleeping in Luiz’s room again tonight, so Chloe
is free to take Collette back to our room where they can bang away,
while talking dirty to each other in French. Roger of course has
his own room. Indy who has been flitting around as a topless
waitress, has already been booked for the night by Pete, so she
won’t be without a bed. Bruce will get to fuck Victoria, and after
counting it up on my fingers, everyone seems to be accounted for
and taken care of.

The Lodge has several storeys and thankfully there is a lift.
Luiz and I get into the lift which is empty. Luiz stands behind me
and pulling my dress up (no underwear of course) inserts two
fingers into my very wet
pussy. When we reach his floor, Luiz marches me
awkwardly along the corridor with his fingers still inside me, so I
am forced to go where he sends me. When we reach the door to his
room he hands me the key and with shaking hands I barely manage to
unlock it.

Inside
he turns me around, with his fingers still inside me and tells me
to lock the door. Once I have done that marches me to the centre of
the room and tells me to take my dress off. I pull it over my head
and he turns me to face the full length mirror. Fingers still
embedded inside me he gropes my tits with his other hand. I reach
back and rub his stiff cock through his trousers.

‘Rub your clit,’ he tells me and I do as ordered, both of us
entranced by the sight of the reflection of me masturbating in in
the mirror. He continues playing with my boobs, teasing and
pinching my nipples. ‘Carry on rubbing yourself,’ he commands as he
pulls his fingers out of me and quickly undresses. He puts his
fingers back inside me, I keep rubbing as I haven’t been told to
stop. I reach round and grab his stiff prick and slowly pull on it,
gazing at his tanned, well-built body, and my own lithe, toned
flesh. We look a magnificent pair.

‘I’m going to put something inside your pussy now … you have
the choice, my tongue or my cock. Which shall it be?’

‘Your cock, oh God your cock.’ I’m almost dizzy with longing.
‘I need you to fuck me, now.’

‘Then get on your hands and knees.’ I do and he kneels behind
me and enters me. We watch ourselves fucking in the mirror. I’ve
always liked that, fucking AND watching yourself being fucked at
the same time. I soon orgasm and as he hasn’t yet, I scoot round
and take him in my mouth, urging him to fill it with his hot spunk,
which he obliges. I swallow it down greedily.

It’s not
enough though, he’s not satiated. He stands up, picks me up around
the waist, and carries me to the bed. Throwing me on it, he quickly
enters me again and this time as some of the urgency has gone he
fucks me slowly, all the time whispering dirty, filthy words in my
ear in Brazilian.

The slow
build up seems to pay off and once again I orgasm, and soon he does
too. We lie there, temporarily exhausted, sweat dripping off us.
But it’s only the beginning of a long night.

 



~~~

 


ROGER

Next day
K and Indira disappear after Indy has fixed my breakfast. K has a
little plan that she needed my permission to put into practice.
Today I’m taking Luiz and the Contessa around the site and showing
the camp off to them.

We meet
up in the foyer when they’re all ready. ‘Where’s K?’ asks
Luiz.

‘She had a few things to see to, she’ll meet us later,’ I
reply. ‘Everyone ready?’ We go out onto the veranda and see the
golf carts waiting for us. We hop aboard and they take us up to the
old hotel/new film studio.

Both
Todd and Alan are there waiting for us, to meet their new partner.
(The Contessa is not part of the film deal.) They show us around
the studios, the editing suite, the music section, and the dubbing
suite. Then we go onto the film sets. There are standard ones that
remain up all the time, such as dungeon sets, generic bedroom sets,
castle sets, wooden and metal bondage frame sets, and so on. Then
there are the empty sound stages where they build new sets as
required by the story, space ships, jail cells, royal bedrooms or
whatever’s called for.

‘What’s through there?’ asked Luiz, pointing at a red painted
door.

‘Come see,’ said Todd. ‘This is a little extra that Roger came
up with after his recent trip to Germany.’ He ushers us through
into a room fitted with separate bays fitted with chains from the
ceiling and ring bolts on the walls of each cubicle. ‘Roger saw
something he brought back with him. Along with time in the pony
stables, some of the owners would like to see their slaves treated
to certain “strict treatment” while it is filmed for their later
amusement. They can specify what happens to them and we make it
happen.

‘So we’ve decided to add that to our list of services
available. Films made to order.’

We
retire to the office and have coffee while Luiz gets to know Todd
and Alan. Up to now they have only conversed via Zoom calls and
phone discussions. They and Luiz only teamed up as partners because
I vouched for all of them. Luiz wanted to expand his interests into
Europe and they wanted some extra financing to expand Bluebird
Films.

Everyone
seems to get along and they spend a couple of hours getting
acquainted and discussing the small stuff that wasn’t included in
the legal contracts.

I check
my watch, ‘If you two have settled all your affairs, it’s time we
made a move. Luiz will be here for a few days yet, so you can catch
up later. Meantime, we need to move on. K said she’d be meeting us
down at the stables, don’t want to keep her waiting.’

We say
our goodbyes and hop on the golf carts to take us down to the
stables.

‘Where’s K?’ asks Luiz.

‘I’m sure she’s here. I’ll just go and find her.’ I give the
nod to Viktor who lets me into the barn attached to the stables,
where the carts are stored and the ponies are hitched up to them. I
check inside and then walk back to Luiz and the others.

‘She’s just coming now,’ I tell him. I nod to Viktor and he
opens the barn doors wide. K comes trotting out in her best pony
gear, pulling a cart to which she has been hitched to. Everyone
stares open-mouthed as she walks the cart over to us and comes to a
halt in front of Luiz. She is naked except for a full body harness,
and a head harness with a bit in her mouth. A tall plume of
feathers sprout from the head harness. Instead of her regular
trainers, she is wearing a pair of knee-length, lace-up boots she
had made for when she really want to ‘dress up’. She has done her
makeup carefully, her lipstick is bright red, and her eyeliner and
shadow make her incredible blue eyes really ‘pop’. And as a final
touch, she has her ‘silver bells’ threaded through her nipples.
Even I have a sharp intake of breath, although I’ve seen her like
this many times. God knows what impression it is having on
Luiz.

I whip
out the Go Pro camera and film it carefully as Luiz walks around
her, obviously smitten by the sight. He runs his hand down her back
and pats her on the rump. ‘I’m not really a pony girl fan but this
… she looks fantastic. Perhaps I might be converted after
all.’

‘Follow that arse for a few miles and you will be,’ I tell him.
‘It was K’s idea, she wanted to thank you so she laid all this on.
I suggest you climb aboard the cart and let her take you for a run
round the camp.’

‘But I don’t know how to drive a cart … or a pony girl,’ he
protested.

‘Don’t worry, just grab the reins and K will lead. She knows
the cart and the camp so she’ll take you along, just give a gentle
tug on the reins if you want her to turn or stop.’

He
flicks the bells with his finger and as they ‘tinkle’ she gives a
little moan. ‘It’ll be all right if I leave you all?’ he asks the
Contessa.

‘Never look a gift horse in the mouth,’ the Contessa replies
with a laugh.

Luiz
looks and me and nods, ‘Thanks,’ he tells me.

‘Don’t thank me, this is all K’s idea.’

‘But you let it happen, so thank you.’

He
gingerly climbs aboard and takes the reins. ‘What do I do? What do
I say?’

I slap K on the arse and say, ‘Walk
on!’ She screws up her eyes at me, which is
her version of a smile when she is gagged.

I carry
on filming as she pulls the cart away down the track. I guarantee
that Luiz will want to take that movie home with him.
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K

I take
Luiz for a lengthy pony ride around the site. It’s a hot, sunny day
and I’m proud to be pulling him around as his pony, I wanted him to
see me like this and show off for him. I’m not sweet on him as I am
with Master, Chloe and Bruce, but let’s face it, he is terribly
handsome, a tanned, fit body (after all he spends a lot of his time
with female tennis pros) good in bed, and he’s such a big fan of
mine. He practically worships me.

So I
wanted to do this for him as a special thank you for all the
kindness he has shown Master and myself. Yeah, yeah, I know, he
gets to fuck a famous film star and have her at his beck and call,
but he’s always nice to me, treats me like a girlfriend and not a
slave, and he very generously gave Master financial backing to buy
Kingswood. I consider him a ‘friend’ to House Gilchrist and for
that, I’ll do anything for him unless Master forbids it.

I pull
him through the trails in the forest and I stop by the race track
so he can get a good look and feel of me, which he couldn’t really
do in front of the others. He runs his hands over my body. Even
though we spent last night screwing, he has never had me so
helpless and vulnerable in his hands before. It can be very
arousing and I can see the bulge in his trousers.

He
suggests that he unharness me and we have a romp in the grass, but
I shake my head (still gagged with a horse bit) to his puzzlement.
However, he knows me well enough to know that I’m not playing hard
to get (I never am) but he trusts that I have something better
planned.

I
indicate that he should get back in the carriage with a few head
nods. I take him for a final turn around the lake before I head
back to the main site. I head for the new cabins that are
empty.

We pull
up outside one of the cabins where Indy is waiting for us on the
veranda at the front of the cabin. She bows deeply to us and helps
Luiz to unharness me from the cart. When they remove the horse bit
from my mouth, I introduce Indy to Luiz.

‘Who is this little cutie?’ he asks.

‘This is Indira, you may remember her from the slave
auction.’

‘Is this … is this the slave that I bought for
Roger?’

Indy
bows again. ‘Indeed I am, Master. I wish to thank you for your
generosity, due to you I am now free from my old Master and am
welcome and happy in the home of my new Master. They have made me a
part of their family and I now have a home. I am also quite wealthy
thanks to you. I have a nice little Nest Egg.’

‘Nest Egg?’ asks Luiz, not familiar with the English
colloquialism.

‘It means a sum of money, put aside for later,’ I explain.
‘Don’t forget the slave at an auction gets a percentage of the sale
price and you did pay rather a lot for her.’

‘So you’re giving her to me so she can thank me properly? No
offence but I’d rather be with you, K.’

‘You misunderstand … she is here to join us, you can have both of us. We
have the cabin until tomorrow and we are completely at your
service. Have a seat, Indy give him some wine and get lunch ready.
I’ll go and change out of this outfit and have a quick
shower.’

‘Going to change into something more comfortable?’ he
asked.

‘Oh no, you’re going to be the one that will slip into
something comfortable,’ I say, patting my pussy.

He
smiles, then uses the house phone to inform his security detail
where he will be spending the night.

After my
shower I return to the lounge where Indy is setting up lunch out on
the veranda, and Luiz is sitting at the table drinking wine. It’s a
lovely, sunny day and as the new cabins are on their own in a
secluded part of the camp, I don’t bother getting dressed when I
join him.

As I
pour myself a glass of white wine, he tells me that I will have to
let him rub some suntan lotion on me to save me getting sunburnt.
‘We all will,’ I reply. I remove his clothing as he sits there
sipping his wine. Then I order Indy to strip as well. When she has
finished laying out the food, she removes her clothing and sits
down with us, I pour her a large glass of cold wine.

‘Is it okay, being naked like this?’ he asks.

‘Apart from the fact that these cabins are secluded, it is a
sex camp after all, so everyone should get used to seeing naked
girls around.’

‘I’m so glad that I invested in this place. I’m thinking of
opening my own back in Brazil, even a pony ranch maybe. It’s never
really been a thing with me but when I saw you today, I could
suddenly see the attraction, it took my breath away. Do you really
like being treated as an animal?’

‘I do. It allows me to let go of all my fears and worries. When
I’m in harness … a pony or a dog, I can just be me and not have to
bear any responsibility,’ I admit. ‘Master knows it’s a deep need I
have, it’s why he lends me out to certain people who will
dehumanise me and treat me badly.’

‘Like me, you mean?’

‘No, not at all, never think I see you that way, Luiz. When I’m
with you, you treat me with respect, as if I’m your lover, and I
cherish that. Everything we do, I do out of affection for you.
Those other things are done because I need it occasionally. But
until you leave, I … we
are all yours.’

And we
make sure that he gets his money’s worth. After lunch, once Indy
clears the plates away, at a sign from me she drops to her knees
and takes Luiz’s cock in her mouth, while I top up his wine glass.
He looks at me in surprise and I just take his free hand and place
it on my pussy as I stand next to him.

After a
few moments I pull him into the living room where we can work more
easily. The chairs on the veranda have arms on which get in the
way. I sit next to him on the sofa so I can lean over and suck him,
while Indy kneels between his legs again and licks his balls. Due
to our serving Master Roger together we have become a
well-practised act, when I take him out of my mouth, she takes him
in hers, while I move down to work on his balls.

Soon I
leave her to it as I straddle him, and we kiss passionately for a
time before I let him suck on my tits. By this time I’m good and
wet so I stand up and turn round, then lower myself down onto his
erect prick. Once he is sunk deep inside me, I sit there quietly
without moving as Indy goes to work on my clitoris and his balls
with her tongue, alternating between them.

I take
her by her hair and gently pull her to the seat next to me. I climb
off Luiz and urge him to take Indy. He drops to his knees before
her open legs and plunges into her. To help, I walk around behind
the sofa and leaning over, play with her breasts.

As it’s
her first time with him, I let her have the rest of the fuck and
tell him to come in her mouth to finish. She swallows his spunk
down happily, almost gratefully as is her way, and the two of them
sink back onto the sofa, breathing heavily.

I go out
onto the veranda and pour wine for all of us. The rest of the
afternoon is spent lazily drinking wine and sunbathing between
bouts of screwing, or is that screwing between bouts of sunbathing.
It’s impossible not to get aroused when someone is rubbing suntan
lotion all over your body, and invariably leads to sex.
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As the
cool of the evening draws on, we just wear dressing gowns. We all
shower and then Indy prepares the evening meal. She cooked it in
the morning and it just needs reheating. Beef in a wine sauce and
potatoes, with lots of red wine. After dessert, we watch a movie as
we let dinner settle. It’s one of mine actually, Luiz insisted on
it. It’s one of those where I ride around a lot on horses,
bare-breasted, and lots of sword fighting and sex scenes. I have a
hand-to-hand fight to the death with Lottie, the stunt woman for
Bluebird Films.

Needless
to say, watching all this sex and violence going on it’s not long
before hands start to wander, and soon Luiz and I are playing with
Indy. We take it in turns to try and make her come, I let Luiz win.
Then I claim Mistress’s rights and get Luiz to fuck me first, while
Indy cleans the dishes.

When she
has finished the cleaning up, she comes to us and Luiz moves over
to her. Then we move into the bedroom and Luiz takes it in turn to
‘dip his wick’ in us alternately. We spend the rest of the night,
screwing, so all is good with the world.
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Next
morning after breakfast, I dress in the set of clothes that Indy
brought to the cabin when she brought the food, and Luiz and I take
the golf cart she arrived in, back to the Lodge while she walks the
pony cart back to the stables.

The next
few days are bliss as Master Roger, Chloe and I spend time with our
respective sex partners but sadly all good things must come to an
end. Luiz’s business demands that he return to Brazil to take care
of it. Once we have waved him and his team off at the helicopter
pad, the Contessa and Bruce pack up their car and head back to
London.

The duke
and Victoria have also gone back to his estate. The clientele of
the Club has thinned out as most of them just came for the Grand
Opening, but many liked it and booked for extra days. All we can do
now is wait for ‘word of mouth’ to get around, and hope the adverts
on The Society website attract some new customers.

The
following day, Master, Chloe and I are having lunch when Master
says to me, ‘You’ve been pretty flash lately. Bigging yourself up,
like you’re the Lady of the Fucking Manor.’

Normally
he would never speak to me like this in public, unless he is going
to do what I suspect. A thrill runs though me. ‘Yes, Master. Sorry,
Master.’

‘You think you’re pretty “Big”, don’t you? Well we’ll have to
see how “Small” we can make you again, you know the
routine.’

I know what routine he is referring to – I invented it. From
time to time when I’ve been spending too much time in the ‘Public
Domain’ as it were, being a film star and attending functions where
I am the centre of attraction, after a while I get too frightened
by all the fame and attention, I become too Big in my mind, (my words) and before
my ego runs away with me and I begin to believe my own publicity, I
need to be brought down to Earth again. To do this (to make
me Small again) I
need to be subjected to some strict domination and harsh treatment
to put me back in my cage. Until further notice, absolute
submission and obedience is expected.

Just to
be clear, I asked for this treatment, Master didn’t impose it on
me, but he understands my need some times to go back to basic
slavery and back into my shell.

‘I’m so sorry, Master. What can I do to earn your
forgiveness?’

‘Report to my office at ten am tomorrow, sharp. Just wear a
rough dress and your pony training shoes.’

A tingle
of dread and also excitement runs through me, ‘Yes.
Master.’

 



~~~

 


At ten
minutes to ten o’clock precisely (Master is very strict on
timekeeping, if you arrive on time for a meeting … you’re late, you
should always arrive early.) I knock on Master’s office door and
wait for an answer.

‘Come in,’ he calls.

I go in
and as per my training, I stand in front of his desk, at Attention
staring straight ahead, and wait for further
instructions.

Master
ignores me and carries on typing on his computer. I remain at
Attention and after a few moments he presses a button and I hear
the printer at the side of the room whine as it comes to life. When
it has finished printing, he orders me to collect the
printout.

‘Read it … out loud,’ he commands.

I clear
my throat and begin, ‘Viktor, I’m sending this pony, Princess, to
you for three days and three nights for further training up to your
usual standard.

‘Each night she is to be kept in the dormitory above the
stables with the other trainee ponies. She is to be available to
all the trainers and they are to make full use of her.

‘Send her back to the Lodge on the morning of the fourth
day.

‘Roger Gilchrist.’

I finish
reading and return to Attention, to await orders.

‘Understood?’ Master asks me.

‘Understood, Master.’

‘Go now, and give that to Viktor. I’ll see you
Wednesday.’

‘Yes, Master.’ I look down at him, I know he doesn’t like doing
this to me but as a good Master, he realises that I have certain
needs and allows me to indulge them, but under circumstances which
he can control, for my safety.

I break
the rules and go around the desk and kiss him on the cheek. ‘Thank
you, Master. I love you.’

‘I love you too, Princess … now go before I change my
mind.’

 



~~~

 


ROGER


Wednesday morning I’m hanging around in the Lodge foyer,
waiting for K to return from the pony stables. I’ve ordered her a
nice breakfast as she probably only got fed apples and carrots for
breakfast, so I thought she might prefer some cooked
food.

She
eventually turns up and as she walks across reception I see she is
limping. I greet her, give her a hug then walk her through into the
restaurant, where I ask one of the waitresses to bring the
breakfast they are keeping warm for her.

While we
wait, I pour her a cup of tea and ask, ‘What’s with the limp? Do I
need to go down to the stables and punch someone, or fire
them?’

‘No … it’s just Viktor being Viktor. I know we asked him to
treat me harshly but do you know what the old bastard is doing now? He has
decided that all commands will be given in German. The fact that I
don’t understand German is beside the point, apparently.

‘He gives the command, halt, walk on, go left, go right,
whatever, in German. If I don’t comply because I don’t understand
him, I get a stroke of the carriage whip across my back or legs. So
I do what I think he means, wrong, whip. I try the next
thing, wrong, whip
and so on. Eventually I carry out the right command and we move on.
Until the next instruction...’

‘Ooh, Master,’ I mimic her in a
high-pitched voice. ‘Please let me have
Viktor as my personal trainer … he’s so cruel.’

‘Shut up,’ she replies, ‘or I’ll stab you in the leg with my
fork.’

Just
then the food arrives, and without further conversation she digs
in.

I watch
her as I drink my tea. ‘Tell ya what, spend the day pampering
yourself in the Spa, then come to my bed tonight. You deserve some
TLC. And I’ll buy you a German/English dictionary.’

She
looks at me with a tear in her eye, but her mouth is full of food
so she can’t reply, so she puts her knife down and just squeezes my
hand instead.




 





SLAVE HUNT

 


 


ROGER

K and I
are in my office at Kingswood, discussing the upcoming Fox Hunt.
Well, there’ll be two actually. There is a long weekend holiday
Friday-Monday coming up, so we’ve decided to have one on the
Friday, everyone swaps over on the Saturday, and the next hunt will
be on the Sunday. Monday they can all recover.

Indira
responds to my phone call by bringing in ‘Elevenses’ that unique
British custom of tea and sandwiches or cakes around 11 o’clock. I
ask her to take a seat and join the discussion. After serving
everyone she sits down and listens quietly to the
conversation.

‘Why can’t I be in the hunt?’ asks K. ‘What’s the point of
running our own Fox Hunts if I can’t join in?’

‘I told you, I want you to be around as the Master of
Ceremonies, become the “Face” of the event. “Fox Hunt run by Brandy
McPhee”. It’ll be a big draw.’

‘Excuse me,’ Indy pipes up. ‘But I thought that fox hunting was
banned now in Britain.’

I look
at K and she takes the hint and starts to explain it to Indy. ‘We
don’t hunt real foxes. Masters bring their slaves along and they
are released naked into the woods, then the Masters go out and hunt
them down. When they catch them, they have sex with them and then
put a stamp on the girl’s body to show that they have claimed her
booty. They each have their own unique stamp.

‘At the end of the day, the girls come in and each one has her
stamps counted. The Master who stamped the most slaves, wins the
day.’

‘Tell her the downside of it,’ I say.

‘Well, the idea is for the Masters to have their fun with the
slaves, not for the slaves to hide away from them, so any girls
that has only three stamps or less on her body, gets a
whipping.’

‘I see…’ you can see that Indy is actually mulling it
over.

K
catches my eye and nods in Indy’s direction. She means for me to
ask Indy about something that we had been pondering. ‘Indy, you’re
a good runner, do you think you might like to be entered as a Fox?
K can enter you as her slave.’

‘You’ll get chased around the forest all day and if anyone
catches you, you have to have sex with
them, you can’t refuse,’ K
explains.

‘So they will chase me, I don’t just stand around waiting to be
caught?’

‘That’s right, they’ll be on quad bikes and as soon as they get
near you, they press a button on their remote and a beeper goes off
on the collar you’ll be wearing. Once that goes off you have to
stop running and let them approach.’

‘And then they’ll have sex with me?’

‘Yes.’

She
looks down at the floor and then asks coyly, ‘Will there be many
men?’

‘Depends how fast you can run,’ I reply. ‘Then in the evening
there is a celebratory feast at which the foxes serve the Masters,
and they get to choose which fox they will bed that
night.’

She
looks at both of us for a moment and then says, ‘Very well, if it
is the wish of Sahib Roger then I will do it just to please
him.’

K and I
look at each other, neither of us convinced by Indira’s supposed
self-sacrifice to please her Master.

‘That’s very good of you, Indy, I appreciate it. Now clear the
tea things away and run along.’

‘Very good, Sahib.’ She does that then hustles off.

As the
door closes behind her, K says to me, ‘Told you so.’

‘All right, don’t gloat, it’s not ladylike.’ I take out my
wallet, remove a £10 note and hand it over to her, as she won the
bet.

‘Now then … where were we? Oh yes, I promise you if you run the
first hunt as Brandy McPhee, I’ll let you join the second hunt.
“Capture and fuck Brandy McPhee,” it’ll be an even bigger draw than
the first hunt.’

 



~~~

 


It’s the
Friday of the first hunt. I’m in the office where K is giving Indy
her last tips on how to get through the day, telling her she can
quit anytime by pressing the emergency bleeper and we’ll come get
her.

‘You don’t have to fuss so, Memsahib, I know what to do if the
men catch me. Incidentally, how many men caught you,
Memsahib?’

‘There were four in total.’

‘I see.’

‘Indy, could you wait outside for a moment, please? I want to
have a word with Master.’

‘What is it, K?’ I ask when Indy has left the office. ‘We’re
keeping everyone waiting.’

‘I’m not sure I can do this, there’s an awful lot of people out
there and I’m getting very nervous.’

‘Go on … you’re “Outdoor Girl”, remember? Kan-Kan who does
strip shows for a roomful of people.’ Outdoor Girl and Home Girl
are the private nicknames I have for the different sides of her
personality that K displays, depending on whether she is out in
public, where there seem to be no limits to what she’s prepared to
do – and then there’s Home Girl, who is the one that is all meek
and mild around the house, quite happy to play the lowly serving
girl and do her utmost to serve me. She tells me that is the ‘real
her’ and she only reveals it to me and Chloe, Outdoor Girl is a
costume she wears when necessary.

This
seems to perk her up. ‘Yes … I am Kan-Kan aren’t I? And the people
out there are here to see me. Let’s go and give them a show then …
you will stay beside me though, won’t you?’

‘Of course, always.’

We walk
out to the forecourt where everyone is gathered, all the Masters
and owners that is, all the slaves once they have been booked, in
are stripped, collared and taken to the holding pen round the back
of the Lodge, to await the start of the hunt.

A big cheer goes up as we appear. ‘Brandy, Brandy,’ a few of the punters
chant. (She is quite famous from her films, not to mention a few of
her exploits which have now become almost legendary.)

I take
the wave from the crowd and begin the ‘speechifying’, welcoming
everyone officially to the first Kingswood Fox Hunt, since we have
taken over. Meanwhile K is getting Indy booked in with the
stewards. They take her details after which she is stripped and
collared then led away to the pen, K looking on as if it’s her
first-born child being taken away by the teacher, for her first day
at school. So sentimental, she is.

K joins
me on the veranda and shouts out a welcome to the crowd. ‘Right you
bunch of perverts, you’re all here today to catch and release some
“Grade A” pussy. Some of the finest in the land and if you can
catch it … then they are yours to fuck!’ She looks at me and I give
the nod. ‘Bring on the foxes,’ she orders the stewards.

Although
it is OUR first Fox Hunt, the stewards are well practised as the
previous owner ran them often, when the camp was out of season and
the civilians had gone home. Moments later they are shepherding the
foxes (slaves) on the forecourt. The head steward lines them up
before us. They are all naked except for collars and running shoes.
They all wear backpacks containing essentials such as water, some
energy bars for food, a first-aid kit … and some toilet paper. (K
pointed this missing item out after her last hunt.)

I notice
some of the camp staff have volunteered to make up the numbers, so
there are around 30 foxes in all. The steward does a test of the
beepers and they all work. The hunters will be on quad bikes and it
would be dangerous to actually, physically try to catch hold of a
fox, so as soon as he is near enough, the hunter will trigger off
the beeper the fox is wearing. When they hear that they have to
stop and let the hunter physically take hold of them. Once he has
done that, they are his to play with.

When
everyone is set, the head steward looks at me and I give K a nudge.
She shouts out loud, ‘Stewards … release the foxes!’ And off they
go into the woods.

‘Brandies for everyone,’ she calls to the waiters who are
standing by with the traditional hunting cups, containing a shot of
brandy to toast the hunt.

K glances at me and I give her the go ahead. ‘Okay you bunch
of reprobates, you hounds, you
dogs, it’s time to make our first Kingswood
Fox Hunt toast … and what do we say? We say, “Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em!”.’

‘Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em!’ comes back
the cry from all the hunters.

‘To your machines!’ K hollers and the stewards usher the
hunters to the garages around the side of the Lodge where all the
quad bikes and Land Rovers are parked. I see some of our pony
trainers have joined in the hunt which is good, it’ll give them a
better picture of the club.

Once
they have revved up and all headed off into the woods, K goes to
the horse she requested be supplied for her. ‘Are you sure you
won’t join me?’

‘No, I need to stick around and play host to those owners who
have entered their slaves but aren’t taking part in the hunt
themselves. Someone needs to keep them company and it’s expected as
the owner. Also, it’ll give me a chance to do a bit of networking.
Are you going to trap yourself a fox and make her eat
you?’

‘No, I’ll just keep a general eye on proceedings and make sure
that Indy is okay.’ She kisses me, then pulls a tablet out of the
saddle-bag and checks it before mounting her horse and riding off.
We made sure that Indy is wearing a special beeper so we can
identify her and K can watch out for her and K can track her on
that tablet.

 



~~~

 


Several
hours later, as the day is fading into late afternoon, the stewards
go round the camp, blowing air-horns to signify the end of the
hunt. The hunters return to the Lodge reasonably quickly but the
foxes come back more slowly, as they are on foot. The stewards
patrol the estate to make sure there are no stragglers or any
injured parties out there.

The
hunters settle at the tables set out in the forecourt. They are
placed in a large ‘U’ shape with a fourth table set at the open end
of the ‘U’ but some distance away. We eat and drink as we wait for
the formalities to end, as the foxes are rounded up.

As each
of the foxes return to the Lodge, their stamps are counted up. Each
hunter has an individual stamp, much like the ones they stamp on
your hand when you go into a night club. After a hunter has caught
a fox and had his way with her, he stamps her somewhere on her body
and when she returns to the Lodge, her stamps are counted up and
tallied to each of the hunters. The hunter that stamped the most
foxes, is declared the winner.


Fortunately, all the foxes are accounted for, and K waits
expectantly for Indy to arrive. When she does, K and I go to greet
her. ‘How are you?’ she asks her.

‘I am very well thank you, Memsahib. It was a good
day.’

‘I see you only have four stamps,’ said K, looking down at her
nakedness.

Indy
turned around and showed two more stamps on her
backside.

‘Oh, six, that’s more than I got when I was a fox. Never mind,
it’s the fun that counts.’

‘Yes, Memsahib, it is indeed the fun that counts.’ She looks
down at the ground and then I see her sneak a glance at K,
accompanied by a slight grin. Fortunately K doesn’t spot it, so I
hand Indy over the stewards to take her away.

The long
standing traditions on the Fox Hunts is that once the run is over,
the slaves are handed over to the stewards to play with, before
they are scrubbed up and prepared to wait on us tonight at the
feast.

The
steward hands me the result of the stamp tally and I hand it to K.
Taking an air-horn from one of the stewards, she blasts it off and
everyone falls silent and turns to look at her.

‘Today’s winner is Master Fraser with a total score of seven
foxes. SEVEN!’ There’s a loud cheer from the crowd and everyone
starts clapping Fraser on the back and shaking his hand.

K blows
the air-horn again. ‘Sadly there are two foxes who have fallen
below the tally of four stamps. One has only three and even worse,
the other one has two stamps, so they will be punished for your
entertainment.’ She issues the orders to the stewards and the girls
are brought back.

The
foxes are brought to the separate table and strapped across it,
arses facing towards us. I make sure it is K that gives the command
to punish them to the head steward, and we all watch from our
tables, and feed our faces, as the girls are whipped while we look
on.

When K
calls a halt, they are led away to be fucked by the stewards, along
with all the other foxes that ran today. Then they’ll be scrubbed
up for tonight.

 



~~~

 


We have
the feast that night in the ballroom. The foxes who ran today are
dressed in pinafores only and wait on us. During the course of the
dinner, the hunters will be allowed to claim which fox will spend
the night with them. As the winner of the hunt, Master Fraser gets
the first choice. He picks one of our waitresses as it happens.
That’s good, if he likes her it might cause him to visit again. As
Master and Mistress of the Hunt, K and I are also allowed our pick
of the foxes. K wants to pick Indy but I forbid it. Eventually we
both pick slaves belonging to different owners, not from our staff.
(Chloe not being around.)What’s the point of choosing our own
staff, when we can fuck them anytime? I pick myself a nice,
statuesque blonde slave and K chooses a small girl with green hair.
Takes all sorts.




 





STARTER’S ORDERS

 


 


K

It’s
Sunday, the day of the second hunt. I’ll be taking part in it
today, not Indy. She’s going to follow Master round all day, being
his gofer. Once again she is sent outside the office to wait while
he and I have a few final words together.

‘You’re going out there today to be chased, captured and fucked
by man after man. Do you know what that makes you?’ he
asks.

‘Yes, Master … a filthy whore, a dirty piece of trash. I
deserve to whipped and fucked by any strangers you give me to …
while you watch.’

‘Exactly, and when they have finished with you, they can drag
you back to lay at my feet and tell me what they did to
you.’

‘Will that excite you, Master? When I tell you how they used me
… again and again? The things they made me do?’

‘Yes, it will excite me. It’ll make me hard and then I will
fuck you for a very long time.’ He reaches a hand under my scruffy
dress and feels my pussy. It’s wet. He nods, satisfied. All this
talk is not being mean to me. He just knows that when I’m going to
have sexual encounters, sometimes harshly, he knows that I like to
be ‘juiced up’ first. Spoken to in a filthy, demeaning way that
gets me aroused so I can readily take on whatever is waiting for
me.

‘Now get along, whore.’

We head
for the office door and the three of us make our way outside where
once again the fox hunting crowd are waiting. It’s mostly a
different lot from Friday, although one or two stayed
over.

He blows
an air-horn to get everyone’s attention, then he tells me to Strip
and Display. I remove my dress and put my hands on my head, as I
stand next to him.

‘Turn slowly.’ I do as instructed and revolve slowly a couple
of times, showing off my naked, desirable body, before he tells me
to stop. ‘Thank you for attending today, it’s good to see you all.
What you see before you,’ he indicates me, ‘is Brandy McPhee, the
famous porn star, or some of you may know her as Kan-Kan, the
exotic dancer. Whichever way you know her, know this … she is a fox
on today’s hunt, which means … if you catch her …
you can fuck her!’ This
causes a murmur from the crowd. They knew I’d be here for the hunt
but I don’t think any of them imagined I’d be one of the
foxes.

He tells
Indy to take me away and book me in with the stewards. I’m already
naked so they just have to put a collar on me with a beeper
attached, so they can track me or I can summon help in an
emergency. I’m put in the pen with the other slave girls who will
be hunted today, some of them our camp staff, but most have been
brought along by their owners to take part.

After a
while the stewards come for us and as each of us leave the pen, we
are handed a back pack with water and so on in. We are herded like
animals (which is what we are today) around to the front of the
lodge. After a brief speech by Master Roger, they test the
emergency beepers and then we are released into the
wild.

Most of
the girls scatter, running into the woods, but the girls from the
camp and I know our way around, so we go off in different
directions but at a walking pace. We know from experience that we
have time before the hunters come after us.

It’s my
intention to beat Indira’s tally of six, so I don’t go too deep
into the woods and hang around by the roads, where I can spot the
Masters who are tracking us. Of course I do enjoy the thrill of the
chase so I don’t just hand myself over to them, occasionally I let
one of them spot me and I run for a while before I let him get
close enough to fire off my beeper, which I have to respond to by
stopping and letting him lay hands on me. If I like the look of the
Master I offer to blow him before he fucks me, which they mostly
accept. One or two are in a hurry to boost their score and only put
it in my mouth long enough to get them hard, then it’s a case of
‘whip it in, whip it out and wipe it’ as I’m just a fuck-hole to
them. Their loss.

Others
though seem to be fans and get a big kick out of fucking ‘Brandy
McPhee’, so take the time to enjoy me, and take the trouble to get
me wet before having me. I must admit I have a few orgasms during
the course of the day. For those men who take their time I always
offer the option of finishing in my mouth, which they gratefully
accept.

As the afternoon drags on I realise my ‘body count’ is still
below Indy’s so I make a plan. I hunt around until I see two of the
hunters near each other, I run away from one (making sure he chases
me) and run into the path of the other. Of course they both claim
me as theirs first, but I suggest that they both have me,
at the same time. So they
spit-roast me, taking it in turns in my pussy and my
mouth.

Of
course there’s the odd one that wants to do me in the arse, or just
blow them, so I comply, that’s their prerogative, they caught me
fair and square.

I stop
at seven ‘stamps’ thinking that’s enough as I’ve beaten Indy’s
score, but then I genuinely get caught on my way back to the Lodge,
so have to accept another fucking. Oh well, the best laid plans of
mice and men…

When the
air-horns go off, I make my way back to the Lodge and Indy and
Master are waiting there for me.

Master
looks me over and says, ‘Eight stamps? Did you hang a red lamp on
one of the trees?’

I just
shrug as the fox can’t be held responsible for the number of times
she is caught, that’s down to the skill of the hunters. I make sure
that Indy knows I beat her body count though.

Indy
takes me off to book me in with the stewards. I get put in the pen
with the other foxes while the scores are done and they decide who
won the hunt. It’s some guy I don’t know, a Master Philip. He
fucked eight different foxes (or had sex with them anyway, some
might have been blowjobs).

Next we
wait to see who, if any, are going to get punished for not fucking
enough Masters. Two girls are under the necessary score of three,
so are taken out of the pen. When they take me out as well, I
protest but they tell me that the Master of the Hunt has decreed
that I be punished as well. Which I am. I’m strapped across the
table along with the other two and get my arse whipped while Master
Roger stands there watching, a sly smile on his face.

Then
along with the other foxes, we are handed over to the stewards who
have been running the day, as their reward. So for the rest of the
afternoon they go amongst us ponies, picking girls they like and
having sex with them. Thankfully they leave me alone.

Then we
are scrubbed down and showered to clean us up for tonight’s
feast.

 



~~~

 


When it
is time for the feast to begin, the other ponies are given
pinafores (and nothing else to wear) and taken to the kitchens to
collect the food to serve the Masters. I however am taken to a side
room where my arms are bound behind my back at the elbows and my
wrists handcuffed together. Then a leash is attached to the metal
collar they fit round my neck.

I ask
what is going on but they tell me it is just orders from the Master
of the Hunt. Eventually when the speeches I hear from the ballroom
die down, I am led into the room and taken to Master Roger’s chair,
at the head of the table, where I am made to stand next to him and
my leash is attached to the arm of his chair.

‘You see before you the famous Brandy McPhee, now humbled and
submissive as any other slave … as if she’s just a piece of
property. Tonight she becomes just that. After we’ve eaten, I will
auction her off for charity. The man who buys her gets to have her
for the rest of the night. No whipping though, just fucking. She’ll
serve you and belong to you until tomorrow morning.’

A loud
cheer arises, accompanied by much whistling and foot stomping.
During the rest of the dinner, I kneel beside Master and he feeds
me by hand. ‘Enjoying this?’ he asks at one point.

‘If I were loose, I’d bite you,’ which he knows means I’m
aroused as that’s the only times I get ‘bitey’, when I’m mad at him
or very horny. He reaches down and rubs my ear between his finger
and thumb, our private sign that he loves me.

‘I thought you might, that’s why I planned this. Brandy McWhore
gets sold for money. Not your first time though, is it? And I’m
sure it won’t be your last.’

I can scarcely breathe as I’m so choked up with love for this
man coupled with intense sexual arousal. Once again I tell
myself, he’s the only man that really
understands me.

Once the
food is done, he unfastens my hands and arms, just leaving me in a
collar and leash, and gets me to stand on the table, so the auction
can commence.

Everyone
is well into the drink and the bidding goes quite high. (I won’t
say how much, it’s embarrassing.) Eventually some fat old guy bids
the highest amount and gets to take me to his room and use me all
night. I don’t mind what he looks like, it could be a Yeti on top
of me for all I care. It’s the thrill of being auctioned off by my
Master to some stranger which I find exciting.

I give
him his money’s worth though. Never let it be said that Brandy
McWhore doesn’t keep her end of the bargain.




 





ESCAPE AND EVASION

 


 


ROGER

I phone K and ask her to join me in my office. We’re still at
the Lodge, Chloe has gone back to our home as she has work to do,
for her ‘real job’ at my company and it is nearer to the firm than
Kingswood is. Indy has gone with her to keep her company. Although
the house has good security, cameras all around the outside (well,
why not, we have cameras all around the inside) and I’ve signed us up to a
private security service, so they monitor the security of the house
electronically and with regular checks, and we have a panic button,
I don’t like any of them being there on their own, so I insist
there are always two of us there.

When she
arrives she sees that Todd is there also, and I invite her to sit
down. A moment later, there is another knock on the door and a
waitress delivers a tray of coffee. She is wearing a top along with
her short skirt (K took six inches off the skirt lengths when she
redesigned the uniforms) but she is wearing a collar, which is a
sign to all and sundry that she is available and willing to be used
sexually.

She
flashes her eyes at me as she pours the coffee for us and asks,
coquettishly, ‘Is there anything else I can do for you,
Master?’

I look
at her for a moment and I know that she is one of those that thinks
she can get ahead by screwing the boss, but that only ever worked
for K. But I mentally reserve her for future attention, and why
not? They all serve me. ‘No, that will be all thank you. I’ll send
for you if I need you again.’

After
she’s gone, we begin the meeting. ‘I’d like to set up a Fun Room
here on the site, and I’d like Todd’s help if he’s willing. There’s
an old garage behind Todd’s studio so it won’t be far to run the
camera and electric connections.’

‘What’s a Fun Room?’ asks Todd.

‘It’s the room in my house where I take K when I want to punish
her. It’s fitted out with all the gear, suspension hoist, X-Frame,
mirrors, cameras and so on.’

‘Okay, I can help with that. What’s wrong with our studios
though?’

‘Some of the people who send their slaves to the Fun Room for
punishment, might like their privacy, and they can’t have that in
your studios. Giving them a private location to punish their slaves
or watch them being punished, will suit them more.

‘Masters can come here, and laze around in their cabins while
their slaves are being trained or just disciplined. To that end I’m
going to hire a couple of professionals to take care of that. The
Contessa knows the names of a few good “Whip Masters”. I’ll invite
them here for interviews once the Fun Room is set up and they can
show me what they can do with K, while you film it for us to watch
later, Todd. I’ll let K choose the ones we should hire.

‘So, K, I want you and Todd to set that up. K, you understand
how to lay one out, Todd can arrange the lighting and
cameras.’

‘Yes, Master, you can rely on me,’ she replies.

‘Always.’ I say, with a grin. (God I
love that woman.)

‘Now then, as to why we’re here. Todd has come up with a
business idea, he’d like to put to us, so feel free to chip in with
any comments you might have. Take it away, Todd.’

‘I’ve been watching a few American films lately, keeping an eye
on the competition as it were, and I saw one that might interest
you. It’s actually two ideas, one is for real, and one is the films
we can milk out of the situation.

‘First, I saw this site where a woman undergoes an “Escape and
Evasion” scenario. She has to survive in the woods for 48 hours
without being captured by the army guys that are hunting her. Now
then, to make it interesting she, or more likely her owner, post a
bond for $10,000. If she isn’t caught in that time, the hunters
have to pay her $10,000. However, if she is caught, it doesn’t end
there. They have to try and prise out of her a certain codeword
that she learnt before she went on the run. Once she is caught,
they have 24 hours to interrogate her and make her tell them the
codeword. If they don’t succeed then they have to pay her the
$10,000, if she breaks then she has to pay.’

‘Sounds interesting, send me the links, I’ll watch it. Now
then, where do we fit in?’

‘I’m suggesting that we set up the same thing here at
Kingswood. The problem is that in the US they have lots of wide
open countryside and woods, whereas we are limited here in England.
Not so now we have Kingswood. I’m hoping you’ll let me section off
a piece of the wood and we can make a camp, tents, outdoor frames
for bondage and so on, where we can take the captives to be
interrogated.’

‘What form does this interrogation take?’ K asks.

‘The usual … whipping, fucking, tit torture, that sort of
thing. Think of the sort of movies that you usually star
in.’

‘Sounds good but where do we fit into all this? Do you just
want to borrow a piece of the forest?’ I ask.

‘No, that’s just for the interrogation, during the hunt they
would roam all over Kingswood. That’s where the second idea comes
into play. To advertise this Escape and Evasion package, I’d like
to make some movies with K here. The actual E and E will be for
real for customers, but to advertise the service, I’d like to make
some films of K being briefed, having the rules explained and then
hunted. The films of course will be staged, but the interrogation
will be for real.

‘When we film K, and probably Lottie our stuntwoman as well,
they can start off outside the Lodge, and then run past all the
sites we want to show the punters, the pony girl stables, the race
track, the lake, and so on. We film them hiding in the bushes as
pony traps ride by, pulled by naked girls. Then they get captured
and interrogated by the army guys.’

‘Who do you have in mind for the army guys? Will you use your
regular actors?’

‘Well, I was more thinking of bringing in outsiders. There’s a
website called, “Sergeant Killian Girl Trainer,” where he and two
others, his “Corporals” he calls them, discipline young ladies.
They dress in army camouflage gear and they are always masked, so
it looks more frightening.

‘It’s all very low budget, shot in someone’s garage from the
look of it, but they do some good work, very imaginative, they’re
just short of funding that’s all. Thought I might hire them for a
couple of shoots, and if we like them and they’re interested, take
them on full time as our E and E experts, assuming it takes off,
that is.’

I give K
a nod and she refills everyone’s coffee cups. It gives us all time
to think it over. ‘What do you think, K? Fancy being hunted through
the woods? Err … would she be naked, Todd?’

‘No. Have to give them a fighting chance. We want them to look
sexy on film though, they’d be wearing shorts, a top, boots, and
they’d have a backpack with food and water for 48
hours.’

‘And an emergency beacon,’ K adds, probably remembering the Fox
Hunt she was on.

‘Of course, safety is paramount,’ Todd agrees.

‘And you’ll film all of this?’ asks Master.

‘Well, it wouldn’t be fair to film the real evaders during the
hunt, it would give their location away, but we’ll certainly film
the interrogations. Either just for their owners use, or if they’re
willing, for sale on our website. Extra income from the sales of
the movies. So there’s the cost of the stay here, the sales of the
films, and if the girl breaks, then we get the money from the bond
they’ve posted.’

‘How much do you reckon we should ask for that?’

‘I’d go for just £5,000.’

‘Seems fair,’ agrees Master. ‘And if we’re the only ones
offering that service in the UK, we might corner the market. What
do you think, K?’

‘I think it’s a great idea, as long as I get to use it whenever
I like without putting up £5,000.’

‘Of course, we’ll need to put you through it regularly to
maintain quality control,’ I assure her.

‘I’m up for it then.’

‘When aren’t you up for it?’ I ask.

Todd
shows us the plans he has for the “Command HQ” as he calls it for
the interrogation centre. We pore over the plan of Kingswood and
decide on the best place to locate it, out beyond the race track
and lake.

K sits
patiently and listens. She probably finds the whole idea of being
hunted through the woods and interrogated quite exciting. She’s
been hunted in these woods before but when they caught her, her
captors just fucked her. I’ll wager she finds the idea of being
questioned “forcefully” and having to resist as long as she can,
thrilling. I wonder how long she could hold out. Can’t wait to find
out.

Finally
all the talking and planning is done, I promise to supply some
groundsmen to build the camp when the equipment turns up. That’s
K’s job, I give her a list of places to go online and order stuff
that you need for a camp, tents, camouflage nets, chemical toilets,
a generator, lights and so on. All the rest of the stuff like
shovels and poles for bondage frames etc. can be supplied by our
men.

Todd
takes all his plans and diagrams and leaves. I tell K, ‘When you
order all that stuff, put it on the Kingswood business account. You
can do that later. Right now I want you to go to room 217. They’re
big fans of yours and he and his wife would like to have sex with
you, no whipping just straight fucking. They’re old friends so I
said yes.

‘And on your way out, send that pretty waitress back in and
tell reception that she won’t be available for waitressing until
after lunch.’







 


CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE

 


 


It’s
Indira’s birthday today, so I’ve promised to take her shopping in
town. I’ve asked her to wear her sari and I did her makeup for her,
so she’s looking beautiful. Well, it’s a special day.

We get
down to the Lodge reception and I ask, ‘We’ll go into town next but
do you mind if we stop off at the film studio first? I just need to
check out my filming schedule with Todd.’

‘Not at all, Memsahib. Whatever is best for you.’

I
collect keys to one of the Club vehicles and we go outside where
they are parked. I tell her I’ll drive and we set off to the film
studios. When we get there I say I might be a few minutes, so she
might as well come inside and wait for me, instead of just sitting
in the car.

We go
inside and I ask for Todd at reception. They wave me through to the
studio floor. We wander past a few sets until we come to Todd
overseeing a shoot.

‘Hello, Todd. How’s it going?’

‘Oh hi, K, Indira. What brings you here?’

‘Just dropped by to check out my sked, when do you want me
next?’

‘Not sure off hand, you’ll have to check in the production
office.’

‘Okay. What you got going on here then?’

‘It’s one of our latest, Domination in
the British Raj. A stirring tale of sex and
submission in 19th
century India.’ He looks at Indy and his eyebrows
rise.

‘Indira … I’m glad you’re here, you’ve just given me a
wonderful idea. How would you like to be in the film?’

‘Oh no, I could never do that.’ She looks at me nervously. ‘I
couldn’t, the Memsahib wouldn’t allow it.’

‘What would you want her to do?’ I ask.

‘Nothing much, just be a serving girl, take some tea into the
actors, that’s all. She’ll just add a bit of colour, she’s even got
the right outfit for it. What do you say, Indy?’

‘Well, I’m not sure … I wouldn’t know what to do.’

‘Go on, you’d love it, Indy,’ I urge her.

‘Go on, Indy, say yes,’ Todd urges.

‘Very well, if the Memsahib agrees.’

‘Give it a go,’ I tell her.

‘What do I have to do then?’ she asks.

‘It’s simple, there’ll be some actors talking together in the
scene and you just take in a tray of tea and put it on the table,
then you leave. That’s all.’

‘I’ll do it, I’ll do it,’ she says nervously. ‘Where will you
be?’ she asks me.

‘Don’t worry, I’ll be right here, watching. Good
luck.’

Todd
takes her by the arm, introduces her to the actors and lays out the
scene to them, now she is in it. I smile to myself at this little
subterfuge that Master and I worked out with Todd.

The
actors take their places on set and Indira stands off camera,
holding the tea-tray that Props have given her, waiting for her
cue.

The
scene is India in the 1800’s, the Regency period when the British
Raj ruled India. The set is the Governor’s office, where he sits
behind a desk dressed in civilian clothes of the period. Across the
room, sitting on a sofa, are two British army officers, also
dressed in the period, all red jackets, high collars, tight
trousers and knee-high boots.

Todd
calls, ‘ACTION!’ and after a beat, the ‘Governor’ picks up a hand
bell and rings it. This is the cue for Indy to enter the scene. As
she heads for the side table to place the tray on, one of the
soldiers deliberately trips her up, she staggers and the other
officer catches her, but the tea-tray goes flying, spilling tea and
china everywhere.

The
governor rises from behind his desk and shouts at her, ‘You stupid
brown slut. Look at the mess you’ve made. You’ll be punished for
this you little whore!’

Indy
panics and looks horrified, thinking she has messed up the filming.
She looks frantically to me, and finds me with a big smile sticking
two thumbs up at her. Confused, she starts gabbling, ‘I’m sorry, I
didn’t mean it, he tripped me … it’s not my fault!’ Not planned but
it’s absolutely perfect for the scene.

Once
again the governor shouts, ‘You two, take this little bitch to the
dungeon, we’ll teach her a lesson she won’t soon forget.’ The
officers grab an arm each and march her off camera, followed by
Todd shouting, ‘CUT!’

Everyone
relaxes and Indy rushes to me. ‘What’s happening,
Memsahib?’

‘You once told me that you regretted that you never got screwed
by multiple men at the same time anymore, so Master Roger and I set
this up with Todd as a birthday surprise for you.’

‘What happens now?’

‘Well, if you want to call a halt to it, we’ll leave and go
shopping as promised. But if you want to carry on with it, then go
ahead … in the next scene three English Milords will strip you
naked, punish you, and then have their pleasure with you. All three
of them, maybe more.’

‘Three English Milords?’ she
asks.

‘If that’s what you want.’

‘And it will all be filmed?’

‘If you agree.’

She
thinks about it for a moment and I can practically see the wheels
turning in her head. She flashes me a smile and curtsies to me. I
wish her, ‘Happy Birthday.’

Going
back to the two soldiers, she calls, ‘Please don’t hurt me, English
Masters, I’m just a poor brown slut. Don’t hurt me … I’ll do
anything you want.’

I laugh
to myself at Indy’s willingness to take part in what I’ve secretly
been calling, “The Charge of the Light Brigade” as they are going
to line up and screw her.

Todd and
his crew have been watching and quickly transfer to the dungeon set
and start the cameras rolling. ‘ACTION!’ Todd calls again and the
two officers drag Indy on to the set as she struggles weakly and
ineffectually against them.

They
hold her fast as the Governor enters the scene. ‘Strip her,’ he
commands and they (carefully, so as not to rip it) take her sari
off and remove her underwear. ‘Tie her to that,’ he commands
pointing at one of the wooden frames. She is bent forwards across
it and her outstretched arms are fastened into leather cuffs, fixed
to the frame.

One of
the soldiers hands the Governor a whip, and he goes to work on her.
After a while he hands the whip over to one of the soldiers, and he
takes over. They don’t hit her too hard (this is only a film after
all) nothing as bad as what I and Master have done to her in the
past. While this goes on, they call her all sorts of ‘Filthy, brown
slut’, and she hams it up begging for mercy and promising to carry
out all sorts of depraved acts, as long as they let her go. She
does this all the time when Master plays ‘The English Milord’ with
her, so she is well practised.

When she
is well-whipped and her arse is bright red, they throw the whip
aside and the Governor pulls rank and takes first crack at her.
They all take it in turn to fuck Indy and as the shoot goes on,
they slowly divest themselves of their clothing, so soon the set is
full of naked, burly men, fucking the poor naked slave
girl.

After a
time, they unstrap her and take her to another frame. This one is a
post sticking up from the floor, with a leather collar at the top.
She is forced to her knees and they strap her neck in the collar,
her hands tied behind the post. They take the whip to her again,
this time beating her front, and then begin to fuck her mouth, at
least one of them shooting his load into it.

After
she has serviced them all orally, sucking them and licking their
balls, they release her and fasten her onto a wooden frame on her
back, with her legs spread wide. Once again, they fuck her in turn,
while she is forced to suck and wank them with her free
hand.

When
they have all come, in or over her, and are satisfied, they walk
off camera and Todd calls, ‘CUT!’ Todd and I both approach her,
she’s still tied to the frame, and ask how she is doing. ‘I’m fine
thank you, Memsahib. That was great.’

‘Do you think you could handle another couple of men? We could
send another couple in and say they’re the guards,’ asks
Todd.

‘Just fucking, no whipping,’ she stipulates.

‘Yes, we could do that. Sex only.’

‘Is that okay, Memsahib?’

I stroke
my hand across her sweat soaked brow and brush the hair away from
her forehead. ‘If you’re up for it, of course it’s okay. This
doesn’t happen often, so go for it.’

Everyone
takes their positions and Todd calls ‘ACTION”’ again. One of the
hurriedly dressed officers strolls onto set and calls out, ‘Guards,
you can have this slut now, do what you like with her and then sell
her to the brothel in town.’

Two
strange men come onto the set and unstrap Indy from the frame. They
fit her into a pole sticking up from the floor, with a hoop
attached. They put her neck through the hoop and fasten it, leaving
her on her hands and knees, in the ‘all-fours’ position. Then she
is forced to suck on both of them in turn, until one of them is
hard and moves behind her and takes her from behind. The other one
forces his cock into her mouth and they spit-roast her, pumping
into her from both ends.

They
switch ends a couple of times until they finally each come in her
mouth. Once they’re done, they release her from the hoop, stand her
up and drag her off to the brothel.

Todd
calls, ‘CUT!’ again. The wardrobe department rushes forward and
covers Indy with a dressing gown. I go to her and give her a big
hug. ‘Wardrobe will take you to the showers now. You take your time
and come back to me when you’re ready. I’ll be waiting here for
you.’

Before
they lead her away, I ask, ‘Was that fun?’

‘Oh yes. The best birthday present I ever had. Thank you,
Memsahib.’

I watch
as they lead her away, then I head to the production office to find
out when it will be my turn.
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Chloe
and I exit the lift from our floor. ‘Now you take it easy today, I
don’t want you over doing it.’

Chloe
(my darling Elf) pats her bump and says, ‘I’ll be all right. I’m
only a few months pregnant, my clothes still fit me, I’ve only had
to buy some new knickers so far.’

Yes, it finally happened. Chloe is pregnant, knocked up, in the club, preggers, up the duff, has
a bun in the oven, or whichever euphemism
you prefer. All those three-way romps in bed with Elf, Master and I
finally paid off. Or as I quietly sing to myself when I’m on my
own…

 


“Master Roger’s Magic Dick, long and hard it does the
trick!”

 


I’m so
glad it happened, Elf will be a great mother. She’s good people,
not trash like me. But I’ll try my best to be a good mo… fa … err …
parent. We won’t have any embarrassing problems about pronouns and
who turns up at parent and teacher meetings. Master Roger will
clearly be named as the father on the birth certificate and
everywhere else it’s necessary.

We’ve
agreed that we won’t confuse the child by having two ‘Mums’, we
want them brought up in a normal family with a father and mother,
I’ll just be ‘Auntie K’ who is always around to help their Mum
bring them up.

I kiss
Elf goodbye and she drives off to her old flat. Lately Chloe,
Master, Indy and I have been spending most of our time at
Kingswood, until we get the place established. Chloe however, as
well as working for Master’s company’s IT department, also
part-times for the old firm she used to work for before she met
me.

The firm
is hired by companies to test their Internet security by
deliberately trying to hack into their network. It’s all legal and
above board. However, Master made us aware that there are
organisations out there that monitor the Internet for this sort of
hacking. If it comes from a known company and they are registered,
along with the home IP addresses of their employees, then all is
fine. For that reason Master insists that Chloe never runs a hack
from either Kingswood or our home in the village. So she is going
to her old flat to do some work for the hackers, at her registered
address. Which is good because for the next few days I’ll be
involved in something that Chloe would probably disapprove
of.

A few
months have passed and almost all of the plans have been completed.
The Fun Room is nearing completion (well the garage was just
converted and outfitted, it didn’t have to be built). Most of the
mirrors and torture equipment have been installed, and the lighting
and cameras are functional. Once that is completed then it will be
time to interview “Whip Masters” to run the place. (I’m looking
forward to those interviews.)

I’m more
excited though that the E & E site is finished. The Sarge and
his two corporals (as we have been told to call them) have
outfitted the camp, all the wooden bondage and suspension frames
have been built, the pits for captives to be lowered into have been
dug and fitted with metal covers, and the restrictive ‘fucking’
frames are ready.

Today
Lottie and I begin the E & E part of the filming. We will just
pretend to be on the run while the army guys hunt us, us hiding in
bushes, etc. And then we’ll do some night filming as we pretend to
go to ground overnight, but then we get captured next morning and
on that day the questioning begins.

Todd and
his film crew are assembled outside the Lodge. He has a couple of
cameras attached to golf carts so he can film us when we run, as
well as a couple of Steadicam operators to dismount and follow us
through the woods.

Master Roger is there too, to watch the briefing Lottie and I
are given before we set off. Lottie, you may remember from previous
books, is the stunt co-ordinator for Bluebird Films. She has also
starred alongside me in many films, particularly ones that involve
any sort of fight scene. She and I get along well, as she finds it
easy to teach me fight scenes because I’ve had fight training for
real (Master put me through Krav Maga training) so I was able to
easily pick up the art of ‘film fighting’ and can make it look
realistic. We have had many scenes together where we play lovers,
or fighting each other … or both, so we are intimately acquainted.

Like me, she has a tight, fit body, slightly more muscular
than mine. She is a lesbian but willingly allows herself to be
whipped and fucked by men in the
movies. Outside however she is strictly
addicted to women and often asks for the opportunity to take me to
task in a torture chamber, but so far Master hasn’t given her the
chance.

Today
she has dyed her hair blonde and she looks delicious. To be honest,
I would have no problem being on the wrong end of a whip to her and
let her use me badly, but Master always says no when I ask, which
is unusual, so I reckon he is saving it up for a special
occasion.

We’re dressed in sexy little outfits, (no, not French Maid
dresses, you pervert). More what I’d call ‘The Lara Croft look’. A
sleeveless top, a pair of shorts and a comfortable pair of boots,
so we can run anywhere in the forest. We also have backpack with
food, water, a waterproof poncho and
toilet paper. I make sure that we both have
emergency beacons and they are tested.

Master,
Todd and the Sarge have a few final words and then the filming
starts. The opening shots are of us standing in front of the Lodge,
getting some good shots of it there, and the Sarge is telling us
our final instructions. He repeats the rules, stay free for 48
hours. If we are captured, then we have to hold out for a further
24 hours and not reveal a codeword. He hands us envelopes
containing the codewords and we memorise them. (The idea being that
the Sarge and his men don’t know what they are.)

Then we
head off into the woods together, followed by Todd and his men. The
script plan is that we’ll stay together for a while and then we
have to split up when we are seen by the trackers. Then they can
film us individually.

We do a
lot of creeping silently through the woods, and past the places we
want to show off like the pony stables, the cabins and the lake.
Hiding in bushes when carts go past pulled by pony girls. Pony
girls on long leashes being run through the lake. (It’s man-made so
it’s only waist deep.)

From
time to time we pretend to be seen by the trackers so are filmed
running down a track at full speed, to get away. Then Todd yells
CUT! and we hop on the cart and go to the next location.

We do
this for a while and then Lottie goes some distance away to have a
pee, when the trackers burst out of the trees and we have to run
for it. Lottie is too far away from me and a tracker gets between
us so we have to run in opposite directions. From then on we film
individually as we hide from the trackers by ourselves.

We spend
the day taking it easy back at the Lodge, and then we come out
again at dusk and they film us bedding down for the night. I take
out my poncho and cover it with leaves and branches and then crawl
underneath it. Lottie (who is meant to be miles away from me but is
just the other side of the hill, opts for snuggling down under a
fallen tree, wrapped in her poncho.)

We come
back next day and pretend we are just getting up, having spent the
night in the woods. We film some more creeping around the woods on
our own, then they film Lottie’s capture. She is walking along a
forest track when she falls into a pit, covered with branches and
leaves. The two corporals go to the pit and throw her some shackles
and a metal collar. When she refuses to put them on, they leave her
and come back half an hour later when she is obediently wearing
them, to avoid being left in the pit. They drag her out and then
lead her away to the Command HQ.

My
capture is simpler. I’m walking amongst the trees when a loop of
rope drops down from an overhanging branch, pulled tight and I am
lifted off the ground. They handcuff me, gag and collar me, before
lowering me to the ground again and leading me away.




 





INTERROGATED

 


 


K

When we
reach the tented compound known as Command HQ, I can see that Todd
and his crew are already there. It was agreed with Todd and Master
that they would only film, not interfere in any way with whatever
is going on. They stay on the outer circle of the compound and use
zoom lenses and only come in close when a girl is being worked on.
They are professional and know how to film without being a
hindrance.

The army
guys already have Lottie restrained. They’ve tied her arms,
stretched out either side of her body, to a cross beam which they
have then winched into the air, after gagging her. So I presume
they have already questioned her.

The two
corporals stand me in front of the sergeant. ‘Strip her,’ he
orders. They rip my clothing off me, leaving me only in my boots.
‘You were given a codeword before you left yesterday. Do you still
remember it?’ he asks.

I nod as
I am still gagged.

‘Are you going to tell us what it is?’

I shake
my head.

‘Very well. Restrain her and give her a whipping, then fuck
her,’ he orders and I am dragged away to a wooden T-Frame, set up
near where Lottie is hanging. This is deliberate as it was agreed
during construction that if one captive can see another being
abused, it is more likely to encourage the first one to give
in.

My arms
are tied out to the cross beam and a belt is wrapped around my
waist and the post to hold me tight, then they take it in turns to
whip me. Then they untie me and throw me to the ground, face down.
While one of them puts his boot on the back of my head, pushing it
into the dirt, the other one fucks me from behind.

When he
has done, they drag me across the ground to where Lottie is strung
up and they tie ropes around my ankles, remove my gag and string me
up, upside down. They throw a bucket of cold water over me and
leave me there, dripping wet, as they turn their attentions to
Lottie.

Lottie
isn’t as into this pain stuff as much as I am, she just does it for
the money, so I feel slightly sorry for her as I watch them strap
her into one of those wooden frames, on her back with her arms
stretched out and strapped down, they pull her legs over her head
and fasten them there. Then after a light whipping, just to warm
her up so to speak, the Sarge comes out of the Command tent and
takes his chance to fuck her.

Once he
has come over her belly, he gives the order to the corporals to
take her down and cage her. They put her in a cage where she has to
kneel, with her head poking through the top. They fasten it so she
can’t move her head.

My
vision is starting to get a bit ‘blurry’ from the blood rushing to
my head but fortunately these guys are practised so they take me
down. They lay me on a table face down, with my arms and legs tied
to each corner, spread-eagled and then they put a box over my head.
There are plenty of air holes but I can’t see what is going on
properly. Then they leave me alone for ages.

I
actually like being sealed off like this, Master Roger often binds
me in tight leather corsets and full leather hoods. I like it, it
relaxes me, so I’m beginning to doze off when I feel a dildo or a
vibrator rubbing the lips of my pussy. Soon I get wet and whoever
is doing it slides the thing into me and it is only when it is
switched on that I know it is a vibrator. They push it into me and
then it seems to be hooked onto something or fixed somehow for it
is wedged deep into my pussy, and they walk away leaving me alone
again, with it buzzing away inside me.


Eventually all the buzzing takes its toll and against all
odds, I come, which is embarrassing as I hear them laugh at me and
call me all sorts of slut and whore. They remove the vibrator and
unfasten me but keep the box on my head. They swivel me around and
pulling my arms and legs wide, fasten them to the table legs again
but this time I’m on my back.

I hear them ask me for the codeword but I tell them to
Fuck Off! so one of them
begins rhythmically whipping my tits with what feels like a small
cat o’ nine tails. This goes on for some time and then his partner
slides his dick into my wet pussy and bangs me. He pumps away at me
until I feel his hot come inside me and then they both leave me,
with his spunk oozing out of my pussy and running down into my arse
crack.

After a
while they untie me and remove the box from my head. They leave my
limbs loose to let me relax but they chain my collar to the table
so I can’t go anywhere, so I just lie there recovering. I shuffle
round so I can see Lottie and she is being mouth fucked by the
Sarge.

He
repeatedly asks her for her codeword but she doesn’t reply so when
he is ready to come, he pulls out and spurts on her face. She is
trapped in the cage, with only her head exposed, she can’t even
raise her hand to wipe away the spunk running down her face, so she
has to endure it.

Deciding
I have had enough rest, they come back to me. They release my
collar from the table and clip a long leash to it and lead me to an
open space, where they make me run round and round in circles,
driving me along with a horse whip. They carry on with this sport
until I have fallen a few times and am too tired to carry
on.

They
pick me up and literally drag me across to a camp chair, which they
tie me into and then put a sack over my head. They leave me to rest
and I actually fall asleep, I’m so exhausted.

 



~~~

 


I don’t
know how long it is until they wake me up, but I do feel rested, so
it must have been a while. They remove the sack from my head and I
have to watch as they brutalise me with a leather belt, all the
time yelling, ‘What’s the codeword?’ at me.

They
beat my tits, my arms and my legs. I’m sobbing but even with the
tears running down my face I refuse to give in, so they stop and
drag my chair over to where they have fastened Lottie to the ground
with tent pegs and guy ropes, on all-fours with her head through a
hoop, so she is just at the right height for fucking and sucking
cock.

I have
to watch as they beat her and then take it in turns to fuck her.
When they are done, they release her, untie me from the chair and
put us both into a pit. It’s only deep enough to kneel in but our
heads stick up above the ground. Once again they question us about
the codewords but when we refuse to give them up, one of them
pisses on us and then leaves us.

They set
out a table and they eat lunch. One of the corporals empties a
bucket of food over us, apples, carrots and potatoes, and we have
to pick it up from the piss-soaked ground and eat it. When they are
done eating, they take us out of the pit again.

I am
strung up between two trees. My arms are stretched out and ropes
tie them to each tree. A rope noose is pulled tight around each of
my tits and then tied to the trees on either side of me. Lastly
each of my legs are tied to the nearest trees, legs spread wide.
One of the men alternates between using a whip on me and then
vibrating my pussy. Lottie is forced to give blowjobs to the other
two men who are watching.

Then
they switch us over and as Lottie is tied to the trees in the same
way as I was, they force me to kneel before her and eat her pussy,
which I’m happy to do. Afterwards, anyone who is still feeling
horny gets to have a go on me, and then they put the two of us in
an upright cage that is barely wide enough for two people to be
squeezed into, standing. Once we are jammed in there, they handcuff
our hands behind our backs and then chain our collars together, so
we are rubbing naked bodies against each other, with our heads over
the other’s shoulder.

 



~~~

 


Several
hours pass. (Well, we simulate it, this is only a film after all.)
They take us out of the cage after a while and we are allowed to
wear dressing gowns and eat a proper meal, while the camera crew go
over with the Sarge’s men about how it went.

The crew
want some more close ups of Lottie giving the blowjobs, so they do
that scene once more, only they just focus on them and I don’t have
to get tied up again. When the sun starts to go down later, they
put us back in the cage and simulate us being put down for the
night.

They
take us out of the cage and give us one last chance to surrender
the codewords and go free. We refuse of course so they give us one
last fucking for the night. A corporal takes us each as we blow the
Sarge. Then they put us in a square wooden box with a metal grid
for a lid. The box is about 6 feet wide on each side so there is
room to move about if you’re lying down, but the snag is it only
stands about 4 feet tall. So you would have to lie down all
night.

They
lock us in there and then retire to the tents for the night. We are
filmed in there for a while, listening to them drinking and
talking, as Lottie and I huddle together for comfort. Then the sun
goes all the way down and they stop filming and release
us.

 



~~~

 


Next
day, we return to command HQ and climb back into the box and
filming begins again. The Sarge and his crew release us and after
we refuse to give up the codes, we are tied to the wooden frames
and subjected to a long session of whipping, sucking and fucking.
We are even forced to lick the spunk out of each other’s pussies
once they have unloaded their cum into us.

Finally
the 24 hours is up and they have to concede defeat, they didn’t
break us, we didn’t give up the code. (Mainly because I’d forgotten
mine in all the fun.) Lottie and I leave the HQ (supposedly) £5,000
richer – if only it were true.

A
crewman drives us back to the Lodge where Master greets us. He
deliberately kept out of the way so as not to inhibit the Sarge and
his crew. He is however delighted with the footage that Todd has
shown him. I tell him that although I did it for the fun of it,
Lottie deserves a cash bonus, even if I have to pay for it myself.
He agrees that she’s earned it and he’ll see to it that she gets
one. He also tells me to take the rest of the day to
myself.

Lottie
and I shower together and then go to sleep in my bed, wrapped in
each other’s arms.




 





A PERFECT MOMENT

 


 


K

It’s a
few weeks after the E & E filming. Master, Chloe, Indy and I
are still living at Kingswood. The alterations to our house are
finished but the place is still a mess as the builders finish
joining up the walls of the two properties and there’s mud
everywhere.

The phone rings and I grab it quickly so as not to let it wake
Chloe, as an expectant mother she needs her rest.
‘What?’ I spit
out, barely conscious.

‘Morning, sleepy-head. Take a look out of the window,’ it’s
Master’s voice. I look over at the window and can see it’s daylight
through the chinks in the curtains. Groggily I climb out of bed and
with phone in hand I stagger to the window and pull one of the
curtains back slightly. What I see wakes me up instantly and
suddenly I’m firing on all cylinders. ‘It snowed,’ I reply
excitedly.

‘And you know that that means.’

‘You’re going to take me for a run in the snow?’

‘Exactly. Now put your running boots and your Barbour jacket on
and meet me in reception, quick as you can.’

‘Yes, Master,’ I say gleefully.

I
quickly go and pee. I actually have to undress to get naked as I’m
wearing a nightie, but I do so and dress as instructed, then sneak
quietly out of the room, while Chloe sleeps on. I meet Master in
reception and he is waiting with a hot cup of coffee and a bacon
sandwich. The Lodge is just starting to come alive, staff are doing
a final tidy of the hotel and obviously the kitchens are obviously
hard at work on the breakfasts.

He is
eating a sandwich and holds one to me. ‘Can’t expect you to run on
an empty stomach, so a bacon sandwich should do the trick, not too
heavy. Come on, you can eat it on the way to the
stables.’

He
hustles me outside and onto one of the golf carts. We drive down to
the stables as I finish breakfast. He obviously phoned ahead as one
of the stable hands (not the trainers, they’re too important to be
out of bed this early. It’s daylight but the sun hasn’t risen yet,
so everywhere is still grey and misty) is waiting with a saddled
horse. As he hands Master the reins he also gives him some pony
tackle. ‘A collar and training leash, that’s what you asked for
wasn’t it, sir?’

‘That’s exactly right, thank you. Come here, K.’

I
approach him and he puts the collar round my neck and taking the
attached leash in his hand, climbs into the saddle. The stable hand
gives him one of those horse training whips. Not flexible, or
designed to punish, this is a long carriage whip, just made to
encourage the horse along with a flick to the rump.

Master
urges the horse to walk on and I follow behind on the leash. Once
we’ve left the stables behind, he pulls to a halt and tells me to
hand him my coat, then we set off again, me now walking naked in
the cold air. It’s so early that we are the first ones to walk on
this fresh snow. The snowfall is about 6 inches deep, nearly over
the top of my boots.

The cold begins to bite on my bare skin and my nipples come up
to hard points, although that’s not entirely due to the cold, I find
being naked out in the snow thrilling and I must admit it also
sexually excites me. Master sees me shiver and decides it is time
for me to exercise, so he unhooks the long leash from my collar,
and with a flick of the whip on my bare arse he tells me to
run.

I head
off along the track as Master follows at a trot on his horse. Oh
this is so much better than when he takes me into the field behind
our house. That’s a big field but basically I can only run
end-to-end or round in circles, here I have a whole 50 acres to run
around in, all criss-crossed with trails. It’s pony girl
heaven.

I run
these trails most days but today the snow makes it harder going and
I’m soon breathing hard. I flag from time to time, and slow down to
just a jog, but a stinging whip across my backside makes me speed
up again. Master also uses it to make me change course, directing
me down different routes at whim. The punishment of the cold and
the whip on my defenceless, naked body, brings as much pleasure for
him as it does for me. I love being run in the cold.


Eventually he can see I’m wearing down so he directs me to
the race track. We go into the centre of the oval track and stop.
There, he dismounts and while he is re-attaching the leash to my
collar, the mist parts and the sun shines down on us.

He walks away from me as far as the leash will allow and then
directs me to walk in a circle around him, occasionally
encouraging me with the
whip. This gives me a chance to get my breath back and “cool down”
(which seems a ridiculous thing to say when I’m standing in snow,
but I’m talking in exercise terms).

In the
woods the snow was only about 6 inches deep but here in the open,
the race track is covered in deeper snow and it’s about 12 inches
deep. After several turns, he moves further along the oval, so I am
walking on fresh snow. He does this several times, keeping me on
fresh snow which is deliberate, as several times he jerks on the
leash and I fall into the snow.


Eventually, he decides enough training is enough, and it’s
time for his fun. He makes me kneel in the snow and he unzips his
cock and I suck on it. Then he pushes me forward onto all fours and
kneels behind me. First he takes up handfuls of snow and rubs them
on my back, then he enters me.

He takes me slow and gentle, as if he is savouring the moment,
occasionally rubbing more snow on my back. The sun rises in the
heavens and we are bathed in its warmth and it strikes me that this
is a perfect moment. One that I would like to capture and hold in my memory
forevermore. If there is a Heaven and I ever go there, if the
Angels were to say to me, ‘We can capture one moment in your life
and you will spend eternity reliving that moment,’
this would be the moment
I choose.

The man
I love, the Master I serve, has run me through the snow like a
pony, and now he is taking his pleasure with me. It doesn’t get any
better than this. Tears come to my eyes at the beauty of it all,
the sun, the snow, the sex … I grab a handful of snow and rub it on
my face to hide the tears.

‘Mouth,’ he says quietly and I turn round and take him between
my lips and gratefully accept everything he has to give, as he
unloads into my willing mouth.

Once he
has stood up and made himself presentable again, he pulls me to my
feet and puts my Barbour jacket around my shoulders. We kiss
passionately for a few moments then we just stand there hugging
each other, his body warming mine so I don’t notice the cold
anymore.

‘Have I told you today that I love you?’ he asks.

‘Not yet.’

‘Well, I do, I love you … with every fibre of my
being.’

‘Okay,’ I reply, nonchalantly.

He looks
down at me, ‘Aren’t you going to say it back?’

I pull
myself out of his arms and take a few steps back so I can see him
properly. ‘Not until you catch me and fuck me again. Race you back
to the stables.’ With that I throw him my jacket and make dash for
the trees. All I can hear behind me is his laughter and then the
sound of the horse whinnying.

 


N. B. I had to say, ‘I love you,’ twice on the way back to the
stables.

Like I
said – it doesn’t get any better than this.

 


 


THE END
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